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Chapter One





It was the week before Christmas in the North Pole. Santa was
sitting in his library with a tall, thirty-something man dressed in
a navy blue suit with a red tie. The man was clean-shaven with
thick, dark curly hair.



"Santa, I have some bad news for you," said the man.



"Ryan, what is it?" Santa asked.



"Corporate has decided to outsource our operations overseas. 
Effective today, they are shutting down everything in the North
Pole," Ryan said.



"Overseas, where?"



"Some small island. I can't remember the name, but the labor is
cheap and it never gets cold."



"You're kidding, right?" Santa asked.



Ryan shook his head. "It's cost too much money to operate here. Our
heating bills are out of control and the elves' salaries are way
too high."



"Our heating bills are quite reasonable," argued Santa. "Plus,
corporate needs to think about the cost of air conditioning that
the new place will cost."



"The people there are used to the heat," replied Ryan. "And they'll
make a lot less money than the elves."



"The elves only make a dollar an hour. Are the new people making
less?"



"Twenty cents an hour and they don't have the same benefits as the
elves."



"Benefits like what?"



"Santa, last year the elves organized a union and received a major
raise. That really hurt corporate."



"All they got was an increase in the number of cookies and hot
chocolate drinks. So what?"



"10,000 elves times three cookies a day plus three cups of hot
chocolate really adds up."



"Their raises were well worth it. Plus, they were threatening to
move to Las Vegas and star in some all exclusive elves' holiday
show."



"Corporate should have let them go back then. They would have found
people to replace them."



"No, the elves have been with us for years. They're specially
trained and we need them."



"Well, it doesn't matter now. Corporate is moving operations and
they don't want the elves. They only want Santa."



"I don't really want to relocate," said Santa. "But Mrs. Claus and
I are no longer together. So I'm willing to do whatever it takes to
keep Christmas intact."



"Are you still hurting from the divorce?" asked Ryan.



"We were together for over forty years and then she leaves me for
the reindeers' veterinarian."



"I'm sorry about what happened."



"Well, it's partially my fault. I accidently broke off one of the
reindeer's antlers and an animal rights group comes after me. The
publicity was horrible. Mrs. Claus was so embarrassed. People
taunted her. I told her to ignore it. But she couldn't take it and
there was nothing I could do to help her."



"Yeah, I tried to get a restraining order, but the judge denied
it.



"I remember," said Santa. "But you should have checked out his
background. His wife was the head of the North Pole Reindeer
Association."



"Yeah, you're right," said Ryan. "By the way, I forgot to tell you
that corporate doesn't want you anymore."



"What do you mean?"



"They want someone new."



"That goes against tradition. My father was Santa and so was my
grandfather. I can count back twenty-five generations.



"Anyway, the new Santa is taking over tomorrow."



"That's ridiculous," Santa scoffed. "There's no time to train
him."



"He doesn't need to be trained."



"Has corporate lost their minds?"



"No, he's already been trained."



"The only person I trained was my son Michael," said Santa. "And he
wasn't interested in the job. Michael hooked up with some American
girl and they moved to Arizona. He works for the post office now
and there's no way he's playing Santa."



"I'm talking about me," said Ryan.



"That's ridiculous," said Santa. "You don't even look the
part."



"Corporate wants a new image. They want someone who is young and
fit."



"The kids won't buy it. And neither will the parents. Santa has
always been a big, jolly, older man. Period. No exceptions."



"Times have changed. The anti-obesity groups have been after
corporate for years about your size. A fit Santa sends a good
message to the kids."



"I may not have a six pack, but I'm in decent shape for a man my
age."



"Let's get real. You can barely walk up a hill. You have high blood
pressure and you've had two heart attacks."



"And despite all of this, I still ride the sleigh on Christmas Eve,
slide down chimneys throughout the world and deliver presents.
That's pretty darn good."



"The sleigh is motorized and most of the time, the elves are doing
all the work."



"What are you talking about?"



"I hired a PI firm last year and had you tailed. They filmed the
elves on video sliding down the chimneys and delivering the
gifts.  All you did was watch them, eat cookies and drink hot
chocolate."



"That only happened one time. I wasn't feeling well."



"No, according to my sources, it's been happening for years."



"That's not true."



"If it doesn't matter now, because you're no longer Santa."



"You are so ungrateful. I took you in when your elf mother
abandoned you."



"My mother had no choice. My father was Canadian and it's against
elf law to mix with non-elves."



"It doesn't matter. I raised you like my own son."



"You were embarrassed by me. You made me get my ears
rounded."



"I thought it would make you fit in better."



"I was half and half and you should have let me decide."



"I paid for your law school education."



"You sent me to a crappy online school that no one has heard
of."



"That's because your grades and scores were so bad."



"Whatever."



"Don't you whatever me," said Santa. "I helped you start your law
practice."



"Some practice," scoffed Ryan. "I only have a handful of clients
and I barely make enough to pay my bills."



"I told you to move from your loft into a studio, but you
refused."



"None of this matters. Tomorrow, I'm on a plane to our new
location."



"I'll stop you," said Santa.



"It's too late," said Ryan while cracking a wicked smile. "I'm the
new Santa and you need to get over it." Ryan then got up from his
chair and stalked out of the house.




Chapter Two





 



Jack, the head elf, knocked on Santa's door. Santa opened the door
and told Jack to sit down.



Jack sat down on Santa's sofa. He pulled out a paper from his
pocket.



"Santa, we just got the email from corporate," said Jack. "They
said today is our last day." Jack handed the paper to Santa.



Santa put on his glasses and read the email. "They're booting me
out, too. Ryan is the new Santa."



"That ridiculous," said Jack. "They can't take Christmas away from
us. We have to stop them."



"But how?" asked
Santa.                                                                        




"We need to hire a lawyer," said Jack.



"The only lawyer I know is Ryan and he's turned against us," said
Santa.



"There has to be good ones."



"Maybe we can try the phonebook," said Santa.



Santa got from the sofa and walked to his bookshelf. He pulled out
the phonebook and handed it to Jack.



Jack turned the pages and put his finger on the section for
attorneys. "Santa, there's only three listed. I don't think they do
the type of law we need."



"What do you mean?"



"One defends DUIs and the other defends corporations. And there's
the listing for Ryan."



"I can't believe there are only three lawyers in the North Pole.
There has to be more."



"Well, I know we have a District Attorney. And that's it."



"Maybe we could go to him."



"You mean her.  The DA is really anti-elf and she's related to
our corporation's CEO."



"That's horrible," said Santa. "Is there anywhere else we could
look?"



"We could try online," said Jack. "Do you mind if I looked on your
computer?"



"Go ahead."



Jack walked to Santa's computer and turned it on. An odd noise came
on. Jack made a sour face. "Santa, I can't believe you're still on
dial-up."



"I've never been into technology, but at least, it works."



"If you say so," said Jack while waiting for the computer to
boot-up.  He tapped his fingers for a few minutes. "Finally,
we're up and running."



Jack punched the computer keys and performed a few searches.



"Find anything?" asked Santa.



"I'm on the North Pole Bar Association Web site. They only have
about a dozen lawyers listed. Two of them are dead, one is
disbarred and three were in the phonebook."



"Well, that's gives us six to work with."



"I just googled two of them. They both have really bad reviews. So
that leaves four."



"Google them."



"There's one that people seem to really like. But according to her
Web site, she's almost near retirement and she rarely takes on new
cases."



"What's her name?"



"Zena Houston."



"I like that name. She sounds like a fighter."



"Do you want me to email her?"



"I have a better idea, let's visit Ms. Houston."



"Right now?"



"Yes," replied Santa. "Time is of the essence."



"Okay," said Jack. He printed out the address along with directions
and put the information in his pocket. "I'm ready."



"Good."



Jack and Santa left the house and got into Santa's snowmobile.

Chapter Three





 



It took about fifteen minutes to drive to the lawyer's office. Jack
parked Santa's snowmobile. They walked briskly until they reached
the front door.



Jack knocked on the door. A woman answered. She was tall with
salt-and-pepper braids. The woman's dark green pantsuit gently
accented her curves and complemented her light brown skin. Her
hazel eyes were almond shaped and her lips were full.



"Are you Zena Houston?" Jack asked.



"Yes, I am," Ms. Houston answered.



"We're here to see you about an urgent legal matter," said
Santa.



"Why don't you come in," Ms. Houston said. Santa and Jack followed
Ms. Houston into her office.  She gestured for them to sit
down in her dark brown upholstered chairs. Santa and Jack sat down.
Santa took in the view of the office. It felt quite homey, yet
professional at the same time. Contemporary African-American
artwork decorated the lawyer's office.



He then looked at Ms. Houston for a brief moment. She could easily
pass for her late forties. However, Santa knew that she had to be
over sixty, because her Web site said she was close to
retirement.



Zena took a seat behind her mahogany desk and pulled out a yellow
pad and blue ink pen.



"How can I help you?" she asked.



"Ms. Houston, thank you for seeing us without any type of notice,"
said Santa. "We really appreciate it."



"Please call me Zena," she smiled. "Business has slowed down for
the holidays. So it's no problem."



"I guess we're in luck," said Jack.



"Zena, today we were notified by corporate that they're outsourcing
our services to overseas," said Santa. "I've been laid-off and so
have all the elves."



"That's horrible," Zena exclaimed. "How long have you been working
as Santa?"



"For a very long time," Santa answered. "They are replacing with me
with someone who is younger and athletic. They think I'm too old
and fat."



"You're not old."



"I'll be 67 in a few days."



"Then you're in your prime like I am," said Zena. "I turned 63 back
in November."



"Regardless they're replacing me," said Santa.



"Can we charge them with age discrimination?" asked Jack.



"Unfortunately, the North Pole doesn't have any laws that protect
workers from any type of discrimination. Employers are free to do
what they want."



"So I guess we don't have a case," said Jack.



"Not based on discrimination. But the North Pole has been the
workplace for Santa and his elves for hundreds of years. We might
be able to argue that outsourcing the work is
unconstitutional."



Santa nodded his head. "I like that argument a lot."



"Me, too," said Jack.



"However, there is a problem," said Zena.



"What is it?" asked Jack.



"Santa, when do you plan to retire?" Zena asked.



"Three years from now.  When I turn 70, I'll be able to get a
full pension."



"Who will replace you?" Zena asked.



"I don't know," said Santa. "My son is afraid of heights. So
there's no way he'll agree."



"There has to be someone," said Zena.



"Well, I have a younger cousin," said Santa. "She would make a
great Santa. She's really good with the reindeer and the elves. And
she's helped me out a few times delivering presents."



"I'm all for women's rights, but we'll be arguing for tradition. A
woman Santa won't help our argument."



"Then, there's no one." Santa said while bowing his head.



"Yeah, there is," said Jack.



"Who?" Santa asked.



"Your nephew, Billy," replied Jack.



"Oh no," said Santa. "He's a no good drunk."



"He just got rehab a month ago," argued Jack. "So I'm sure that
he's doing better."



"Billy is always in out and rehab," Santa argued. "This probably is
his sixth or seventh time."



"Maybe he's changed," said Jack.



"And maybe I have a 32 inch waist," Santa scoffed.



"Gentleman, I think we should give this idea a chance," said Zena
while folding her hands.



"Zena, I know you're a lawyer and you know a lot about court," said
Santa. "But Billy is really bad news. He comes from a long line of
drunks. A few years ago, I let him help me with Christmas. It was
horrible. He went on a drinking spree. Some of the reindeer got
lost and we had to do a major search to find them."



"Well, if that's the case, maybe we should give up now," said
Zena.



"No, we have to fight," said Jack while shaking his fists.



"How old is Billy?" asked Zena.



"He's 39," answered Santa.



"He's a little young to play Santa," said Zena.



"No, he's not," said Jack. "All the men in Santa's family go gray
at a young age. Billy has a full head of white of hair and a
beard."



Santa nodded his head. "I've looked this way since I was
thirty."



"Really?" asked Zena while she looked at Santa in disbelief.



"Yes, ma'am," answered Santa. "But I still think using Billy is a
bad idea."



"Maybe we should go visit him and check him out," said Zena.



"Yeah, let's do it now," said Jack.



"Okay, I guess it doesn't hurt to see him," said Santa. "He lives
only a few blocks away. But I need to ask something."



"What?" asked Zena.



"How much is this going to cost me?" asked Santa. "I don't have a
lot of money."



"I believe in Christmas and I believe in tradition," answered Zena.
"So I'll take on your case for free."



"That's awesome," said Jack.



"Thank you," said Santa. "You're great."



"So let's get going and see your nephew," said Zena.



"Fine," said Santa.



Zena put on her jacket, gloves and hat. Santa and Jack got up and
walked with Zena. They exited her house.




Chapter Four





 



"Where does Billy live?" asked Zena.



"Follow me," said Jack.



They walked briskly until they arrived at Billy's house.



Santa knocked on Billy's door. There was no answer. He knocked
again. Again, there was no answer.



"I know he's here," said Jack. "His car is parked outside."



"Billy, please answer the door," shouted Santa. "It's
important.



"Uncle, I'm coming," answered Billy.



Billy opened the door and beckoned them to come inside. Billy was a
big, round man with a bulging belly. He was dressed in plaid
pajamas and a tattered red robe. His white hair needed a good
combing and his beard was scraggily.



Stacks of newspapers almost three feet high along with clothes were
on the floor. Billy pushed aside the newspapers from his raggedy
pea-green couch and brushed crumbs on the floor. He motioned for
them to sit down. Jack, Santa and Zena remained standing.



Billy stretched his arms and belched. "I just woke up."



"It's already 1:00," said Jack.



"I don't have a job," said Billy. "So it's not like I need to get
up for anything."



"Sorry about your job loss," said Santa.



"Don't be," said Billy. "I couldn't stand that asshole boss of
mine. He was such a jerk."



"Anyway, we're here, because the corporation that runs the North
Pole laid off everyone here," said Jack. "They're outsourcing
operations to some tropical island in the South Pacific."



"You're shitting me," said Billy.



"Afraid not," said Santa. "Anyway, we need your help."



"I can't believe you want me," said Billy. "You fired my ass three
years ago."



"Well, that was then and things have changed," said Santa.



"Billy, we're taking this to court and you can make a difference,"
said Jack.



"How?" asked Billy.



Zena looked at Billy directly in the eyes and said, "I'm Zena
Houston and I'm your uncle's lawyer. We need to show that when he
retires that someone will take over for him. That someone is
you."



"Why?" asked Billy.



"Because you're family and we need show that the North Pole will
continue to be vital after your uncle retires. This will allow us
to keep operations here," answered Zena.



Billy stroked his beard and paused for a couple seconds. "Well, if
I become Santa, I'll be popular with the babes. Hell yeah, I'll do
it."



"Babes?" said Santa. "That's not what Christmas is about."



"Then go somewhere else," said Billy.



"Hold on," interjected Zena. "There's nothing wrong with Santa
dating."



"Who's talking about dating? I'm talking about scoring hot chicks,"
said Billy while looking at Zena up and down. "And if you were
younger, I'd go for you. Got niece or daughter, you could hook me
up with?"



Santa's eyes bugged out. "Billy Joe Claus, she's a lady and our
lawyer. Don't you ever talk to Ms. Houston that way again."



"Yes, uncle," said Billy while bowing his head.



"Billy, we just need you as back-up in case our argument fails,"
said Zena. "Can you come to court with us this afternoon?"



"Sure, I've got nothing else to do," replied Billy. "Just let me
get dressed." From the floor, Billy picked up a pair of jeans, a
shirt and sweater. He then walked to the bathroom and shut the
door.



Santa turned to Zena and said, "I really don't think we should use
Billy."



"He won't testify in court," said Zena. "I'll just point to him and
that's it."



"Have faith, Santa," said Jack. "We need to do whatever it takes to
win this case."



"Okay," said Santa.



Zena pulled out her cell phone from her purse and made a call to
corporate's counsel Terri Redding. Because Ms. Redding was not in
the office, Zena left message about their plan to seek a
restraining order. Zena hung up and put the cell phone back in her
purse.



Santa stared at Zena for a few seconds. "How come I've never met
you before?" asked Santa.



"I moved here a while ago to take care of my aunt Sophie," said
Zena.  "She passed away about a year ago."



"I know Miss Sophie," Santa smiled. "When I was younger, she used
make the best banana cream pie. I remember Miss Sophie moving to
the southern part of the Pole, because she wanted warmer
weather."



"My aunt always was cold," said Zena. "So the move helped out a
bit."



"Well, Miss Sophie was a good person and so are you," said
Santa.



"Thank you," said Zena.



Billy cleared his throat. "Guys and lady, I'm ready."



Santa turned to look at Billy. His hair was now neatly combed and
his beard was trimmed. His clothes were a little rumbled, but, at
least, they were clean. Billy looked almost presentable.



Billy put on his jacket, gloves and hat and motioned for them to
follow him. They exited the house and Billy locked the door.




Chapter Five





 



"I know the way to the courthouse," said Billy. "It's just a few
blocks away."



"How do you know where the courthouse is?" asked Zena.



"I'd had a couple RUIs," answered Billy.



"What are RUIs?" asked Jack.



"Riding under the influence," said Billy. "I got busted for riding
the reindeer while drunk. Luckily, I've only gotten probation and
community service."



"Have you been staying off the sauce?" asked Santa.



"Haven't had a drink since rehab," answered Billy.



"Really?" asked Jack.



"Okay, maybe I had a few drinks. But the last one has been a
while," said Billy.



"How long is a while?" asked Santa.



"Maybe a day or two ago," answered Billy.



Santa turned to Jack. "I told you that he couldn't stay
sober."



"Uncle, if I get this gig, I'll never drink again," said
Billy.



"Promise," said Santa.



"Yes," said Billy. "By the way, can you lend me fifty bucks?"



"For what?" asked Santa.



"I'm short on cash," said Billy.



"You've got no bills," said Santa.  "You inherited the house
from your parents and they made sure that your gas and electricity
would be paid for life."



"I need money for food," said Billy.



"Food?" said Jack.



"I'm a big man," said Billy. "If I'm going to be Santa, I need to
maintain my weight."



Zena turned them and said, "Gentleman, we are wasting time. We need
to get moving now. So no more talking."



Billy sheepishly nodded his head. Jack, Santa and Billy followed
Zena in silence while they toward the courthouse.




Chapter Six





 



Zena approached the clerk in the courtroom about the case. "We need
to see the judge about obtaining a restraining order to prevent
corporate from shutting down Christmas operations in the North
Pole."



"Have you completed your application for the restraining order?"
asked the clerk.



Zena shook her head. "The local court rules allow petitioners to
present an oral application in cases where there is an emergency.
As a result, no written application is required."



"That's correct," said the clerk. "Have you notified opposing
counsel?"



"I left a message for Terri Redding, because she wasn't in the
office."



 "I will try reaching her," said the clerk. "You will need to
wait until we can get a hold of her."



"Fine," said Zena.



Zena gestured for Santa, Jack and Billy to sit down. They waited
patiently until the clerk called out Zena's name. Zena walked up to
 the clerk.



"Ms. Redding is on her way here. After she arrives, the judge will
see you."



"Who's the judge?" Zena asked.



"The regular judge is on vacation. We have a temporary judge and
his name is Bruce Derring," the clerk replied.



"Thank you," Zena said. Zena walked back to her chair. She gave
Santa, Jack and Billy an update about the case.



"I know that judge," said Jack.



"How?" asked Zena.



"A few years ago, a friend of mine was arrested for shoplifting
candy canes. He was sentenced to 25 years in jail," replied
Jack.



"Twenty-five years? That's ridiculous," said Billy. "We need to
find another judge."



"I agree," said Santa.



"There's no time to find someone else," said Zena. "So we're stuck
with him. And in your friend's case, the judge may not had any
other choice."



"What do you mean?" asked Jack.



"It sounds like your friend was sentenced under the three strikes
you're out law. The stealing of candy canes was probably his third
strike and in those cases, the sentence ranges from 25 years to
life."



"Well, they need to change that law," said Jack.



"You're right," said Zena. "But we need to focus on our
case."



"Do you think we'll win?" asked Santa.



"I'll try my best," replied Zena.



For the next few minutes, they sat quietly until they heard the
clerk's voice.



"Corporate counsel's Terri Redding has arrived," the clerk
announced. "The judge will hear the matter in his chambers."



They turned to look at Terri. She was somewhere between her late
thirties and early forties. She was about 5'2" and very slender.
Her face was gaunt and her nose was too long for her face. She wore
her red hair in a bun. Her drab gray suit  overwhelmed her
petite figure.



Zena introduced herself and shook Terri's hand. Terri proceeded to
walk into the judge's chambers. Zena along with Santa, Jack and
Billy followed her.



A stern looking forty-something man sat behind a large oak desk. He
was dressed in a dark gray suit that was too snug for him. The
judge's nose was almost too large for his face and his lips were
thin. His salt-and-pepper hair was receding to the point where he
probably would have looked better if he had shaved it off.



"Good afternoon, your honor," said Zena. "My name is Zena Houston
and I represent Santa Claus and his elves. We are seeking a
restraining order that will prevent North Pole Corporate from
outsourcing operations to overseas."



"On what ground?" asked the judge.



"Your honor, it's unconstitutional," replied Zena.



"Your honor, I am counsel for North Pole Corporate and the
petitioners' argument has no foundation," said Terri. "This is a
private matter and we have the legal right to relocate
operations."



Judge Derring stroked his chin. "Ms. Houston, what is the basis for
your argument?"



"The preamble of the North Pole's constitution states that the
North Pole was founded for the purpose of providing Christmas to
the world's children.  For over five hundred years, Santa and
his elves have fulfilled this commitment. Corporate does not have
the right to relocate operations. To do so, would be a violation of
our nation's constitution," said Zena.



"Your honor, counsel's interpretation of the constitution is
incorrect," said Terri. "After the depression, there was a major
amendment to the constitution. Under this amendment, corporate was
established for the specific purpose of overseeing Christmas
operations. Nowhere in this amendment does it say that operations
must be physically located in North Pole."



"Her argument makes no sense," Zena argued. "There is nothing in
the said amendment, which allows for outsourcing to another
country."



"Your honor, it doesn't matter whether the amendment speaks
directly on this issue," said Terri. "There is ample case law in
other nations supporting outsourcing. If a world power such as the
United States can outsource, we can do the same."



"Counsel is grasping at straws," said Zena. "We are a sovereign
nation and what happens in the United States has nothing to with
the North Pole. Our constitution needs to be construed on its face
and nothing further."



Terri turned to the judge and looked at him directly in the eyes,
"If corporate could break-even, there would be no need to
outsource. Right now, we are running a twenty-three million dollar
deficit due to the lost revenue and rising pension costs."



"What do you mean by lost revenue?" asked Judge Derring.



"Operations are funded by the World Christmas Fund. Because of the
worldwide recession, our revenues are down by thirty percent.
Countries can no longer contribute what they have in the past. On
top of this, our costs have risen dramatically. The elves' salaries
and benefits are at their highest levels ever. Plus, we have
long-term commitments of providing pensions to the retired elves
and Santas. The elves aren't willing to take pay cuts and neither
is Santa. And the retirees refuse to budge on their pensions. We
are at a point of near bankruptcy. If we don't outsource and take
drastic action, there will be no Christmas in the future. Who will
get hurt? The children. In good conscience, we cannot allow this to
happen."



"That's a lie," shouted Jack. "We are not bankrupting operations.
It's the CEO and his high paid managers."



Judge Derring looked at Jack. "Mr. Elf, please do not address this
court until the court requests it."



"Yes, your honor," said Jack.



"Your honor, managements' salaries constitute only 15 percent of
corporate's expenses," Terri said. "On the other hand, the salaries
of the elves and Santa along with retiree costs represent a
whopping 65 percent of expenses. The remaining costs include
building and heating costs. By outsourcing operations overseas, we
will be able to cut the deficit by five million dollars in the
first year. Within five years, we will be debt-free. Plus, we
project with the new ad campaign, we will be raise additional
revenue from private donors that will put us in the black."



"What is the ad campaign?" Judge Derring asked.



"Tomorrow, we will be unveiling a new ad campaign that will show a
young, fit and vibrant Santa. The current Santa is just too old,
fat and unappealing. That's why we are replacing him. And with
that, we will do a massive online appeal to not only young
entrepreneurs but to young people in general. Their donations will
provide a new line of funding for us."



"Your honor, counsel fails to disclose that the same appeal could
be made to private donors now with our current Santa and elves,"
Zena countered. "We represent tradition that has appealed to
generations for the past five hundred years. The current image of
Santa is a positive one. He engenders respect for our elders and
provides a solid foundation for the family. Your honor I'd like to
present him as my first witness."



Judge Derring administered an oath to Santa. "You may proceed
counsel."



Zena turned to Santa and said, "Please state your full name for the
record."



"Santa Claus."



"How long have you worked as Santa Claus?"



"For 32 years. I took over when my father retired."



"How old are you now?"



"I'll be 67 on Christmas Day."



"What's the best thing about your job?"



"The smiles on the kids' faces."



"What's your salary?"



"I make about five grand a year."



"Any benefits?"



"Full healthcare, housing and food. And when I turn 70, I'll get my
pension."



"How much will your pension be?"



"About half of what I make now."



"Do you have any children?"



"Yes, I have a son."



"Will he take over when you retire?"



"Oh no. Michael hates flying and he hates heights."



"Do you have someone else in mind?"



"Yes, my nephew Billy Joe. He'll be a great Santa Claus."



"Is your nephew here with us today?"



Santa pointed to Billy. "He's sitting next to Jack."



Zena looked at the judge. "I have no further questions."



Judge Derring turned to Terri. "You may question petitioner."



Terri looked at Santa up and down. "How much to you weigh?"



"Objection,  petitioner's weight is irrelevant to this case,"
argued Zena.



"Overruled," said Judge Derring.



"Answer the question," Terri demanded.



"283 pounds," Santa answered.



"How tall are you?"



"Almost six foot," Santa answered.



"Isn't true that you are morbidly obese?"



"Objection," said Zena. "Petitioner is not a medical expert."



"Sustained," said Judge Derring.



"Mr. Claus, isn't true that you fired your nephew a few years
ago?"



"Yes, but things have changed."



"How?"



"He's been in rehab and he's promised not to drink when he becomes
Santa."



"So your nephew is a drunk, correct?"



"Objection," said Zena. "Petitioner is not a medical doctor."



"Declaring someone as a drunk requires no medical expertise," Terri
argued.



"Objection overruled," said Judge Derring.



"Answer my question," said Terri.



"What was your question again?" Santa asked.



"Isn't true your nephew is a drunk?"



"Maybe in the past. But he's changed."



"Mr. Claus, do you believe in the old saying once a drunk always a
drunk?"



"Objection," said Zena. "The question is irrelevant."



"Overruled," said Judge Derring.



"No, I don't. People change and they deserve second chances."



"Even drunks?"



"Yes."



"I have no further questions."



Zena turned to the judge. I would like to present petitioner Jack
Elf as my next witness."



Judge Derring administered an oath. "You may proceed
counsel."



"State your full name for the record."



"Jack Peter Elf."



"How long have you worked for the company?"



"Since I was 18."



"How old are you now?"



"Forty-four."



"What is your position with the company?"



"I am the head elf and I am the president of the union."



"How many workers are employed by the company?"



"About 10,000."



"What is the average salary?"



"About two grand a year."



"How many retired workers?"



"About thousand."



"What's their average pension?"



"About five hundred dollars a year."



"How much is the CEO paid?"



"Two million a year."



"How many people are on the management team?"



There's currently nine."



"What is their average salary?"



"About hundred grand a year."



"Is true that the company is in debt?"



"Yes,  by about 23 million."



"Has the union made a proposal regarding this issue?"



"Yes, corporate could take a cut in salaries and benefits from the
CEO on down. Since the management teams makes fifty times more than
the average worker, they should take the largest cut in salaries.
Through our plan, we could save the company about 2 million a year
and within ten years, the company would be debt free."



"What will happen if the elves are laid off?"



"It will devastate our local economy. The Christmas industry
employs 75 percent of the workers in the North Pole. With such high
unemployment, the North Pole would become a welfare nation."



"Did corporate offer a severance package?"



"Not one dime."



Zena turned the judge. I have no further questions for this
witness.



Judge Derring turned to Terri, "You may question the
witness."



"Mr. Elf, isn't true that if the elves want jobs, they could
relocate?"



"How? We have no money to move."



"Don't you have savings?"



"I have a little."



"How much?"



"Maybe a couple hundred bucks. That won't even buy a plane
ticket."



"What is the average savings for the elves?"



"Probably about a hundred dollars. We live from paycheck to
paycheck."



"What type of benefits do you get?"



"Free housing, healthcare and food. Plus a pension when we turn
70."



"And yet, you can't save any money."



"Try saving money when you make two grand a year."



Terri turned the judge and said, "I have no further questions for
this witness."



Judge Derring looked at Zena. "Do you have any other
witnesses?"



"No, I don't," Zena replied.



The judge turned to Terri. "What about you?"



"Yes, I do," replied Terri. "I'd like to call Billy Joe
Claus."



Billy sneered. "I'm not helping you."



"Counsel Are you sure that you want Mr. Claus to testify?" the
judge asked.



"Yes," said Terri. "I know Mr. Claus from my days at high school.
He's definitely not Santa Claus material."



"Objection. Counsel cannot provide personal testimony," said
Zena.



"Sustained," said Judge Derring.



"Again, your honor, we would like to present Billy Joe Claus as a
hostile witness."



"So granted." Judge Derring administered an oath to Billy.
"Counsel, you may proceed.



"Please state your name for the record," said Terri.



"Billy Joe Claus, the second."



"What is your current occupation," said Terri.



"Unemployed," answered Billy.



"How long have you been unemployed?" asked Terri.



"About a year," said Billy.



"Isn't true that Santa fired you from your job?"



"Yeah, but that was a while ago. Things have changed."



"How?"



"I've been in rehab and I'm getting my life together."



"Rehab for what?"



"Drinking, but I've got it under control now."



"How?"



"I just do."



"And why do you want to be Santa?"



"I want to help my uncle out and I want to help the kids."



"Billy, you are under oath, so tell the truth."



"I am telling the truth."



"Don't you have other reasons why you want to be Santa?"



"Objection, badgering the witness," said Zena.



"Overruled," replied Judge Derring.



"Billy, please answer my question," said Terri.



"Sure, I have other reasons. I want to nail some good-looking
babes. You know women who have real curves and not anorexic twigs
like you."



"Thank you for your candid answer," said Terri.



"You're welcome Billy smirked. "By the way, are you still bulimic?
That's probably how you maintain your size zero ass. What kind of
image is that for the kids?"



"Your honor, please instruct to the witness to refrain from making
comments not related to this case," said Terri while her face
reddened.



Judge Derring turned to Billy and said, "You will refrain from
further outbursts."



"Yes, your honor," said Billy.



"I have no further questions," said Terri.



Judge Derring turned to Terri and said, "Do you have questions for
this witness?"



"No, I don't."



"Do you have anything else?"



"I 'd like to present our closing argument."



Judge Derring clasped his hands. "There's no need. I've heard
enough. This is a hard and difficult case. I have a six-year-old
son who loves Santa. For the past three Christmases, he's left
cookies and milk for Santa and his elves.



"I also remember growing up with Santa.  However, times have
changed. Revenues are down and the corporate is on the verge of
bankruptcy. A new image for Santa will vitalize operations and
outsourcing will cut down costs tremendously. And yes, it will
create tremendous job loss for the elves.



However, there are no real other options and there is no law
requiring our government  to preserve jobs. I've also reviewed
the constitution and I see no prohibition against outsourcing.
Accordingly, I hereby deny petitioners' request for a restraining
order. Corporate has the legal right to outsource."



"No," Santa shouted. "You can't do that. It will hurt the
children."



Judge Derring turned to Zena. "Please control your client."



Santa stood up. "I am not some indolent child that needs to be
controlled. This is wrong. We can't let this happen."



"Santa, please refrain from speaking to the court, now," Judge
Derring demanded.



"No," Santa yelled. "I will not be quiet. I represent tradition and
no one has the right to take it away. I … "



Santa's face turned a deep shade of purple. He collapsed to the
floor.




Chapter Seven





 



When Santa woke up, he saw Jack standing above him.



"Are you okay?" asked Jack.



"We lost our case," said Santa.



"What are you talking about?" asked Jack.



Santa looked around. He was lying on his couch in his living room.
"I must had a bad dream. I dreamt that we were being outsourced and
everyone had been laid off."



"Santa, sorry about your dream," said Jack. "But last year, we
passed a law preventing outsourcing."



"Really?" asked Santa.



"Yes, our lobbyist worked hard on that piece of legislation. When
jobs are outsourced, it hurts everyone. It's a no win for the
workers."



"I agree," said Santa. "In my dream, Ryan was the new Santa.
Corporate wanted to replace me with someone who was young and
fit."



"I don't think that's going to happen," said Jack.



"Why?"



"I guess you didn't see the news tonight," said Jack. "Ryan was
arrested on major bribery charges. He was taking bribes from
governments that wanted to sell defective toys on the black
market."



"That's horrible."



"Yeah, it is."



"How's my nephew Billy?"



"He's probably drunk  at a bar."



"To think I wanted him to replace me."



"Santa, your dream must have been really bad. We have your cousin
Susan in training. She's taking over when you retire."



"I remember now," said Santa.



 They heard a knock on the door. "I'll get it," said
Santa.



It was Zena. "I've waited for you an hour at the coffee shop," she
said while she put her hands on her hips. "You didn't show up. So I
decided to come to your house."



"The coffee house?"



"We had a date," Zena said. "We've been talking to each other for
over the past three months online. So it was about time that we
met."



"Oh, I'm so sorry," Santa said. "I fell asleep and had this bad
dream."



"No worries," said Zena.



Jack smiled. "It's about time that you started dating again."



Santa turned to Zena and said, "How about if I make it up to you
and take you on a ride on my sleigh?"



"Yes, that sounds like fun."



"Great," said Santa.



Santa extended his arm to Zena and they walked out of Santa's
house. Jack followed them.



Jack waved to them. "You two enjoy the night."



"We will," said Santa.



Zena and Santa got on Santa's sleigh and rode into the night.



 



____________



 

Comments? E-mail gayletiller@yahoo.com.
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