
strolled up unnoticed.  He leaned 
backwards to inspect the vehicle he was 
leaning on and tried to focus on it. He 
swayed slightly.   

 

“C’mon… c’mon… we’ve practiced this.  
You know what to say if you’re seen…”  
Jones the Driver wrung his hands anxiously. 

 

“This?  Oh no… no…” he peered at the 
older policeman, “.. er… sergeant.  No, 
I’m not driving.  I’m .... I’m …” Santa 
floundered.  What had the elves told him 
to say if he was spotted in Cardiff? 
Something about…. yes!  He grinned at the 
sergeant.  “Doctor Who!  Yes, we’re 
filming Doctor Who!  Christmas Special!!” 
He spread his arms wide to display his 
costume. 

 

“Nononononono!!  That’s the story for 
the drunk people!!”  Jones the Driver 
tugged his hat down over his eyes. 

 

“Is that a fact?” asked the sergeant with 
a smirk.  “Did you hear that, constable?  
Apparently we have ourselves a TV star 
here.  The only problem is…” he wagged a 
finger at Santa, “… they finished 
filming the Christmas special in 
July.” 

“Oh.  Really?  Oh dear.” 
“So I’ll ask you again - is this 

your vehicle, sir?” 
Santa sagged. 
“No.  No, sergeant, mine’s up on the 

roof.”  He frowned.  “At least I hope it is.  
Unless I frightened the reindeer when I fell.  
And with the elves, well you just never 
know.  They could’ve taken off and left me 
here.” 

“Elves,” repeated the sergeant 
woodenly. 

“And reindeer,” said the constable. 
They exchanged a glance.  Uh-huh. 
“Have we been drinking sir?” the 

sergeant enquired politely. 
“Well, I don’t know about you 

sergeant,” Santa beamed at him…. 
 

“Please don’t say it, please don’t say 
it...” 

 

“… but I certainly have.” 
 

Jones the Driver turned and wept into 
the shoulder of Jones the Sack. 

 

“Sherries, mostly,” Santa continued 
cheerily. “People like to stick with 
tradition, I find.” 

The sergeant nodded to the constable, 
who handed Santa a breathalyser.  “Would 
you mind blowing into that please, sir?” 

Santa took it from him and as he blew, 
the tinkly notes of Jingle Bells floated out 
into the cold air.  The constable goggled.   

“Sarge?  Sarge!  Whassit doing?  
Whassit doing?!” 

 

“What’s he doing?  What’s he doing?!!”  

pulled a Tupperware box from under his 
seat, and Jones the Driver and Jones the 
Pooper Scooper shuffled over.  For a long, 
silent moment, all three of them just 
stared into the box, till Jones the Driver 
finally spoke up. 

“Look now, do we agree that they’re 
probably mince pies?” 

“As opposed to ….?” asked Jones the 
Sack, worriedly.   

“Tell me this isn’t the box you use 
when we’re out….?” Jones the Driver 
asked Jones the Pooper Scooper. 

“No!!” 
“Then they’re probably mince pies, 

right enough.”  He shifted slightly so the 
moonlight shone into the box.  “Yes, see 
by there?  There’s a star on that one.” 

“I think it’s meant to be a reindeer,” 
ventured Jones the Pooper Scooper.  

“It’s got seven legs!” 
Jones the Driver examined it critically.  

“Two of those might be antlers.  Still gives 
him a extra leg though.”  He gave that 
some thought.  “Tidy,” he decided.  “Like 
carrying a spare.”  He lifted a pie out of 
the box and went to take a bite. 

“Aaaargh!!  I ‘ink I ‘roke ‘y’ aw!”  
Disgusted, he flung the pie over his 
shoulder, where  it caught an emerging 
Santa square in the forehead and sent him 
tumbling off the roof.   

There was 
stunned silence, 
then.... 

“Ooops.” 
 

The elves 
slithered down the 
slates to the 
guttering and 
peered into the street below.   

Left unattended, the nearest reindeer 
began a thorough investigation of the 
Tupperware box. 

  

Santa lay still on the snow-covered 
pavement for a moment till he got his 
breath back.  Slowly, he reached up to 
grab the door handle of an old Land 
Rover and laboriously heaved himself 
upright.  He leaned his forehead against 
the cold metal door while he waited for 
his world to stop spinning. 

 

Jones the Sack breathed out again in 
undisguised relief. 

“Duwwww!  He’s all right, lads.  Come 
on, we’d better go grab him before he’s 
spotted.” 

Jones the Driver tapped him on the 
shoulder and pointed farther up the 
street. 

“Uh-oh.” 
 

“Is this your vehicle, sir?” 
Santa turned his head very gingerly 

and blinked at the two policemen who’d 

Der Santa.  Plees can I 
have a gitar for crismas?  
I am lerning music at 
skool it is fun i have 
bean very good.   
thank you 

 Mollie Greene, age 5 ¾ 
PS. I have drawd a raindeer for you it is 
Pranser. 
PS 2. my frend Tristan says your realy 
my daddy 

 

Santa shook his head.  The window of 
opportunity for believing in him seemed to 
shrink every year.  Honestly, some 
mornings he looked in the mirror and even 
he was surprised to see himself.  He turned 
back to the computer and to cheer himself 
up, he started to sing. 

“I’m making a 
list…”  He typed 
Mollie’s name into 
the computer… 
“I’m checking it 
twice…” he 
compared it to the 
details on the 
letter… “back it up 
to the Cloud…” he 
hit Save and then 
tipped his head in 

thought…. “in case it’s eaten by mice… ha! 
… I- I - I  am coming to towwwwn!!” he 
finished, twirling in his chair.  

 He logged off and picked up the phone 
to dial the workshop, remembering to re-
tune his mental compass to point due Elf.  
Dai Trying, his chief Elf answered. 

“Alright, but?” 
Ah.  Now he knew that one.  It could 

mean ‘hello, are you well?’, but usually 
just meant ‘oh, it’s you’.  The trick now 
was to steer the rest of the conversation 
towards answers he might actually 
understand. 

“Is everything ready for The 
Delivery?” Santa asked hopefully. 

“Well, what it is…” (his hopes sank) 
“...one of the lads is sick and I’ve had to 
tell him he can’t come, see?  He’s tampin’ 
but there it is. Threw up all over his daps.  
Made a tidy mess and the workshop’s 
buzzin’, isn’t it though?” 

“I… it…” Santa gave up.  “Look, are 
they ready to go or not?” he insisted. 

“They’ll be there now in a minute,” 
said Dai and hung up. 

Santa shook his head and headed 
outside to meet the sleigh team. 

 

Some hours later, on an icy rooftop in 
Cardiff, Santa scrolled through the list on 
his iPad, grabbed the correct toys and 
disappeared down the chimney.  That was 
the cue for snack time!  Jones the Sack 
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Jones the Driver dragged his hands down his 
face in despair. 

Jones the Pooper Scooper, admittedly 
not the brightest bulb on the Christmas tree, 
was struggling to keep up. 

“But... look you, I thought he was upset, 
like, ‘cause people didn’t believe in him?  I 
mean... seeing is believing … er… isn’t it?” 

Jones the Driver caught him a ding round 
the ear. 

“No it isn’t!” he snapped.  “Duw! Believing 
in him is about kiddies waking up on 
Christmas morning and finding the gifts he 
left.  ‘S’about wondering how he got ‘em 
down the chimney, see?  ‘Specially if they 
haven't even got a chimney!  It’s about trying 
to stay awake to see him and always, always 
missing him.  That’s the magic!  If it was just 
about seeing him, we’d ring the bloody 
doorbell and deliver like Tesco, wouldn’t 
we?!” 

“But…” 
“And what about the Tooth Fairy?!” Jones 

the Driver was on a roll.  “You think kiddies 
would get as excited if she just shook ‘em 
awake at two in the morning and haggled 
over the price of a molar?!” 

“Umm... no?” 
“Damn right and that’s a fact!  Duw, duw, 

duw, lad!  It’s all about the magic!!  Believing 
is all about not seeing!!” 

 

“You can stop blowing now,” said the 
sergeant, and took the breathalyser from 
Santa.  He ignored the fact that the strains of 
Jingle Bells died away at the same time.  He 
also ignored the fact that the constable was 
still gaping like a stunned haddock (but to be 
fair, ignoring that had become second 
nature).  Looking down, 
he was surprised to find 
the breathalyser was 
displaying gold sparkles.  
He hadn’t even known it 
was capable of displaying 
gold sparkles.  He sighed.  
Why me? he thought.  
Why tonight?  All he 
wanted to do was go home, wrap Mollie’s 
present, and go to bed.  Instead he had a 
defective breathalyser and this clown to 
contend with.  He pulled out his notebook. 

“Name?” 
“Santa Claus.  C-L-A-U-S,” Santa added 

helpfully. 
“No.  Your real name,” he sighed. 
“Really, sergeant.  I am Santa Claus, 

Father Christmas, whatever you want to call 
me.” 

“Don’t tempt me.  Address?” 
“The North Pole.”  
The sergeant snapped his notebook shut.  

“Look.  It’s cold, I’ve got a headache and 
while you’re wasting my time pretending to 
be Santa, I’m supposed to be home, really 
pretending to be Santa for my daughter.  So 
don’t push it, sunshine.” 

“Not to worry, sergeant” said Santa 
brightly, “she’ll be on my list.  What’s her 
name?” 

“Never you mind her name!”  The 
sergeant was reaching the end of an 
extremely short tether.  “How’d you like to 
spend a night in the cells, eh?” 

“Oh no, I wouldn’t like that at all,” said 
Santa with perfect seriousness.  “It’s 
Christmas Eve, you know.  I’ve got toys to 
deliver.” 

 

“What’re we gonna do-ooooo?!” Jones the 

Sack wailed. 
“No choice, is there but?” sighed Jones 

the Driver.  “We’ll have to go get him 
before the silly fool gets himself locked 
up.” 

They scrambled back up to where the 
sleigh team waited ... and pulled up short. 

“Here, what’s up with 
Blitzen and Dancer?” 

Blitzen stood 
drooling into the empty 
Tupperware box.  He 
looked like he’d 
swallowed a football.  His 
stomach gurgled and 
whooshed alarmingly, 
while Dancer shifted 
from hoof to hoof and 
hiccupped in 
counterpoint.  Suddenly, 
Blitzen made a noise like a distressed gas 
boiler and Dancer’s eyes crossed. 

Jones the Driver threw a single 
panicked glance to where Santa and the 
policemen stood, directly below, and 
clutched Jones the Pooper Scooper’s arm. 

“Get ‘em out of here!!!  If they let go 
now, we’ll all be looking at the inside of a 
jail till Bonfire night!” 

Jones the Pooper Scooper unhitched 
the two reindeer at top speed, jumped on 
Blitzen’s back and they lifted off. 

“Be as quick as you can!” urged Jones 
the Driver.  “But be discreet!” he hissed as 
an afterthought as they zipped away.  
Biting his lip, he jumped aboard the sleigh 
and twitched the reins. 

 

“I’ve just about had it with you,” 
snarled the sergeant.  “Listen chum, if I 
don’t get home to Mollie in the next half 
hour, there’s going to be….” 

“Ah! ...” Santa whipped out his iPad 
and scrolled quickly.  “Mollie…. 
Mollie… Yes!  Mollie Greene.  Aged five 
and three quarters.  The guitar.” 

The sergeant’s jaw dropped. 
“How…?  Who ARE you?!” 
“I told you sergeant.  And a word to 

the wise - this is a very precious 
Christmas. Thanks to her friend Tristan, 
this is the probably the last time Mollie 
will believe in me.” 

“That little ….” 
“Er.. quite,” Santa coughed.  “But 

meanwhile… oh, there you are, jolly 
good!”  His attention shifted behind the 
constable. 

“Huh?”  The constable turned…. and 
bumped into a reindeer.  It glanced up at 
him with bored detachment and then 
dribbled down the front of his uniform. 

At this point, the sergeant proved he 
could do a very creditable Stunned 
Haddock too.  “You’re…. I mean you’re 
really…?” he stammered. 

“I really am,” said Santa kindly.  He 
patted the sergeant on the shoulder.  
“Don’t worry about Mollie.  She’ll have 
her guitar.  But now I really must fly.  
Merry Christmas, sergeant.  Constable.”  
He winked and then turned to the elves.  
“Ready to go, chaps?” 

“Not quite ….” replied Jones the 
Driver. “… ah, no, there they are now.  
A’right, but?” 

Jones the Pooper Scooper guided 
Blitzen and Dancer into a graceful 
landing beside the sleigh and everyone 

climbed aboard as he quickly hitched them 
back to the team. 

“A’right,” he replied.  “Found a quiet 
patch of grass down by the river.”    

Jones the Driver heaved a sigh of relief 
as the sleigh lifted off.  “And nobody saw 
you?” he persisted.   

“Not a chance, bach.  It was really out 
of the way.  Kind of tucked inside a bowl, 
in fact.” 

Jones the Driver’s head snapped up.  
He opened his mouth, closed it again and 
then swallowed hard. 

“I don’t suppose…” he hazarded, 
“there were lines on the grass, maybe?” 

“Might’ve been, might’ve been,” mused 
Jones the Pooper Scooper.  “They’re well 
covered now though!” he chortled. 

“Holy hellfire,” breathed Jones the 
Driver.  “They’ve pooped all over the 
Millennium Stadium….” 

Jones the Pooper Scooper’s face fell. 
“Oh dear,” he said. 
“More like..,” Jones the Sack nudged 

him with a grin, “eau deer!”   
“Here!” said Jones the Pooper Scooper, 

suddenly.  “You said Christmas was all 
about waking up and finding the gifts we 
left behind?” 

“Seriously?  That’s where you’re going 
with this?”  Jones the Driver gaped at him 
incredulously. 

“No, no, no!  He’s right, look you! ” 
Jones the Sack waved his hands excitedly. 
“Stadium’s locked, see, wasn’t it but?” 

“It was.  It was in fact,” chimed in 
Jones the Pooper Scooper. 

“So there’s just these hoof-prints on the 
turf, see?  They don’t arrive and they don’t 
leave.  They’re just… there.  Duhn-duhn-
duhhhhn!!  ‘S’gotta be …” Jones the 
Sack raised his arms, “... magic!!!” he 
concluded with a flourish. 

Jones the Driver appeared lost 
in thought. 

“Well?  Hasn’t it?  It’ll make 
‘em believe, won’t it, but?” Jones the Sack 
continued to worry at it like a puppy. 

“Ye-e-ees.”  Jones the Driver stirred 
himself.  “Yes, in-deed….”  He sat up 
straight.  “Still got any of those mince pies 
left, lads?” 

“Uhh… yeah.”  Jones the Sack glanced 
under his seat.  “Three boxes.” 

“Grand.”  Jones the Driver checked the 
Sat-Nav.  “Got a bit of time before we get 
near Twickenham.  When I say the word, 
my boyos, start feeding ‘em to Cupid, 
Comet, Vixen, Rudolph, Prancer and 
Donner.” 

“Wow,” said Jones the Pooper Scooper 
in awe.  “Six reindeer?  That’s gonna be a 
lot of gifts, bach.” 

“You must be wantin’ to really 
overwhelm them with magicalness up at 
Twickenham,” said Jones the Sack. 

Jones the Driver smiled. 
“Oh yes..,” he murmured dreamily, “... 

that as well ....” 
 

The 
End 


