The Spirit of Christmas


By Lord Raven


He hated Christmas.  Correction, he just hated holidays in general but he hated Christmas above all others.  People walking around with a determined, bright smiles pasted on their faces and the mindless storm of shopping always seemed to rub him the wrong way.  Chris grunted as a passerby flew by him with several paper sacks weighting her arms.  He ignored her and the mumbled apology as he continued trudging ahead in the mash potato snow to his apartment.  Flurries of delicate shaved ice drifted and swirled about him in the frigid cold.  He hardly felt or appreciated it.  He took a moment to look behind him and remarked on how his footprints were lost in the general traffic of sloshing feet.


As he paused he distantly noticed the clanging bell of a Salvation Army donation bucket.  The din drew his attention and he looked up.  An older woman, rather frail looking amidst the bulkily dressed shoppers, rang the bucket as the occasional dollar slipped into the tin.  She rang it again and Chris listened as the bright chime hollowed into a mournful dirge in the wintry air.  Or perhaps that was just his imagination forcing his environment to suit his mood.


Like drawn to like, Chris made his way through the crowd to the old woman dressed in the bright red and white of a Mrs. Santa Claus outfit.  It seemed improperly fit to her narrow frame or, as Chris observed more closely, like it was a shadow of a beautiful youth she once possessed.  Her hair was once a honey-gold but had long since melted into snowy white and her sallow cheeks were rouged heavily with cheap make-up.  There was no smile in her eyes like he would have expected from a Salvation worker.  Instead they were hauntingly distant and sad, like the pale memory of a memory long forgotten.


Chris walked up to her and dropped a twenty into the shaking coffee can she held out.  He didn’t know what caused him to blurt out his first words.  “What makes you come out here?”


The woman looked up at him, her eyes cutting through then past him.  Chris’s heart froze at the empty gaze.  “Hope,” she answered simply in a faint accent.


Chris stood beside her and watched the crowd pass them by as he pondered her reply.  There was no hope in her eyes that he could see, only loss and despair.  That was the reason he didn’t have any mirrors in his own apartment, he had grown tired of seeing the same thing in the morning and down the hall.  As he continued thinking, he noticed how she shivered.  But it wasn’t from the cold; it was from crying.  The delicate point of her chin had a single tear frozen to it.


Something stirred within him and Chris found himself shrugging off his heavy brown coat and wrapping it around the old woman.  Another passerby clinked a quarter into the bucket.


“What do you hope for?”


She continued to shiver despite his aid.  Chris had only managed to free the tear from its frozen prison to continue it journey from her chin and mix with the muddied snow at their feet.


“I hope for…” a thick tremor ran through her as fresh tears coursed through her.  “I don’t know anymore.”


They had drawn a crowd, Chris noticed.  He gathered up the woman as she sobbed and shuffled her to an out of the way corner.  She wasn’t in any condition to be doing this.  Chris turned back and fished into the collection bucket and found the padlock at the bottom.  He snagged the coffee tin and tossed it into the bucket before locking it up and carrying it into a nearby store.  He spoke briefly with the manager and left the bucket there.


Chris returned to find the old woman still shaking in the corner, her crying reduced to thin sniffling.  He wrapped an arm around her and guided her into a small coffee shop across the street.  He ordered tea and cinnamon sticks for them both and quietly waited.


“Why are you helping me?”


“I honestly don’t know.”  And he didn’t.  There was something about her, deep down inside of those forlorn gray eyes that drew him.  And now that he was with her he couldn’t leave.  Perhaps a part of him was still looking, still hoping, like she was.  Perhaps.  “What’s your name?”  He decided on switching the subject from him to her.


“Katarina.”


“I’m Chris.”


“Funny how I didn’t know that,” she murmured.


“Excuse me?”


“Nothing.”


Chris sipped gingerly at the freshly arrived tea.


Katarina stared sadly out the frosted window.  “So much of it seems so wrong.”


Chris followed her gaze out the icy pane and grunted in agreement.  “They don’t see it any more.  Or perhaps that’s the way I see them.”


The woman across from him nodded.  “And the children.  So many of them don’t believe anymore, or even knew what it once was.  Now it is just ‘gimme, gimme, gimme’.  I read that fewer and fewer children ask for others.  They want toys and video games for themselves.  Very few care to ask for the spirit of the season.  For snow, for a loved one to get better, for a new daddy.  I believe, perhaps, they have lost hope too.”


“Why do you suppose that is?”  Chris found himself asking, his mind lulled by her voice.  He found himself staring at her now as she continued watching the passing crowd outside.


“They’ve stopped believing.  They don’t believe in the magic anymore.  And because of that he has disappeared.”


“Santa Claus?”


“You don’t believe?  What am I saying?  Of course you don’t.  Adults have long since stopped believing.”


A memory of a time surprisingly not long ago in his thirty-year past crept up on him.  “Actually I used to believe in him in my own way for the longest time.”


“How’s that?”


“I believed in the spirit of Christmas and that Santa Claus was sort of the…avatar of said spirit.  He was a figurehead for something far grander than a circled number on a Hallmark calendar.”


“And how old were you before you stopped believing?”

“I was twenty five.”


“You are a rare person, Chris.”


“No, I was just stupid.”


“No, you were innocent, which isn’t the same as stupidity.  It is what lends power to the magical, innocence.  It is what fuels the holidays.  But there are so few now.  Not even the children are as innocent as they once were.  Now magic is gone from the world.”  She mumbled something about television.


“None are innocent.”


“No,” she agreed.  “Not by the terms we are talking about.”


Silence filled the space between them as they stirred their teas with warm cinnamon and drank.  Before long the tea was gone and they were left with a cold pot and a bill.


Chris paid the tab and they stepped back outside into the brisk cold.  They stood on the curb not knowing what to say or do next.  The drawn out silence was interrupted by an errant boy that collided into the both of them.  The boy, no older than six, collapsed onto the floor and began crying.  Chris picked him up and Katarina neared.


“Hey there, buddy.  You okay?”


The boy only cried louder.  “I want my mommy!”


Chris smiled gently as he wiped away a tear from the soft, round face and looked around.  The view granted by his height offered some more insight than the boy previously had, sighting a frantic looking woman bustling about the holiday crowd.  Chris looked at Katarina and she nodded in agreement as they crossed the snow slick street.  The woman was delirious with fright and when Chris presented him to her she all but cracked from the tension.  The woman gathered up her son and smothered him with hugs and kisses while the child sniffled quietly.  She thanked Chris profusely for helping find her son.  He only shrugged it off and disappeared back into the crowd with Katarina.  When he turned to look at her he caught a glimpse of her smiling tenderly at the mother and child joining the rest of the shoppers.  Perhaps it was the moonlight, or the expression on her face, but somehow she looked years younger just then.  When she turned and looked at him the youthful glow remained.



“I suppose there’s still hope for some,” Chris commented and Katarina agreed.


“Well, I’m sure you’ve got a wife to go home to,” Katarina said.  “And I shouldn’t keep you.  Thanks, for everything.”  She handed Chris his jacket back then turned bravely to face the night.


“Wait,” Chris called out.  “Would you mind coming with me to the park?  There’s something I do there every winter.  I think you’ll enjoy yourself.”  Katarina looked at him cautiously.  “Come on, for the spirit of Christmas.”


“I thought you said you stopped believing.”


“I still hope to bring it back, at least for myself.”


His words won her over and she followed his lead down frozen streets and haloed street lamps.  Chris found a street vendor selling scarves and hats and Chris bought one of each.  He propped the hat on at a jaunty angle and flung the bright red and white scarf about his neck.  Katarina looked at him curiously as he made his purchases but didn’t say a word as they continued on their trek.  They arrived at a winter wonderland that was Menway Park.  There were four-foot snowdrifts everywhere and all of the softwood pines’ branches were heavily laden with inches of sugar-frosted snow.  Distantly the sound of heavy branches releasing their loads could be heard as a soft ‘fwmp’ made its way to their ears.  Chris lead the way through covered trails to a secluded clearing surrounded by pines, their crystal resin glittering in the full moonlight like topaz.


“This is it.”


Katarina looked about her for some sign of his Christmas tradition but found none.  “What happens now?”


“This is where I come to make a snowman, and maybe remember why I did it the first time all those years ago.”  His eyes grew sadly distant.  “I haven’t had much success yet.”


Slowly, almost mechanically, he began rolling the snow into a large ball; Katarina, not knowing what else to do, followed suit and began her own.  The simple motions of packing the snow into a large ball helped Chris remember when he was no older than the boy whom he helped find his mother.  He remembered steaming cups of hot coco and spicy gingerbread cookies.  The Christmas tree was decorated by the whole family with homemade ornaments.  A few years back he had started his own tree in his own home.  He had started with a humble collection of decorations but it grew along with his feelings for the woman who helped him collect them.  Chris hastily shut his memories behind a steel door.


Before he knew it Chris had a giant ball of snow that nearly reached his waist.  He looked over at Katarina, her mind fully focused on building a rough sphere as large as his own.  Grinning, Chris balled up a fist-sized packet of snow and launched it at the woman.  She toppled over in surprise with her hair in disarray now that her Santa hat was knocked off.  Shocked at first, she spluttered as she dug snow out of her ear.  Chris’s mouth curled into a wide smile at the look on her face as she stared at him, flabbergasted.


“What was that for?”


“For the spirit of Christmas,” he answered glibly.


“Oh really?”


Chris shrugged.


Katarina wasn’t an amateur at packing snow herself.  Within moments a storm of white flew in the air between them.  The sound of laughter filled the air as they lobbed volley after volley of snowballs at one another.  She had a beautiful laugh, Chris noticed, full and vibrant like crystal chimes.  Her smile sparkled in her eyes and seemed to melt away the worry lines and wrinkles that formerly tugged at the corners of her face.


The rough makeup that was poorly applied had washed away in the snow and a part of Chris wanted to take a closer look.  He charged in with a large clump of snow in his hands and charged, Katarina shrieking as she bolted for the trees.  Her fleeting form dodging amongst the shadow filled and lengthened in the illusory night and Chris’s desire to catch her doubled.  When he finally had her the snow in his hands had long been abandoned for the warm body in them now.  He heard her breath catch, or was that his own.  She was beautiful.  The old, sad gray eyes he had first seen had now changed into bright winter blue orbs that he found himself tumbling into over and over.  Her steaming breath smelled faintly of cinnamon and her skin was now flushed into a natural, healthy glow.


He kissed her.


Chris’s mind whirled with the rush of blood and excitement and his heart throbbed in the pit of his stomach.  She tasted faintly of peppermint and somehow the smoky aroma of chestnuts.  He pulled her deeper into the embrace and they moaned into the other’s mouth as she returned the kiss.  When they parted they were both dizzy with sensations and feelings.


“I’m sorry,” Chris stammered.  “It’s just…”


Katarina looked at him with a flustered expression.  “We should finish that snowman.”


“Yeah, we should.”


The two of them trudged through the snow, neither talking in an uncomfortable silence.  Chris was embarrassed by his bold move but even now he could feel her lips kissing him back.  There was something about her that awakened forgotten feelings within him, feelings that he had thought long abandoned to save the rest of him.  They found the clearing and the two lumps of snow where they had left them.  Chris rolled them back into the center of the clearing and then handled Katarina’s smaller snowball and placed it on top of his.


“Needs one more,” Chris commented.  “A snowman isn’t complete without a head.”


“I agree.  It’s traditional.”


Chris looked at her and smiled.  She smiled in turn before she could catch herself.  Chris began another ball of snow and Katarina joined in.  Strange how intimate two people could get with snow and gloves between them, Chris thought as his hands patted down more snow.  Before long the head was completed and Chris piled that on top of the rest.  A momentary search and he had stones for the eyes, mouth, and nose.


“No carrot?”


Chris looked at her inquisitive face and he began wondering just how old she really was.  At the beginning she seemed close to fifty but now…now she bordered on the near side of thirty.  “No, no carrot.  I always seem to forget that.”  It was his wife’s job to bring the carrot, he swallowed.


Katarina fished around in her Santa suit and produced a large peppermint candy cane.  “How’s this?”  She shoved it into place.


“Perfect,” Chris said, and meant it.  Ceremoniously, Chris took the hat off of his head and placed it at a chipper angle then wrapped the scarf snuggly about its neck.  He stood back to admire their work and found Katarina in his arms.


“It’s beautiful,” she said after they stared at it for several moments.  She turned and looked up at him as a single tear slid down his cheek.  “You are remembering,” she stated softly in her clipped accent.


“Yeah.”


“So am I.”


Chris looked down and saw her own tears gliding down her face.  He raised his hand and wiped them away with his thumb.  “Do you want to…”


“Yes,” she answered before he could finish.  “I’d love some hot coco.”


Startled by her correct response, Chris fumbled for words to say.  He still was when she slipped out of his arms and tugged him towards the park exit.  Chris took the lead when they left the park and they slipped through the thinning crowd with arms intertwined.


Chris’s apartment wasn’t far and they arrived after a brief walk.  The place was unheated, and so, was nearly as cold inside as it was outside.  Chris took his coat from Katarina and hung it in the hall closet.  When he turned around he was stunned by what he saw.  Katarina had filled her Santa suit in the time since he last saw her in it.  The leggings now showed toned thighs and the skirt of the oversized jacket now hugged her hips daringly.  Beneath the white and red trimming was the hint of a voluptuous feminine form.  Chris hastily collected his eyes and forced them back into his skull before he thumbed the thermostat to a comfortable temperature and made his way to the kitchen, a much-changed Katarina in tow.  He tried to wrap his mind around the sudden transformation as Katarina frowned at the instant coco mix that he fished out of the cupboard.  She shoved him aside and told him to sit.  Somehow she found a block of fudge from somewhere in the back of the cupboard and began preparing fresh hot chocolate.  His whole apartment seemed to warm to the scent of the sweetened brew.  Again, she fished into his cupboard and found a bag of marshmallows.  This time Chris was certain there was something peculiar because he hadn’t bought marshmallows for years.  Before he could raise a comment he had a hot cup of fresh coco steaming in his hands and all seemed right in the world.


“Would it be wrong of me to ask what it was you remembered?”


Chris hovered over the brim of his mug as he gave her question some thought.  “My wife.”  He paused as he gathered his thoughts and emotions into a manageable bundle.  “We loved Christmas.  She used to love decorating the house with stockings and holly.”  He smiled at the memories as they started pouring through him again.  “We both got a kick out of the mistletoe I nailed on our headboard.  Once there was enough snow for me to build a snowman army to salute her in from the driveway like in a Calvin and Hobbes comic strip I saw once.”  Chris took a calming sip from his mug before continuing.  “A drunk driver hit her on Christmas Eve when she was coming home from the market.”  He left unsaid that he never had marshmallows ever again.  “That was the end of Christmas for me.  I just couldn’t open myself to it anymore.”  But tonight was different, he thought to himself.  Sitting across from him was someone that had cracked open something that he shut away for years and was steadily widening it.  Katarina looked at him with compassionate eyes and Chris could feel more of the brittle ice melting inside of him.


“My husband loved his work.  He was driven by it, passionate about it.  Not like a workaholic, something else, something more but less.  It was one of the things I loved about him.  I worked beside him year round, always preparing.  They were beautiful years.  But steadily, business grew slow and his…influence in his industry waned.  Demand for him lessened or people didn’t believe he could deliver.  It destroyed him, that disbelief.”  Her eyes glazed with memories and she slowly put down her mug lest she drop it.  “He lost that twinkle in his eye and that robust sound in his laughter.  I watched as he slowly wasted away over the years.  In the end he even stopped believing in his own abilities and that was what finally destroyed him.”


Chris waited an appropriate amount of time before asking.  “Your husband, his job had to do with Christmas?”


“Yes,” she smiled.  “You could say we were in the toy industry but it was so much more than that.  The look on the children’s faces, it was something to see.  And the best time was Christmas.”


“What happened to him?”


“He grew steadily sicker with time.  I cared for him and tried minding the business while he lay in bed but it was never enough.  He died of what most people would call a broken heart.  I put our business to rest along with him but I’ve kept looking for what he had loved about our favorite season.  I just have to find proof that his life’s work has not gone to waste.  That what was important to him is still there.”


“The spirit of Christmas,” Chris murmured.


“Yes,” she confirmed.  “But it gets harder and harder every year for me to believe.  I just couldn’t see it anymore.  I…”


Chris silenced her with his lips on hers, fresh tears salting their touch.  Slowly, he felt her return his passion.  They parted, slightly out of breath and minds fogging with burgeoning emotions.  “I think, maybe, that it’s impossible to find the spirit of Christmas.  It has to find you.”


Katarina’s eyes widened in revelation and her soft blue eyes shifted to a vibrant green.  Years seemed to melt from her face and her hair suddenly shimmered in the single lamp’s light.  Before he could say anything Katarina pulled him into a deep, snow-melting kiss.  Ice gave way to steam, then a bonfire.  She felt so alive in his arms.  Her warm breath snaked down his throat, coating it in chocolate and cinnamon.  Old instincts came back to him and his hands began caressing the small of her back and the nape of her neck.  Their tongues sought each other and touched tentatively in the space of their mouths.  Her lips were soft and Chris couldn’t help but nibble on them.  Her hands roamed his broad chest and steadily began popping the buttons one by one.


Chris found the buckle of her thick black belt and unlooped it.  The red jacket unfurled and her lovely body peaked through.  His large hands found warm territory to explore and slowly worked over every silky inch.  Her breasts were high and firm and filled his hands delightfully as their pointed tips bit into his palms.  Katarina’s fingers grew impatient and forcefully pulled Chris’s sweater over his head, baring his lightly furred chest to the dim light.  His pants were next and were shucked and discarded quickly.  Katarina hissed at the feel of his manhood in her hands, pulsing with heat and desire.  She stroked it gently as Chris returned the gesture in kind to her stiff nipples.


They crashed and slid against the cool white walls as they traveled haltingly to the single bedroom.  Chris’s hands moved lower to places enticingly unexplored and his mouth covered their feverish tracks.  His mouth found her hard points as she landed lightly on his bed.  Her back arched at the steaming sensations covering her breasts and Chris engulfed more into his eager mouth as his tongue lashed savagely within.  His hands had moved from her flat stomach to the stiff bone of her hip then lower to cover her thighs.  He loved the sensual power of her thighs as they tensed beneath the red leggings.  He tugged at and worried at them until they were gone, leaving her creamy flesh exposed to his touch.  Her legs were alive with motion, opening, closing, rising, and falling; anything to maximize the feel of his strong hands on her.  And when his cock touched her thigh it burned and sent a shiver racing through her spine and a tremor in her womanhood.


Chris dragged his hands up and down her legs until they began a lazy circuit between her legs.  When he cupped her damp mound he felt her quiver.  Slowly, he lined up his manhood to her damp petals and slid into her molten sheath.  She cried out and her legs clenched around him.  She was unimaginably hot as her inner folds coaxed and teased him.  The joys of love and sex flooded through him and he rode the memories with the new sensations until it was a mosaic of things impossible for his mind to grasp.  She pulled him in tighter and thrust her hips in time to his, grinding their juncture together into a damp mass.


Chris’s back ached from the extreme position and released the firm breast in his mouth to kiss and suckle her neck.  She enjoyed this too and cooed appreciatively as they rode the currents of their passion.  The building pressure roared in their bodies, screaming to be released, until it became unbearable and the tension snapped within them.  They exploded together in a series mind-shattering convulsions that dissolved their muscles and will into a single tangled mass of flesh amongst the sweaty sheets.


They spent several long moments petting one another and cuddling as they caught their breaths.  Katarina twitched in his arms as afterspasms trembled through her.  Her delicate skin glowed in the pale moonlight that flooded through the unshuttered window.  Chris collected his thoughts as the realization of what had just happened slowly sank in.


“This may sound a bit sudden,” Chris said softly, “but I think I’ve fallen in love with you.”


He felt the tear as it slid down her cheek and was collected by the hair on his chest.  “Not if you think I’m a madwoman,” she replied.


“What do you mean by that?”


“Nothing, just…just be silent please.  For a little while longer.”


Chris pulled her tightly into his arms and said nothing.


The minutes stretched out into the night as Chris watched the bright eye of the night above shining through his window.  When he thought she had fallen asleep she spoke.


“My last name is Klaas.”


Chris pondered the meaning of her seemingly simple statement until it all clicked in his brain.  The entire evening with her came into focus and events and words tumbled into a massive concept that staggered him.  “Mrs. Klaas,” he finally said.


She nodded her head in the furrow of his chest.  “Mrs. Sinter Klaas.”


“Santa Claus.”


She didn’t say anything as Chris slowly put more and more pieces of the puzzle together as they floated through his mind.  “I’m almost about to say that’s impossible.”  He paused, trying to form words that fit his thoughts.  “But that wouldn’t be right.  I’m going to leave that word out right now.  It still doesn’t change the fact that I’ve fallen for you in a single night.  In a short series of events you’ve given me a nugget of hope for myself and for what was once the most precious thing in the world.  If that isn’t magic, I don’t know what is.  If you aren’t real then I don’t want to be either.”  He kissed the top of her head.  “I’m going to stop trying to believe and start believing because if I don’t then I know for a fact that I will be crazy.  But maybe, at least, then I’ll still be with you.  You gave it back to me, the Christmas spirit.  It was there, it always has been.  I just needed you to find me and unlock it.”


Katarina broke down sobbing in his arms, her fist pounding on his chest.  “I’ve searched for you for years.  I knew you were out there, somewhere.  You fool!  You are the spirit of Christmas.  You are Santa Claus.”  Her voice broke down into more crying as she shuddered with relief and joy.  They made love again in the pale moonlight and held each other as they fell asleep in each other’s arms.


Later in the evening there was a clamor above his room and Chris awoke with a start.


“Ah, they’ve finally arrived,” Katarina murmured as she slowly woke.


“Who?”


“Why, your reindeer, of course.  You’ve got a lot of catching up to do and not much time to do it.  Now give me a kiss and we then we can go.”

Questions and comments are most appreciated.
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