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INTRODUCTION 

********************************************************************************** 
 
I KNOW how much everyone hates when I go on holidays. It means FLASHSHOT stops and takes a 
short breather as well. This Christmas, my wife, Deb and I are celebrating twenty years of marriage 
with a short boat ride around Mexico. FLASHSHOT won't be going but stewing away on my hard 
drive until we get back.  
 
So, keep you all from suffering from hardening of the micro-fiction arteries I put together this little 
Twelve Days of Flash Christmas for you. (The exact number of days I will be gone.) You can read 
them all at once or just one day. Like a good Christmas cake, there are lots of odd bits jumbled together 
but the over-all effect is pleasing. Some are old and some are new (maybe new to you.) Enjoy. I hope 
no one is expecting egg-nog. 
 
           G. W. Thomas 
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ONE: CHRISTMAS PARTY 

********************************************************************************** 
 
California 1846 
 
"What's so funny?" asked one of the men gathered around the robust figure in the red suit. 
 
"Your last name. I have a flying reindeer with that same name." 
 



"You mean those deer that brought you here through the blizzard?" 
 
"Yes, terrible weather this year--" The large man put down his coffee cup at a strange sound out in the 
storm. "I thought--" 
 
"It's nothing," the men said.  
 
"Well, I should be going. Gifts to deliver.”  He chuckled again. “That's funny. The Donner Party.” 
 
"Yes, hilarious," the men all agreed as they lifted their axes.” 
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TWO: CAPTAIN'S (YULE) LOG 
********************************************************************************** 

Stardate 12.24.2506 

We have approached the mysterious planetoid with caution. My Science officer can offer little to 
explain for the large amounts of snow covering the small world. We plan to investigate.  

Stardate 12.25.2506 

My Communications Officer has received a message from the planet's surface. We are busy translating 
it now. The message reads: "Ho ho ho, Merry Christmas." We haven't been able to decipher the 
meaning yet but I am certain it is hostile.  

Stardate 12.26.2506 

The way team has not returned. We have no choice but use the photon torpedoes. Fire! 
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THREE: WHO YOU GONNA CALL? 
********************************************************************************** 

"Do you believe in me?" 

"Yes, I'm pretty sure by the ectoplasmic remains your predecessors and that of my old partner, left you 
do, in fact, exist." 

"Touch my robe and we will go amongst Humanity." 

"Touch this!" The old man's hand flew up, firing the weird device he had purchased from the man in 
the insane asylum. The blue flame drove the ghost back, allowing the trap to catch it and suck into a 
glass cylinder.  

"Hah, a real live ghost aught to be worth a few bob," said Ebeneezer Scrooge, counting in his head the 
money he would make.... 
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FOUR: GOD REST YE MERRY GENTLEMEN 
********************************************************************************** 

Dellah Trelloney smiled as she danced from arm to arm. These three men in their holly-sprinkled 
jackets were such great dancers. How would she ever choose which to go home with this night?  

All this to the sounds of that old music. But why was she dancing? Wasn't it her job to clean the old 
hall after the beautiful Christmas parties to which she never was invited. 

The music slid to a halt along with the three merry young men.  

Love me, she beamed to one and all. And they did, with their long steely knives. 
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FIVE: SANTA PAWS 
********************************************************************************** 

Santa pulled himself from the chimney. He straightened his back, then felt the soreness in his ankle. 
That last round of deliveries in Scotland had been taxing. Some big, mangy dog had even bit him.  

The old elf moved to the plate of cookies and glass of milk. The food tasted wrong to him. He left the 
snack and tip-toed from the living room and into the kitchen. Inside the frig he saw a large roast beef, 
raw and uncooked…He began eating it in big wet chunks. The sheer terror of it made him howl...  
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SIX: SECRET S________ 
********************************************************************************** 

The Earth was covered in smoke as the world of men burned.  

General Max L'Amour sat inside the secret bunker below Washington, DC, biting his nails. Would our 
special agent be able to destroy the aliens? The general looked at his watch for thousandth time. 
Almost midnight. There-- it was now December 25th.  

The General looked to the screen on the wall. The Venusian ships were exploding in the sky! Earth 
was saved! 

"I knew he could do it!" the general cheered. "There is only one person who can enter any building or 
structure unrestricted on the 24th of December.  
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SEVEN: GIFT-GIVING/BREATH-TAKING 

********************************************************************************** 
He selected one of the blades and tested the edge with a thumb. 
 



"You see, Santa," he said to the large man tied to the ring above his head. "It all started with you. Oh 
sure, I was a rotten kid, but no more so than most." 
 
The fat man whimpered. 
 
"But the continual giving of coal each year drove me to seek -- other ways of seeing the world. But 
don't worry. You won't feel the pain of this scalpel for long. In a minute, I'm going to light the coals, 
yes, all the coal you gave me…" 
 
 

††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††††† 
EIGHT: TRADITION 

********************************************************************************** 
 
The time machine stopped. Dan Girard stepped into the past to see if what he had been told was true. 
That somewhere in the past an event had happened that Humankind repeated year after year. 
 
He saw hairy forms collect around a cave. Out of the opening a strange figure appeared. Large 
stomach, long white beard, all dressed in red. The figure handed presents to the surrounding cave men. 
Strange, magical gifts, each beyond the ape men.  
 
Dan got back into his time machine and tried to forget that jolly figure, with its rosy cheeks and three 
silver eyes. 
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NINE: A CHRISTMAS STORY PART I 
********************************************************************************** 
 
He tried on the suit. Its red satin was cool and yet warm. But who did it belong to? Could he just slip 
away with it? He had been in jail before. With his Dyslexia and no education he had headed to crime 
like a sow to slop. But there was no one watching in the deserted alley.  
 
He pulled the shirt off, looked at the tag. S-A-N-T-A. He laughed. If this was Santa’s suit he wouldn’t 
mind giving it away. 
 
Jones put the shirt back on and walked away. Things were changing for the better. He smiled so hard 
he never caught the smell of brimstone. 
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TEN: A CHRISTMAS STORY PART II 
********************************************************************************** 
 
Jones couldn’t believe it. When he thought real hard an object just appeared in his hand. That was how 
Santa did it. He didn’t need a magic bag.  
 
Jones smiled. What a racket! He sold the first three things he thought of: a watch, a Shaggy CD and a 
baggy of pot. He walked away with cash in his pockets.  
 
More customers. A woman who wanted a waist like a supermodel. A man who wanted a gun to kill his 
wife. A crack whore looking for a fix. A terrorist who needed plutonium… 



 
His pockets would never be empty again. 
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ELEVEN: A CHRISTMAS STORY PART III 
********************************************************************************** 
 
Jones sat on the bed, giggling like a girl. The entire top of the bed was covered in cash. He could buy 
houses, cars, booze, drugs and women, lots of women. 
 
But all that could wait. It was Christmas Eve. What did he want right now? Gold? Jewels?  
 
He imagined a Faberge egg. It appeared. He looked at it a minute then threw it on the floor. A ruby. A 
diamond the size of his fist. They all ended up on the floor. 

 
“What do I want?” He screamed at last. Tears were not far behind. 
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TWELVE: A CHRISTMAS STORY PART IV 
********************************************************************************** 
 
Jones looked at the girl. She was thirteen. She had been a sexual toy since she was eight. Now men on 
the street for money. Jones couldn’t look away from those cold, sad eyes. 
 
“I don’t have what you want,” he said. 
 
“But you’re Santa, aren’t you?” 
 
Jones tried again. No matter how hard he tried, nothing would appear in his hand. He could give 
anything – but this. 
 
“Alright,” said the girl. “I’ll take the gun then.” 
 
“No,” said Jones, taking off the suit and throwing it into the gutter. He took the girl in his arms. 
 
“I can give you love. I can.” 

 
 
 



 


