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On a lonely Christmas Eve of a forgotten past, two remaining employees of Lexy’s Department Store were cleaning up after the hustle and bustle of the busiest shopping day of the year.  The store had closed for Christmas and the monumental task of cleaning and organizing the store fell to the janitors, Sam and Ralph. Ralph also doubled as the department store’s Santa Claus and was still dressed in his Santa outfit except for the fake beard and floppy red hat. He was hurriedly sweeping the floor when he approached his partner, Sam, who was leaning on the end of a mop. Sam was captivated by the banner that hung inside the front entrance of the store. The banner prompted patrons and staff alike to Enjoy the Magic of Christmas.

“Get to work”, Ralph yelled as he observed Sam neglecting his duties.

“Hey Ralphie Boy, lemme ask you a question,” Sam returned.

“Whatta you want, Sam?” Ralph said annoyed with the delay in his sweeping.

“Take a look at this banner, what’s this Magic of Christmas business all about?” questioned Sam.

“Oh you know, Peace on Earth and all that kinda thing,” Ralph explained.

“Peace?!? Like rest in peace just like old man Higginbottom in Lady’s Shoes? It sure was a shame about him and all. They say he had a bum ticker and went just like that,” Sam demonstrated with a snap of his fingers.

“Not that kind of Peace you Dope, Peace like loving one another no killin’ and thievin’ and that kinda thing,” Ralph snorted in response.

Sam chuckled, “Love?!? Like the kind you get down at Fanny’s Flophouse? Boy those girls down there will …”

Ralph cut him short, “I’m not talkin’ about Fanny’s Flophouse, you Shnook.”

“Who you callin’ a Shnook? Mister Smarty Pants!” Sam returned defensively.

“I’m callin’ you a Shnook, now quit askin’ stupid questions and get back to work!” yelled Ralph.

“I’m not askin’ stupid questions, I’m trying to figure out this magic business!” Sam continued.

Ralph walked back to where he left off with his sweeping and half ignored the belligerent janitor. Sam grumbled to himself as he moved several boxes near Ralph’s Santa Claus display. Sam caught his foot on the display stand and the boxes tumbled from his hands knocking over the storage part of the display. The angered janitor started to clean the wreckage when he found a book called How to be a Detective. 

“Hey, Ralphie Boy you plannin’ on a new career? Look at you Detective Santy Claus, the North Pole’s very own gumshoe,” Sam laughed.

“Very funny, that’s just a book I ordered from the back of a Shadow magazine, by the way, have you seen my Santa beard layin’ around here,“ replied Ralph as he searched for his beard in the boxes.

“Some kinda detective you are can’t even find your own beard,” goaded Sam.


Ralph was preparing a comeback to Sam’s jibes when a loud crash and scurrying sounds came from the rear of the store. They both looked at each other with surprise.

“What’s that?” Ralph questioned.

“Com’ on Detective Santy Claus it came from back there”, Sam whispered as he motioned for Ralph to follow.


The team of reluctant investigators maneuvered around clothing and toy displays toward the startling noises at the rear of the store near the stock room entrance. As they approached the scene of the commotion, Sam armed himself with a snow shovel and Ralph raised his broom as if it were a Knight’s jousting lance. Sam got a glimpse of a shadowy figure rising from a hiding spot and yelled for the intruder to stop. Hearing Sam’s yells, the unknown trespasser made a break for it and his two foes gave chase. Ralph, being the closer of the two pursuers, dove for the un-welcomed guest and caught him amid section. The pair tumbled into storage boxes and struggled for supremacy. Ralph pinned his opponent’s shoulders to the floor then realized he was fighting with a small boy no older than fourteen. Sam joined his winded partner and together they forced the struggling boy to a chair. 

“Quit fightin’ or I’ll tie ya to that chair,” threatened Sam.

The captured youth soon settled after he realized the hopelessness of escape.

“Let go of me, I won’t run I swear,” the boy pleaded.

Cautiously, Sam and Ralph loosened their grip on the captured youth and stood back to question him. Ralph was first to notice that the boy was obviously from the street. The grimy kid had tattered clothing and the smell of poor bathing habits.

The small street boy looked up at his aggressors with hungry eyes,” Honestly Mister, I just snuck in here to find a warm place to sleep. I’m not a robber,” the boy tried to explain.

Sam studied the boy momentarily, “This aint no hotel, kid, you gotta go.”

“Hold on a minute Sam, he aint got no where to go.”

“Well he aint stayin’ here!” Sam proclaimed.

“Have a heart, Sam, just for a little bit,” Ralph said trying persuade his bull-headed partner.

“Alright alright, but only long enough for him to warm up,” Sam reluctantly gave in.

“Thanks Mister,” the boy perked up and gave Sam’s hand a hardy shaking.

“What’s yer name kid?” questioned Ralph as he watched the street boy annoy his partner.

“Nick,” the boy replied with a big smile, “Hey you guys got any food?”

Ralph sorted through his lunch pail and handed the boy an apple and the other half of a bologna sandwich. The boy quickly gobbled down the sandwich and chomped on the apple while he gave Sam a hungry inquisitive look. Sam could tell that Nick was still hungry and wanted his dinner as well.

Sam returned the boy’s stares with, “The only thing I have is some three day old meatloaf and half a chocolate bar.”

Nick’s eyes sparkled with the thought of chocolate. The annoyed janitor realized it was going to be pointless to argue with the pair and begrudgingly handed the remainder of his meal to the young intruder. The scruffy street urchin seized the scraps as a pirate would plunder and held them close to his chest while finishing Ralph’s apple. 

Sam and Ralph watched as their uninvited guest quickly finished his feast. The boy settled down into some packing material from a crate and fell fast asleep. The onlookers watched as Nick slept and his body gave a slight shiver. Sam walked over to his wall-locker and retrieved an old jacket. He gently laid it across the sleeping form of the dirty street boy.

Ralph smiled as he watched the gesture and said to his partner, “So, you’re an ol’ softy.”

“Don’t let it get out.” Sam replied.

The clean-up crew returned to their duties of cleaning and organizing the Christmas mess and left Nick sleeping in the stock room.

“Ya know it feels kinda good helping that kid.” said Ralph as he pondered the night’s excitement.

“Yeah, I know I feel the same way.” Sam replied modestly.

As the two continued working, they noticed a presence behind them. They turned to see the smiling face of Nick wearing Sam’s worn out coat.

“I’m glad to see that you two finally figured out the true magic of Christmas.” Nick stated proudly.

 “What did you say?” questioned Ralph very surprised by the comment.

“I said that I’m glad you finally figured out that the magic of Christmas is the giving of one’s self to others, not going to Fanny’s Flophouse.” Nick reaffirmed.

“How did you know …” Sam started.

“Oh by the way,” Nick interrupted, “My name, Nick, is short for Nicholas as in Saint Nicholas or if you prefer simply Saint Nick will do. I really must be on my way fella’s I have a lot more stops to make tonight.” Nick said as he started walking for the back door and a disbelieving Sam and Ralph followed.

As the group arrived outside, they found a bright moon had lit up the night sky and a medium snow was starting to cover the ground. Nick gave a whistle and out of the night appeared a bright red sleigh being pulled by eight tiny reindeer. 

Ralph and Sam looked at each other in astonishment and disbelief. When they looked back, Nick had jumped into the sleigh and had given the signal to take off. The sleigh and reindeer team started to move away from the stunned duo. Inside the shiny red sleigh, the small grimy little street boy was now an older chubby man with a snow white beard. He wore a bright red coat and hat and waved farewell to the startled pair of onlookers.

Sam and Ralph waved back in slow motion still shocked at the events that were unfolding before their eyes. As the jolly character in the sleigh being pulled by eight tiny reindeer disappeared into the snowy night, peace and happiness settle into their hearts and Sam wiped a small tear from the corner of his cheek.

Still looking into the night, Ralph said, “Merry Christmas, Sam.”

 “Yeah, you too, Merry Christmas,” Sam replied as he put his hand on Ralph’s shoulder and they stared quietly at a solitary shinning star in the northern sky. 

The snow had fallen harder and thicker and the earth was now covered with a fluffy white blanket. The local church bells took on a familiar yet eerie melody and words seemed to materialize from the cool crisp night air. 

You are traveling to another dimension … a dimension not only of sight and sound, but of mind ... A journey into a wondrous land whose boundaries are only that of the imagination. 

Merry Christmas with Regards, from … The Twilight Zone.

