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 Introduction

 


H.K. Hillman
for Leg Iron
Books

 


 


Justin Sanebridge was one
of the very first authors to publish with Leg Iron Books. His
novel, ‘The Goddess of Protruding Ears’ was later rewritten by him
in Dutch as ‘De Godin van de Flaporen’ and is an entertaining
read.

 


Later, he entered short
stories for the Underdog Anthologies, the first Leg Iron Books
author to have a novel published before Underdog Anthology stories,
and so far the only one to have done that (I don’t count my
previous work because it was published before Leg Iron Books
existed and took it over).

 


Justin is, so far, in four
of the Underdog Anthologies. These stories are from two of them
(yes, nine stories in two anthologies!) because this collection is
Christmas themed. He has another four in the other two
anthologies.

 


Based in Bali, Indonesia
but originally European (he prefers not to be too specific) he is
fluent in English, Dutch, German, French, Indonesian and
Antwerpian.

 


This is a short
collection, but we all hope to see much more of his work in the
future. I’ve said enough – I’ll let Justin continue with his
stories from here.
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 Santa and the
Taliban

 


Philip sipped the eggnog
from his cup and surveyed the young women sitting attentively on
the sofa. “Do you know the story of Santa and the Taliban?” he
asked them, dropping them a conspiratorial wink.

The young women laughed
and smiled back at him, tucking their legs up beneath them which
Philip took as a sign to continue with his Christmas tale. He took
another sip of eggnog and began.

[image: tmp_198e175901196b95905a64c884965991_GDVKrA_html_1b5bfaf3.jpg]

Santa was about to leave
for his annual trip to Earth when one of his elves reminded him
that he had to visit Afghanistan. “What? Afghanistan?” Santa said.
“Do you mean that Muslim country where women walk around dressed in
tents? Who could possibly want me there?”

“We’ve received a letter
from two little girls,” the elf replied. “They’re twins called
Aisha and Afifa. They’re eight years old and all they want is to go
to school and get an education, but the Taliban bombed their school
with poisoned gas. Most of their friends died of that gas, and
their female teachers were killed, but the twins escaped just in
time. You should help them, Santa,” the Elf pleaded. “On top of
that, they’re orphans and they will be sold into a forced marriage
to some old Taliban who already has three wives.”

And this is why Santa went
to a remote Taliban-controlled area in Afghanistan. He parked his
sleigh and reindeer on the outskirts of the village where the girls
lived and he walked up to their house.

It was a starry night and
a full moon bathed the path into the village in moonlight. The
Taliban night patrol saw Santa coming towards them and at first
they didn’t believe their eyes. They saw a fat old man wearing a
red jacket and pants, trimmed with white fur and he had a matching
hat on his head. Around his middle he wore a black buckled belt and
on his feet, black military boots. He was clearly a Westerner,
‘probably an infidel American,’ the two Taliban night patrollers
decided.

They were each wearing
white robes and black turbans, their black beards were almost as
long as Santa’s. Their names were Arman and Bahram and they were on
duty guarding the village.

Once Santa was in earshot,
Arman yelled out in bad English, “You, Christian crusader! What is
in the bag you have?”

“What do you mean?” Santa
replied in Pashto, the language of the Taliban.

“You’re wearing a
Christian outfit and you’re obviously a well-trained spy because
you can speak our language,” Arman scowled.

“Christian? I’ve got
nothing to do with Christianity, you fool,” Santa
replied.

“You’re calling me a fool?
You’re under arrest, you Christian pig,” Arman shouted.

“I think
you'd better go back to where you came from and let me mind my own business,” Santa
grumbled. “It would be in your interest to leave
now.”

Arman did not appreciate
being told what to do, so he aimed his Kalashnikov at Santa and
screamed, “On your knees, now, and give me that bag!”

Santa merely smiled. “I’ve
given you fair warning, right? I repeat, it would be in your
interest to leave now, but you won’t listen. Now you’re going to
need new underwear.”

In a flash Arman’s face
twisted in a grimace of pain. He felt the severe abdominal pain
first, immediately followed by the unpleasant sensation of shit
streaming out of his anus. His friend Bahram opened fire on the
intruder when he saw Arman’s suffering, but the bullets went right
through Santa’s fat belly as if they were neutrinos.

Santa now addressed the
terrified shooter. “You, Bahram, because you shot at me, you
deserve more punishment than your friend. For the next month, every
time you even think about sex, you will shit your
pants.”

Bahram couldn’t help it,
at the mention of sex, his mind immediately thought of the best
looking goat in the village, and suddenly he too, felt his friend’s
shame of a dribbling arsehole. They ran away gingerly yelling “A
djinn, Satan himself has come to our village!”

“Ho, ho, ho!” Santa
laughed. He finally arrived at the girls’ house. Their faith was so
intense that they had been waiting for him all night.
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