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THE CLOUDY, SMOKY FORM of Krampus soared through the foggy, chilly December air, his shape twisting and shifting as he darted between buildings and through lampposts. His flight was swift, smooth, and eerily silent. The ordinary folk below could not see, hear, or smell him—fortunate for them, as a thick, sulfurous, fuming cloud billowed in his wake. If they could smell him, it would reek of burning tires and coal, a stench thick enough to make one gag. Krampus himself reveled in this vile mode of travel, delighting in the dark pollution he spread behind him. If only they could see and smell it! He could easily slip from shadow to shadow and sometimes did, but cruising the streets and spewing noxious clouds was part of the fun. To him, it was all about keeping up his reputation.

Krampus had existed for thousands of years, and few truly understood what he was. Was he a living creature or a spiteful spirit? The specifics do not matter. One thing is certain: he despises Christmas and will go to any length to destroy it.

As Krampus soared over the peaceful, picturesque village of Windlesham in England, he took in the quaint scene below. Nestled in the rolling hills of Surrey, the village appeared calm and charming—an ideal place for him to unleash a little chaos.

It was December 1st, 1959, and the Christmas season had arrived. Magic was in the air as villagers busily prepared for the festivities. “Look at them,” Krampus sneered, “So happy, so excited. We’ll soon put a stop to that.” It would be easy to turn their joyful preparations into stress and exhaustion. He would tempt them to spend too much money, transforming their merry hustle and bustle into frantic busyness. At their parties and meals, he’d whisper poisonous thoughts, sparking arguments. When children wrote their Christmas lists, he’d nudge them toward greed, making them ask for more than they needed. 

“I think it’s time for a little retail therapy,” Krampus said with a vile grin. “Let’s take a closer look.” He swooped down the High Street, shifting effortlessly from a prone flying position to sitting as though reclining in an easy chair.

“First stop, the toy shop,” Krampus, said gliding toward the brightly lit store. His gaze settled on a middle-aged man in a black wool coat and tweed flat cap. As Krampus drew nearer, an icy chill crept through the air, causing the man to shiver and clutch his worn jacket tighter around him.

The shop window gleamed with silver tinsel and multicolored Christmas lights, framing a display of train sets, toy soldiers, dolls, and prams. The man inspected the price tags and then let out a heavy sigh. 

Cunning old Krampus slithered through the door and floated toward the display window. With a soft, spiteful breath, he stirred a small sign above the toys. The slight movement caught the man’s eye. He leaned closer to read it: ‘Store credit now available. Buy now, pay later.’

The man hesitated momentarily before his hand was on the doorknob. He opened the shop door and eagerly went in. “That’s the way to do it,” Krampus encouraged. 

“Next stop, the sweet shop,” he declared brightly. “It’s always easy to stir up trouble in there. There’s bound to be some bratty, plump child.” With a grin that curled like smoke, he slipped through the cracks of the closed shop door, unseen and unnoticed.

Inside, a mother and her young son were browsing the shelves. The boy’s eyes sparkled with eager anticipation as he scanned the jars filled to the brim with sherbet lemons, jelly babies, and tempting penny sweets. He stared longingly at the wall of treats. 

“You can pick one thing,” the mother warned gently.

Krampus moved in close, his cold breath brushing the boy’s ear. “That’s not enough, is it? She always says you can pick only one. She’s a mean mummy.”

Without hesitation, the boy wailed the same words aloud. “That’s not enough! You always say I can pick only one! You’re a mean mummy!”

Krampus squealed with delight, clapping his hands. “That’s it, little Johnny, or whatever your name is, keep up the good work. Or the bad work,” he chuckled at his own joke. The Christmas season is off to a fantastic—or rather, dreadful—start, he corrected himself again, laughing louder. “Ah, that one never gets old.”

“Let’s see how things are shaping up in the department store,” Krampus said with high hopes. The store was already packed with bustling Christmas shoppers. Whispering in their ears, he sowed his mischief. “Hurry, buy more!” Instantly, the customers began frantically filling their baskets with trinkets and knickknacks they did not need, spending far more money than they had intended. “Yes, that’s it. Keep going,” he whispered to the frazzled shoppers.

Satisfied with the department store’s mayhem, Krampus floated back onto the crowded high street, leaving a trail of his vile smoke behind him. Time to put my minions to work, he thought gleefully. With a flick of his crooked index finger, he unleashed a fast-moving cloud of minions into the shops and down the side streets. Wherever they went, havoc followed. When he reached the roundabout at the end of the road, he went around several times with outstretched arms, releasing minions in every direction. “Minions for everyone!” he shouted with joy. “Oh, what fun it is to ride...”

Krampus felt the stress and dissatisfaction in the air. It was so easy, like ‘shooting fish in a barrel.’ Not only was it easy—he relished every moment of it. The suffering of others was the only true measure of his success and his twisted sense of self-worth. “Perfect!” he crowed. The misery radiating back to him from the streets increased his wicked power. “Delicious, marvelous, superb!”

As Krampus continued his gleeful flight, feverishly plotting his despicable schemes, he paused over one house, hovering longer than usual. “The Christmas family,” he snarled, how he despised the Christmas family! Their picture-perfect home, with the Christmas tree standing proudly in front of the big living room window and the perfect holly wreath on the front door, turned his mood sour. He could feel the warmth from within the house. The tree glowed with soft, golden lights, and the fireplace flickered. It sickened him.

“Oh, how I hate that warmth,” Krampus grumbled. His fingers, sharp and cold, stretched toward the house and the frost began to creep along the windowpanes. But as he neared, the light from the tree inside seemed to push back. He recoiled, the heat was too much for his cold, brittle soul. The magic of Father Christmas was too strong here, for now.
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Christmas Preparations
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MEANWHILE, AT THE NORTH Pole, Father Christmas sat in the cozy glow of his office, surrounded by his elves for their annual beginning-of-December meeting. The crackling fire kept the room toasty, with glowing embers popping and sparks dancing from the hearth. The scent of fresh pine from the garland on the mantle and the sweet smell of hot cocoa that the elves sipped filled the air. 

Father Christmas looked around the room with deep affection in his eyes for his beloved elves. “Chaps, here we are, with another Christmas just weeks away,” he began, his eyes twinkling behind his round glasses. “I know how hard you’ve all worked to make this the best Christmas ever. You’ve spent long hours in the workshop, preparing to fulfill the wishes of the good people who have waited all year for this day. The next few weeks will be tough, but it will all be worth it when we see their joy. Keep up the good work, and let’s fill this Christmas with hope and happiness!” The jolly old fellow smiled warmly at his devoted elves.

***
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IN HIS COLD, SHADOWY realm, somewhere deep beneath the South Pole, Krampus paced back and forth, presiding over his own dark meeting. In this twisted parody of Father Christmas’ gathering, he muttered aloud to himself and the minions that surrounded him.

Raising his smoky claws in a pose of victory, he declared, “MY LOYAL MINIONS!” He was greeted by an ocean of hissing, unintelligible whispers. A wicked smile appeared on his lips as he continued, “Last year was simply fantastic! Thousands of fights, arguments, hurt feelings, and countless disappointments—our finest work yet!” Once more, the hissing chorus responded, as proud as formless shadows could manage. As His Grumpiness paced back and forth through the icy cavern, he surveyed the writhing, shapeless forms that filled the space, rising and falling wherever he cast his gaze. In reality, Krampus was utterly alone in his shadowy world; the countless “minions” were merely extensions of himself—smoky illusions with no will of their own. Nonetheless, he loved their unquestioning adoration. 

Krampus continued, “But we cannot rest on our past successes. NO! WE MUST NOT!” His voice boomed through the cavern, each word punctuated with thunderous intensity, echoing off the jagged walls. Silence followed, thick and oppressive. “Our success is fleeting, always slipping away from me... from us,” he growled. “Christmas is only weeks away, and I want you working harder than ever. This must be the worst one yet! Take up every shadow and every dark corner and plant seeds of doubt, jealousy, and disappointment. Crush their hopes and dreams!” The hissing returned, a murmur of ghoulish delight that pleased Krampus to no end. Despite being the mindless minions of the world’s grumpiest, most ill-tempered creature, they took immense pleasure in their work. 

Fueled by the triumph of last year’s success and eager to spread even more misery this Christmas, Krampus let out a deep, bellowing laugh. It echoed off the walls, mixing with the eerie cackles of his minions—or perhaps it was only his own laughter reverberating back. It didn’t matter, for they were all one and the same in the end.

Krampus continued to pace back and forth, grumbling to himself and sometimes shouting out words or phrases, some completely nonsensical. As he did so, his physical shape would grow, shrink, and morph, sometimes drastically. He was grotesque and monstrous but ultimately of no more substance than vapor.

***
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BACK AT THE NORTH POLE, Father Christmas was immersed in some very special Christmas preparations. A neat stack of presents sat on his desk, and he carefully tied a ribbon around the last one. His quiet concentration was interrupted by one of his loyal elves.

“Let me take care of that for you, Sir,” the elf offered kindly.

Father Christmas smiled. “No, no, thank you. I want to handle these myself.” Seeing the elf’s puzzled look, he added, “These are for the Christmas family.”

“The Christmas family? That’s really their name?” the elf asked.

“Yes, isn’t it wonderful?” Father Christmas beamed. “The name was given to them hundreds of years ago because they organized the most magnificent Christmas festivities. I’ve been dear friends with their family ever since. There’s nothing I wouldn’t do for them.”

After tying the bow, he set this particular gift apart from the others. “Why didn’t you put that one with the rest?” the curious elf asked.

“Because this one doesn’t go with the Christmas gifts. It’s a birthday present for Holly Christmas,” Father Christmas answered. 

“Birthday?” The elf’s brow furrowed in confusion. “Are we in the birthday business now, Sir?”

Father Christmas let out a hearty laugh. “Can you imagine the workload if we were? No, I only help with Holly’s birthday; she was born on Christmas Day! When John Christmas called to share the news, he was over the moon. A baby born to the Christmas family on Christmas Day! What are the chances?” Father Christmas chuckled. 
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