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Fanta
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 A commercial Christmas story








It's a little
known fact that Santa has a younger brother.

While Santa is the
well-behaved, responsible one who carries out his duties with
admirable efficiency and unstoppable enthusiasm and cheer, Fanta
Claus was spoilt as a child and just never quite reached the same
moral heights. While Santa brings children gifts, Fanta used to
shadow his big brother's footsteps and nick cookies, and a small
prezzie here or there. Santa set up a workshop with twelve elves
helping (the numbers of which grew as the work pressure increased);
Fanta bumbled around the workshop knocking paint pots over and
getting the pliers jammed. Santa donned his honourable Coca-cola
suit only on Christmas Eve, wearing his more functional but less
glamorous heavy fur mantle for the rest of the year; Fanta hung
about in his Fanta Orange, Fanta Grape and Cream Soda suits all
year round, getting them dirty and creased and the seams
unravelling. Fanta, in short, was a disgrace. It was therefore no
wonder that at some point kind Santa retired his brother from the
factory and paid for him to have a long, in fact permanent
sabbatical on a paradise island, where Fanta got into trouble
scaring the residents with his bloodcurdling "hee-hee-hee" and
decimating the local bird population for their colourful feathers,
from which he fashioned himself swimsuits.

All this came to a
head one Christmas though.


























I











Santa hadn't been
feeling too well all week. He sat down often between rounds of
overseeing the manufacture, and when he put his finishing touches
on hand-made toys (which he always did personally), he huffed, out
of breath, and could hardly move his right arm. He broke out in a
cold sweat when thinking of Christmas Eve - and the night was
approaching at a terrible pace.






Around noon his
current head elf, Dwelf the Umpteenth, brought him some ginger tea.
Santa eyed it with suspicion but drank it on the elf's advice. It
helped lift his mood a bit as it burnt its way down his gullet
worse than any Christmas brandy had ever done. When he thought of
all the mince pies and brandy he'd have to sup, he felt
nauseous.






The elves were
very worried. They called an emergency meeting in the tearoom of
the factory, away from where Santa sat hunched on a small wooden
tripod, and whispered amongst themselves.






"Santa is dying,"
said one.






"It's the
children," speculated another. "They don't believe in him
anymore!"






"It's the nasty
rumours going around about him being the Devil," whispered a
third.






"I'm sure it's the
mince pies," said Dwelf resolutely. He wasn't going to have any of
this voodoo nonsense. "Let's call a doctor."






A young elf by
name of Misty was sent as delegate to the world of humans, riding
Prancer. Misty found a small house on a hill in Greenland, and
knocked on the door, her green pointy elf-cap respectfully in her
hand. A middle-aged woman opened the door.






"May I see the
doctor who lives here please?" Misty muttered shyly.






"That would be
me," said the woman. "I’m Doc Vera. How can I help you?"






"I need to take
you to the North Pole," explained Misty. "Santa Claus is not well.
I understand you are the last human medical doctor who still
believes in Santa?" "I am?" replied Doc Vera, surprised. "I do?
Well,






certainly! Never
really thought about it much. Poor Santa." She checked her watch.
It was one in the afternoon. "We had better hurry then, Elfkins. He
can't have much time left before tonight!"






She packed her
briefcase and mounted Prancer behind Misty, and they set off
through the dark, polar afternoon, surrounded by spectacular polar
lights.






Back at the North
Pole, Doc Vera marched straight into the workshop and zoomed in on
Santa, who was hunched over on the little tripod, his head on his
arms on the workbench, an in-line skate missing its final gloss
abandoned in front of him. He opened his tired eyes.
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