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  About this story




  Sandy is like the original Scrooge – he thinks Christmas is commercialised claptrap, and refuses to have any part of it. So it's like his own personal nightmare when Ski School manager Jude tries a new marketing ploy, 'Ski with Santa' and he has to play a part he abhors. Will his naughty and nice pupils help this reluctant Father Christmas to face his ghosts and discover the quintessence of the season?




  





  HE KNEW THEY called him 'Santa' behind his back. If only they knew how ironic that was.




  He didn't even believe in all this X-mas nonsense. He narrowed his eyes. Nothing to do with Christ in this modern Christmas. X-mas is much more appropriate. He couldn't wait for the commercialised claptrap and the excess of acquisitiveness to be over for yet another year.




  "I hate Christmas, you know that!" he'd told his wife, Jean, that morning, when she'd asked if he would get the decorations down from the attic. He didn't want all that gaudy tat around the house, reminding him of X-mas. There was enough of that on the telly and in the shops. You couldn't get away from it. But she'd persisted.




  "Sandy Potter, stop being such a killjoy and help me get the house ready!" she'd said, waggling a finger at him. "You may hate Christmas, but the grandkids love it. Christmas is all about family, and we need to get the place sorted!"




  But he'd drawn the line when she suggested buying a new tree. "Absolutely not, my dear, there's nothing wrong with the old one!" he'd told her. "And remember, we need to save our money. All this hype and nonsense is just lining some fat-cat's pocket. But that won't give us anything to retire on, will it? Mr Capitalist isn't going to pay our bills once we're too old to work, is he?" He knew he'd won that one, because she turned and flounced out of the room, her mouth set in a stubborn line.
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