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How Santa Stole Krampus

an Act Of Piracy short story

By Tami Veldura


Eric Deumont, formerly of the French navy and now captain of the pirate ship Armide off the coast of new England, did not make a good Santa Claus. He wasn’t jolly, for one, and he had some doubts about faking the Ho-Ho-Ho laugh that Kyros had demonstrated.

And this whole charade to entertain children? The sled and the presents and the horses instead of reindeer—In Eric’s experience, children were meant to be quietly entertained by their nanny across the room. Not catered to.

On the deck of Armide, the cold morning sun just slanting between the masts, Eric watched Kyros dig shoulder-deep into a trunk full of fabrics. It was exactly the kind of strange collection Kyros would have tucked away in his cabin—like the spotted long-neck monster sculpture he claimed was a real beast on the African coast.

The ships Armide, Midnight Sun, and Justice all rocked gently in the bay, anchored in a line outside a town still small enough that it hadn’t quite outgrown the name of the local plantation: Wells. The free black-owned estate perched in the hillside, employed the largest force of free black people Eric had ever seen, and was known in emancipation circles to be safe harbor for both refugees and runaways.

Araceli, captain of the Justice, had brought them here the first time after she and Kyros liberated an entire plantation of their slave labor and even though Eric still found it odd that an entire town was growing up consisting only of freed slaves, he had to admit the place was growing on him.

The bay wasn’t large. Enough for their small fleet to tuck in out of the wind, but not much more. Two docks stretched out into the water for smaller boats to tie up and behind the town a bit of a hilly range spiked up in the west, preventing any storms from really hammering the estate. Lush forest kept the wind under control all the way to the rocky shore.

“Ah-ha!” Kyros crowed. He yanked a bright red fabric out of his chest of treasures and threw it over Eric’s shoulder so it trailed across the deck. “That’s exactly what you need. Now a little trim…” His hand plunged back into the trunk.

Eric gathered the red fabric, it slid against itself like oil, and held it off the deck.

“Here we are,” Kyros said, pulling a fuzzy, white handful out of the trunk. “Trimming for your coat and hat.”

Eric tipped his chin up to stuff the white fur on top of the red pile. “I still think you would be better for this.”

“Nonsense,” Kyros said. And he whipped a green stocking hat out of the trunk. The white pompom on top bounced. He shoved the hat on his head and posed with his foot on the trunk and his hands on his hips. “I’m an elf,” he said. “I have to hand out the presents.”

At least Eric wasn’t the only one going to be in a ridiculous costume. He grumbled but didn’t try to argue about it any further.

That only left the question of how to make a costume out of a pile of fabric. Eric could sew a button or patch a rip, but an entire coat and pants from nothing? He needed help.

“Don’t forget to make yourself look fat. Stuff the belly with straw or something.” Kyros threw his elf hat back in the trunk and knocked it closed. “I gotta meet Bram in town. He’s secured a team of horses and he found a sled only God knows where. I’m late to start decorating. You’re all set?”

Kyros didn’t wait for Eric’s reply. He pecked Eric’s cheek and shouted his goodbyes, leaving the Frenchman standing on the deck of the Hawk with arms full of fabric and no idea what to do with it.

Which is how he found himself not minutes later stumbling onto the deck of the Justice, trying not to trip over trailing fabric as he hauled it up the side ladder.
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