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world – full of goodwill and to all a good
night. And here you are fighting!” He uttered
a grunt of what seemed to be despair.
“Frankly, I don’t know where some of you
came from,” he whispered.

Self-Pity whimpered and hung his head.
Self-Help grabbed a book and began reading
intently. Self-Importance just nodded
authoritatively, oblivious to his presence on
Santa’s Shit List. Self-Reliance stoked the fire
and stirred the sticky stuff pot, as one must
constantly do to keep the sticky stuff from
setting.

Santa rose, sweat dripping down his
forehead, jaw set tight in resolution.

“I’ll have your trip assignments ready for
you in the morning,” he said. “Self-
Improvement and self-Discipline, you’ll be
managing things from now on, along with
self-Abnegation. I want no more of these
episodes, and I expect to hear no more about
self-Will, is that clear?”

Santa stomped his coal black boots and
mashed his hat back on his head. As he turned
to leave his workshop, a collective hum filled
the room. All Santa selves went back to work
– except for self-Reflection, of course, who
had to sit for a while and think about what
Santa had just said.

Self-Assurance had stoked up the fire recently
– although, what with all the machinery and
activity, it really was awfully warm in the
workshop.

At this point, a fight broke out between
self-Righteous and self-Seeking. They spun
through the workshop like a red and white
dervish, upending stools and selves and toys –
everything in their path. As the battle whirled
towards the puppet hangers, self-Mockery
took a stray punch in the nose and just
laughed. Self-Restraint wanted to do
something but held back. Attempting an
ambush, self-Defeat slipped on a dollface,
took out a row of model ships, and landed in a
bin of fluff stuff. (Not into chaos, self-
Existence just hung out). The battle hit the
paint bench and splattered red and green
watercolor all over self-Denial, who
pretended nothing was wrong. Screams and
sobs increased as self-Medication fluttered
around the room administering M&M’s and
NyQuil to the wounded.

Finally, self-Destruction ended it, and the
result wasn’t pretty.

“This!” Santa exclaimed. “This is what I’m
talking about! You aren’t just any old selves,
you know. You are Santa selves – the
happiest and most peaceful, the best team
players, the most light-hearted selves in the
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Santa slammed open the door to his workshop
and stumbled in, wiping North Pole flurries
from his spectacles. He disliked coming to the
workshop at this time of year, but it was
urgent that he see all his selves at once. Some
sort of canker had been growing amongst the
selves, and it was splitting Santa in two.
While he couldn’t expect his selves to behave
uniformly at all times, Santa did have a
reputation to uphold, and that meant he had to
find a way to manage without self-Control,
who’d been missing for some time. To that
effect, Santa had prepared a little speech.

“Goodselves,” he said, squinting in the
harsh fluorescent lighting. “I’d like you to
stop what you’re doing and just listen for a
moment. Tomorrow night we ride, and there
are a few issues from last year that I’d like to
address.”

All the selves put down the toys they’d
been working on – except for self-Absorption,
of course, who hadn’t heard a thing.

 “Now then…”
Santa cleared his throat and scanned the

brightly colored room in search of an empty
stool. But all the stools were occupied, what
with the December moratorium on calling in
‘sick’. The selves had been working overtime
for weeks and were all quite worn out,
actually – so much so that many were

slumped over their work tables, grateful for a
break.

After an uncomfortable pause, Selflessness
stood up, wearily carried his stool over to
Santa, and helped the large man to sit upon it.

“Thank you,” Santa said. “Now, as you
know, we all have to work together to make
this insane global deadline each year and –
well, last year some things happened that I
frankly don’t want to see again.”

A collective sigh was uttered throughout
the workshop.

 “First and foremost,” Santa continued,
“chimneys that have fires burning in them are
off limits to all selves. And if I hear anything
from the reindeer about any one of you
purposely lighting yourselves on fire, there’ll
be Hell to pay.”

There was a collective snicker – everyone
knew, that was self-Immolation.

“Next,” Santa rubbed his large belly, “the
cookies and treats left out for us are not to be
hoarded and then sold to the highest bidder.
Treat scalping is no better than self-Interest,
and you all know where he ended up. If you
don’t like it here and you want to be self-
Financed, you go right ahead and clear out.
But don’t take our treats with you!”

Santa took off his red and white fur hat and
wiped his brow with the back of his mitten.
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and to all a good night by Fiona Lehn


