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WOULD YOU BE SANTA CLAUS?”

«

WALKER ASKED KRIS.
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AuTtHoOR’s NOTE

IKE EVERYTHING ELSE about Mr. Kringle, his appear-
ance in book form does not follow any accepted pattern. In-
stead of appearing first on the printed page and then making
his bow upon the screen, Mr. Kringle completely reversed the
procedure. His singular personality and the chain reaction
which it started originally took shape in my mind as a motion
picture story. It was only after he had come to life upon the
screen that he was invited to appear within the covers of a
book. |

1 can, therefore, hardly take sole credit for this story in its
present form. For George Seaton put Kris into a screenplay
for Twentieth Century-Fox and then, as director, brought him
to life before the camera. So many of his ideas have been
incorporated into this book that it amounts to a collaboration;

a collaboration which [ gratefully acknowledge.
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Author’s Note
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In behalf of Mr. Kringle [ wish to say a very hearty thank
you to William Perlberg for believing in him and for produc-

ing the picture Miracle on 34th Street; and to Twentieth

Century-Fox for their generosity in allowing him to appear in
book form; and finally to Dr. Walter M. Simpson, who
introduced Mr. Kringle to his publishers.

VALENTINE DAVIES
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F YOU SEARCHED every old folks’ home in the coun-
try, you couldn’t find anyone who looked more like
Santa Claus. He was the living, breathing incarnation
of the old gent—white beard, pink cheeks, fat tummy
and all—and his name was Kris Kringle, too. Whether
this was coincidence or design—a sort of stage name
he had assumed—his friends at the Maplewood Home
for the Aged never knew. Nor did they know exactly
how old he was. His white whiskers made him look a
good seventy-five, and yet when he laughed or walked
you would swear he wasn’t a day over fifty. His eyes
were quick and happy, and he had a smile to match.
Not only did Kris look precisely like Santa Claus, he
firmly believed he was that jolly old gentleman.

Dr. Pierce, the physician at Maplewood, found this
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delusion innocent and harmless. In fact, the old man’s
kindly shrewdness in all other respects had won the
doctor completely. He was devoted to Kris and was
his staunchest defender. He often came to visit his little
room at Maplewood. It was littered with toys of all
sizes and shapes, half-finished models, and catalogues.
Kris spent most of his time there, smoking his pipe
and whittling at his toys.

One November morning when Dr. Pierce dropped
in, Kris hardly noticed him. He was reading a newspa-
per advertisement, and his eyes snapped with indigna-
tion as he read. A shopping service offered to make all
purchases of Christmas gifts well in advance of the
holiday and save the subscriber 10% in the bargain.
“All you have to do is send us the names and ages of
all the people you wish to remember,” Kris read aloud.
“We will relieve you of the irksome necessity of
Christmas shopping.” Angrily, Kris threw the paper
on the floor.

“Is this what Christmas has degenerated into, Doc-
tor?” he asked. “It’s pure commercialism! Is there no
true Christmas spirit left in the world?”

Dr. Pierce was afraid not. Christmas had certainly
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been commercialized. It had become “big business,”
and the spirit behind it seemed to be lost in the milling
crowds that packed all the stores.

Kris was not prepared to believe that, in spite of
outward appearances and ads like this. “No, Doctor,”
he said. “Underneath all the hurry and bustle people
still believe in Santa Claus and all Christmas stands
for.” He suddenly smiled at the Doctor and asked him
what /e wanted for Christmas.

“I’ll tell you what I want,” said Pierce half to him-
self. “An X-ray machine. We’ve needed one here for
years.”

“You shall have it,” Kris said.

The Doctor smiled. “If I get an X-ray machine, Ill
know you’re Santa Claus.”

“You just wait, Doctor—you’ll see.”

Kris picked up a toy and started to whittle away
on it, cheerfully pulling at his pipe. But Dr. Pierce was
worried. A frown settled over his pleasant face as he
watched Kris working. There was something on his
mind and he groped for the right words. Finally he

forced himself to come right out with it. “Kris, you’ll

have to leave Maplewood.”
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“Why?” asked Kris in astonishment.

Well, the Doctor explained, he had been fighting
the Board on this for years, but they had finally over-
ruled him and issued a definite order. In fact, there was
nothing more Pierce could do.

Kringle still didn’t understand.

“Well, Kris, the laws of the State and Maplewood’s
charter only allow us to keep old people so long as
they are in good physical and mental health.”

“What’s the matter with me?” asked Kris. “You’ve
told me I’'m in better physical shape than 9o per cent
of your patients. And mentally, well, I’ve passed all
your tests with flying colors. Look, I still remember
that last one.”

Kris proceeded to go through the routine of a
simple mental test; adding and subtracting, giving syn-
onyms for words, and so forth. There was no doubt
about it, he knew all the answers. Mr. Kringle, in spite
of his age, was keen, alert, and exceptionally skillful.

)

“I know,” said the Doctor quietly, “but it’s this

Kris Kringle business. You know—we’ve discussed it

before.”
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“You mean because I’'m Santa Claus?”

The Doctor nodded slowly.

“But there’s nothing wrong about that,” said Kris.
“It happens to be the truth.”

“It’s not quite that simple,” Pierce replied. “Unfor-
tunately, the Board does not believe in Santa Claus,
Kiris. So technically you’re, well, not acceptable.”

“So I’'m not sane because the Board of Directors
doesn’t believe in Santa Claus!”

“That’s one way of putting it,” admitted Dr. Pierce.

Kris paused and reflected for a moment. “What
happens next?” he asked. ‘

Pierce explained that Maplewood had an arrange-
ment with the Mount Hope Sanatorium.

“That nut house?” Kris exploded. “Never!”

“But what’s your alternative?” Pierce asked him.
“Have you got any money?”

Kris examined a small check book which lay on his
desk. He had $34.86.

“Kris, you’re pretty old,” said Dr. Pierce. “It won’t
be easy to earn a living. And if you’re unsuccessful,

you will become a ward of the State. And if you’re
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picked up because you tell somebody you’re Santa
Claus, you’ll be sent to Mount Hope anyway, so why
not go direct?”

But Kris was adamant. There was nothing wrong
with him and he’d be damned if he was going to an
asylum. Dr. Pierce finally conceded that it was really
up to Kris. If he left Maplewood, nobody would bother
him. That would end the case as far as they were
concerned. But what could Kris do? How could he
fend for himself? He didn’t have much money—where
would he stay?

“The zoo keeper in Central Park is a friend of mine.
Pl stay with him,” Kris answered.

Dr. Pierce urged him to reconsider and accept the
transfer philosophically. “You’ll have time to think it
over. We’ll talk about it again,” he said as he moved
toward the door.

Kris nodded silently, but there was a look of deter-
mination on the old man’s face. The moment the Doc-
tor had gone, he hauled out a large suitcase from his

closet and briskly began to pack.
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11 HE CENTRAL PARK OO Was nearly deserted at this
early hour. In one of the enclosures a keeper was
tidying up in anticipation of a busy day. As the white-
bearded figure approached, the keeper greeted him ea-
gerly with a wave of his shovel.

“How are you, Kris?” he called.

“Fine, Jim! Never better,” said the old man heartily.
“And how are the boys?”

“Gettin’ fat and lazy,” Jim told him, smiling, “and
it’s mostly your fault!”

Kris laughed and gave a whistle. From within the
shed a reindeer’s head peered shyly out, then another.
The old man called again and held out a handful of
carrots. In a few minutes half a dozen reindeer were

eating out of his hand.
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Jim stood silently by and watched this performance,
smiling. Kris sure had an uncanny way with animals!
Jim had fed and fussed over these critters for a dozen
years and he couldn’t get near them. But even the timid
does would eat right out of Kris’ hand. Jim had never
ceased to be amazed at this. It was a bond between him
and Kris.

“Jim, I may need a place to stay. Could you put
me up for a while?” asked Kiris.

“Why, certainly, Kris, as long as you want. There’s
plenty of room,” Jim assured him.

Fully satisfied that all was well, Kris started on his
way again, swinging along with his exuberant, youth-
ful gait. He had no special destination, but he loved
being outdoors in this crisp cold air. If only there were
snow on the ground, he thought, this would be a per-
fect day. As the old gentleman approached the western
limits of the park, he suddenly stopped and cocked his
head to one side, listening. His keen ears had picked
up an exciting sound. It was faint but unmistakable.
Somewhere in the distance a band was playing fingle
Bells. 1t seemed to be coming from just outside the

park. Kris turned and made for the nearest exit.
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Central Park West and especially the side streets
leading into it were filled with color and confusion as
Kris arrived upon the scene. For the Macy Parade was
about to start amid indescribable excitement. Spon-
sored annually by the R. H. Macy Department Store,
it was every child’s dream of a Christmas Parade, or
as near as mere adults could make it. A sharp wind was
blowing the huge inflated figures every which way. A
Pilgrim Father; Jack the Giant Killer; a Panda; and an
enormous ice cream cone careened crazily about, tower-
ing two or three stories into the air. The costumed men
who held the guide ropes seemed like frantic Lilliputians.
Sleepy, Grumpy, Dopey, and the other dwarfs scampered
about and climbed aboard their floats. So did a myriad of
other famous characters. A dozen bands in fancy uniforms
were loudly tuning up.

The person who seemed to be in charge of the
whole business was a handsome, well-dressed, busi-
nesslike young woman. She was checking off various
people on a list. Kris heard them address her as
“Mrs. Walker.” Assisting her was a spectacled, bald-
headed and very much harried gentléman named Mr.

Shellhammer.
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The thing which really fascinated Kris was the last
float in the Parade—Santa Claus in his sleigh, pulled
by eight wooden but very realistic reindeer. The Santa
Claus was practicing with his whip in a wild and lurch-
ing manner as Kris sauntered up. Kris stood watching
as long as he could. Then he stepped up and with a
polite “Allow me, sir,” took the whip from his hand.
With a single expert flip of the wrist he flicked the
long whip. The end crackled smartly one inch over the
farthest reindeer’s ear.

“You see, it’s all in the wrist,” he said. But Macy’s
Santa wasn’t impressed. One whiff of his breath told
Kris the reason. The man grabbed for a pint bottle, not
too well hidden beneath his blanket, taking more and
more frequent nips.

Kris was shocked and horrified. The idea of a drunk
depicting Santa Claus to thousands of impressionable
children infuriated him. He started toward Mrs. Walker
to register an outraged protest. But the young lady was
suddenly standing next to him, beckoning for the float

to move ahead. Before Kris could speak, it suddenly

lurched forward and the saturated Santa nearly toppled
off the float.
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It didn’t take Mrs. Walker long to size up the situa-
tion. This man was really drunk and she was respon-
sible for all personnel. She fired him on the spot.

“Just think if Mr. Macy had seen him,” said Mr.
Shellhammer in a horrified tone.

“Just think if Mr. Gimébe/ had seen him!” said Mrs.
Walker in even greater horror.

Now the whole parade was ready to start, and they
had no Santa Claus. Mrs. Walker and Shellhammer
saw Kris at the same time. They pounced upon him
together.

“Would you be Santa Claus?” she asked him.

“Have you had any experience?” Mr. Shellhammer
inquired. This last question struck the old man’s fun-
nybone. His little round body shook with inward
chuckles.

“Yes,” he said. “A little.”

“Then you’ve got to help us out. Please!”

“Madam,” Kris replied with quiet dignity, “I am
not in the habit of substituting for spurious Santa
Clauses.”

Mrs. Walker pleaded and coaxed, but the old man

was firm. Not even money seemed to interest him.
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