
THE NAZI SMASHER!

Episode 27:  The Santa "Claus" Conspiracy

by:  Richard L. Jouper

1315 W. Holly #4

Bellingham, WA 98225
 Cast:

DK/NS!  Donald Kingston:  Millionaire Dilettante/ Nazi Smasher!

AL:  Amy LaRou:  His faithful companion

CC:  Claus von Crutch:  Evil Nazi fiend!

JC:  Jenny Carson, Girl District Attorney

AN:  Announcer

CH:  Commissioner Hamilton:  Local police commissioner

NE:  Nazi elf

SA:  Store announcer 

JI:  Jimmy, the annoying kid

MO:  Jimmy's mother

B1:  Bystander 1

B2:  Bystander 2

CA:  Army Air-Corps Captain

     The time:  World War II.  The place:  New York City, where millionaire dilettante Donald Kingston wages a one-man war against evil Nazi spies as . . . The Nazi Smasher!  Given a magical black mask by a secret order of oriental monks, The Nazi Smasher! uses the power of  X-RAY VISION to seek out and destroy the evil German forces that have brought themselves against the wholesome, God-fearing American people.   

AN:  It's December 23rd , 1943, and Amy LaRou has taken some time away from The Nazi Smasher!  in order to buy a present for Donald Kingston. . . 

fade into crowd scene.  light Christmas musak
AL:  Gee Jenny, I'm sure glad that you could take some time out of your busy schedule to do some last-minute Christmas shopping with me.

JC:  Oh, I needed to get away from the office for a while anyway.  Honestly, you'd think that criminals would take the holidays off, just like the rest of us.

AL:  How inconsiderate of them (mock snide).

JC:  I'm serious, Amy! (laughing)

AL:  Who would have thought it!  My little sister, Jenny LaRou, Girl District Attorney!

JC:  That's Jenny Carson, Girl District Attorney, or had you forgotten about Bill?

AL:  Of course not.  It was such a lovely wedding . . .

JC:  Why thank you . . .

AL:  How's he doing, anyway?

JC:  Oh, just fine, but being a Captain in the Marines doesn't leave him much time to write me letters.

AL:  Then . . . you haven't told him?

JC:  That I'm now the District Attorney for all of New York City?  How could I?  It would crush the poor dear.  After all, when he and all of the other men in the office left to volunteer to fight in the war he was an assistant district attorney I was only his secretary.  I just don't know how he'll take it when he comes home to find that the governor himself has decided to make the job permanent.

AL:  But what else could he do?  After all, you do have a 100% conviction rate.

JC:  Yes, but Bill sends home $40.00 every month, and I'm making nearly three times that much.  I'm afraid he just won't like it very much.

tank sounds, hut hut hut, sleigh bells
AL:  No, I see your . . . oh look!  Here comes the store Santa!

JC:  Yes . . . and look at the size of that sleigh!  It's as big as a tank!

AL:  Don't you know anything, silly!  It'd have to be that big to carry toys for every child in the world.  It's just the picture books keep getting it wrong.

JC:  Then that must go double for the elves.  Look at the size of them!

AL:  You're right, Jenny.  I don't think a single one of them is under 6 feet tall.

JC:  And there are so many!  Fifty or sixty, at least!  The store sure has gone all out this year.

AL:  (sounding suspicious) Yes . . . that must be it . . . they're just going all out for the children.

JC:  Do you think Donald will get you one of those for Christmas?

AL:  A child or a giant elf?

JC:  A child of course,  silly!

AL:  Don't you think we should be married first?

JC:  Of course, but when's that going to happen?

AL:  As soon as he asks me.

JC:  You mean he hasn't even asked you yet?  Why, it's indecent!  And furthermore . . . 

CC:  (very distant in the background)  Zo, leelte girl.  Vhat can Santa Claus (Clous) bring you?

AL:  (quickly changing the subject)  Say, isn't Santa awfully thin this year?

CC:  (still distant) Schnell!  Schnell!  Anozer child now!

AL:  Yes, and he looks strangely familiar, as well.  I wonder where . . .  (gasp)

JC:  What is it Amy?

AL:  (agitated and obviously covering something) Oh, I was just wishing that Donald were here.

JC:  Yes, that's just what Bill said in his last letter.

AL:  Jenny!  That's unfair!  You know that there's nowhere Donald would rather be right now than in the thick of combat, risking his life for his country, but that his bad heart has always kept him out of the fighting!

JC:  I'm sorry, Amy.  What with Bill out getting shot at every day . . .

AL:  It's o.k.  Donald gets it all the time.  Say, I'm getting a bit of a headache.  Would you mind taking a cab back to your office?

JC:  Oh sure, Amy.  I'll see you for Christmas dinner.

AL:  Bye!  Oh, I hated to lie to her that way, but I've got to contact Donald . . . I mean The Nazi Smasher! right away!  Thank goodness I have my purse radio with me!

radio tuning sounds
AN:  Meanwhile, in a dirigible far above the city . . .

CH:  Nazi Smasher!  Come in Nazi Smasher!  This is Commissioner Hamilton.  Please come in Nazi Smasher!  Over. 

NS!  NAZI SMASHER! HERE, COMMISSIONER!  OVER!

CH:  Nazi Smasher!  There you are.  I just wanted to personally congratulate you on single-handedly saving England and once again foiling the evil machinations of Colonel Claus von Clutch!  Over.  

NS!  NO NEED FOR CONGRATULATIONS, COMMISSIONER!  ONCE I RETURNED MR. CHURCHILL AND PARLIAMENT  TO THEIR NORMAL SIZES THE REST WAS EASY!  AND AS FOR CLAUS VON CRUTCH . . . WELL . . . I HAVE A FEELING THAT WE HAVEN'T SEEN THE LAST OF HIM!  OVER!

CH:  But I thought that he was caught in the beam of his own shrink-ray and reduced to the size of a single atom?  Over.

NS!  YES COMMISSIONER, THAT'S RIGHT!  BUT AT THAT SIZE HE COULD HAVE EASILY SLIPPED THROUGH THE CRACKS IN OUR DEFENSES, AND IF THERE'S ANY ATOM-SIZED SUPER-VILLAIN WHO I THINK COULD THREATEN THE WORLD, IT'D BE THE ATOM-SIZED CLAUS VON CRUTCH!  OVER!

CH:  Good heavens, Nazi Smasher!  I assume you'll be prepared if he does return?  Over.

NS!  FEAR NOT, COMMISSIONER!  I HAVE ENOUGH BOMBS AND MACHINE-

GUNS IN MY DIRIGIBLE TO DESTROY NEW YORK CITY THREE TIMES OVER 

IF I HAVE TO!  BELIEVE ME, VON CRUTCH WON'T ESCAPE ME AGAIN, THAT'S ASSUMING  HE IS ALIVE!  OVER!

CH:  Well, better safe than . . .

buzzer buzzes

AL:  Agent A-1 to Nazi Smasher!  Agent A-1 to Nazi Smasher!  Come in Nazi Smasher!  Over.

NS!  IT'S THE PANIC BUTTON! EXCUSE ME, COMMISSIONER, BUT ONE OF MY AGENTS NEEDS ME AND I MUST RESPOND!  OVER!

CH:  Understood, Nazi Smasher!  Good luck in your fight against evil, and if you ever need me, just call!  Commissioner Hamilton, over and out!

NS!  NAZI SMASHER!  OVER AND OUT!

AL:  Agent A-1 to Nazi Smasher!  Urgent!  Oh, please respond, over!

NS!  THIS IS THE NAZI SMASHER!  GO AHEAD, AMY!  OVER!

AL:  Oh, Nazi Smasher!  Thank heavens I got through to you!  Over.

NS!  WHAT IS IT, MISS LAROU!  OVER!

AL:  Well, you see, I was just doing some last-minute shopping with my sister . . .

NS!  JENNY CARSON, THE GIRL DISTRICT ATTORNEY?  OVER!

AL:  Yes, that's right.  Well, then we saw . . .

NS!  IS SHE STILL COMPLAINING ABOUT DONALD KINGSTON NOT BEING IN THE WAR?  OVER

AL:  Yes, I'm afraid she is.  But Nazi Smasher! how could she know . . .

NS!  YES, HOW COULD SHE KNOW?  HOW COULD SHE KNOW OF THE AIMLESS YEARS I SPENT WANDERING THE GLOBE, SEEKING A HIGHER PURPOSE.  OF HOW I WAS FOUND HALF-DEAD BY THOSE KINDLY MONKS IN THE FAR EAST WHO SAW PAST MY OUTER WEAKNESSES AND FEARS AND LOOKED TO THE STRENGTHS WITHIN ME; TO MY INEVITABLE DESTINY.  HOW COULD SHE KNOW THAT THROUGH THEIR TRAINING I WAS ABLE TO ACHIEVE A STATE OF MENTAL AND PHYSICAL PERFECTION, BUT, FEARING THAT THIS WOULDN'T BE ENOUGH TO HELP ME STOP ALL THE EVILS IN THE WORLD, THEY ALSO TAUGHT ME THE USE OF THEIR SACRED BLACK HAT AND MASK WHICH BESTOWS UPON THE WEARER THE INCREDIBLE ABILITY OF X-RAY VISION!  AND TOO, HOW COULD SHE POSSIBLY KNOW THAT SOON AFTER I RETURNED TO AMERICA I WAS CONTACTED BY GENERAL ARMISTED, SUPREME COMMANDER OF THE SPECIAL OPERATIONS DEPARTMENT OF THE UNITED STATES ARMY, WHO COMMISSIONED ME TO DON MY BLACK HAT AND MASK AND ASSUME THE IDENTITY OF THE NAZI SMASHER! IN ORDER TO SEEK OUT AND DESTROY THE SEEDS OF NAZI EVIL BEFORE THEY TAKE ROOT IN THE FERTILE SOILS OF AMERICA.  NO, SHE COULDN'T KNOW THAT THIS SINISTER BLACK MASK AND HAT ARE THE ONLY UNIFORM I'LL BE ALLOWED TO WEAR . . . FOR THE DURATION!  OVER!

AL:  I'm so sorry, Nazi Smasher!  Some day, though . . .

NS!  YES!  SOME DAY!  BUT FOR NOW I MUST REMAIN A DARK, MENACING ENIGMA TO THE VERY PEOPLE I'M SWORN TO PROTECT!  BUT QUICKLY, MISS LAROU!  YOU HAD SOMETHING TO TELL ME!  OVER!

AL:  Right!  Well, when Jenny and I reached the department-store Santa display, we noticed that he was awfully thin, his sleigh was as huge as a tank, and that he had fifty giant elves with him!  Over.

NS!  QUICKLY!  THIS THIN SANTA!  WHAT DID HE LOOK LIKE!  OVER!

AL:  It was . . . oh, I hoped I was wrong . . . but that face!  That small, black mustache!  That accent!  It was . . . it was . . . Claus von Crutch, for sure!  Over.

strident organ music
NS!  I KNEW IT!  I COULD FEEL THAT ICY-COLD CLUTCHING AT MY HEART THAT SIGNIFIES THE CONTINUED LIFE OF MY GREATEST FOE!  BUT WHY COULD HE POSSIBLY WANT TO POSE AS A DEPARTMENT-STORE SANTA?  OVER!

AL:  I don't know, Nazi Smasher!  But the answers may be in Santa's Workshop.  I think if I get in there I may be able to find them!  Over.

NS!  NO MISS LAROU!  I FORBID IT!  THAT'S NO PLACE FOR A WOMAN!  GET OUT AT ONCE AND WAIT FOR ME.  OVER! 

AL:  No way, Sir!  You're not keeping me out of the action this time.  And besides, by the time you get here it may be too late!  Over.

NS!  JUST BE CAREFUL THEN, MISS LAROU!  OVER!

AL:  There's no time!  Agent A-1, over and out!

NS!  DRAT THAT RASH, IMPETUOUS, BEAUTIFUL, BRAVE WOMAN!  I PRAY SHE STAYS OUT OF TROUBLE UNTIL I GET THERE!  I DON'T KNOW WHAT I'D DO IF SHE WERE KILLED!  STILL, IF THERE'S ANY WOMAN WHO CAN COME UP WITH A PLAN THAT WILL FOOL VON CRUTCH, IT'S AMY LAROU!

strident organ music

fade back into crowd sounds, Christmas musak

AL:  (in a high, nasal voice ala Fran Dresher) Billy?  Billy?  Oh, has anyone seen my boy Billy?  Oh!  There he goes!  Right into Santa's Workshop!  He must be trying to see what Santa's bringing him for Christmas! (snort)  I'll just go in and get him . . .

NE:  Ze vorkshop ist verbotten, Lady!

AL:  Oh, not to me, I'm sure!  My husband is a very important man in this town, and I'm sure he'd be unhappy if he thought you wouldn't let me get his only son!  Now . . .

door opens.  slams shut.  guard protests

(normal voice) Now, if I can only find his plans before . . .

SA:  Attention shoppers!  Santa will be back in ten minutes.

sounds of a disappointed crowd

AL:  Oh, no!

door opens.   slams shut

CC:  Zo, vhat haff ve here?

AL:  Colonel Claus von Crutch!

CC:  Zat is correct, Miss LaRou, and I am shocked!  I haff been back in your foul country for less zan three days and already you haff found me.  I salute you.

AL:  You salute me?

CC:  Vhy yes.  I alvays salute zose I am about to kill.

AL:  (gasp)(shocked)  You . . . you'd kill a woman?

CC:  Of course.  I am a Nazi, after all.

AL:  Fiend.

CC:  Vell zen, if our converzation is going to degrade into name-calling . . .

AL:  (gasp!)

window breaking

NS!  EVERYBODY FREEZE!

ALL:  Nazi Smasher!

AL:  Nazi Smasher!  How did you get here so quickly?

NS!  MY DIRIGIBLE ISN'T AS SLOW AS ONE MIGHT THINK, MISS LAROU!  ALL RIGHT, VON CRUTCH!  DROP THE GUN OR I'LL . . .

CC:  You vill vhat, Nazi Zmasher?  Kill ze beloved Santa Claus and fifty of his best toy-makers two days before Christmas?  Oh, how the children of zis backvard country . . . no, ze whole vorld, vould curse you name!

NS!  CURSE YOU!  YOU'RE RIGHT, VON CRUTCH!  BUT TOO, IF YOU HARM EITHER MYSELF OR THE GIRL, EVERYONE IN THE STORE WILL KNOW THAT YOU ARE NOT  THE REAL SANTA CLAUS AND TEAR YOU APART FOR HARMING THE NAZI SMASHER!!

CC:  Ya, you may be right, Herr Zmasher! 

NS!  SO IT'S A STALEMATE!

CC: Not qvite!  

tank starting sounds
You zee, my zleigh is in reality a robot tank, most cleverly disguised!  And in two minutes time it vill begin to destroy zis decadent department store!  Zo, vill you chase me, Herr Zmasher, or save the lives of hundreds of your countrymen?  Ze choice is yours.

NS!  I WARN YOU, VON CRUTCH!  IF ONE PERSON HERE IS  HARMED . . .

CC:  Zat is totally up to you, Zmasher!   Aufviederzaen!  I look forward to seeing you

again.  And soon!  

NS!  IT'S TOO BAD YOU HAD HAD TO LEAVE BEFORE I COULD GIVE YOU MY PRESENT, VON CRUTCH!

CC:  Nazi Zmasher!  I did not know you cared!  And vhat did you get for me zen, ze big lump of coal?

NS!  NO!  OF LEAD!

CC:  Perhaps next Christmas, Nazi Zmasher!  Oh, zat is right, you vont be having one!  Come elves!  Ve run now!

lots of feet running,  hut hut hut, bells jingling

CC:  Ho ho ho!  Heh heh heh!  Ho ho ho!
NS!  COME ON, MISS LAROU!  WE HAVE TO STOP THAT TANK BEFORE SOMEONE GETS HURT!

AL:  Oh!  Be careful up there on that tank, Nazi Smasher!  Can you see anything?

NS!  YOU FORGET, MISS LAROU:  THE NAZI SMASHER SEES ALL!

strident organ music

x-ray sounds
HM!  THE HATCH IS CLOSED WITH A COMBINATION LOCK! BUT MY X-RAY VISION SHOULD ALLOW ME TO . . . THERE!  IT'S OPEN!  NOW I'LL JUST PULL OUT THE RED WIRE . . . LIKE THAT!  WELL, THAT'S THE END OF THE SLEIGH TANK!  (to self) THAT WAS EASY . . . TOO EASY!  (aloud)SO, MISS LAROU . . . MISS LAROU?  NOW WHERE HAS SHE GOTTEN TO?

AL:  I'm right over here, Nazi Smasher!  Back in the workshop, and I've found . . .

NS!  STOP RIGHT THERE, MISS LAROU!  LET ME SEARCH THE ROOM FOR TRAPS FIRST!

x-ray sounds

 (to self) HM!  NO BOMBS, BUT . . . OH HO!  WHAT'S THIS?  AN ESCAPE HATCH 

IN THE FLOOR!  AND UNDER THAT . . . SOOOO!  I JUST BET HE WAS TRYING TO LURE ME DOWN THERE, BUT ONCE AGAIN HE RECKONED NOT WITH MY X-RAY VISION!  WHEN WILL HE EVER LEARN?  NOW, LET'S TAKE A LOOK AT WHAT YOU FOUND, EH MISS LAROU?   WHY, IT'S A BOX FULL OF PAPERS!  LET ME SEE THOSE!  

AL:  Here you are, Nazi Smasher!  I'll just look under this trap door for more clues.

NS!  MISS LAROU!  STAY AWAY FROM THERE OR IT COULD MEAN YOUR LIFE!

AL:  What is it?

NS!  THERE'LL BE TIME TO EXPLAIN EVERYTHING LATER!  FOR NOW, LET'S

JUST GO THROUGH THESE PAPERS, SHALL WE?

AL:  Yes, Sir!

paper rustling
NS!  THIS IS ODD!  LOOK AT THESE, AMY:  BASEBALL CARDS, FORTUNE COOKIE FORTUNES, BUBBLEGUM WRAPPERS . . . THERE'S NEITHER RHYME NOR REASON TO IT!  

AL:  Oh no!

NS!  WHAT IS IT?

AL:  I just read this bubblegum wrapper, Nazi Smasher!

NS!  WELL?

AL:  It says . . . it says (in a hush) "Children of America despair.  There is no Santa Claus!"

strident organ music 

NS!  WHY . . . WHY THEY ALL SAY THAT!  EVERY ONE OF THEM!  LOOK!  RADIO BROADCAST SCRIPTS!  AND WOVEN INTO EVERY EPISODE THE MESSAGE: 'THERE IS NO SANTA CLAUS'!  THIS CHILLS MY BLOOD, MISS LAROU!

AL:  But surely, the actors would never read . . .

NS!  YOU WOULD THINK THAT, MISS LAROU.  BUT IN REALITY RADIO PERSONALITIES ARE THE WORST ACTORS AND  NEVER REHEARSE.  THEY JUST READ ANYTHING THAT'S PUT BEFORE THEM!

AL:  Even The Shadow?

NS!  EVEN SO!

AL:  Gosh!

NS!  SOME LESSONS ARE PAINFUL TO LEARN!

AL:  Oh, Nazi Smasher!  Imagine what would happen if these had gotten out?  What would we have done?

NS!  I HATE TO SAY IT, MISS LAROU, BUT WE WILL HAVE TO THINK OF 

SOMETHING, AND FAST!

AL:  But . . . but why?

NS!  BECAUSE ACCORDING TO THESE INVOICES THESE PAPERS ARE JUST THE LEFTOVERS!  VON CRUTCH HAS ALREADY SENT OUT MILLIONS OF THEM ALL AROUND THE COUNTRY!

very strident organ music

AL:  Oh no!  That would mean . . .  

tank starting sounds
Nazi Smasher!  Look out!  The tank is moving!  It's alive again!  We're all doomed!  Aieeeee!

very, very strident organ music
dies out

fade in to dopey music

AN:  And now, a word from our sponsor . . .

DK:  Then von Crutch turned on his insidious mirror-image duplicator ray on me and . . . Amy?  Are you sleeping?

AL:  Wha . . .?  Oh Donald, I'm so sorry, but I just can't seem to keep my eyes open.

DK:  Why, whatever's the matter?

AL:  It's just that the Christmas party is in two days and I have so much to do to get ready for it.  I have to book the caterers and hire the orchestra and buy presents for a dozen people and . . .

DK:  Whoa, Amy!  I see what your problem is now.

AL:  What's that, Darling (yawning).

DK:  You've overextended yourself!

AL:  That's all? (satirical).  Donald, you have no idea what it's like being a woman!

DK:  No, but I do know what it's like being The Nazi Smasher!

AL:   That's hardly the same thing, Donald!  But what are you getting at?

DK:  Well, it's just that as The Nazi Smasher! I end up overextending myself all the time, and sometimes I need a little help.  So, do you know what I do?

AL: (satire again)  You call me?

DK:  Well, yes.  But before that I take a Dr. Cure-All's Wide-Awake Capsule!

AL:  A Dr. Cure-All's Wide-Awake Capsule?

DK:  Yes, a Dr. Cure-All's Wide-Awake Capsule, the housewife's best friend!

AL:  But Donald, we've already established that you're not a housewife.

DK:  Yes, but it's been proven that most housewives have just as grueling a daily schedule as The Nazi Smasher!

AL:  I can believe that!  Well, what's in these Wide-Awake Capsules? 

DK:  They're a top-secret scientific formula that packs the power of twenty cups of coffee into each capsule!

AL:  Wow!  That'd give me enough energy to last all day!  And then some!

DK:  Here, why don't you try one and later you can tell me what you think!

AL:  Thanks!  I will!

goofy music

AN:  Later that same day . . .

DK:  So Amy, did you get anything done today?

AL:  (words run-together and manic) You bet I did Donald!  I found presents for my entire family and all of yours to boot!  I made three new dresses and baked all the food for the party  and rented the hall and rotated the tires on all of your cars and filled the dirigible with fresh hydrogen and . . .

DK:  Wow!  And it's only 3:30!

AL:  Dr. Cure-All's Wide-Awake Capsules sure do pack a punch Donald.  But I'm concerned that I may have too much energy to sleep tonight!

DK:  Then here, tale one of these!

pill bottle shakes

AL:  What is it?

DK:  A Dr. Cure-All's Sleepy-Time pill.  It's like counting a thousand sheep in one little pill.

(gulp)

AL:  (dreamy) Oh, hey Donald.  That does calm the nerves.  Nighty-night.

DK:  Nighty-night, Amy.  Sweet dreams.

dopey music

AN:  So remember all you housewives and Nazi Smasher! wanna-be's!  Take Dr. Cure-All's Wide-Awake Capsules and Sleepy-Time Pills and just like Amy LaRou and The Nazi Smasher! your lives will be a waking dreams!  Now, back to our story!

low organ.  scream (Amy)

x-ray sounds

AL:  Nazi Smasher!  Look out!

x-ray sounds

NS! (chuckling) NO NEED FOR THE HYSTERICS, MISS LAROU!  I DON'T THINK IT'S GOING TO HURT US THIS TIME.  I'LL JUST GO BACK UP AND . . .

B1:  He's gone back inside!

B2:  He's coming out!  Hey, look! (amused)

JI:  Hey!  Leggo, ya big bully!

NS!  NOW NOW, SON!  STRUGGLING WILL ONLY MAKE THINGS WORSE!

B1:  Say, how'd he know the kid was in there in the first place?

NS!  NO ONE MAY HIDE FROM THE GAZE OF . . . THE NAZI SMASHER!

MO:  Jimmy!  What are you doing in that tank?  You come down here this instant!

JI: (on the verge of tears)  I want my mommy, ya fink!

MO:  Jimmy!  I'm sorry, Mr. Nazi Smasher!  I just don't know what gets into him sometimes.

NS!  DO YOU MIND IF I . . .

MO:  Not at all (smug)!

NS!  ALL RIGHT, YOUNG MAN!  OUT WITH IT!  WHY WERE  YOU TRYING TO SHOOT ME WITH THAT TANK?

JI:  I saw ya!  I saw ya, ya creep!

MO:  Jimmy!

NS!  PLEASE, MA'AM!  LET HIM FINISH!  YOU SAW ME DO WHAT, JIMMY?

JI:  (close to tears again) I saw it!  When you ran into Santa's workshop Santa and all his elves ran away!  You scared him bad, and now nobody's gonna get any presents this Christmas.  Not even if a kid was good!  Well, mostly good, anyway.

crowd gasps

AL:  Jimmy, please listen too me (gently).  This is The Nazi Smasher!  And even though he may look fearsome in that black hat and mask, he's really the defender of justice and 

truth and righteousness and all of the ideals we hold sacred in this country, and besides, he could never scare the real Santa Claus, not if he ever wanted anything more than a lump of coal in his stocking in the future!

JI:  You mean, there really really is a real Santa.  No foolin?

AL:  No fooling.  You didn't doubt that, did you Jimmy?

JI:  Well, you know, some of the older guys at school was saying . . .

AL:  Well, let's see who gets toys on Christmas and who gets coal, shall we!

JI:  Yeah . . . yeah!  That'd show 'em!

NS!  AND SO JIMMY, WHEN YOU WERE SHOOTING AT ME, YOU WERE REALLY SHOOTING AT THE IDEA THAT THERE WAS NO SANTA CLAUS.  WELL, I CAN'T BLAME YOU FOR THAT!

JI:  Gosh, that's swell, Nazi Smasher!  And do you believe in Santa, too?

NS!  WHY, OF COURSE, JIMMY!  I'VE EVEN MET THE GENTLEMAN!  (whispers to Jimmy)  I ASKED FOR A RED FIRE-ENGINE THIS YEAR!

JI:  Gosh!  Me too!  

NS!  SO THEN, WE'RE SQUARE, JIMMY?

JI:  We sure are, Nazi Smasher!

NS!  GOOD!  I COULDN'T LEAVE THINKING YOU STILL WANTED TO KILL ME!

JI:  Ah, you're leavin'?

NS!  I'D LOVE TO STAY AND PLAY WITH YOU, JIMMY.  BUT I'M AFRAID THAT THE NAZI SMASHER!  HAS LITTLE TIME FOR FUN AND GAMES!

JI:  Gee, I didn't think of that.  Could I . . . could I ask you a favor, Sir?

NS!  WHAT IS IT, SON?

JI:  Could I . . . could I play on the tank for a while, huh?

NS!  SURE JIMMY!  JUST DON'T SHOOT ANYONE WITH IT!

JI:  Ya got my word on it, Pal!  Look Ma!  I'm a Junior Nazi Smasher!

MO:  That's nice Dear, and don't you dare touch that button (fading)!

JI:  Ah, Ma!

AL:  Now to battle, eh Nazi Smasher!

NS!  NO MISS LAROU!  WE JUST FOUGHT, AND WON, THE ONLY TRUE BATTLE RIGHT HERE.  THE BATTLE FOR THE HEARTS AND MINDS OF THE AMERICAN YOUTH!  YES, I THINK THIS COUNTRY WILL DO JUST FINE!

AL:  I think you're right, Nazi Smasher!

NS!  ENOUGH TIME TO GLOAT ABOUT OUR COUNTRY'S GOOD FORTUNE LATER!  RIGHT NOW WE HAVE TO ALERT EVERY CIVIL AIR DEFENSE GRID IN THE COUNTRY, EVERY SQUAD OF THE NATIONAL GUARD, EVERY SINGLE SOLDIER, SAILOR, MARINE OR FLY-BOY LEFT IN THE GOOD-OLE U.S. OF A. . . AND YES, EVEN THE COAST GUARD!

AL:  And tell them what, Nazi Smasher!

NS!  THAT THEY'VE ALL BEEN DRAFTED BY . . . THE SANTA CORPS!

AL:  I . . . I don't understand.

NS!  LOOK, MISS LAROU!  THERE'S NO WAY FOR US TO STOP ALL OF THE MESSAGES, AND SIMPLY DENYING THEM MAY CAUSE MORE HARM THAN GOOD, AS THE SEED OF DOUBT WILL HAVE ALL READY STARTED TO GNAW AT THE YOUNG AMERICAN CHILDREN!  NO, WE MUST SHOW THEM THAT THERE IS A SANTA OUT THERE, SO THAT ALL OF THE LITTLE JIMMY'S CAN WAKE UP HAPPY AND CONTENTED ON CHRISTMAS MORNING KNOWING THAT THE JOLLY OLD ELF IS WATCHING OVER THEM!

AL:  Nazi Smasher!  I know that millions of children will be disappointed, but in the end they all learn the truth anyway.

NS!  TRUE, MISS LAROU!  TRUE!  BUT THINK BACK TO WHEN YOU WERE JUST A SMALL CHILD!  WHEN YOU THOUGHT OF DOING SOMETHING NAUGHTY, WHAT STOPPED YOU?

AL:  Well, I suppose I was afraid that . . . oh!  Now I get it!

NS!  YES!  IT IS THE FEAR THAT SANTA WILL GIVE THEM A LUMP OF COAL 

IN THEIR STOCKING IF THEY ARE NAUGHTY THAT MOLDS THE AMERICAN YOUTH INTO THE STALWART, LAW-ABIDING CITIZENS THEY BECOME AS ADULTS!  AND WITHOUT THAT, WE'D BE JUST ANOTHER COUNTRY OF SHIFTLESS, LAZY MALCONTENTS!

AL:  Nazis!  We'd be Nazis!

NS!  NOW YOU'VE GOT IT!  AND NOW YOU SEE WHY IT'S SO IMPORTANT!

AL:  I sure do!  Let's start making those calls!  There's no time to lose!

strident organ music

NA:  And so the call went out to the farthest corners of the country, and for one day, one glorious, inspiring day, the fighting men that had been left behind to guard the home-front wore not the drab khaki of their issue government issue uniforms, but the red and white of Santa!  So we now rejoin our heroes, one hour before sundown on Christmas eve . . . 

sounds of a busy, airport-like room

AL:  Well, Nazi Smasher, we should be able to see Santa from up here on the top floor of the Empire State Building, where the Army has temporarily set up base for "Operation: Claus".

NS!  CLAUS (as in von Crutch), DID YOU SAY (distant and reflective)?  CLAUS?  CLAUS?

AL:  What's wrong?

NS!  I DON'T KNOW!  THERE'S SOMETHING, THOUGH . . .

CA:  On your order, Nazi Smasher!  The entire continental defense grid is at your command!

NS!  (screamed) SANTA CLAUS (von Crutch)!   THAT'S IT!  OH, I'VE BEEN SUCH A FOOL!

AL:  What is it?  What is it?

NS!  WE'VE FALLEN STRAIGHT INTO VON CRUTCH'S EVIL, EVIL SCHEME!

strident organ music
CA:  What?  The Defender of Democracy, fooled by a Nazi!  I won't believe it, Sir!  I just 

won't!

NS!  BELIEVE IT, CAPTAIN!  QUICKLY, TELL ALL OF OUR SANTA'S TO RETURN TO THEIR USUAL POSTS AND TO BE READY TO DEFEND AGAINST A MASSIVE ATTACK!

AL:  But the children, Nazi Smasher!  What about the children?

NS!  I'M SORRY, MISS LAROU!  BUT THAT MAY BE THE PRICE WE PAY FOR OUR FREEDOM TODAY!

low, sad organ music

CA:  Sir, what's going on?

NS!  IT WAS A TRAP, CAPTAIN!  A TRAP SET BY THE GREATEST EVIL GENIUS OF OUR TIME!  AND I WALKED INTO IT LIKE A DRUNK GERMAN INTO A BEER-HOUSE!

CA:  What . . .what do you mean?

NS!  YOU SEE, VON CRUTCH KNEW THAT I WOULD DEFEND THE YOUTH OF THIS GREAT COUNTRY WITH MY EVERY RESOURCE . . . WAS COUNTING ON THAT, IN FACT!  HE WAS JUST WAITING FOR ME TO LOWER OUR DEFENSES AND . . .

CA: (panic)  Oh my Gosh!  Oh my Gosh!  Call off Operation Santa!  Over!  I repeat:  this is Allied Command, America!  All units, call off Operation: Santa immediately and prepare to defend against massive Nazi assault!  Over!

NS!  COME ALONG, MISS LAROU!  WE'RE NO LONGER NEEDED HERE!

AL:  But . . . but where are we going, then?

NS!  I HAVE A FEELING I KNOW WHERE VON CRUTCH IS HIDING!  AND WE'RE GOING TO GO AND GET HIM!

AL:  (disbelieving)  And you're taking me with you?

NS!  YOU'VE BEEN IN ON THIS FROM THE START, AND IT'S ONLY FAIR YOU BE ALLOWED TO FINISH IT!

AL:  Yes!  You finally trust me!

NS!  I ALWAYS HAVE, MISS LAROU!  I JUST HAVE A FUNNY WAY OF SHOWING IT!  NOW, LET'S GO!

strident, heroic music

fade into street sounds, carolers in the distance

AL:  Nazi Smasher!  We're back at the department store where this whole mess began!

NS!  YES!  THE LAST PLACE WE'D LOOK!  OR SO VON CRUTCH THOUGHT!  

AL:  Sometimes your brain astounds even me!

NS!  DON'T LET IT, MISS LAROU!  I'M STILL THE MAN YOU LOVE!  I HOPE!

AL:  (to herself)  You'd think the Nazi Smasher! would have more confidence in himself.

NS!  WHAT WAS THAT, AMY?

AL:  Nothing , Dear.  Of course you're my hero.

NS!  GOOD THEN!  TO THE PLAN!  (fading)  FIRST YOU. . . 

PAUSE

AL:  (shouting) Hello?  Hello, Colonel Crutch?  It's me, Amy LaRou, and I've come to bring you to justice!

CC:  Ha ha ha!  Miss LaRou!  You both amuse and amaze me, and I vould sit and ask you many qvestions about how you once again found me . . . if I did not unfortunately plan to kill you immediately.  Elves!  Take her!

ELVES:  Ja, Mein Colonel!

AL:  EEEEK!

feet running
CC:  Running avay vill help you not at all, Miss LaRou!  Mine elves vill catch you in ze end, even though they can only come at you in zingle file vhile running down zese long aisles!

NS!  JUST AS WE PLANNED, VON CRUTCH!

massive explosion, many screams of horrible agony

CC:  Ze Nazi Zmasher!  In my robot tank!

NS!  YES!  I SNEAKED IN WHILE YOUR BACK WAS TURNED!

CC:  Ze woman!  She distracted me!

NS!  SHE'S ALWAYS DONE A FINE JOB OF DISTRACTING ME!  I THOUGHT IT HIGH TIME I PUT HER SKILLS  TO USE!

CC:  And you . . . you haff kilt all of my elves!  Curse you!

NS!  WITH ONE SHOT, TOO!  AND I NEVER EVEN FIRED ONE BEFORE!  LUCKY, HUH?

CC:  It does not matter, Herr Zmasher!  I shall escape again, and yet again I shall arise to strike you down!
NS!  GIVE IT UP, VON CRUTCH!  THERE'S NO WAY OUT OF HERE FOR YOU!  I HAVE THE NATIONAL GUARD BLOCKING EVERY EXIT!

AL:  What about the trap door, Nazi Smasher?

NS!  MISS LAROU!  NO!

CC:  Of course!  My escape hatch!  Aufviederzaen, Herr Zmasher!  Until ve meet agai . . . Aieeeee!(fading)

AL:  He's jumped through the trap door!

NS!  YES!  JUST AS I HOPED!

AL:  Why did you want me to remind him of the trap door?  You didn't want him to get away, did you?

NS!  NO, MISS LAROU! YOU SEE, I NEVER DID TELL YOU WHAT WAS ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THAT DOOR, DID I?

AL:  No, but what . . .

NS!  IT WAS A TRAP, YOU SEE!  A TRAP SET FOR ME WHICH VON CRUTCH FORGOT IN HIS PANIC!  YOU SEE, BEHIND THAT TRAP DOOR WAS . . . A BOTTOMLESS PIT!

strident organ music

fade out

fade in to light Christmas music

AL:  Eggnog, Donald?

DK:  Sure Amy, that'd be swell.

AL:  I just have to say again that this has to be the best Christmas ever!

DK:  How so?

AL:  Well, first off, not a single shot was fired in that failed Nazi invasion.

DK:  Yes, they might have had a chance had we been completely surprised, but faced with thousands of ready soldiers all dressed as Santa Claus, they didn't stand a chance.  I could have guessed they'd turn tail and run like the cowards they are.

AL:  Secondly, as far as we know Claus von Crutch is still falling down that awful hole.

DK:  I suppose he's not enjoying eggnog by the fire.

AL:  (sad) Still . . .

DK:  What?

AL:  I was just thinking of those poor children whose belief in Santa was shattered last night.

DK:  Oh, I wouldn't worry about that.

AL:  Whyever not?

DK:  Don't you ever listen to anything other than The Shadow on your radio?  Santa Claus sightings were reported in every city and town in America last night!  Every single one!  So I guess we needn't have worried, after all.

AL:  Hurrah!

DK:  Quite.

AL:  Well then, nothing for it but to exchange or stockings.  Merry Christmas, Donald.

DK:  Merry Christmas Amy.  What!  Why, a bright red fire-engine!  What a surprise!

AL:  Well, I did here you tell little Jimmy that you asked Santa for one, and besides, what do you get for the man who literally has everything?

DK:  Maybe your present will give you a hint.

AL:  (sarcastic) Oh, I can't wait to . . . it . . . it's a ring.  A diamond engagement ring.  Oh!  Oh Donald!  Yes yes yes!

strident organ music

AN:  Oh no!  What's happening to Donald Kingston?  Is this . . . the end?

light music.  pleasant voice

Tune in next week, same time, same station, for the answers to these and many more questions in The Nazi Smasher!  Episode 28:  The New Years Conspiracy!


