Survival
by Grant Jones


All I wanted for Christmas was the G.I. Joe Super Survival Kit. Well, there were about twenty-five other items on my list, but the survival kit was the centerpiece. Whether Santa brought it to me or not would make or break Christmas. Included in the kit was everything an eight year-old boy could want or need: a toy machine-gun, a toy-pistol with G.I. Joe logo emblazoned on the holster, a compass, a camouflage bandanna, and a set of walkie-talkies that worked up to distances of fifteen feet. This wasn’t just about a cool toy; it was about respect. I was the only kid I knew whose Mom wouldn’t let play with toy guns. When all the kids in the neighborhood played War, I had to be the flag bearer. Sometimes I’d be the medic and have to carry the wounded off the field. Other times they’d play Firing Squad and give me a little candy cigarette and a blindfold. The point being it’s no fun to be the kid without a toy gun.

I asked my mom for a cap gun the Christmas before and got a big “No” so I knew asking her again would be no use. I had to go straight to the source, the Big S himself. I was nervous though, because I went to the mall and sat on his lap and he asked me straight out, “Have you been a good boy?” I couldn’t answer because I was too distracted because of the alcohol on his breath and he kept squeezing of my butt. However I knew that this question might be the only thing standing between me and the greatest Christmas gift ever. If you hadn’t been a good boy, you didn’t make Santa’s good list, you went straight to his revenge list. I did a lot of soul-searching and I finally came to the conclusion that I had been a good boy with two possible hang-ups. In March I had put a frog in Sally Ray’s lunch box and was sent to the principal’s office, and on Halloween I hid in the bushes outside in front of my porch and jumped out at trick-or-treaters with my mom’s cooking knife in my hand. One of the kids wet himself. My mother took me door to door and made me apologize. These outbursts of naughtiness concerned me to a degree, but there was precedence in my favor. I’d once seen my friend Roger kill a pigeon with a brick, and when Christmas came, he still got the pellet gun he’d wanted.

On Christmas Eve I put on my pajamas and crawled into bed at eight o’clock. It was the only time all year I’d voluntarily gone to bed an hour early. Santa only stops at the home of sleeping boys and girls. Everyone knows that. I was just hours from bagging the survival kit and I didn’t want any last minute mistakes to blow my chance so I took three sleeping pills from my father’s medicine cabinet and went to bed. You wouldn’t think a rock to the forehead would have woken me, but at a quarter past midnight I was risen from my slumber by commotion from downstairs. I clinched my eyes and tried to force myself back to sleep, but I tossed and turned and found the noises impossible to ignore. My mind started to race with the possibilities. What if Santa was downstairs and this was my one chance to prove wrong all those doubting Thomas’s on the school playground.  I slowly crawled out of bed and tip-toed to the door, opening it slowly and quietly.
From the hallway I could hear a soft pounding, and my heart fluttered at the thought of Santa nailing our stockings to the mantle. As I reached the top of the stairs, lowered my head and peaked through the banister columns. You’ve heard of the song, I saw Mommy Kissing Santa Claus under the Mistletoe Last Night. Well, this was a fair amount more. I saw Mommy bouncing up and down on Santa Claus’ lap. Santa, it appeared, was naked from the waist down. Pretty quickly I began to gag and crawled back to my bedroom where I trembled until morning. Mother came to wake me just after dawn, but I was still wide awake.

“Rise and shine, Grant. It’s Christmas morning. Time to wake up.” She pulled the covers down form over my head. I looked back at her, my left eye twitching from stress.

“I don’t want to get up,” I protested.

“Don’t you want to get your presents? It looks like you were a good boy because Santa came for a visit last night.”

“To say the least,” I said, pulling the covers back over my head.

“What’s wrong, son?” mother asked, pulling the covers back down.

“Mommy, do you still love Daddy?”

“Of course I do, son. Why would you ask such a thing?”

“Last night I heard noises and I went down stairs to see what it was. And you and Santa…” I started crying.

“Oh my,” said mother, putting her hand over her mouth. She called down the hall for my father. 

“What’s wrong son?” he asked rushing to the room. “It’s time to get up and go open your gifts.”

My mother leaned over to my father and whispered in his ear but I could still here her. “He saw us in the living room late last night, dear,” she whispered.
“No,” I said, “I didn’t see Daddy. I saw Mom and I saw Santa, and what I saw was disgusting.”

Father chuckled and mother smiled. “Son,” said mother, “that was not Santa, that was your father dressed up in his Santa hat and beard.”

“It wasn’t Santa?” I asked.

“Son,” my father said, “I suppose you are old enough now to know the truth. There is no Santa Claus. He is only a story for little children.” A heavy pain began to settle in my chest. “But you’re not a child anymore, are you Grant?” my father asked. “You are big boy now. And as a big boy, you also need to know that what you saw last night was just the expression of love between a man and a woman.” I knew I wouldn’t want to hear what was coming next. “You see, when a man meets a woman and they fall in love, he will ask her to marry him. And when they are married sometimes, especially early on, the man will put his penis inside the woman…”

My mother quickly interrupted, “What your father means to say, Grant, is that what you saw last night is what husbands and wives do when they love each other, and your father and I love each other very much. And we love you too, more than anything, but in a different, even more special way.”

Through my head a chorus ran:

Penis…There is no Santa…inside a woman...There is no Santa
“Now what do you say we go downstairs and open your gifts?” my mother asked. 

“I’m going to need a little time,” I said.

“Ok son, come down when you are ready, but I think you might just have a very special gift waiting for you,” my mother comforted. After a few minutes I had enough strength in my legs to get out of bed. My parents were waiting for me in the living room. 

“Why don’t you open this one first,” said my father.
I looked at the tag. I read “To Grant, from Santa” and I burst into tears. My mother helped me open it as I cried into her shoulder. It was my G.I. Joe Super Survival kit.

“It’s just what you wanted, isn’t it son?” asked my father. I nodded with tears streaming down my face. “I know you’re mother was crazy about the idea but you’re grown boy now. You should have a few toy guns if you want them.”
That afternoon, I outfitted myself with my Super Survival Kit and went marching into the woods to combat the horrors of the world in the only way I knew how: make-believe.

