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The Sounds of the Ocean
Christmas is a time for magic. A time when a very overweight man gets in a sleigh, after 364 days of slave labor performed by short people with pointed ears, and flies around the world distributing gifts to every good little girl and boy. As a child, this process seemed so much more magical.  Santa Claus was a magical person who lived in a land of milk, cookies and hot chocolate known as the North Pole. His little helpers were always happy, and Santa had his wonderful wife at his side. The goal of the North Pole was only to bring joy and happiness to children of the world. Now, as a father and husband, Christmas is the time to see the happiness that the season brings to my family. I still get those butterflies in my stomach on Christmas Eve waiting for what the next day will bring. But on one of those cherished Christmases from my youth, I questioned my faith in Santa and this season of joy to the world and peace, good will to men. 
As a child, Christmas meant that we would go and get an 8 foot silver tip, as my sisters put it, “Charlie Brown” Christmas tree, the day after Thanksgiving.  Then we would decorate by putting on the lights as soon as it was up.  The ornaments from grandma were always hung at the top, while the ornaments that were given to us or made by us were hung below. It was such an exciting time for me and the distinctive smell of sweet pine still brings to mind some of my favorite Christmases. This was also about the time that mom and dad would start talking about our behavior. They warned us that if we didn’t behave they would call Santa at his workshop to let him know that we should only receive coal in our stocking. One year, I questioned this annual guilt trip, because I couldn’t understand why my mom would have Santa’s phone number. When I approached my mother about this, she proceeded to call and put the phone to my ear so I could hear that it was ringing.  She explained the situation to Santa. I, at that point, promised my mom that I was going to be a good boy and proceeded by begging and pleading with my mom to call Santa back and explain that it was all a mistake.  She succumbed to my begging and pleading by calling Santa back.  When she was off the phone she told me that Santa would keep an eye on me that year.

Christmas morning was a tradition all its own. My older brother, Nathan would wake me up at 4:00 or 4:30 in the morning.  We would jump up and down in anticipation of 5:00 am, when we were allowed to wake up mom and dad, who would then wake up my two older sisters. Once everyone had their potty break, we would line up in the hallway from shortest to tallest and get our photo taken. Then dad would turn on the Christmas lights and we would get to come out and see what Santa had brought us. Because of all the children that Santa had to deliver Christmas presents to, he was unable to wrap all the presents.   Every year our presents would be in piles, with our stockings in front of the pile. That way we knew which pile of toys was ours. My stocking was the biggest one in the family, with pictures of Santa delivering toys and the beginning of the “Night Before Christmas” written on it. 

On this not so cherished Christmas, I was in the very front of the line asking every second, “Can we come out yet, can we come out yet, can we come out yet?” Then, when I thought my heart would burst from anticipation, those words were uttered, “You can come out now!” I ran into the living room at top speed, pausing only briefly next to the tree to find my stocking. I could not believe my eyes. I literally jumped for joy. 
Santa had gotten me a boom box with a cassette player, Snake Mountain (Skeletor’s lair from He-man), and a Skeletor action figure. I was saying out loud what I got and jumping up and down while my older brother was saying to my mom “Look, he got everything that I asked for.” My mom, who was eating some major humble pie, had to explain to her baby boy that “Santa was really tired and made a mistake” and that she was 100 percent positive that he would “make it up to me next year.” With tears in my eyes, I turned to my correct pile and saw what Santa had brought me. There was a Beast Man (He-man action figure) and a cassette disc of “The sounds of the ocean” for a handheld cassette player that I already owned. 
I was faced with the daunting task of processing the information that this magical man, who I loved, and I mean loved for all the joy that he had brought into my life, had made a mistake. Santa he had mixed up my stocking with my brothers. Nathan had a black with green poke-a-dot hand crochet stocking that looked nothing like my stocking!  With great distress, I turned to my mom and with as much effort as I could muster, I named off what I really got for Christmas.  While doing so, I looked at my brother’s haul, and because I saw how much it bothered my mom, I stopped crying and tried to enjoy my most favorite day of the year.
