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 When I was a kid, I really
looked forward to Christmas. I would think that most
children, in western society at least, feel the same way as I
did—the anticipation of Santa Claus flying through the night
to deliver presents. The fact that I had two weeks off from school
didn’t hurt either. I never liked school. It was too structured and
rigid for the young creative artist who I was…and of course still
am. Even into my adult life, as I transitioned into the working
world, I never took too well to the structured nine to five job
either. I believe that most artists would tend to agree.

One particular Christmas, when I was nine
years old and still very enraptured by the thought of Santa Claus
living up at the North Pole with Mrs. Claus and
the elves, I wrote about a ten page description of a
flying craft that I wanted. I do not remember a lot of details, but
I do recall that it was white and had plush red carpeting, the
latter detail inspired by our neighbor’s orange 1970’s van. I do
recall a couple of large rotating jet-like engines for both lift
and propulsion, which were very quiet and powered by some kind of
inexhaustible energy and anti-gravity technology.

I excitedly folded the pages and tucked them
into my stocking, which hung over the fireplace along with five
other longer, fancier ones, and anxiously waited for Santa to
somehow magically read them, instruct his elves to build the craft,
and deliver it to our house. The how and the logistics were no
concern for a nine-year-old boy. My job was simply to design and
describe what I wanted, and the rest was up to the jolly, old elf
in the red suit.

During the week leading up to Christmas, I
happily slept in, and only hopped out of bed when I was good and
ready, and inspired to either play or create something. My brother,
Joe, and I had already assisted our dad earlier in the month to put
up the outside, colored lights, and we had helped our mother
decorate the Christmas tree with ornaments, and the big front
window with flat plastic cut-outs of things like reindeer,
ornaments, snow, Santa, Merry Christmas, and the like, in
the colors of red, green, and white. The plastic stuck to the glass
by way of some sort of suction, like the clear round one on Joe’s
and my bedroom window, which cast multi-colored light throughout
our room when the sunlight passed through it. Looking through it
would transform our backyard into a magical, colorful place, to
which I longed to visit.

Since the house was already decked with
garland, homemade and other Christmas decorations, all that was
left to do in the evenings was to listen to carols on the radio
while playing cards and board games by the roaring fire, or lie on
the carpet and gaze into the flames and burning wood. I could see
all kinds of things like dragons and elves materialize and
dematerialize in and out of the aether. Of course there were the
annual Christmas shows that Joe and I would watch while sipping hot
cocoa and eating popcorn on a beach towel, which our mom placed on
the carpet in front of the television set. The warm fire crackled
and the tree twinkled as we were lost in another world of snow and
ice.

On Christmas Eve, Joe and I tinkered with
Lincoln logs as firelight bounced off the numerous gold, silver,
red, and green, glass ornaments. Our older brothers, Rob and Dan,
sat on the chair and sofa, respectively, watching the movie,
Scrooge, with Albert Finney. It was one of Joe’s and
my favorite films, and it was the creepy scene when the ghost of
Jacob Marley spoke to Scrooge through his dusty fireplace.

My mother called from the kitchen, “Joe!
Willie! It’s time for bed, and Santa won’t come until you’re
asleep! Now brush your teeth and get to bed.”

Normally, the order to brush our teeth and go
to bed would annoy me, but this time it actually excited me. I
could tell by the look on Joe’s face that he felt the same way.

“Let’s go, Bill!” he urged.

Rob and Dan were surprised by our excitement
to go to bed. Since they were older, they got to stay up a little
later.

We hopped up off the carpet and ran toward
the bathroom at the end of the hall and to the right. Since we were
already in our pajamas, I dashed out of the bathroom, made a sharp
right turn into our bedroom, ran, jumped, and flew like Peter
Pan onto my bottom bunk, where I curled under the covers like
our hamster burrowing under shredded tissue paper for warmth and
protection from lurking predators. I felt safe from the boogeyman
as long as he couldn’t see me. Joe climbed up one end of the bunk
bed and into the top bunk. I heard the mattress squeak above me as
he settled in for the night.

A dog barked off in the distance, but our
dog, Gretchen, was sound asleep in the garage. I could hear Mom
cleaning dishes as Joe and I chatted for a bit before I dozed off
to sleep, half dreaming of flying around the neighborhood in my
new, carpeted craft. “I sure hope that Mom and Dad don’t mind!” I
thought.

I awakened in the dead of night. It was
almost pitch black and everyone was sound asleep. I couldn’t hear a
sound except for a slight rustling of leaves outside our glass
bedroom door. I decided to get out of bed and have a peek down the
hall to see if I could perceive any movement or sound. I slowly
made my way to our bedroom door, opened it, and snuck to the
hallway entrance. I peered around the corner, but I could not see
anything except for very dim ambient light reflecting off of the
Christmas tree ornaments, perhaps the last light from the embers of
the fire.

I could not tell if there were any presents
under the tree, and yet I felt a heavy presence in the air. “Could
Santa be here?” I asked myself nervously.

I wondered why I felt nervous, when this is
what I had been looking forward to. Part of me wanted to creep down
the hall, whereas the part that controlled my legs did not. It also
felt like an invisible force field keeping me from walking down the
hall even if my legs had decided to move that way.

The loud silence compelled me to go back to
bed. I tiptoed to my bed and crawled under the covers. I began to
hear every sound that the house made—every creak, every electrical
buzz—sounds that I had not noticed merely minutes ago. I lay in bed
looking up at darkness, as my eyes gradually adjusted and began
turning shadows into wood support boards and the bottom of the top
bunk’s box spring.

Joe shifted in his sleep, and I thought I
heard something out the window at the foot of his bunk. I realized
that the source of the sound was actually coming from the roof, or
possibly the attic. I always thought that the attic was a dark and
dank, scary place where rats and God knows what would somehow find
their way in. “Were those footsteps?” I imagined. I thought that my
imagination might be getting the better of me, or maybe it was a
raccoon, a possum…or reindeer?!

I had slept soundly through all past
Christmas Eves until waking on Christmas morning, but this time I
was wide-awake and hearing things. I easily could have stayed in
bed under the covers, safe and sound, warm and dry. I chose the
proverbial ‘road less traveled,’ however, and climbed out of bed.
The second my feet hit the floor, I felt a tractor beam pulling me
toward the living room. I suppose I could have resisted with my
will, but instead I stood up, grabbed my robe, felt for my slippers
with my feet, and began moving toward the door and down the hall,
to which I had recently been resistant.

I heard my brother call after me in a loud
whisper, “Bill, where are you going?”

I looked back at him. I could barely make out
his silhouette sitting up. I said nothing. At a snail’s pace, I
moved down the hall and into the dark. Joe called after me again,
but that time I did not turn around. My eyes were fixed forward as
I sunk into the thick blackness ahead. It felt like a hundred eyes
were examining me.

My mind began playing tricks on me as shadows
danced all around me. “Santa, are you here?” There was no
response.

I touched a dining room chair to my right and
slid my fingertips over the top of it. Its cool, smooth, wooden top
curved up and then down like a roller coaster hill. Wind rattled
the dining room window as air slithered its way up the outside wall
towards the chimney. I heard a low howl emanate from the fireplace
and a small castle of ash collapsed. The thought of ‘Marley the
ghost’ came to mind.

I was startled for a second by the Christmas
tree because as it took shape in my mind, it took the form of a
big, fat man with a pointed hat standing in front of the living
room window. I stopped for a second and stopped breathing. Looking
down I noticed that there were shiny shapes beneath the
tree…presents!

I crouched down and touched one of the boxes.
Electricity seemed to transfer from the gift through my fingertips.
In my mind’s eye, I could almost see Santa Claus placing the
packages around the tree. Time seemed to stand still. As I peered
around the base of the tree, my eyes were drawn to the fireplace. A
few red embers still gasped for air. I stared at them glowing in
the dark. Mysteriously, one of the cinders appeared to grow in
intensity, as if it had found some new fuel to burn. It didn’t look
like a flame, however, but more of a red circle or sphere. This was
very weird so I rubbed my eyes.

When I opened them, the sphere was still
there yet bigger and growing. I leaned back. The red light grew
until it surrounded my entire body.

“What’s happening?” A voice whispered to my
right and I jumped up. It was Joe’s voice, but when I glanced in
his direction I could not see him. He was standing there near me,
and yet in total darkness!

“J-Joe?” I stuttered. “Why can’t I see you?
The firelight is not lighting you up!”

“It’s strange,” he replied. “I can’t see you
either!”

The last thing that I remember is Joe
yelling, “Bill!” His voice rang in my head as I zoomed through some
spinning tunnel.
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 I was very
disoriented. I thought that I had fainted, like I had
done as an altar boy at a Christmas Midnight Mass due to lack of
sleep, food, standing too long, or all of the above. The next
moment, however, I found myself sitting in the back of a very
sleek, red craft…positioned on top of our roof!

Through the glass, I could vaguely perceive
our neighborhood at night, tall and dark shapes of trees, small
single-family homes, and the well-lit church steeple in the
distance. There was a slight, ocean mist in the air, which made the
steeple’s light resemble a lighthouse. The pilot’s red and white
motorcycle-like helmet was directly in front of me. I half-expected
to see a sleigh and eight reindeer, but this was a complete
surprise!

Small, metallic, gold and silver orbs, with
red blinking lights, hovered in the air outside, as if gathering
data and awaiting instructions. Before I could ask the pilot what
was going on, we lifted off of the roof and zoomed forward and
upward into the cloudy night over the rooftops and trees until
everything below was indistinguishable.

“Of course this had to be one of those vivid
and lucid dreams,” I thought to myself.

We flew past what I can only describe as the
aurora borealis, otherwise known as the Northern Lights, which were
iridescent, bright green, with minor hints of blue, yellow and
orange.

“Where are we going?” I requested
uneasily.

Now I was beginning to feel the fear set in.
I didn’t feel at all like I was dreaming, and yet I was in some
unknown craft flying over what appeared to be the North Pole. This
definitely wasn’t Santa Claus, however, so who in the world is he?
Whoever he was, he was not answering me.

I was normally a pretty shy kid, but now I was out of
my element, and therefore I began to find my voice. “I demand to
know who you are and where we are going!”

From some speaker within the craft came the response,
“I am an escort of Lord Satan, instructed to escort you to the
North Pole.”

“Satan?! Like from The Bible?”
I inquired.

“Yes,” he replied. “But you stupid humans
twisted the letters around to make it Santa.”

“What?!” I blurted in disbelief. “Santa is…is
Satan?!”

“That’s what I said,” he commented, rather
condescendingly.

We flew over a blanket of white below; with
nothing but a black, dome sky above us filled with an uncountable
number of stars. They seemed frozen like twinkling, gold dust in
black ice, although it was always interesting to me that even
though there was no frame of reference, the stars still looked as
if they were millions and billions of light-years away! They felt
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