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Jenni Glawe

Christmas Traditions

It was Christmas Eve and the whole house was full of excite-
ment, Christmas cheer, and all that happy bullshit. The kids 

were in their flannel pajamas sitting in front of the flat screen, 
watching, A Christmas Story. I sat at the kitchen table in my robe, 
taking slow drags off my cigarette and staring into the mirror on 
the fridge. My eyes were bloodshot with dark circles to match. My 
hair was in a messy bun on top of my head, dark brown tendrils 
framing my tired face. I looked like I felt; I couldn’t wait until this 
holiday was over–all this Christmas cheer was making me sick. I 
poured another glass of Jack Daniels and sat back, waiting for the 
movie to end. The boys convinced me to get a Christmas tree this 
year after complaining about having no decorations in the house. 
So, I went out and bought one for $12 at the thrift shop on Elm. 
We didn’t have anything to hang on it, so the boys made some or-
naments out of colored construction paper. They even took some 
of my cigarette ash and dumped it on to look like snow. This was 
Christmas in my house.

Once the movie was over, the boys brushed their teeth before 
bed and came back to the kitchen. 

“Now, have you boys been good this year?” I teased. “Santa 
doesn’t bring gifts to little boys who dig holes in the front yard 
and break windows.”

“But, Mom!” my youngest Joey exclaimed, “you know that was 
an accident, and I didn’t mean it, honest–I really want a present!” 

Jason rolled his eyes, “I’m not worried, Joey. Santa always 
brings us presents when we leave him a peace offering. Remember 
that year I shot the neighbor’s cat with a slingshot and it couldn’t 
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standing on the other side of the door. 
“Let me in, Jessica!” he exclaimed. “I know your drunk ass 

heard me knock. Unlock the door.” 
I leaned against the wall and slowly slid myself to the floor. 

“It’s a Christmas miracle,” I muttered to myself.

move? Even though it got run over by a truck, I still got that 
Gameboy!” 

“We need something to bribe Santa into giving us presents. 
Last year we gave him whiskey and Oreo cookies,” explained 
James.

 Joey ran to the kitchen looking for a fresh bottle of whiskey 
and some kind of snack. I was delighted to see my boys working 
together to bribe presents out of a fat man in a red suit. I was also 
excited to have an excuse to drink another glass of whiskey before 
I went to bed. Joey came back with a bottle of Black Velvet and a 
can of Pringles. 

“I couldn’t find any cookies,” Joey explained, setting the bribe 
on the table. “You guys think this will be enough to get that Xbox 
I want?” Joey asked. 

I laughed, “Get to bed so you can find out. Good night, boys.” 
Finally, I would have some time to myself.

I sat down in the faded green chair and lit up another ciga-
rette. I had to wait awhile to get out the presents. Those boys are 
sneaky like their father, and they might try to creep out and catch 
a glimpse of Santa taking a shot of BV and trying to stick his fat 
hand in the Pringle can. I would like to see that myself. The boys 
were each getting one present from Santa. For James, I stole a bike 
from a kid on the next block. I painted it bright green, so no one 
will be the wiser. For Jason, I found a basketball left abandoned at 
the park. It looks almost brand new; he won’t even know the dif-
ference. I even made him a hoop out of an old bucket; I cut out the 
bottom. In the spring, I plan to nail it to the tree in our front yard 
so he can practice. Joey was a tough one; I couldn’t find many toys 
at the park that were in good shape. I did find a Tonka Truck that, 
after a good hosing off, had some potential. But I didn’t feel right 
giving him a Tonka Truck with nothing to haul, so to solve this, 
I gathered some rocks from the neighbor’s flower garden. I was 
excited to see all of their faces in the morning when they opened 
their gifts. I know they really wanted an Xbox, but I’m not going 
to raise a bunch of spoiled brats. When their father walked out 
on me, I knew it would be tough, but not this tough. My children 
will have to learn the hard way that in order to get stuff, they 
need to work for it. If they aren’t willing to work for it, or you just 
can’t make enough money, then you need to take what you can 
and make do. “I am doing the best I can,” I tell myself, crumpling 
my half-smoked cigarette into the tray. 

 I got up from the chair, slammed the glass of whiskey, and 
went to place the presents under the tree. After arranging the sto-
len goods, loud knocking echoed through the silent night. I went 
to look through the peephole, only to discover the boys’ father 


