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A Christmas to remember

Like anyone else Christmas is always a kind of busy time, I depend on my wife very much. I’m not saying that I don’t do anything, but I think that most of the burden falls on her.

She does most of the Christmas shopping, not only presents but sees to all the Christmas fare that we have on Christmas day; in fact I don’t know what I would do without her.

Well the day before Christmas she fell ill, panic wasn’t the word, she was just about able to write me notes on what I had to get and where to get it from and on top of that I had the kids to look after.

Mathew had just turned nine and Mark was six. Super Market was a nightmare. Mathew insisted that he would push the trolley and with a six year old hanging onto the front of it, it was like the dodgem cars at a fair ground, I lost count of the number of times I had to apologise to people for Mathew’s steerage of this said trolley.

I was sweating by the time I got them and everything else into the car, but in the end I think I had got everything I was supposed to get.

Trying to keep two energetic boys quiet, forget it, I think it was a losing battle.

Then I forgot to mention we also had a one-year-old son. Luke. My wife bravely looked after him while I was away on this nightmare of a shopping adventure; she said he has slept in his cot all the time we were away

Trying to feed him and get a meal ready for the other two, that’s when they decided what they wanted, after several mind changes, also trying to get my dear wife something to eat also.

Evening meal seemed to go reasonably well apart from some accidental spillages, and not only theirs.

Luke ended up with his plate on top of his head, while I was trying to wash the dishes. I then marched Mathew and Mark up the stairs, put some water in the bath, got them undressed and popped them in the bath and instructed them to get on with it while I saw to Luke.

Believe me I needed to be an octopus trying to cope with three boys all at the same time.

I’m not trying to brag, but I think I managed quite well; at least I got them all into bed.

Time to relax, I thought, not on your life, there were Christmas presents that had to be wrapped, whose was whose was more than a headache.

It was almost eleven o’clock by the time I got it all sorted out, after a couple of panics when the kids got up asking if Santa Clause had been.

Now I thought I might just get time to have a quite drink and relax in front of the television before going to bed.

No chance, I must have been kidding myself; the turkey had to be seen to and put in the oven, for we always cooked it over-night on a low setting.

Well it was like wrestling with something from outer space, but I wasn’t going to be beat, even after stuffing the turkey in the usual kind of way, at least I thought, until I found the stuffing coming out of the neck end of the damn thing.

But I got it all in at the end, I can’t remember how much I paid for the damn turkey at the supermarket but I’m sure I should have had a refund for I have never seen a humped back turkey before, so what, at least the stuffing was in and the damn bird was in the oven.

Time; it was twelve-thirty by now, no time for anything, I was just glad to climb into bed, I was just about dropping off to sleep when my wife nudged me. Luke was awake, he was having a little bother with teething, so after seeing to him and walking around the bedroom rocking him back to sleep, thank heaven, it was one thirty when I finally got back into bed.

Sleep came very easy; well it did for a while until Mathew and Mark were jumping on top of me.

“Dad, dad, Santa’s been come and have a look.”

Oh God, no I thought to myself, but I didn’t have the heart to spoil their excitement, so I just had to get up with them, the hall clock was just chiming three.

Setting up car race tracks and other toys that needed an engineering degree, well to say the least I was more than over the moon when I had finished, but then I had to act as a referee for they were getting in each others way, peaceful and quiet might be the serene thought for Christmas morning, but not in our household.

It wasn’t long before the hall clock was chiming seven. God the turkey, I had almost forgot about it, there was a slight haze as I open the cooker door, but it looked just fine, a nice golden brown, perhaps a little crispy here and there, fine for pork, but this wasn’t pork was it.

I managed to get breakfast ready for my dear wife while the kids were a little quieter and didn’t need me as a referee.

She was looking quite perky as I lay the tray down in front of her, I think I surprised her more than anything, but it was good to see her looking more like her old self.

Dinner went over quite well, well when I say that the vegetables boiled over a little, but nothing I couldn’t put right, the kids seemed to settle down, reading and colouring in pictures in a book, even Luke settled down for an afternoon nap.

Great I though, I might get a little time to myself so I could actually relax,

I had just sat myself down and turned the television on, wasn’t worried what the programme was, just something to relax me, when my wife came down stairs and joined me on the settee, she snuggled up to me, a couple of minutes later, I could just feel my eyes getting heavy, when she dug me in the ribs with her elbow.

“You’re not going to sleep are you, you know this is our favourite film, you’re not going to spoil the Christmas are you.”

“No darling, I replied, I wouldn’t miss this for the world.” As I shot back into reality

I know one thing that I’m going to get her for next Christmas, a blinking servant, for this has been a Christmas to remember.


