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DREADFUL KIDS

We´re sitting comfortably in a big cauch with a drink in our hands. 

   It`s Christmas.

   It`s an English style house. In southern California. The room is full of children and their parents. Who are children, too, to the ones we are invited.  In front of the window, on the other side of the cauch and a full table of snacks, is the tall Christmas-tree decorated to the point where there is no empty spot. Like the table. 

   It`s Christmas.

   The children are anxious. They glance under the tree. Before leaving their own houses, they emptied all the boxes under their own Christmas-trees. Now, they have come to their grand-parents to pick up even more and better things.

Three generations have gathered to share and compare. Everyone seem rather frustraded to get it over with. We continue sipping on our drinks.   

   It`s Christmas.  

   We`re invited for dinner on Christmas day, the day Americans give their presents. Here, it`s a question of taking, not giving. It`s like a secret code; all of a sudden there is torn paper and ribbons everywhere, children are walking back and forward, comparing and staring, "what did you get?!". We´re confused and refil our glasses.

    It´s Christmas.

    The grandmother sits by the Christmas tree and delivers presents. Noone waits for anyone or anything. Her children try to keep up with their own children. On a day like this, it`s an impossible mission. Someone has already given up. A very young child runs back and forward, screeming. He wants more. 

   It´s Christmas.

   All of a sudden it´s all over. The young man is not the only one running back and forward in the room anymore, some of the other grandmother´s grandchildren have joined him. Her own children are busy piling up presents in neet piles, ready to be carried out to the car. The big pile of beatifylly wrapped packages have like in a split second become fifteen smaller ones. We have just watched unity  becoming a very personal experience. When we gathered, we had come together to share. Well, not the children. They had come to see what was there for them. That is, not only the grandchildren.

   The grandmother´s own children are adults. Every day of the year, except this one. And maybe their birthdays. They still bring Christmas-lists to their parents, what they want their parents to by them for Christmas. Like faxes, computers and washing-machines. I find it very strange. To ask other adults to by them things like that, expensive things.

   This was Christmas last year. The smaller children screemed their hearts out for some reason. And their parents compared presents with each other, like their children. Did you get what you asked for? A computer? Good. 
   I felt out of place.

   It´s Christmas again. 

   I know. Christmas belongs to children. In this house, it sure did. It belonged to eveyone except the grandparents. They exhausted themselves to serve their children and grandchildren. And us. 

   Maybe they can take it this Christmas, too. I don´t. I wish all the children would stay at home and leave their grandparents alone. Or give their grandparents something, too. 
   Like Christmas Peace.

