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The Christmas I Stopped Believing in Santa
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“Get me out of here...” I wailed, as my parents exited the children’s ward at the hospital. They paid me no mind and continued on their way. At the swinging doors, my mother turned briefly and put a finger to her lips then pointed to the other children who occupied several of the beds. My tears subsided as the swinging doors became still again. I couldn’t believe they were leaving me to spend Christmas in the hospital. It was my fault really. I was warned on almost a daily basis not to climb trees. 

“You’re a girl,” my mother would say: “Go play with your dolls and leave the climbing to your brothers.” 

But I was obstinate and would protest: “Why should they have all the fun?”

Five days before Christmas I became a victim of my obstinacy when I attempted to climb the coconut tree in our backyard. My two older brothers dared me that I couldn’t and my nine year-old mind was made up to prove that I could. Halfway up the twenty foot tall tree that was almost straight with just a little slant [image: paintastic20250103_201814.jpeg]

toward the top, I paused in my quest to look down at the jeering faces of my eleven year-old twin brothers, Dave and Billy. That look proved to be my downfall. I felt my courage desert me, and I froze, literally. I lost the nerve to continue, and when I tried to backtrack, I found that I couldn’t do that either. So there I was with both arms and legs wrapped around the trunk of the coconut tree, hanging on for dear life. The jeering from below stopped suddenly, but I was too afraid to look down to see what my brothers were up to. It was not like them to give up taunting me. After some time elapsed, I rejected the idea that they’d gone to fetch a ladder. That too was not like them, they liked to see me suffer. 

What seemed like an eternity passed, and my hands became sore, and the tropical sun was beating down on me without mercy. I weighed my options carefully—to scream for help would bring my mother running for sure but then there’d be the punishment to face afterwards. The next best thing would be to jump, but I found to my dismay that I lacked the ability to do that so what did I do? I closed my eyes tightly and released my arms and legs from around the tree, hoping to fall to the ground in slow motion as I’d seen people do on television shows, but it wasn’t like that at all! In seconds my body hit the ground and I heard bones crack. I screamed. I was aware of voices filled with alarm all around me, but I kept my eyes closed, with the naϊve belief that my injuries would be less severe if I couldn’t see the damage. Pain hadn’t quite set in. I must have been in shock because all I felt was numbness. It was not until the ambulance arrived and they placed me on the stretcher that the pain manifested itself. I opened my eyes then to find my mother with tears rolling down her face. My brothers too, had re-appeared and were staring at me intently with an expression that was hard to read. 

The ride to the hospital was a long and bumpy one, and I cried out many times. It would have been a lot worse if my mother had not been there to comfort me. At the hospital I was x-rayed and rushed to the operating theatre where I underwent emergency surgery to set my broken bones—my two legs and an arm. In addition, I had several cuts and bruises on other parts of my body. Miraculously, my face was untouched. 

*****
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MY MOTHER WAS VERY attentive during the days that followed, often getting in the nurses way and sometimes having to be asked to step outside while they did their jobs. She was there when I woke on mornings and was the last person I saw before I fell asleep at night. For three days she ministered to me and never alluded to my accident, never scolded nor asked how it happened. She even read to me from my favourite book, which was something she normally didn’t like doing. That task was relegated to my father, so it was a shock when she adamantly refused to have me taken home on Christmas Eve, even though the doctor had said it could be arranged, that the hospital would lend us a wheelchair.

I pleaded with my father but he was of the same mind. “You’re better off in the hospital, dear. Here, the nurses will take good care of you. Your mother will have her hands full over the holidays without having to take care of you as well. You understand that, don’t you baby?” 

“But Daddy...” I tried again, but he cut me short and said sternly: “No buts about it Jenny. You’ll have to stay here and that’s that.” 

When he said my name and used that tone of voice I knew better than to argue with him. That’s when I shed the first real tears since my misfortune. Neither parent seemed moved by my tears but I cried anyway. Not so much for being abandoned in the hospital, for that’s what it was— abandonment, pure and simple. I cried because that Christmas was to be my best yet. Living on a tropical island where the climate is an everlasting cycle of sun, rain, sun, rain, I got fed up of looking at television shows that mindless programmers bombarded us with every Christmas with kids having fun playing in snow. That year I decided that I wanted snow for Christmas. No big deal, I thought. I had been writing to Santa since I was four and each Christmas I had gotten exactly what I asked for and more, so I was absolutely confident that my request would be granted. 

That Christmas Eve night was the worst in my young life. Were it not for my broken limbs I would have tossed and turned all night. Instead, I rolled my head from side to side in frustration. Every now and then I’d whimper: “I want to go home.” I could have been standing on my head for all the attention the nurses paid to me. Eventually I drifted off to sleep. 

I awoke early the next morning full of excitement and anxiously awaited the arrival of my family. By lunchtime I was frenetic. If I could move I would’ve been jumping up and down. As it were, all I could do was fidget with my one good arm and keep my eyes riveted on the door. The nurse on duty kept telling me to take it easy. “Don’t fret honey,” she said, “they’ll be here soon.” Soon didn’t come early enough for me. 

The day was almost gone by the time they made an appearance, and what an appearance it was. The four of them burst through the door on the rush of a breeze, obviously well sated and in high spirits. Their cheerful greeting was like a slap in the face, considering my predicament, but I didn’t mind. I was more interested to find out if Santa had delivered. 
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