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	THAT CLUELESS CHRISTMAS
Padgett Gerler
Three days before Christmas, 1966. I was home alone; he was at work at the hospital across the street. We were newlyweds, just 19 and 20.
We had found a Christmas tree we could afford. On that night it was apparent why we could afford it. Most of its needles lay on the floor; it looked like Charlie Brown’s tree. But it was laden with hand-me-down ornaments given us by our parents, each holding a childhood memory of His or Mine.  Under the tree lay beautifully-wrapped packages, gifts from our parents—parents who loved us and knew we couldn’t afford Christmas gifts.
He owned a Car. Not just any car. He owned a 1959 white Ford Galaxie convertible with blue leather interior and blue rag top. It had been voted Most Beautiful Car in the World the year it hit showrooms. He spent the first three months of our married life tinkering with His Car.
At the end of The Summer of Car Maintenance, we climbed into his mint-condition Baby and headed for college, by way of my hometown. While there, I purchased for $1.00 a wooden schoolroom desk with lift top and inkwell, snatched from the jaws of destruction before my elementary school was imploded. I wanted the scarred and scuffed desk for sentimental reasons, planned to display it in our first home. We put My Desk in the trunk of His Car, and, with our only two worldly possessions, struck out to play grownup.
As I sat alone on the avocado green sculptured carpet in our furnished apartment, loving our Charlie Brown tree, loving our parents, I heard a loud Bang-Bang-Bang. It sounded like a train pulling into a station, each car clanging the car ahead. But how could I hear a train when the station was twenty-four blocks away?
As I marveled at my heightened auditory abilities, someone thundered up the stairs, banged on our door, screamed, “Hurry!  Quick!  Your car!”
Terrified to open the door to a raging stranger,  I grabbed the phone and called my husband: “Bang-Bang-Bang!  Train!  Man!  Screaming!  Your car!”
At “Your car!” the line went dead. From the living room window I saw him fly out the door of the hospital. We met on the sidewalk and saw it at the same time:  a large blue and white rectangular pancake on wheels, in the middle of the street.
Seems four drunk guys rear ended an unsuspecting gentlemen driving a Lincoln Continental. The impact knocked the driver from his car, but not before his foot slammed the gas pedal, sticking it to the floor.
His car continued traveling for several blocks, reaching the speed of sound before jumping the curb, hitting with a Bang-Bang-Bang! a 1959 white Ford Galaxie convertible with blue leather interior and a blue rag top, shoving it into the street, driving over it, and flattening it into a blue and white rectangular pancake.
His Car, His Most Beautiful Car, His Only Possession, was gone. And My Desk, My Only Possession, was still in the trunk, a pile of toothpicks. We felt lost. We felt alone. We wanted to be grownups, but we felt like clueless children.
We looked at each other for answers, but neither of us had any idea what to do. So we did the only sensible thing:  we ran up three flights of stairs, locked ourselves in our apartment, fell to our knees on our avocado green sculptured carpet in front of our Charlie Brown tree, and opened all of our Christmas presents. 
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