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	I Should Flown with Santa This Year
By Billy Blake
 
Seriously, its too damn crowded on this flight. There is nothing worse than sitting on a packed airplane, especially during the holiday season. Even more so when it is filled with people who were placed on standby. 
 
The airline completely screwed up and double booked several flights. How in this age does one double book a flight? Is the computer broken or just the user? I am going to say it’s the user.
 
This plane was surely not prepared to fly. It’s so obvious. The seats are slightly damp from their rushed steam-cleaning attempt. The horrid unidentified stains of yester-year won that battle. The dust bunnies are dancing around instead of visions of sugarplums. It even smells stale in here, much like a thrift shop.
 
I am wondering if they are deciding to skip a few items on the pre-flight checklist. 
 
“Let’s see….wings….check….tires…check….oil level….hmmmm…. good enough!”
 
Oh no….
 
I know I should not think this way. I feel bad for the thoughts in my head but there is a huge man walking my way. He is looking at his ticket and starting to slow his pace. This could only mean that there is a significant possibility that he is going to invade my personal space.  Even though there are two seats next to me, he is so massive that he will need three. Unfortunately I am in the third seat.  OMG he is a massive man. I can actually see his fat pockets ripple underneath his way too tight shirt. I feel the vibration as he pounds the poor surface beneath him. Not good for the pre-flight checks!
 
Wait is he actually sweating?  It’s freaking 10 degrees below here in Chicago.  How is he sweating, they made us walk the tarmac to board the plane. Seriously, how did he maintain his body heat? 
 
Please, oh please walk on by! I feel horrible for saying that, but please walk by. 
 
Oh yeah!
 
There he goes, slowly passing row 23. I dodge an asteroid, a sweaty one at that. 
 
So here I am trying to get home for Christmas. It has been a long six months away from home and from civilization itself. I am glad I decided to change out of my uniform. I love receiving gratitude from people towards us service members, but sometimes it grows old quick. The first things most of us want to do stateside are drink a cold Coke, pig out on greasy food, and sleep. 
 
Yes, lots of sleep. I am talking that deep weird dream state sleep. When you are so relaxed that your brain goes wild. When the brain decided to dream completely off the wall crap. The type of dreams where you are at a concert and your grandma is dancing to Meghan Trainor songs dressed in a pink bunny one piece pajama set much like that from the movie ‘A Christmas Story’.  Nana dancing to “Its all about that base….no treble’’ and shaking her rabbit tail is a image most would avoid.  However no matter how screwed up the dream, you are just way too tired to care. 
 
Oh look at this. I have more entertainment.
 
Apparently the pilot and the head flight attendant are ‘very’ close friends. So close that in some countries he would be arrested for the type of hand placement being demonstrated. Don’t they know there are kids on this flight? People really don’t want a vision of the man that will soon be responsible for our lives being horny. I really would like my pilot to focus on the planes’ control stick during bad weather rather his own. Unfortunately his control stick appears to be taking precedence over the pre-flight checks. 
 
“Hello there, I think my son and I are sitting next to you”
 
Looking up, this wonderfully bubbly smile is trying to get my attention. Her hair is really big. We are talking Texan big! Wow, that must take a lot of hair spray. How does she get her hair to shape like that? 
 
“Sure! Let me get up so you two can sit down”
 
Unbuckling my seat belt I did not notice her kid just behind her. OMG, what the hell did he eat? This kid is literally shaking and not from the cold temperatures. I think he is completely sugared up. I have never seen the biological effects of sugar like this. The kid can’t keep his head straight, constantly looking left to right. His hands are trembling. His lips are moving apart slightly but in a rapid motion, however no words are coming out. 
 
I have to sit next to this kid the entire flight? Hell no!
 
Please, please mother of sugar-crazed kid give him the window seat!
 
Maybe I should share a smile, wink, or something in a flirting manner. Anything to get her interest and convince her to sit next to me. Now I am kicking myself, I should have worn my uniform. Arrrrgggghhhh
 
“Honey sit here and I will take the window seat”
 
Those words pierced my stomach like a bad oyster eaten at an Ohio dive bar.  What kid does not want a window seat?
 
Just maybe his will slow down a bit for him to utter some words regarding seat choice. 
 
“OK, mom”
 
Where am I? Is this some sick twilight zone episode? Is M. Night Shyamalan on my flight?
 
“Ladies and Gentlemen, welcome aboard flight 9915 destined for Dulles International Airport. We apologize in an advance however there will be a slight delay. Our flight is at capacity so if you could please accommodate other guest that would be much appreciated”
 
Those words from Delta flight stripper ‘Trixie’ was not inviting to my ears. I guess now she can focus on her actual job since lover-boy locked himself into the cockpit.
 
First of all, they definitely just rolled this plane out of the hanger and started it up. No airline has flight numbers that high. And what in the world does she mean accommodate guest. We are all in the same confined space that happens to be shaped by metal. Does she want us to open the windows and just hang our arms out? I guess that would give the adjacent person a few centimeters. How about this concept to consider…make bigger planes!
 
“Mom, are we going to get home before Santa?”
 
“Mom….Mom…..Mom”
 
“Mom, ARE WE GOING TO GET HOME in time?”
 
The spastic boy said three phrases in 2 seconds. No wonder his lips are shivering at light speed, the muscle need to remain warm to match his speed of speech. I can’t believe a person can talk that fast. 
 
Mom is paying him absolutely NO attention. Her eyes and dainty little fingers are fixated on her cell phone.  Her hair size does not match the rest of her body, especially her fingers. 
 
She is looking at her phone lovely. It must be a lover, not a father, definitely a lover! I know that look all too well. I’ve seen it before during my travels. This is going to spell out disaster for me in so many ways. Let’s see how it unfolding thus far. She is fixated on her phone during pre-flight. She chose the window seat, which means she is planning to sleep. And finally she is already ignoring her son. 
 
Summary of my assessment- he is going to bug the living daylights out of me all the way to Dulles. 
 
“Ladies and Gentlemen, this is captain speaking. First of all welcome aboard on this wonderful Christmas Eve. We are experiencing some weather delays and awaiting the tower to clear us for takeoff. We will be leaving momentarily”
 
Lover boy pilot’s voice is what I expected. He was destined to either be a car salesman or a pilot. Definitely a smooth talker indeed, but you know it is just a load of bull. We all know that we are not leaving momentarily! Why would he even try that on us?
 
“Hi my name is Tim. What is your name sir? I like your watch. It’s very shiny and ticks loud. May I see it?”
 
Those words were all uttered in a matter of 1.5 seconds. Seriously, slow down kid before you give yourself a cardiac arrest. Again, what did you eat? 
 
“Sure kid, here take a look at it if you like”
 
Reluctantly I gave him my Seiko for which I haven’t worn in over six months. Although owned for over two years I have not worn it much because of being deployed. Sand and Seiko watches are not a good pairing. So here this kid is playing with my almost brand new watch that I have not even had an opportunity to enjoy. Well anything to keep him quiet.
 
Wait, did I just see what I thought I did?
 
No way! His mom just received a nasty selfie from her lover. Eeewww. He should have kept his clothes on. Wow, she really likes them hairy eh? Yuck. 
 
“Honey, excuse me. Mommy has to go to the bathroom. I will be right back”
 
“Ok, look at this his watch. It’s cool. It’s shiny and ticks loud and its very heavy. I want a watch like this when I grow up. I will be strong enough to wear it!”
 
2 seconds flat! 
 
Again another impressive display of breaking the sound barrier. All while his mom just walked pass without any acknowledgement. 
 
Wait a minute. Oh hell no! 
 
I bet his mom is going to the bathroom to send a reply ‘selfie’. That has to be the only reason she just jumped up. She is going to ‘selfie’ from an airplane bathroom to her naked hairy caveman lover. Yuk! 
 
Can this night get any more bizarre? Did Viagra just give free products to both men and women while I was away? Why is everyone so frisky? It’s too cold outside to have this much love in the air.
 
“Ladies and Gentlemen, this is your captain again. We are not exactly cleared for take off. We have been cautioned that the weather is not optimal for flying. However, I am pretty confident we will be fine. So please prepared for take off.”
 
Did he just say what I think he did? 
 
Did he just say that his not cleared for take off but he is going to anyway? 
 
Wait, can you do that?  
 
Isn’t the CONTROL tower in charge and the experts on matters like this? Lover of Trixie the flight attendant is just going to take matters into his own hand a fly without clearance?
 
The plane is moving. Well I guess I will have to trust him because I can’t just get up and leave. Seriously, this guy has some serious confidence. He better be damn good at what he does.
 
“Look mister, look at what I did to your watch. It’s going to be lighter and work better for you. Look mister. Look at your watch. It’s better than before. I did good.  I did very very good”
 
2.2 seconds without a breath.
 
Oh no you didn’t! 
 
You took my watch face off and the battery out. How in the world did you do that? Why did you do that? Hell, what is this piece and where did it come from. 
 
This kid demolished my Seiko. My prized watch that I barely wore is now in pieces. Was this an engineering project at a knock off college filled with kids not smarter enough to get into MIT. How in that little amount of time was he able to dismantle it into so many pieces, many I have no clue of its function. 
 
“WHY, why would you do that” I asked him with sadness bordering on sheer anger. 
 
I feel if he gives me an reason good enough for me to believe that he is either just completely ignorant or he is just retarded, than I can be ok. If he does not, than I will just press the little red button in my head to explode like a nuclear device at him. 
 
He is just staring back at me with a shit grin on his face. I honestly can’t assess him. Is he just completely oblivious or really retarded? Looking over at his mother for some assistance in this manner. 
 
“Wow, honey. You are very crafty. Good job. Now put it back together for the man sweetie!”
 
You got to be kidding with me! 
 
This cannot be happening to me! 
 
This did not just occur. His mom said “good job”. He destroyed my expensive watch. Freaking literally a hundred small pieces on his tray table. Put it back together? Are you serious? 
 
“Excuse me miss. How do you expect him to put my watch back together”?
 
“EXCUSE ME, Maam??”
 
She is completely fixated on staring at the hairy caveman’s junk on her screen. 
 
Seriously, am I sitting next to Dina the Christmas whore or something? Is this the woman David Sedaris speaks about his book?
 
“Maam” I said loudly with a clearance of my throat to make a bold point.
 
“Yes”
 
“My watch….How is he going to put THAT back together” stating as I point at the many components spread across his tray.
 
“Don’t worry, he is very smart and will figure it out”
 
I looked at her with one eyebrow raised! Then looked at him. And now back to her with a curious stare. He still has that dumbass smile on his face. His expression hasn’t changed even slightly. 
 
Wait is that drool? Yes he is freaking drooling.  
 
I gave my watch to a kid that is hyped up on sugar and has the intellect of slug crossing a hot sidewalk in the summer. Who fault is that? Mine! Damn it!
 
This must not go unpunished though! 
 
Something must be done and I know that Dina does not give a flying pig’s corncob about my watch nor her son’s behavior. So I am going to wish her a choking episode on her hairy caveman’s undercarriage and take care this myself. 
 
“Hey kid, I want to tell you something”
 
“Ok, ok, ok…what is it? Ok, I am ready. Tell me please. I want to know. By the way I like chocolate a lot. It is very tasty.”
 
1.5 seconds, seriously!
 
“Well you know, like many of us I am going home for Christmas. I have been away from home for a very long time. I miss my family a lot. I did not want to leave them but I had too. You want to know why?”
 
“Yes, please tell me why. I want to know why. Why? Why? Why did you have to leave?”
 
“Well kid it all started when I was about your age. My dad told me a story about Black Peter. And warned me to be good.”
 
The story goes….
 
“Black Peter is an evil, crippled dwarf who lives in a coal mine.  He lives in Spain with six to eight black men that help him. He watches over children all year, to see who is good and who is wicked, and on Christmas Eve he sets out alongside his six to eight black helpers throughout the world on his coal-cart pulled by plague-ridden undead rams. 
 
He places kids into three categories. One- if you are nice than he will leave you a gift. Two-if you are slightly naughty the six to eight black men will punch and kick you along with Black Peter. Three- if you are really naughty than Black Peter saves the ultimate punishment for you.
 
The ultimate punishment is that Black Peter snatch up the really naughty children and puts them in a sack full of rats before taking them back to the mines with him to be his slaves, forced to dig coal for one year of every thing you did naughty. You can be there for one year up to forever, depending on how naughty you were. Sometimes Black Peter will torment you and poke you with sharp pins and possible even eat you if you try to escape.”
 
“Now, let me tell you this. Black Peter is real kid. I know for a fact he is real.”
 
“Sir….how, how, how do you know”
 
“Because kid, I was naughty when I was 8, an age just like you. I am now 28. I am finally coming home for Christmas after 20 years in Spain”
 
The kid’s eyes are opened wide as coke bottle bottoms and he stopped shaking. His lips are still. I got his undivided attention finally. 
 
“You see kid. Once you are released from Black Peter’s coal pit than you must work for him. I must report to him if any kids are naughty that he may have missed. So since you destroyed my watch you are now on the watch list. In order to get off the watch list and not wake up in Spain on Christmas Day you need to do this…. Sit there very still, don’t say another, or do another thing until this plane lands!”
 
Reclining my seat back I closed my eyes for a nice Christmas Eve’s nap. 
 
The End
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