An Earthbound Christmas
By Earthborn for the 2K8 Holiday Funfest

As comical as the choice may have been, I still thought she liked it. It was actually quite ironic, seeing as she gave it to me in the first place. However, it was my only option because all the stores were closed already, and Paula doesn’t really care that much for jewelry or perfume anyhow. Ah, well, it was hard enough getting Poo a present, I didn’t really have time to think about Paula. 

The notion of giving Paula the Franklin Badge came to me the morning of the Christmas blowout Paula’s had since we (Paula, Poo, Jeff, and myself) defeated Giygas six years ago. I did not expect much for presents from my friends this year. My birthday was just three weeks previous, and they all got me expensive stuff (a Gamecube from Paula, an Advance from Jeff, and Poo’s Sword of Kings).
So I was looking at the calendar, saw that it was December 18th, as well as that the party was two days away. Seeing as most of Onett was completely snowed in, I really couldn’t get Paula a present like the one I had planned. I was not worried about everyone else, because I had bought them all presents (Jeff, Poo, Picky, Mom, Tracy, Dad, Frank, and Dr, Andonuts).

I was distraught until about 3 (the power was out, so I can only guess), when I went into Tracy’s room to ask her what to do. She told me I should give her something in her room (fortunately, both she and Paula liked almost exactly the same things), and I immediately took her up. 

I found the badge in her bureau, assuming I had given it to her during the adventure, and just never taken it back. I yelled that I had found something, and Tracy came over to see if it was something she would be able to part with. When she saw it, she began to laugh and said, “Brother, why in the world would you want to give your girlfriend some grubby old badge like THAT?” I replied by telling her the significance of the badge, starting with Ben Franklin’s experiment’s with lightning, and stopping with my single-handed “impeachment” of Carpainter.

She seemed astounded that I could do all that by myself, and I chuckled at her naïveté. Sadly, psychic power was a recessive trait, and it has not appeared in my family (before me, of course) for about 250 years. So, Tracy had no idea how I could beat Carpainter, because she did not know I had PSI. Neither did anyone else but Paula, Poo, Picky, and Pokey. But I swore them all to secrecy. Anyway, I took the badge, and wrapped it in the customary manner. I then placed it beside all my other presents, and went downstairs to help mom cook dinner. When she said she did not need my help, I went upstairs and played my GBA. 
The next day, fortunately, was rather warm, but we were still snowed in... I had thought at first that I would miss the party, my dreary thoughts arrested by the blonde girl walking up the hill. I opened my window. “Paula,” I yelled, “I can’t come to the party. I’m snowed in!”

“Ness, you’re forgetting something!” she called.

“What?”

“PK Fire, moron!”

Oh, yeah! I’d forgot that Paula had PSI too. She can’t do what I can, but I really can’t do what she can, either. So it balances out. I waited about 5 seconds for Paula to concentrate enough to perform the power then heard knocking, proceeded by ecstatic yelling. Paula came up the stairs. You ready?” she asked. 

“Yeah, just got to get my presents. They’re in the corner.”

“OK. Oh, wait, you have one addressed to Frank. He can’t come this year.”

“Really? Why not?”

“He’s reforming the Sharks. Not as a street gang, though. Just as a club.”

“Well, let’s go to the arcade and give it to him in person.”

So we went. The arcade was the same as it was six years ago, but less violent. Johnny was still over in the corner trying to rescue Pauline, and Jerry was still trying to get 10,000,000 points in pinball. Frank was out back as usual, playing cards with a few people. We gave him the present, and he was happy to see that we got him some knives. He didn’t really fight anymore, but he said he just looked cooler with knives. Which was true. He said he’d give us our presents tomorrow.
We walked over to Twoson. Burglin Park has experienced some legitimism over the course of six years, mainly because Paula bought it with the money we got from saving the world (which, believe me, was quite a lot). I think she only bought it to fulfill a promise she apparently made to Everdred a long time ago, but she’s enjoying the entrepreneurship now. We made it to the Polestar Preschool, where Jeff, Poo, and Picky were already waiting. As usual, I was greeted warmly by Paula’s mother, who handed me a sugar cookie decorated in the shape of a reindeer. I could see the other three had cookies as well. Jeff seemed a little burnt, but it was to be expected. He had completed college about three years ago, and had since formed his own very successful pyrotechnics company. Poo, on the other hand, went back to Dalaam to be the monarch,  and left about a year later to pursue a career as a psychic instructor (non-psychics can, in fact, have their innate powers brought out if they carry any dormant PSI genes, which most do). I, really, had done nothing career-wise over the past six years except (this was at the start of last year’s season) try out for Onett’s new AAA baseball team. I made the team and was easily the best player, and I’m going to the majors this year. But Picky, he works with Paula in the Burglin Park front. He’s the one that ensures nothing shady goes on. 
I walked over to my friends, and said hi. Jeff and Picky gave me high fives. I put all my presents in the corner, and just then, Paula’s dad called us all into the other room for dinner. There were piles of food ranging from pizza to ham to turkey to Asian food, buffet-style. I took some of the chicken teriyaki and pizza, and took a seat next to Paula. She put her hand on my thigh (we’re boyfriend and girlfriend) and vice versa. We all ate until we were sure we had gained two waist sizes. Then we all went back into the preschool area to open presents. I received a few GBA games from Jeff, a gift I accepted warmly. Poo gave me a stone to help control my psychic power, another good gift that I needed. Picky gave me a signed baseball and a pitching machine. His, maybe, was the most useful, but I did not show my preference one bit. And Paula... she gave me a baseball bat, a pair of skis, and two theater tickets to a Runaway Five and Venus concert. I could of sworn that she had winked when I opened the last two gifts, and I made a mental note to ask her out to this event. 
Jeff was very pleased with the military-grade C4 I got him (don’t ask where I got it), and Poo loved the Zen fountain I gave him. Picky also enjoyed the club and mace I got him. Paula... did not see a present from me. I took it from behind my back. She was vexed at the small, circular package handed to her.

“A... cookie?!”

I put my hands to my face.
“No, Paula, it is not a cookie. Open it up.”

“If it’s not a cookie, than what... what... Oh. My. God.”

Everyone turned to stare at Paula. She had not been so joyful since I had bought her that Holy Fry Pan six years ago. They peeked around to see what it was that made her so joyful. Picky was perplexed, but Jeff and Poo knew its significance. We explained it to Picky while Paula regained lucidity. Paula then reached up and squeezed me. 
“Ow, Paula. Knock it off! That hurts!” I said. She kept on hugging me.

“Oh, Ness, this is the best Christmas present ever! Thank you SO much!”

I don’t know why it had so much of an effect on her. At least she was happy.
