Memories of Earlier Days -  Part 1

By SaturnStorm/Satsy
He knew it had been around here somewhere. Jeff crawled about in the attic, looking for a certain box he knew he'd forgotten about years ago. He glimpsed briefly at each box, at each inky name that, in some way, described the box's contents. Although this wasn't best helped when many of the boxes were labelled 'junk' and 'assorted'.

Finally the box he wanted came into view, piled under three other boxes and a rolled up carpet he forgot he wanted to put in the living room. With a triumphant smirk he shifted the useless boxes and grabbed the one he wanted, scooping it up and jumping back down to the rooms below, whistling happily to himself.

He passed his son on his way to the living room, slowing down as he took in the stare he was getting, and stopped whistling. For a few moments they just looked at each other, then Jeff said "Bah humbug to you too!" then smiled and headed to the living room once more.

Evan followed at a safe distance, arms folded across his chest. "I'm just not used to seeing you whistle and skip." he explained with a shrug, "What's got you in such a good mood anyway?"

"Its the holiday season," Jeff responded. "Y'know, Christmas!"

What he got back was a deadpan look, "I know what time of year it is. Why the big deal?"

Placing the box on a chair Jeff answered "Well you only got kicked out of SnowWood early this year. This'll be the first time we've celebrated together since you were about... yay high." He gestured with his hand as best he could at how small the boy had been... and then he stopped, his memory clicking as he realised that, many years ago, his father had said the exact same thing. He looked down a little as he remembered this. That had been nearly two decades ago now.

"Dad," Evan quickly caught his attention, "you're thinking again."

Shaking his head to remove the thoughts Jeff smiled at the boy, "Right," he said, "well anyway. We've not got long to Christmas, so I thought we could get some decorations up." He sifted through the box, "Well, we can see what still functions at the least. Oh, and I'll need an idea of what presents to get you."

Evan pulled a tangled clump of poor-looking christmas lights from the box and gave it a dubious eye, "Christmas list. Check. What about a tree?"

Grinning, Jeff looked to his son, "Decoration list. Check."

--------

Dr Andonuts was taking a screwdriver to the plug-socket of the christmas lights, extra lenses attached to his glasses to give him a closer look. So many more of these things were already wired up around the lab, glowing and sparkling and giving the cold room a festive glow.

He wasn't the only one decorating the place. Apple Kid was walking around the Christmas tree, wrapping it in tinsel as he went, every now and them picking a chocolate decoration to nibble on. Jeff was putting up the hangings and tree-baubles around the room on the ceiling, walls, and any available furniture he knew they wouldn't knock them off. The entire lab looked like a Christmas bomb had gone off.
Jeff, who was putting up some gold and red hangings on the ceiling, turned around, tapping his chin. "Y'know, I've been thinking. About that jolly fat man--"
Both other males groaned, rolling their eyes, before returning to work.
Smirking, Jeff continued, "And the man this occasion exists for--" there was another groan, which made him laugh. "Okay so it's not about those two. So then..."
Apple Kid picked up the box of baubles and walked to the step-ladder. "This is one of those over-commercialised holidays that everyone wants to give a reason to celebrate, when really all most people care about are the presents and the food." He stopped to pick up a chocolate decoration. "Why try to reason in 'that jolly fat man' or the assumed reason for the holiday's continued existence? Why not just use it as a family get-together and overall festive and joyous occasion?"
Jeff shrugged, climbing down from his own step-ladder. "Well, while I'd like to just agree with you, I have a feeling Ness and Paula wouldn't let me think it for long. I don't know if it's an active belief in 'that jolly fat man' but they seem to like promoting his concept."
"I remember trying to teach you about 'that jolly fat man' back in the day," Dr.Andonuts mused, closing up the plug and removing the lenses, "You always asked 'why'. You were always adamant something was wrong with the idea, always questioned how he did the things everyone always says he did." He looked up, looking nostalgic, "In the end all I could do was ask you to believe or you wouldn't get presents. You were happy to do that."
All three of them laughed, amused at the prospect. Jeff could imagine his little self, reluctantly accepting this jolly fat man so he could get the big pile of presents he knew would be waiting the next day.
Sighing, Jeff looked up at the tree, "Well, we all know the case now. We can have a nice, family occasion." He paused, frowning at the tree, "Didn't this tree have chocolates on?"
Apple Kid shrugged, "Must've forgot them. I'll have to buy more later."
--------

Jeff sat heavily on the sofa, looking at the star they always put at the top of the tree. That year, they'd all been ready for Christmas, but it hadn't ended up being a family occasion. Ness, Paula and Poo had all turned up to celebrate with him, alongside Apple Kid, but Dr.Andonuts hadn't been there for that occasion. He'd disappeared a week before Christmas, and nobody had seen him since. After that he had only celebrated Christmas for other people, and wouldn't celebrate it on his own. When Evan was born, he'd celebrated with him, but once he was at SnowWood, Jeff had decided to skip that festivity.

Sometimes he wondered if perhaps he should have believed in 'that jolly fat man'. Maybe it wasn't referring to the commercialised idea, but instead to the jolly fat man he'd known would bring him a day of joy year after year. He'd stopped believing in the jolly fat man, and his father was taken away.

A clattering noise in the kitchen caught his attention. Blinking from his thoughts, Jeff headed out and saw his son stood there, a few paper bags sat on the counter in front of him, while he checked out some packaging he'd pulled from it. The boy didn't bother looking up, instead pushing a bag his way, "I took the liberty of getting more decorations. We needed better Christmas lights."

Opening the bag, Jeff saw a few boxes of sparkling multicoloured Christmas wires and a single box of icicle light-strings. He picked one out and looked at it. "Nice work, son. I'll start putting these up--"

"Actually," Evan grabbed one of the other bags, "Since we're so close to Christmas you should probably be taking a look at that list. I can worry about the decorations."

Pouting mentally Jeff asked "Do you know where the step-ladder is?"

Rattling off a list Evan said "Main ladder is in the garage, step-ladder is in the attic, adhesives are in your office, don't use glues, don't use blue-tak on wallpaper, don't use sellotape on paint." He gave him a sharp glare, "You need to go talk to 'that jolly fat man' and make sure he gets our presents."

Jeff watched his son sort out the decorations and wondered for a moment if he really still believed in the fat man. Then he realised he'd never really spoken about it with him. "Do..." he cleared his throat, "Do you believe in That jolly fat man?"

Evan gave him a knowing look, responding simply "I believe in a Jolly fat man. But half the time, I don't think he hears me." Then he went back to the decorations.

Deciding not to push the issue further, Jeff left to get his coat. He had presents to buy.

--------

"So what do you plan to get him?"

Jeff looked behind him, where Paula was leaning on his chair. He himself was sipping on a coffee, already looking weary. He'd been pulled around the Twoson mall all day, finding presents and helping Paula pick some of her own. He gave her a tired smile. "I have no idea. Its not easy to find him something when I still know so little about him."

Ness sat himself down on a chair opposite, a coffee of his own in hand. "Yeah, what do you get a heathen?" he sniffed, taking a sip.

Jeff gave him a hard glare, "Just because he doesn't believe in the fat man doesn't make him a heathen."

"But that's what the whole festivity is about!" Ness exclaimed, throwing his arms up in the air. He stopped and put his coffee down, which had been lucky enough to have a lid.

Frowning, Paula pointed out "Actually it's about Christ, who saved us all many, many years ago. The Jolly Fat Man is a commercialised figure."

Turning pink, Ness mumbled "... I knew that. I was getting to that."

"Anyway," Jeff spoke up, bringing them back to the issue at hand, "it's not easy to find a present for someone you hardly know. I mean I know he's into science, but he has everything he needs in that department, and what he doesn't have, he can make."
His friends settled down, mulling over that point. Paula sidled around the group to fill one of the vacant chairs before speaking "You could always get him a novelty gift? Like a mug, or a funny-looking screen cleaner?"

Lowering his mug, Jeff pointed out "his lab doesn't exactly give the impression of a man who appreciates wacky and obscure oddities." He shrugged "Oddly enough," he added as an afterthought.

Ness nodded slowly, staring into his coffee, "you could get him something to do with donuts?"

Jeff gave him an odd look. "Like what?"

"Like a box of donuts." Ness replied, monotone. Then his eyes lit up, "or donut-shaped stationary! Like a donut eraser!"

Paula tapped his arm wearily "Ness that's a silly idea." she told him. "He would just eat the eraser."

At first Jeff wanted to protest the notion, but quickly refrained. For all he knew of the man, maybe he_ would _eat a donut eraser if it was left on his desk.

Eventually he shook his head, looking at Paula again, "So what kind of novelties were you thinking of?"

It was only when Paula looked relieved that the male realised Paula had been growing tense. With a smile, the girl nodded to his drink, "Well, when you finish that, what say we go see what we can find?"

Jeff nodded, sinking back into his chair. At least, he figured, whatever trouble he was having, his father was probably going through the same.

--------

As Jeff ploughed his way through the bustling seasonal crowds, he counted himself lucky that his son had been courteous enough to give him a gift list before he left the house. There wasn't all that much on it, between a few videogames and some science tools, it didn't look like it would be hard to find at all.

He politely pushed his way through a tight gathering to access one of his first stops. He never really understood the mentality of the crowds at this time of year. People were either frantic, competitive, angrier than they should be, or so easygoing Jeff wanted whatever they had been drinking. It made him nervous -- there were so many people acting as obstacles, and so many more who were vying for the same gifts he was looking for. He wished he had been able to get in touch with his friends, so he could share the stress with them, so he wasn't carrying the burden alone.

But then, he also wished he'd been able to stay home to decorate the house. He'd always found that part fun.

Whilst he picked up a display box for a particularly violent looking videogame, he overhead two women gassing nearby. They were talking fast so he couldn't catch everything, but words like 'wrapping', 'dinner' and 'mistletoe' made themselves apparent. The one word that made his heart jump, however, was 'stockings'. He had completely forgotten about those.

Even when Jeff was at SnowWood, a small stocking would find itself on the end of Jeff's bed on Christmas morning, filled with all sorts of strange little trinkets he'd never see any other time of year. Sometimes there was also chocolate, or cookies, or something as mundane as a notebook, but they'd been a fascinating discovery. For the longest time he suspected Tony had been supplying these strange sock-gifts, but his friend was always quick to point out his own stocking discovery, which was hardly ever the same. Even now he couldn't think who had given him those gifts.

What this meant for him now, though, was that the responsibility fell to him to supply the trinket-sock. Unfortunately for him, he had no idea where to start.

Paying for the first gift on the list, Jeff quickly made his way to the nearest coffee shop, pulling out his phone. He really needed to talk to some experts on this subject.
