The Great Adult Conspiracy

**COMPLETE**
Written by: Perry Kim
English 12 term paper – “Where did your world begin?”

A person’s world can begin at almost any point in his or her past life.  The most obvious example would be a person’s first clear memory, or the first time an event of immense importance occurred.  While many ‘worlds’ begin at the heels of a momentous and joyous occasion, not all of them do so.  In particular, my world did not.  My guess is that most children go through what I went through at some time in their tender young lives and continue on unscathed; however, I was different.  For me, it was as shocking as it was demoralizing and depressing.  My older and more mature opinion of the event that began my world is that no child should ever again have to go through what I, and countless other innocent children, have gone through.  By now, you may already be hazarding a guess at what I’m talking about – after all, though common childhood traumas are many, I know that this one sticks out like a sore thumb.  Aha, you’ve got it!  You know what I speak of now!  Tears are probably pricking at the corners of your eyes as you think back on that day, but I say let it out!  There is nobody to hear you mourn but these poor words – my poor words on this piece of paper!  Think back to that day…yes, that fateful, soul-shattering day when your parents sat you down and told you that horrible thing…

My world began the day that my parents told me that Santa Claus did not exist.


Who could possibly forget that horrible moment from their past?  That eager, burgeoning excitement on the morning of the 24th of December that came with the knowledge that in less than a day, that man would be there on his sleigh?  What child has not gone to bed with the greatest reluctance on Christmas Eve?  Any self-respecting child would have gone to bed only after making sure that the all-important cookies and milk was sitting in plain sight next to the chimney.

Oh, how they must have laughed!  Those cruel and evil parents, waiting until we were fast asleep before munching on the almost religious offering of milk and cookies, laughing diabolically in the flickering glow of the fire as they celebrated their success on stupefying a gullible child with magical presents that never failed to appear once a year.  Who could forget the malicious twinkle in the eyes of the parents when awoken at four in the morning on Christmas day by their excited child while pretending to be grumpy and sleepy?  After that would come the calm reassurances to the child over breakfast.  That thin, insistent voice would say, “But I heard him Mommy!  I heard the bells on his sleigh and the thump when he landed on our roof and the ‘Ho, ho, ho’ when he came down the chimney!”  And the mother would reply, “I know you did honey.  I heard him, and your father did too…right?”  And the father would glance up for a second above his newspaper replying, “Hmm?  Oh yes of course I heard him – who couldn’t?”  The child would then be immensely satisfied, his innocent little face radiating trust and triumph.  But that wouldn’t last for long.


Over the next few years, similar performances would be repeated until the child was of a certain age.  Then, on a fateful year, it would happen.  That year would be determined by how much the child had come to rely upon that once-a-year phenomenon.  When that reliance was at 100%, the incident would occur.  That lovable, innocent child would go to school and brag to his friends about how good he must have been during the year for Santa to bring him such good gifts.  His friends would exchange a long, heartfelt glance with each other, their sorrow evident at destroying that wonderful illusion, but they cannot let their friend believe in a lie, no matter how enticing the lie may be.  The leader of the group would put an arm around his shoulders and find him a seat for the shocking news, the news that would change his life forever, that there really was no such thing as Santa Claus.


After school, the child would race home as a small ray of hope shone through the darkness that engulfed his soul.  “Maybe, they were wrong – and if they were wrong, my parents would know the truth.”  However, that impossibly fast pace that began at the school would slow to a snail’s crawl by the time the front door was in sight.  “What if…,” God forbid, “…my friends were right and my parents just back them up?”  And in such a manner, the steps become shorter and shorter as he nears the door but near it he must.


Do you remember bursting in and asking the question that all adults long to answer?  Relive that soul-shattering moment…

Your mother exchanges a meaningful glance with your father and maneuvers you to the couch so that they can enjoy your reactions in comfort.  Then, the answer.  “Honey, we didn’t want to tell you, but you seem to be old enough now.  You see, there really is no Santa Claus…”  Oh the pain!!  The indescribable agony as you grasp your chest trying to remember how to breathe!  As for the parents, they look concerned on the outside, but now, gazing through a filter of distrust and pessimism, you can see that horrible glee shining deep in their eyes and right then, in that exact moment, you know what you have to do…

In response to their worried questions, one should not answer; let them stew for a bit before they realize that you’re truly serious.  Now, in the comfort and security of a locked bathroom, you can afford to give yourself a bit of time to think.  You swear to yourself in that small bathroom that you will never do to your children as your parents did to you – far easier instead to merely give them presents openly instead of going through all the subterfuge.  The pain still comes swiftly to me, for you see, dear reader; I too had my dreams of a jolly, gift-giving man dispersed by the very ones that encouraged the deception.  My world began at that moment and it was a hard beginning indeed.


I urge you now, dear reader, spread the awareness!  Let no other child be forced to go through the pain that we went through!  Now, going back to the situation developing around the bathroom.  Your parents have tried commanding you to come out, but that doesn’t work.  So they resort to bribes.  They offer you cookies and chocolate, but despite the temptation, you must resist.  You’ve got them over the barrel now, and with this power, you should resist the snacks, toys, and trips to the zoo.


Hold out for a puppy… 

