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An Average Saturday Night With Christian

Nearly every Saturday night, around 7:30 or so, I begin the short journey from my driveway down the street to Christian’s house.  His parents are almost always late picking me up – unless, of course, it’s Liz, his mother, that decides to take the brief drive – and so it is usually 8 o’clock by the time I actually arrive.

I am greeted by Violet, the family’s affectionate rottweiler, as soon as I step through the door.   Christian is always there, hidden poorly out of sight by the recliner or giggling hysterically upstairs, just waiting for me to discover his latest creation.  Normally it is some piece of paper designed to haunt and bedevil the mind hanging from the balcony bannister, or a ghoulish jack o’lantern grinning maniacally in the middle of the floor, or fragments of paper strewn from upstairs.  And always, Christian supplies the sound effects.  Dropping my things on the couch, I pull together all my acting abilities and feign fright, after which he laughs and screams “Gotcha”, jumping out from his hiding place.

After gloating his victory, he grabs my arm and pulls me down the stairs to his basement playroom, where he whips out all his Pokemon toys and proceeds to divide them into two teams: his and mine.  Naturally, as all children  are inclined to do, he allows himself all the better Pokemon, leaving me to fend for myself with the weaker ones.  Not that I know what to do with them anyway — he instructs me on what commands to use for which character and which moves are legal for a particular character to perform.  Frustrated rather quickly with my lack of knowledge, I begin to  make up my own moves; he exclaims, “Hey, you can’t do that!”  After a long winded argument consisting of “Why?”’s and “Because!”’s, we both agree to play something else.

Ray, his father, clomps down the stairs, Violet on his heels, to announce that Christian’s dinner – a healthy meal consisting of warmed pizza and Sprite – is ready.  Christian pouts but does not voice his dissent, instead running upstairs before someone can order him to clean up his toys.

Liz and Ray leave; Christian and I talk while he eats.  He is one of the brightest seven year olds I have met; last year he performed so well in his kindergarten class at the private school that he attends that he was given a scholarship to first grade.  At first, the manner in which he’d talk took me by surprise, but after nearly two and a half years, I’ve gotten used to his rather large vocabulary.

After his meal, he runs into the living room and turns on the television, where he decides between the Cartoon Network and Nickelodeon.  He watches the Saturday night movie on the Cartoon Network until he becomes bored, then moves onto 100 Good Deeds For Eddie McDowd, a show about a nasty bully who picked on the wrong guy and as a result was turned into a talking dog.  During the commercials, Christian talks about how interesting it might be to hear what Violet might have to say, or how fun it might be to become a talking dog.  Before I can ask why he thinks so, he jumps off the couch and runs into the kitchen, shouting “May I please have some ice cream?”  Delighted that he asked very politely instead of declaring himself king and me a mere servant in order to command me to bring him some ice cream like he usually does, I dish out a very generous scoop of vanilla ice cream (Christian thinks chocolate ice cream is loathsome – he and I have always disagreed about this particular point).

He settles back down on the couch with his ice cream and is immediately absorbed into the wonderful land of television.  Violet paws at him first for attention, and, getting nothing more than an indifferent shove out of the way, approaches me.  I let her out; Christian doesn’t even acknowledge that she’s left, so absorbed in the television program he is.

9:30 rolls around, and it’s time for Christian to go to bed.  He groans and whines a little, but it doesn’t take much persuading to get him to go get ready.  He asks if we can read two stories tonight; I say it depends on how quickly he’s ready to read them.  He shoots himself off the couch and into his room with lightning speed, where he changes into his pajamas.  I let Violet in and she walks quietly to her bed, chewing on a little rubber toy, while a pajama-clad Christian runs into the bathroom to brush his teeth.

“I’m done!” he shouts, racing back to his room.  I follow him to see that he’s already standing in front of his book-case, trying to pick out a story.  I ask him which two stories he’d like to read.

“You can pick.  Anything but Dr. Seuss,” he says.  “I don’t like him.”

Thankful that I don’t have to read any repetitious rhymes, I pick out Jungle Christmas and Sam the Goldfish, which we have read before and will probably read again.  He listens well to the stories, only stopping the story occasionally to ask what a particular word means or to point out a particular illustration he likes.  Once the story is over, he pulls the covers over his head.

“I miss Mommy,” the muffled voice from beneath the blankets says.  

I reassure him of his parents’ love and mention that every night when his parents get home, they ignore me completely and run to his room for hugs and kisses.  He removes the covers from his head (I suspect it’s more because he can’t breathe rather than because of anything I said) and sniffles.  “Ok,” he replies, still sounding a little unsure.

I smile and he smiles back, a moment of understanding passing between us.  I walk to the door, saying the traditional goodnights.  He wraps himself into a small cocoon and returns the sentiment.  I dim the lights and close the door as I leave his room and I know my night with Christian has come to an end.

