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DRama Mini(ry

A TOY’S STO RY Terrie Todd ‘

Lights up on BUZZ.

BUZZ: It’s two days after Christmas and I'm broken already. T can’t believe that a
mere three days ago I was the hottestitem on the store shelves. I was the coveted
toy, the long-awaited dream come true. You can imagine how elated I was to be pur-
chased just a half hour before closing time on Christmas Eve. [ smiled’and smiled as
I was lovingly wrapped and placed under the tree with care, knowing that the one for
whom I was chosen was sleeping soundly in the next room. With glee, he tore off my
wrappings on Christmas morning. With squeals of delight, he pulled my string and
watched my light light and my whistle whistle. No one seemed to notice or.care that
my sold-separately, glow-in-the-dark.nuclear radar lazer-phazer got tossed out with
the wrapping paper. It didn’t matter, for we had a wonderful Christmas morning to-
gether, he and I. We,must have saved the universe at least a dozen times before noon.

Then the cousins arrived and I was greeted by.a whole new chorus of shrieks as I was
mauledrand man-handled and tossed from child to child until T'was left in a cornet,
my light-bulbslowly fading, as the children lost interest in me and went on to the next
thing... tormentingthe girls by flushingWNBA Barbie’s kneepads down the toilet.

Oh, I should introduce myself. I am Buzz New Year,Space Ranger, Cosmic Holiday Pro-
tection Unit. And my short life has taught me much about the human.econditiony, It’s
not a pretty realization. From/my vantage point as a toy, the only thing I .can conclude
1s that there is no life after Christmas Day:.

The carols they playeddn the store gaveine such hope. “Joy to.the World” they said.
They made me think that Christmas was a time of joy. Not superficial toy-joy that’s
gone in a few hours, but joy that lasts all year round because it carties eternity in its
message. “Let Earth Receive Her King” they sang. I watched the Christmas parade
through the store window and I'saw the king... I think. He wore a funny red suit and
shouted “Ho Ho Ho, Merry Christmas.” It was all rather confusing and made me glad
that I was only a toy. Who can understand the complexities of human beings and
their'’holidays?. Perhaps they don’t even know what joy is.

AllTknow is that joy doesn’t come from a store, that’s for sure.

And now, it’'son to another holiday... New Years! This is my specialty. Too bad I'm bro-
ken: Oh well... with the New Year’s Eve celebrations my people have planned, they’ll
look as bad as I do by New Year's Day. Me, I'll just sit here on the closet floor until
spring cleaning comes around, and then... who knows? Perhaps a new battery and
some crazy glue will put me back into circulation for awhile...perhaps I'll go into the
Goodwill box for some other, less fortunate child whose eyes will light up with glee...
temporarily.
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