Every year at Christmastime Mom would unpack the dank moldy cardboard boxes bursting with singing McDonald's bible characters, while Dad would ski up into the mountains for several days to prepare the nativity scene for his indescribable object.  Our tree was too small to hang ornaments of any substance so we would cut the angels and wise men into smaller units: arms, legs, torsos, mustachioed faces.  Dan and I would wrestle over who got to spread the ketchup on the bloody wings of the majestic Angel Gabriel and one time Mom got fed up with us and threatened no ketchup that Christmas.  So we would alternate; one year I would spread the ketchup with Dan as the foreman, the next year I got to say "WHEN!" whenever I thought there was a realistic amount of gore on the angel.  This worked until Dad encouraged Dan to take ownership of the means of production and overthrow the foreman (me) via Indian sunburn.  After that Mom and Dad just let us fight it out and we would inevitably spill all the ketchup which made us both cry but at least nobody was exploited.
Dad's nativity scene was made of somewhat disfigured and charred mannequins dressed in sequined Zoot Suits.  The mannequins had been scarred by the great possessions purge of my 5th year when Mom burned down our house while Dad and Dan and I were out gathering mushrooms.  The brave firefighters had rescued the life-sized dolls from the loft, despite the protestations of my Mom that our land was in fact the sovereign nation of Arby's, which was not subject to the fire prevention laws of its neighbors.   Ignoring her, the firefighters had valiantly entered the house and mistaken the mannequins for unconscious and malnourished children.
Gathering mushrooms with smoke spiraling in the distance, Dad used Venn diagrams of stones and earth to explain why Mom was burning our things.  Dan and I were frightened but Dad smiled as he produced the indescribable object from his overalls and passed it to his sons.  

"Candy," I said and licked it.
"Rabbit," Dan echoed in our incomprehensible twinspeak language.
"In-de-scrib-able ob-ject," Dad pronounced just so and tenderly led us back toward our burning home.
On Christmas Eve, Dan and I would construct a barricade of driftwood and oily barrels adjacent to the fireplace.  We would don our cardboard armor and clumsy wooden helmets with fiber glass facemasks to lie in wait, slingshots on the ready, stocked to the gills with sharp stones we had collected all summer from the lakeshore.  In her austere colonial Molly Pitcher outfit, Mom would serve us hot chocolate with an auspicious air of solemnity and duty.  We later learned that Mom would spike the cocoa with Kahlua to lull us into a sleepy sense of security before Santa would burst from the chimney, clad with red velvet pillows and a welding mask topped with a stocking cap, his pump action pellet gun ready to slaughter any innocent and lingering children.  
With screams of primal jubilation we would awake from our juvenile drunken stupor and hunker down in our makeshift bunker for an epic battle of underdog hero children equipped with rudimentary artillery vs. malevolent Yuletide spirit-being outfitted with the latest in domestic warfare technology.  Year after year, Dan and I successfully defended our home from piercing automatic weapons, stink bombs, smoke grenades, and on one unforgettable Christmas Eve, hordes of vicious Elvin infantry; and we won this annual battle armed with only wrist rockets and the very sharpest stones.

When Christmas Day came we would wake exhausted and battle-weary and exchange gifts of excrement wrapped in aluminum foil in the snow-fort that Dad would spend weeks constructing at the nativity site up in the mountains.  Dad would arrange the melted hands of the mannequins in the nativity scene so that they clutched silver utensils, as if in preparation for consuming the indescribable object.  In the blue Christmas light of the mountains the object appeared to me as a tasty pretzel surrounded by all those salivating mannequins.  But Dad would laugh at my vision.
"It's in-de-scrib-able, Son," he would say affectionately and he was right because it really was shaped nothing like a pretzel; not that it really looked like anything else either.  
When Mom died, we built a sled of pine boughs and dragged her body through the icy neighborhood streets up into the mountains, where we created a ring of firecrackers and lit them all with a single fuse.  As they whizzed and popped around Mom's body, Dad produced the indescribable object from his pocket and began to cry into it.  The object was swollen that day, like Dad's puffy face, and like a succulent fruit too large for its skin it burst and glowing liquid began to drain from what looked like a fuel tank. Later Dan corrected me; it had been fine pollen that was carried away from the flowering object by hundreds of benevolent bees.  
"Bees?  It was the middle of winter," I argued.

Dad instructed us to shut up.  "It's an in-de-scrib-able ob-ject," he said slowly and tenderly.
"A fuel tank?" I thought to myself, and felt like an idiot.
