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        To my family who are looking down from Heaven, this year as will every year I miss you so much. You made every Christmas so very special and in some small way I hope I am carrying on all our traditions in a way that makes you proud. Tons of love until we meet again.
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        Tell Fate to take a hike. This year She'll be denied. It's my turn, and y'all better buckle up. It's gonna be a bumpy ride.

      

        

      
        This year, I’m changing the rules.

        No more second fiddle for me.

      

        

      
        There’ll be no snow, no North Wind for Santa’s stupid sleigh, and no, I mean definitely-no-way-no-how-no nip in the air for the tip of your disgusting little noses.

      

        

      
        I’m taking a stand. The buck stops here – and you better believe I mean every single one of those frikkin’ prancin’ Reindeer.

      

        

      
        My name is Cailleach Bheur, and I’m here to screw with your holidays.

        And you can blow that right out the toe of your stinkin' stocking for all I care!
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        Mo bandia……….My Queen

        Mo ghrá……….My Love

        Ba mhaith liom a bheith caillte gan tú……….

        I would be lost without you

        Mo chroí……….My Heart

        Mo stór……….My Treasure

        Cushla macree……….Beat of my Heart

        Cuisle……….Sweetheart

        Stór mo chroí………..Treasure of My Heart

        Mo ghrá amháin……….My One True Love
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      “What do you mean you’ll call someone else to summon the snow?” She threw her hands in the air and dug the stiletto heels of her favorite black, patented-leather, knee-high boots into the too-damned-thick-and-fluffy sparkly red carpet of her sister’s office. “I’m the freakin’ Goddess of Winter. If I say there’s no Snow than by Jack Frost's family jewels, there'll be no Snow.”

      “That’s just not so,” her sister, aka Mrs. Claus, irritatingly demurred as she stirred her hot chocolate while sitting calmly in her overstuffed, red velvet office chair. “I have it on good authority that there is another who can bring the glittering glory of Winter to the world, and… that you’ve known about him all along.”

      “What? Who is this frostbitten fraud? Who would dare to blaspheme against me, the one and only true Goddess of Winter” Slamming her palms down on the candy cane-striped top of the second-in-command of Christmas’ desk, she glared, “Who is it, Jessica? Who thinks they can conjure the Cold? Bring the brilliant bluster of blizzardy beauty with the pomp and panache it so rightly deserves.” Not waiting for an answer, Cailleach Bheur, aka Caille, the Celtic Goddess of Winter threw her hands in the air, did a dramatic about-face and began stomping across Jessica – her sister’s – office while ranting and raving. “There is no one in the world, nay, in the Universe.” Turning before she ran face-first through the ten-foot cherry-wood double doors that led to the humming beehive of holiday hoodoo, she spun on her toes and headed back. “Ab-so-lute-ly. No. One. Not a soul, not a spirit, not even another Goddess, who can do what I do.”

      Coming to a screeching halt and once again slamming her palms on the top of her sister’s desk, she growled through gritted teeth, “Tell me, Jessica. Tell me now, or so help me, I’ll turn every single one of you pointed-eared, floppy-footed freaks into popsicles and serve them to the Yetis for afternoon tea.”

      Batting her lashes with an all-too-knowing smile, Jessica’s eyes danced with their usual sickeningly-sweet twinkle while she gazed over the rim of her bright red mug that just happened to be donning the face of her equally-as-nauseatingly-joyful hubby before taking a leisurely sip of her still-steaming hot chocolate. Lowering the cup, she beamed, “I’ll not tell you anything, Caille. The choice is yours. Call the North Wind, let the glistening snowflakes fall, paint the world a glorious white and blue with your immeasurable talents or don’t.” Getting to her feet and straightening her revoltingly festive apron, Jessica added, “All I’m saying is that this year, I have an alternate plan. I won't be a party to your usual antics. Enough is enough. I love you. You know that I do, with all my heart. You are my one and only sister, but you make me tired, and I'll not do it any longer.” Ending her not-so-veiled insult with a wink of her eye and snap of her finger, the very bane of Caille’s existence poofed out of the room.

      Deflating like a hot air balloon after the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade, the Goddess flopped back onto the overstuffed pine-green crushed velvet sofa and groaned, “Son of a Reindeer’s Butthole, that was the only leverage I ever had. The only way anyone even knew I existed, that Winter doesn’t just come based on where this stupid blue and green ball we call Earth happens to be in the Universe." Letting her head fall back, and her eyes slide closed, she huffed, "First she ruined Halloween, my very own yearly Waking party with Ginger cake and spiked eggnog. What in a pile of stinkin’ swelterin’ Narwhal crap was she thinking? No one wants that shit on Samhain. It’s all about the trashcan punch, nachos, and hot wings, even the idiot elves know that.”

      “Then she had the audacity to invite the flouncing floozy of a Fairy Queen, Titania. She knows that slutty sprite makes my ass twitch. By Cernunnos’ short and curlies what was she trying to do? Now, this…this…this prickly pine cone of puddle-farts that she’s trying to dress up with an ‘I love you, but…’  She’s totally effin’ up

      our yearly game of ‘Sister Bitch Fest.' It’s just not right.”

      “But you always have the upper hand, my sweet favorite niece” Maeve, the Warrior Queen and Bheur Sisters’ Auntie whispered directly into the Goddess’ mind. “No one can summon the Winds of Winter without you knowing. Not even…”

      “Yes? Maeve? You were saying?”

      Growing more anxious with every second her Auntie didn’t finish her sentence or answer her call, Caille said with more force, “Maeve? Maeve, dear, is something wrong?”

      No response. Only the static silence of an open magical bond. “Where could she have gone? Auntie always finishes what she has to say…and then some…”

      Letting the powerful magic bestowed upon her by The Dagda, Father God of All, at her inception, she was immediately taken aback when her glittery wisps and fluttering tresses of enchantment snapped back, settling heavily on her chest. Slowly sitting up as she opened her eyes and once again tested the bond she shared with Maeve, Caille felt the presence of another just outside the broad scope of her consciousness.

      Not family.

      Not Foe.

      Strangely familiar.

      Totally unnerving.

      “Who are you?” She demanded both aloud, and within the realm of the Supernatural Telepathy she shared with all things on Earth, above, and below.

      Frustrated when once again she received no answer, the Goddess of Winter pushed harder, letting her magic transform into rolling balls of snow and ice seeking out the interloper. “I know you’re there. Just tell me who you are and be on your way. You’re seriously not welcome here today. Shit's about to hit the fan, and even I'm thinking about
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