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 THE HAT

There was an old man. I didn't know his name.

He was homeless and lived at the corner of the street. We
were all told to stay away from him.

But Christmas was coming and I could taste the chill of the
snow on my tongue.

I felt bad for this old man. I wanted to approach him, give
him a gift for he was always singing merry tunes and greeting
passerbyers. Never asking for a thing.

I came to him one day, the eve of the night where Santa would
come and said, shyly.

"...hello..."

"Well, hello, little boy. And what's your name?"

"Sean," I said, nervously, but added, feeling bad "But I'm
not supposed to talk to you."

"I understand," he said, his white beard tangled and his dog
to his side, moaning for food.

"But you are talking to me right now."

"Yes," I said, and stuck my hand out, giving him my
present.

"What's this?" he asked, amazed.

"A gift... for you, for always being so nice,
er...?"

"Just call me Nick." he said.

He took the gift and opened it, seeing it was a Santa Claus
hat, " Ah ha! Just what I was missing."

"Well," he added fast, and stood to his feet, "I must be
off."

"Where are you going?" I asked, and he only
replied.

"The children are waiting."

When I woke that morning, I ran downstairs and smiled in
delight, seeing a new bike. I was so thrilled.

There was a note tagged on it with the words.

Thank you for finding my
hat.

Love, Saint Nick.







 I LOVE YOU

Melody had to work that night at the hospital. She tried her
best to be there for the patients, but really she wanted to be at
home with her two children and husband.

It was Christmas, and she was a nurse on call.

Even though this was meant to be a happy time, she had to be
around so much suffering and pain.

There was one room she avoided, for all she could hear was an
elderly voice crying and crying.

As the night grew late, and her shift was nearly over, she
was worn and tired, but eager to get home to her family.

However, she could still hear that cry... the last noise in
the building that was always there... and didn't know what came
over her... but she had to go and check on the person... just to
see... if they were okay.

She knocked on the ward's door quietly, and just saw it was
an elderly feeble man weeping in his bed.

"Excuse me, sir..." she said quietly, and approached him. He
stiffened, once he realized he had been heard and sniffled as he
got a tissue to wipe his eyes.

"GO AWAY." He said.

"I'm sorry, but... why are you crying...?"

"Because its Christmas..."

She froze a little when she heard him say this, and just
looked at him confused. "Of course, Christmas. The most wonderful
time of the year..."

"The worst day of the year..." he uttered in spite and she
came over to him, lost in why his words seemed so
bitter.

She sat on the chair next to his bed and asked.

"What do you mean by that...?"

"Oh sure... it was wonderful... once... when you're young,
have parents and siblings who love you... but... then... when
you're alone... by yourself... and near death... where is the magic
then?"

"I'm so sorry." Melody said, and touched his hand, but he
moved it away shocked. Surprised. "But Christmas is more than just
about family... it's about being there for others..."

"Is that why you're here?" he asked, coldly, but there were
still tears rising to his eyes. "Because you feel
obligated?"

"I'm here... because I have work today, and I couldn't be
with my family."

"And aren't you mad about that?!" he asked her.

She was silent for a moment, before shaking her head, and
smiling, a teardrop slipping down her cheek.

"I helped save five lives today... five lives that I couldn't
of if I had been at home. Because sometimes, it's better to be with
people who need you, then people who already have you."

"You... you..." he uttered out slowly, so lost in what she
meant by her words. He stopped his weeping and sat up as straight
as he could, but couldn't because of his bad back.

"I never married, never had a family of my own... Christmas
becoming emptier and emptier. I had a heart attack tonight... and
the doctors say I need a triple by pass. My siblings haven't even
called to check on me... why? I love them... and I don't even have
anyone in my life to say it back to me... on this day... on
Christmas..."

Melody remained silent for a second, before smiling softly,
and said with warm eyes, helping him lay back on his bed and rest
properly.

"What's your name?"

"Kevin."

"Well..." she said, tucking him in, and holding his wrinkly
frail hand. "I don't know you... but I heard you cry all night.
Because you thought no one loved you. But I'll tell you who does.
Who loves you because you were strong enough to go all night long
crying, feeling a pain that only someone who has loved others
themselves have felt."

She said the words warmly, tears in her eyes.

"I love you."

"-But, you don't even know me..."

"But I can get to know you tonight."

She knew that it was ten o clock right now, that her children
would be being put to bed and her relatives celebrating the
holiday. But she felt like she needed to be there for him, felt
like... she wanted to be there.

And he smiled warmly, replying in tears.

"O-okay..."

And he told her about himself, and she told him about
her.

She held his hand that whole night, and just as he was
falling asleep... Melody already drowsy herself, he said with quiet
soft words.

"Thank you..."

She barely heard them, as her eyes closed.

~x~

The next morning she woke to see that he was not breathing.
She stiffened, tears rising to her eyes, and got up shaking him,
saying quickly in panic.

"Kevin! Kevin!"

But when she looked at his face, she saw something... that
stopped her tears for a second...

A big peaceful smile on his frozen lips.

She smiled back softly, tears beginning to topple down her
eyes again.

She had saved five lives that night, and helped someone
remember that their life still mattered.

She let go of his hand.

And said.

"Thank you..."







 JUST DANCE

The Christmas party this year started off awkward.

We had all worked for the company for years, and all I wanted
to do was be at home in my cosy flat, playing just dance with my
little girl and my cat purring on my lap.

However, I was here... having to make small talk with people
who generally didn't speak to me at all.

"So, Janet..." Margaret said, smiling a toothy grin at me.
"You still not with a man?"

"No..." I said, me having had a teenage pregnancy and
deciding to keep my wonderful daughter. "Still not."

"Oh, well, I'm sure he'll come around." She said in a whiny
voice.

"Oh, Janet." Keith said to me, poking my belly. "Pregnant
again?"

"No..." I said, knowing I had gained an extra tire during the
holidays. "Keeping my panties on."

"Good for you. Maybe if you act professional enough, they'll
give you a promotion."

I sipped my white wine, smiling wryly at him and then my song
came on.

My song came on.

SHUT UP AND DANCE WITH
ME!

I bounced alert and shook Margaret, saying with excited eyes.
"Come on, let's dance!"

"Here?" she said, cautious and finding that idea
bizarre.

"Well, it is a party."

SHUT UP AND DANCE WITH
ME!

"I'll dance with you." Keith said, smiling eagerly. "A gift
for Christmas."

SHUT UP AND DANCE WITH
ME!

I looked at him. I was thirty. Keith was fifty-five. I was
able to go up the stairs without panting. He couldn't even go up
five steps.

SHUT UP AND DANCE!

I nodded my head and said with a reluctant smile.

"And it'll be my gift to you."

I grabbed his arm and we ran up to the center of the room.
There was a small disco ball and I quickly said to Rachael who was
in charge of the music.

"PLAY THAT SONG AGAIN!"

She looked at me, utterly confused. But just shrugged her
shoulders and started back up the song.

I could hear the beat jamming out of the speakers from all
around and my feet hit the floor in a dance. Just like I would do
if I was playing my favourite game with my daughter.

I began to sing the words to the song, swaying, fist pumping,
jiving, jumping, head banging and could hear the crowds cheer me
along.

I felt like the moment would never end.

The words of the song ran around my head...

Taken me back to when my daughter was born... and I felt like
I would never dance again.

I had gotten pregnant at a disco... and had giving birth to
her on Christmas Day.

The best day of my life.

And while the first few years were hard, she was twelve now
and she wanted me home to get ready for her birthday so we could
keep up our tradition of dancing till we could dance no
more.

I didn't realize that everything had gone quiet as I
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