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The artificial Christmas tree Morgan picked up from a free swap group online needed some TLC. It’d been crammed into a box that was falling apart at the seams, and some of the limbs were bent. When she put it together in the tack room it fit nicely and after spending half an hour going over the tree meticulously, she found that it was more than passable with the bare spot she couldn’t quite erase pointed toward the corner. No one would know it was a free tree, and if something happened to it, well she wouldn’t worry.

With no barn cat to worry about, she wound tinsel around the tree and then hung some along the wall on either side. A large wreath that had been on Black Friday special hung on the barn door, and since she was still doing electrical work there wouldn’t be any lights, she declared the barn decorated for the holidays.

She should decorate her house. And yet, she had several festive sweaters to wear when she visited clients, the kind purchased in big box stores so she could wash them easily or not be upset if something happened to them, considering she was working with animals. The idea of going to the work to decorate when it was just her seemed like too much. And if she wanted decorations, she could always get her fix at Alani’s house, because her friend loved the holiday and went all out.

Morgan stared at the bare patch of wall to the left of the tree thinking something else was needed. She thought for a moment, then grinned. Stockings! The horses needed their own stockings. Her decision made, she took a few moments to check on the horses, and satisfied they had hay and water and were comfortable, she went to the house. She had shopping to do.

~* * *~

December had barely started and as usually happened each year, her schedule began to get jumbled. Luckily the weather was staying rather nice for the season, though she still wore a light coat when she was doing chores. ‘Lina had come by with a couple of bags of feed for her mare Honey, as well as some plastic buckets with lids to keep the feed stored safely. She’d been picking up extra shifts but still making time to visit. 

She had sent in her final exam and video for her yoga teacher training. Several of her clients had asked her for yoga in addition to the reiki, and though she didn’t imagine setting up a studio, being able to incorporate yoga into her work, not to mention just knowing more for her own practice.

She stood at the dining room window, looking out over the horses, noticing just how content they all looked. The wreath stood out on the door, and she’d thought about getting a garland to put on the Heart Compass Stable sign in the front. Evan’s horse was due to arrive in a week, and there was one more quarantine stall available. 

Probably more, but the person building the interior stalls wasn’t sure they could make it this month. It all depended on the weather and a few other jobs ahead of hers. Not that Morgan minded. She knew this would be slow going. Though she could stand there and watch the horses all day, she needed to go to town. If nothing else, then a few stockings from the dollar store and maybe a tube of puffy paint so she could write the horses’ names on them, would finish her holiday decorating.

By the time she went shopping, picked up the stockings, put the names on them, and hung them in the tack room, she was tired. Alani had texted to let her know one of the mustangs had a cut on its hock and she wouldn’t be over. Maybe they could meet for their regular business meetings tomorrow. Morgan finished her evening chores, then went inside, reheated some leftovers for dinner, and then went to her study to tackle paperwork.

She sat behind her desk and sighed. She really needed to organize things for the coming week, make sure she had extra supplies on hand for the arrival of Evan’s horse, Cody, and send some new client paperwork to those who had requested distance reiki sessions. It should energize her. She normally loved doing this part of her business, even when it was boring. It meant growth, change, new things happening. Only, she glanced at the wreath on the barn door and realized she was really down this year about not having holiday spirit.

She watched Desi amble toward the hay and begin to graze, the warmth of knowing her horse, as well as the others in her care, had all their needs met, filling her. She knew to follow her heart, follow where the energy went, and right now, it wasn’t neither the heart nor the energy were in the do list she’d written on the notepad sitting next to her keyboard.

She pushed back her chair, knowing what she needed. She went into the room she’d designated as a treatment room, though she hadn’t had any in-person customers come directly to the farm yet, lit some incense, then sat on a cushion in front of the large, bay window that overlooked the front yard. Taking a deep breath, she brought her hands together, palms touching, in front of her chest. And then she activated the reiki energy and asked, what do I need to know? She closed her eyes and focused on her breathing, finding that meditative state where her mind felt as if she were floating on top of a still body of water, any thoughts that intruded being acknowledged and released, until her breathing slowed, her body relaxed, and she was still.

When she opened her eyes again, twenty minutes had passed and she felt as if she’d just stepped out of a mental shower, her mind calm and cleansed of too many thoughts. She rose to her feet, checking the incense to make sure that it would burn itself out safely, then went back to her office. Her mind clear and following her heart’s compass, she knew, focus on what she needed to focus on. Everything else would fall into place. After all, hadn’t it already?

~* * *~

Desi still hadn’t gone through the pool noodle obstacle, and Morgan couldn’t help but wonder if she was doing something wrong with her agility training. Due to all their groundwork, even when they couldn’t get into the arena at their old barn, she was a champ at the poles, though backing straight through an L shape still needed work. 

After working with her mare, she stood next to her in the yard, letting Desi graze what grass there was left. Morgan wasn’t in any hurry to put Desi back into her pen. The day was warm with a bright blue sky overhead, and she wanted to soak up the warmth as much as possible. This time of year, the weather could turn on a dime, or even faster.

She still didn’t feel as if she were in the holiday spirit. She walked in and out of stores where music was playing and decorations were up. Several of her clients had put up trees already, and when she’d had a few appointments early in the evening, she’d noticed glowing lights at several of the farms she visited. She wanted to be festive, wanted to share in the holiday joy. She just…couldn’t.

She’d struggled with it for a while, in part because she believed that finding happiness wherever she was, no matter the time of year, was more important than snagging it for a few weeks in December, then being miserable the rest of the year. But also, she’d had a parent pass away shortly after the holidays, and she hadn’t known Alani then, so there really hadn’t been support. She hadn’t even had reiki training, so that hadn’t been available to her. 

And she remembered wandering through the stores, hearing the cheery music and people telling her “Merry Christmas” and wondering how could she be merry when her parent was dying? She’d never found an answer, but had tried to make the most of the time she’d had with them until the end, and maybe that was the answer after all. It just would have been nice to have had support or someone to tell her that the shadow cast over the holidays was normal, and it was okay not to be in the holiday spirit. Now she knew and now she could be more gentle with herself.

Her phone buzzed. She pulled her phone out of her pocket and checked it, seeing a text from Alani.

Nimba hurt herself. Could use an extra pair of hands.

Time to snap out of it, Morgan thought to herself. She sent a quick message, then led Desi to her paddock. She put the mare away, then hurried to the house to grab her purse and keys before heading down the road to the rescue.

The cremello mare stood in her stall, the wound on her side vivid against the pale white coat. She looked up at Morgan as she neared, then gave a soft nicker.

“I’m here,” Morgan called as she paused by the stall door. “How can I help?”

“If you can stand by her head and distract her while I clean this up and see what we have, that would be good. She keeps wanting to help and that’s not helpful at all.” Alani chuckled.

“Of course.” Morgan scooped up a handful of treats and put them in her jeans pocket before stepping into the stall. Alani had put a halter and lead rope on the mare, with the end looped through the stall bars, but not tied. As soon as she saw Morgan enter, the mare reached out to get Morgan’s attention. “Easy. Whoa,” Morgan said, hoping the mare would stay put, then she put one hand on the lead rope and settled herself on the opposite side of Alani to hold the mare, petting her shoulder and talking to her in a low voice.

“That’s much better. Thanks.” Alani worked on cleaning
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