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A Christmas Story...

by Peter Pisoni

This year had been a different year. Jay had been thinking more than he used to, which he always considered a bad thing. Usually when he thought too much, especially if he thought too much at Christmas time, he would start to feel signs of depression. Now as he lay in his bed on this December evening, he began thinking about what he'd achieved in his life. The conflict in his mind kept going back and forth. One side trying to convince him that his lack of achievements meant he'd wasted his life. The other side telling him that it didn't matter.


Every time he'd lie thinking for too long, he'd get annoyed and try to distract himself by doing something else. As he got up he let out a long sigh. He'd been feeling very restless throughout December and tonight was no different. Trying to decide what to do, he went into the kitchen to make himself some tea. At least that would give him more time to decide. As he waited for the water to boil, he looked out the window. “Too bad it doesn't snow in December anymore.” As he stood with his arms crossed, leaning up against his kitchen counter, his mind began to drift again. He started again reviewing the things he'd done throughout the course of his life and he kept coming back to what he had told her. Normally he was a very decisive person who knew exactly what he would do in almost any situation. He was always certain that the choice he made was the best one because he considered himself to be very good at looking at things objectively. This time it was different though. He'd acted against his feelings before, but this time was different. Years ago he'd decided that he'd rather take chances and regret his actions than spend time dealing with “what ifs”. Apparently this would end up being one of those times when he might end up regretting his actions. Before he could disappear too far into his head again, the water was boiling.


As he poured the water for the tea, he let out a low moan. With a smile on his lips he thought to himself. “Hmm, loneliness sure is a good place to visit ever so often, but not to stay in.” The smile faded. He went back into his bedroom with his tea and sat on the bed. He grabbed his phone and started looking through his contacts. With each name that popped up on the screen as he scrolled, he imagined what the person was doing as he himself was sitting with his tea. He felt joy imagining positive things for everyone he knew, and once again another smile grew on his lips. He took another sip of his tea. Then he came to her name and he stopped. The smile on his face grew, he closed his eyes, and he felt as if a tear could roll down his cheek any second. Did he make the right choice? He had conflicting feelings, extreme certainty as well as regret. He didn't want to think about it anymore. He'd been down that road too many times and had gotten tired of thinking about it.


The phone rang. “Here we go...” he thought to himself and picked up the phone. “This is Jay. Yeah no problem, I'll be there.” He put down what was left of his tea and went to put on his coat and shoes. With a drowsy gesture he picked up his keys and put his phone in his pocket. He stepped into the street, turned up the collar on his coat and began walking. He was surprised at the lack of traffic. After having walked for a few minutes his phone rang again. He clumsily picked up the phone. The gloves didn't exactly help him much. “This is Jay. I'm afraid not. Well, someone called first. I'll call you when I'm done. Yeah, I'll see you later.” He tried to put the phone back in his pocket but dropped it on the ground. “Damn it...” he said with a frustrated tone in his voice. “Stupid gloves...”


When he arrived, he walked up to the door of the house and knocked. The door opened. “Daddy!” “Hey, little lady, how are you this fine evening?” he said and picked up his daughter and gave her a kiss. “I'm great! Guess what I learned today, Daddy!” He carried her inside, closed the door behind him and gave her another kiss and a big hug. Jasmine came around the corner in a beautiful dress. “Glad you could find the time to help me out,” she said. “Do I look okay?” Jay put his daughter down, tickled her belly and enjoyed her laughter before taking off his coat. “What do you think, little lady? Does Mommy look okay?” Jay winked at Jasmine. “I think she looks very pretty, Daddy!” Jasmine smiled. “I agree, little lady, Mommy looks very pretty.” Jasmine looked at Jay, then to their daughter. “Can you go play in your room for a moment, dear? I need to talk to Daddy for a second, then I'll send him to come play with you!” Her entire face lit up. “Okay, Mommy!” she set off towards her room. “Hey hey hey, little lady! How about giving Mommy a hug before you go?” She came running back and hugged her mother's leg. Jasmine stroked her hair and hugged her back. “Goodnight, dear.” She ran back towards her room. “Jay I...” Jay interrupted her, “Don't mention it; listen, enjoy yourself this evening. I hope he's the one.” Jasmine's smile faded a little. “Jay, I really don't understand you. I don't get how you can be so... selfless .” Jay looked up from untying his shoes and smiled at her. “Let's not get into this again. Listen, you go out and enjoy yourself. I'll always be here if you need to talk.” Jay stood up, hugged Jasmine and kissed her cheek. He nodded his head towards the door while smiling. Jasmine closed the door behind her and Jay closed his eyes letting out a low sigh. 


He started walking towards his daughter's room. As he came to the door, he looked inside and as he looked at his daughter sitting there drawing, he felt calm. It looked like someone had tried making Christmas decorations, but failed horribly. He just stood there in the door, leaning towards the frame with his arms crossed. He mouthed the words “I love you” to her. His face lit up and in that moment a tear ran down his cheek. She turned around and looked up at him with a big smile on her face. “Hey, little lady, can I come in?” She waved him in. “So! You said you wanted to show me something?” She handed him a piece of paper. “Look, Daddy! I drew you and me and Mommy and the house and that is a Christmas tree and look, I also spelled my name with different colors.” He looked at the drawing. He was wearing his favorite shirt in the picture and standing next to Jasmine holding her hand. He looked to the Christmas tree and to his daughter wearing a dress like her mother's, except it was pink. There were arrows pointing at the three of them with their names. Mom, Dad, Julie.


After having handed her the drawing back and complimenting her on it, he gave her a hug and a kiss. “I'll tell you what little lady. How about we make some Christmas decorations together!” She seemed nervous all of a sudden. “I don't know how to do that Daddy...” She looked down, embarrassed. “That's great!” Jay said, and Julie looked up at him surprised. “Then I'll teach you how to make Christmas hearts! This will be wonderful...” And they began cutting out the paper for it. “Okay, so I'll make it first and show you how, then I'll help you make one. Okay, sweetie?” She nodded and smiled. She had a look of admiration for her father as she looked at his hands and listened to his child-friendly instructions. When he was done he smiled at her and told her to try it herself. “What if I can't do it, Daddy?” she asked him. “No worries, dear, just try it.” She seemed nervous as she tried to put the thing together and kept asking if she was doing everything alright. Her father kept smiling at her, reassuring her. “Look, Daddy! I did it!” Jay picked up Julie and put her on his lap. He hugged her and this time he didn't let go. “Didn't I tell the little lady she could do it?” He gave her another kiss and tickled her again. “Thanks for teaching me, Daddy.” She was looking at him, awestruck. He looked back at her with a unique love in his eyes. “Daddy?” Her facial expression had turned slightly more serious. “Yes, sweetie?” Jay was smiling as much as ever, holding her ever so tightly. “Why don't you and mom live together anymore?” His facial expression changed to a more serious one as he answered her. “I thought we'd talked about this with Mommy sweetie.” He held her more firmly. “Hmm, well you see... Mommy and I love each other. But sometimes... being in love just isn't enough. But, sweetie, you know I love you and Mommy, right?” She nodded and began smiling again. As they sat there, Jay started picturing his little girl growing up, graduating school, getting married... His mind was drifting again.


When his mind came back to the room he saw that she'd fallen asleep. He picked her up and laid her in her bed ever so gently and tucked her in. As he kissed her goodnight he whispered “Whenever you need me, I'll be there for you.” As the words left his lips, he felt tears coming. As he walked out of her room, he turned off the light and threw her a last glance before going in to the living room to sit on the couch. As he sat there, he could feel the tears pushing. He couldn't hold them back anymore and he began sobbing. These tears triggered the thing he hated the most, his thinking. He began thinking and completely losing himself in his mind. The door opened and the sound made him snap back from the depths of his mind. Moments later Jasmine came walking in. She gave him a hug and sat next to him as he put his arms around her. It felt as natural as ever. It was obvious that she hadn't had a good time with the guy. Again he fell back to his old self as if nothing was different from back then, and he asked her if she wanted to talk about it. She looked up at him and noticed that he'd been crying. “What made you cry?” His eyes closed and he let out a short sigh. She'd also fallen right back into how things were. Back when they never asked questions they already knew the answer to like “Did you cry?”, but went straight to the relevant question when something was obvious. The nostalgic rush he got made him hug her tighter. “She is so amazing...” She smiled at him for a while longer before her face changed. “Then why did you leave her?” As he thought about leaving his daughter, his eyes teared up again. “I've told you I can't.” She interrupted him with “Tell me yet? Yes I've heard that before. I don't get what could be so bad that you can't tell me. We always used to be able to talk...” He attempted to muster some strength and hopelessly tried to stop the tears. “I need you to trust me on this. It would do you no good to know.” She began tearing up as well put her head on his shoulder. He gave her a soft kiss and put his head on hers, closing his eyes. They both cherished the moment as best as they could, not moving, not talking, just enjoying each other’s company as they used to do. After a while, Jasmine fell asleep and Jay carried her to her bed, tucking her in like he did his daughter. For a while he just sat at the bedside stroking her hair with a drowsy smile on his face. “Goodnight, my love,” he whispered as he gave her a kiss and got up to leave.


He turned off the lights as he left the house. He pulled out his phone while walking down the street and turned up the collar of his coat. Then he looked through his contacts and found the person he was looking for. He called the number while putting on his gloves, but his hands were already too cold. He dropped a glove and it set him off. Frustrated, almost enraged, he yelled out loud, “Damn it!” Then he heard a voice on the phone and his attention quickly shifted. He tried speaking with a calm voice as he kept walking. He'd forgotten his glove. “Hey, I know it's late. But can I still come by?” He was reassured by the person at the other end of the line that it was no problem and he began walking through the night. His frustration was growing.


About half an hour later he arrived at his new destination. He knocked on the door and a man in his sixties opened and invited him inside. He sat down, not bothering to take off his shoes or coat, he'd been there many times before and knew the routine. The man sat down across from Jay and cleared his throat for talking. “I know you don't like the way this is done Jay, but you know the rules I have to follow.” Jay nodded, expressing both understanding, but also the fact that he was weary. “Could you at least do me a favor and skip the small talking part of it?” The man nodded and smiled. This was obviously not the first time he'd heard this from Jay. “Very well, unfortunately it's still spreading.” Jay let out a heavy sigh and buried his head in his hands as if it would somehow protect him. The man continued after a pause. “The rate at which it's spreading is slow, though, much slower than we first anticipated.” Jay looked up and asked, “How long, doctor?” And the doctor answered him. “Well, you've had it for around two years now, right? I would think around four years, seven if you're lucky... I'm sorry, Jay. Do you have any questions?” Jay immediately stood up getting ready to leave. “No I... Well I guess one thing. I haven't told my ex-girlfriend or my daughter yet. I don't want to worry them. But it pains me so much not being able to tell the love of my life why I left her. I just pray she won't think it has anything to do with her... And that's not a question, good job, Jay. Anyways, goodnight, doctor.” Jay walked towards the door. “Wait, Jay, why is it you insist on not telling them? Don't you think they deserve to know?” Jay stopped and turned around. He let out an exhausted and hopeless laugh. “Yeah, doctor, that would be the perfect Christmas present.” Jay walked out of the door, back into the cold. He turned up the collar on his coat and continued out into the night.
