
The wind’s chill put a nasty shiver down my spine. Winter’s chill nailed me in the face; the blinding white snow in pure darkness came up to my worn, numbed ankles. I squinted, walking slowly, forcing my body weight to weigh me down, so the brutal wind couldn’t sweep me off my feet and into the everlasting darkness. My tears horribly burnt my face, as if someone drowned me and gasoline and lit me on fire, which the painful sting only caused my tears to increase.


But I caught a small glimpse of light through the deep darkness of the night and the ever blinding snow. I slowly and carefully maintained myself to carry onward, my thoughts focused on finding just a little warmth. For what seemed like hours, the door was now at my feet, but the color was an eerie white, one of the two colors of death.

I reached my numb, blue, hand toward the cold metal, the door burst open, a painful, but refreshing wave of heat surpassed into death’s bitter cold. 

“Paula! What on earth!” My mother cried as I rushed in, relieved I was no longer a victim to the painful season of death. “Paula! Why are you just now getting here?! It’s the middle of the night, on Christmas eve!” “I know. I know. Sorry,” I mumbled, taking off my soaked shoes, disposing of the ice cold water on the floor. I ignored her pointless lecture, because frankly, it was boring and meaningless. 

“I know you miss him, but…” As soon as she started, I spun around, uncontrollable rage stung through my body, and I wouldn’t have been surprised if there were flames in my eye’s reflection. “Don’t you ever talk about him! Ever! Get out of my life!” I snapped, tears once again swelled in my eyes, almost blinded with salty water, forcing it to be difficult to see as I ran up the stairs.
 My mother just stared at me, a horrified, upset look on her face. I immediately regretted what I had said, but did nothing about it. I ran to my room, my heart filled with rage, more rage than a crazy woman has when she catches her husband cheating on her. I flopped on my bed, grabbed a pillow, and screamed my emotions to the world, the pillow muffling the ear splitting sound. I punched the pillow, trying to relieve my anger, but the sorrow that ran through my heart was too overwhelming. So, I hugged my teddy bear, and despite my age, it’s my most precious possession. I squeezed it, holding it close to me. 
“Here, I, uh, bought this for you,” he had said, blushing a little, his eyes avoiding mine, giving me a shy smile. I gave him a puzzled look, a bit confused why he would give me a teddy bear right before he…

He took a glance at my reaction, only to find me puzzled, so he hurried to explain, avoiding any wrong ideas. “Well, your first one kind of, got, dismantled. So I bought you a new one, to make up for it.” He gave another shy smile and I broke into tears “Paula, did I say something wrong?” he had asked, very concerned. I shook my head, smiled, walking up to him with my teary eyes and hugged him. I held him close to me, for I knew this would be the last time. I sobbed and quivered like a small child as we wrapped his comforting arms around me.


We stood there, holding each other for what only seemed like a few seconds. I never wanted to let go, but the saying you don’t always get what you want, applies. 
So now I hugged the bear, pulling it close, only thinking of him. My thoughts were interrupted by the creaking of my door. “Paula, you okay honey?” I heard the concern in my mother’s voice, but just lay there lifeless, hoping to pass off as asleep. She must of, because of only a short few seconds, I heard her whisper I love you and the door gently shut, leaving me sobbing, feeling guilty for all of my actions.

Later that night, I crawled out of bed, careful not to make a peep. Usually, my parents aren’t exactly fond of me sneaking out. But I had to get out. Get out, get some air, and think. I threw on some jeans, a few shirts, and a hoodie. It was a little cold to wear a dress now, and I had learned my lesson when in Winters. Plus I didn’t know how long I was going to be out. I carefully creped down the stairs, being very observant of my surroundings 
At last, I made it toward the door, the ugly white door. I reached toward the knob slowly, humoring myself by adding a bit of dramatic affect. I finally touched the gold knob, the icy cold metal sending a distressing shiver through my body. I half expected to hear “Paula! What on earth!?” But I didn’t. I was slightly hoping I did hear it, a little frightened that something horrible might occur. But since I was not caught I slowly opened the door, a chilly draft slapping me, with its dead, icy fingers, in the face. My face immediately numbed and my hands shook uncontrollably.  I stepped out, being careful to gently shut the door; I’m known to have a tendency of slamming doors. An instinct immediately hit me, one to go back inside and back into the heavenly warmth, out of the inclement depths of winter’s cold. But my heart painfully screamed to continue, eager to let loose ominous emotions, in peace. I continued, walking only a mere step at a time, being cautious of my surroundings, fear flashing in my eyes. The breeze was dying down, but I wasn’t going to take my chances and walk any faster than I already was. I wasn’t in a huge hurry to go home. I walked slowly, thinking about that night, the things I had said.  Ice formed, taking the shape of stakes, dangling threatfully, but beautifully from the dead trees, covered in a cold white blanket. The moon’s light shined, causing the snow and ice to gleam bright fully and beautifully. How could something so horrible cast such a heart tendering beauty? 

The road had been cleared off earlier that day, now only a thin layer of ice and snow covered the cement, only causing it to be slightly slippery. The abandoned streets almost made the town seem eerie, only a few houses were brightly lit, those who were fanatics of the holidays.  Through windows, I could see decorated pine trees, a roaring fire, along with the noise of stillness, even a plate of cookies once in a while. Scenery filled with heart-warming memories. Memories of family gatherings, big feasts, presents, and homemade ornaments kids would make in elementary school, that they would get so excited about making and would show their parents. The parents would also act like that was the greatest thing they have ever seen, but were actually wondering why they were paying to send their children to school, just to see handmade ornaments. But such scenery was also filled with memories of happiness.
My eyes filled with tears as I thought about how much joy, just from one little day, that people could receive. It didn’t seem possible that a single day could ever bring so much elation.

“This is only for the better,” he said his eyes filled with sorrow as he gazed into mine “I’m leaving, and you need to live your normal life again. The one you had before our paths crossed.” He gazed at the ground. “No, please! Ness, don’t leave me!” I wailed, grabbing his arms and sinking towards the ground. ”Paula, please…” “No Ness! I love you! Don’t leave me!” I interrupted. I looked at him with a pleading face, tears streaming down my red face. He looked at me, pulled me up, and held me. My body quivered and shook as I gaped for air, unable to end my sobs. ”Please, Ness. Don’t leave me,” I whispered. “You’re all I have.” “Shh, Paula, calm yourself.”  He wiped the tears from red, wet face. “It’s for the better. You’ll see in time.” I shoved away from him, now with even more tears in my eyes. “How? How could this possibly be better? I fell in love with you! So you think I’ll be better for me if I’m separated from that?!” “Paula,” he started. “Ness, if you don’t love me, just say so! Don’t make me go through so much pain!” He grabbed my hands, and despite my pouting, he pulled me toward him. “Paula, it’s because I love you I’m doing this!” I tried to speak, but he held a finger over my lips. “I can’t explain my reasoning right now, but one day, you’ll understand.” I said nothing; instead I just drowned in my sorrow, and buried my damp face in his chest. He stroked his hand in my hair, and hummed a familiar, comforting melody, rocking me back and forth. “It’s safer this way.” 

I shuddered, wiping away my tears. That moment seemed to take place for what seemed a long time ago. I closed my eyes, abashed to think about him anymore. I ran, eyes closed, attempting to run away from the pain of my concealed emotions. The wind picked up, but I was unaware of everything on the outside, only focusing my attention of escaping what haunted me for so long…

Life really didn’t matter without him. He was and still is my all. My everything. I ran and ran. Why couldn’t this madness stop? Why did I have to suffer? Why? Why me?


But I didn’t see it coming. I froze when I heard a loud crack seep through the dead silence. My heart raced like a drum roll, my thoughts frozen in time. CRACK! I thawed out and broke into a panicking run. “PK Freeze!” I screamed in a desperate attempt to save my life. Too late. The ice cracked and in I went. All my power did was seal up the ice, after I fell in, concealing my own doom. Just a mere hole remained shattered, no bigger then my hand. No one could have expected how cold the water really actually was. I panicked, the chill grabbed the air right out of me, and I was already out of breath from sobbing. I was weary from running, too weak to even attempt to save myself. I took one last gasp for air, and started sinking. I pulled my hand through the hole, but let death pull me into its unbreakable clutches. I gave up, knowing I had lost everything, and therefore had no reason to live. Everything got heavy, as if I gained over a hundred pounds, making it hard to rise. I gasped for air, but only received a mouthful of ice water. Then everything went black.

It was a dark room. I was curled up in a corner, quietly sobbing, holding my teddy bear, one of the only things in my possession. It was a dead silent room; the only noise was my small sobbing. Fear slowly devoured my hope, murdered my spirit. I remember that I was being held captive by a repulsive looking, fat excuse for a child and by some guy who seemed to be obsessed with blue. I knew this had to be a mess of confusion, because I didn’t have a single idea of who they were or what they wanted, with a girl of my age. It was uncomfortable to sleep on the vile, moist, moldy floor, even to sit, but I was just glad to still be breathing. Every time I slept, I dreamt of a boy, the age of thirteen, an average boy from the town of Onnet, a town a short distance from my own. I dreamt of his own adventure, the reason why he was searching the world to find an evil one named Giygas.  I prayed, to that boy, and though I didn’t have a clue of who he was, or if he even existed, out of desperation that he just might save me from the horror that was bestowed upon me. I sat there, day after day; counting each second that past, pondering if the boy would actually come to be my prince in shining armor. I wondered if he was injured, scarred, or even killed because of me and my selfish needs.  I prayed countless times each day, wishing him to have a safe journey, to overcome the heinous tasks that came his way. What a probably once a day, a man, wearing all blue, comes in to give me a plate of what I think is supposed to be food. “Let me out of this Hell, you blue freak!” I screamed, now at the end of the rope, I couldn’t possibly bear this torment any longer. He stared at me, his cold, heartless eyes peering into mine. “Shut up kid,” he mocked. “Or the Carpainter is gonna shock you to a crisp.” I gave a bewildered look, not exactly sure what he meant by “shock.”  “You will be strike down with an excruciating bolt of lighting that arose from the fiery depths of Hell!” He laughed aloud, I then backed away, shaken of this mad man, now just hoping he would leave, and never come back. “Welcome to Hell child! Your new home.”

My stomach roared in rage, eager to get some food moments after he left. I glanced at the “food,” to see if it was at all edible. Blue eggs and ham. Did they think this was least bit humorous? Did they think I was that small? “That’s great. Just great,” I moaned, shoving the plate aside, afraid to eat such trash. I was terribly hungry, but really. What could I possibly do about it? Break out? I could attempt, but the end result would end in harm toward myself. So with deep disappointment, I grabbed my teddy bear, rested my head on his soft stomach and somehow drifted to sleep.

I awoke in fear as I heard loud, moaning footsteps from the outside; slowly walking toward the cabin, as if whoever it was was trying to mock me. With each step, my heart beat more rapidly, more sweat drenched me, and my fear arose. The mad food man had already come by for the day, so unless he came to eradicate me, it was someone else. But what did they want? Who was it? I back myself as far as I possibly could in the corner, trembling in fear, not sure what would happen to me. I squeezed the bear, and forced my eyes shut, not wanting to have to see my own death. Then came the horrible eerie creak of the door, sunlight burning my eyes despite they were closed. My human curiosity forced me to take a peek at the one who now stood at the door, peering at me. A figure now stood there, engulfed by the dark, but I could still see the shape of the body. Not the fat kid. Not the food guy. Not the “Carpainter.” Someone new. A boy, covered in sticky sweat, burning red face, and seemed extremely exhausted. He carefully took a few more steps in, checking out the cabin, searching for any possible threat. The boy looked extremely injured, cuts and bruises stained his arms, a bloody mess. “…Who?...” HE immediately glanced in my direction, now aware me wasn’t al all alone. He slowly and carefully walked toward the cold, metal bars of the bantam cage and was being held captive in. “…Are you Ness?” He peered through the bars, swept his hand over the cold, rusted, iron, and replied. “Yeah, I am.” My heart almost burst open with joy as he said this. He had come. My knight in shining armor. He was real. “Ness! I’m so glad it’s you.” He smile shyly, and blushed a bright red. “I had a dream that a boy named Ness was my destiny.” He gave me a puzzled look, but remained silent. “I know it’s hard to believe. Therefore I knew you would come.” I broke into tears, so upset with the situation I got myself into. “If you didn’t come,” I sobbed aloud, not being able to bear back my sorrow any longer. “I would have had to try to bust out of here.” He stared into my eyes, examining the tears that streamed down my face, studying me. I couldn’t read his face, his decision remained sealed up in his own thoughts, the decision that confirmed if I would remained alive, or if I would die as a child. Staring at me a little longer, he sprang into action, and used all the strength he had left to attempt to open the door. “You can’t open the door,” I informed him, wiping only a few tears from my eyes. “You’ll have to get the key from Carpainter. He’s got it hidden away.” He stared at my red, teary face again, and started toward the door. “I heard Carpainter can control lightning,” referring to the conversation and crazy food man had. “In that case, you should wear this Franklin Badge, okay?” I handed him the badge, a gift I received when I was a mere baby, my good luck charm. I carried it with me everywhere ever since I could remember, and my mother had told me it would prevent lighting from touching me, and I would need it in the future. And that time was now. He studied a bit confused how a badge could help him from a bolt of lightning, but willingly accepted my gift. “I’ll wait here until you return,” I told him, trying to make the whole thing a little humorous. He showed no signs of humor, but turned around and left for the door. “Come back and get me out once you defeat Carpainter,” I said, in a voice just loud enough so he could hear my desperate words. He turned around, flashing me a concerned look, and started walking toward me. “Don’t worry about me, just kick put like I know you can.” He once again turned around, and opened the door, and right before he took a step out, he glanced at me, his eyes filled with courage and vengeance, and promised, “Paula, I promise you I will return with the key and I will fight until I avenge your case.” And with that, he left, leaving me alone again.

I sprang up, gasping for air, unaware where I was. Was I dead? I glanced around, only to find the empty streets of Twoson under a white mess of snow as I had left them. I looked behind my shoulder, and noticed I was a good distance away from the ice that I had nearly killed myself in. But a good chunk of it was melted, just enough to get someone out. I felt my clothes, which were surprisingly dry for the most part. Did I really fall into the water, or had I made it up? Why would I even attempt to believe such a story? I ran my hands through my hair. Wet. 

I had fallen in, and survived miraculously, but how? Had I saved my own life, and didn’t even remember doing so? Or had someone saved my life, but if that was true, where were they? Regardless, I was alive, and there must have been a good reason for it. I glanced at my hands, and knew and before looking that they were turning red, and numb. I blinked a few time, and attempted to stand up, but only in a result of landing flat on my back. My whole body was numb, so it wouldn’t be an easy task to find my way home. I took it slow, many failures but at last, I succeeded, a little shaky, but still on my feet.

Bright rays of sunlight rose from a distance, forming the most beautiful sunrise I had ever seen. But dawn had approached, so I had to hurry and make my way home. I walked as fast I could possibly go without feeling my legs, only falling a few times. Finally, after about an hour, I came into sight of the door, the horrible white door. I gave a big sigh of relief and hurried in, eager to get out of the coldness of the outside. I walked into my house, immediately being greeted with refreshing wave of heat. I slumped down after closing the door and laughed. It just felt so good to be home again. It had truly been a Christmas miracle.


I awoke later that morning, already bathed, hurried to get ready and ran down the stairs, greeted by the warm, smiling faces of my parents. The smell of bacon, eggs, and homemade gingerbread filled my nostrils, my stomach now demanding food. I ran to my parents and hugged them a good morning. I had taken life for granted, and a near death showed me all of the things I took in vain. I felt alive, ready for anything as I once had before. My parents had always been there to comfort me, and help me through anything, so understanding, and I had pushed them away, unable to see that I really needed them.

I started to sob, now aware how lucky I was to have such a family. “Honey, what’s worng?” my father asked, noticing the mini waterfall on my face. “I..I…I feel good.” Both of my parents gave each other concerned looks, but accepted my answer and my love. They had been so supportive through everything, even my long period of time absence, when I had faced countless dangers, they didn’t stop me from living my dream. Not even my way too over protective father. And when I returned, they thought that things would go back to the way they once were, but it didn’t happen. And still, they supported and put up with my behavior.
I now felt so horrible because of the way I had treated them, who showed everlasting kindness despite my abhorrent behavior.  I had been so selfish, only thinking of myself, hurting those I loved as well as myself. But it was really sad that only death itself could help me see the darkness I had wondered and lost my way in, and to find the light I had been searching for, the truth. I was again in my parents open arms and finally understood. Though I had faced the considered world’s greatest danger, I could handle my biggest danger, the fear of losing the one who I had fallen passionately in love with. I had seen the impossible, but thought a Christmas miracles were just a child’s story book. But I had been wrong, proving that really anything is possible.

I sighed as I fell back into a vast pile of wrapping paper, enjoying the loud crinkling sound and the variety of colors. My parents had treated me with a vast number of gifts, all carefully considered and a liking to my taste. I was glad things were back to normal once more. Normal meaning the way of life before Giygas, before animals went mad, the dead rose, and street signs came to life. Before I was kidnapped. Before I met Ness. Things were back to the way they once were before, I now again a girl help running a preschool with her mother and an overprotective father. And for the first time since my adventure, I was happy with the result.


I heaved myself up and gathered the remains of trash on the floor. I noticed the room was glowing with the rich, warm presence of Christmas, and smile. As I threw away the trash, I noticed a small white box with a red bow right in front of the empty, but stately tree. ‘That’s odd,’ I thought to myself, heading toward the box. I was dazed that someone who actually over look this present. I picked it up, easily fitting into the palm of my hand, a white tag hanging off the side. “To Paula.”  It was odd; there was no clue of who it was from. I untied the bow, and slowly took off the lid, eager to reveal what it held, but dragging the suspense for it was my last present. I gasped in shock and fell down, as I saw what had been concealed inside the box, my heart throbbing. The box flew out of my hand as I fell, making a soft thud as it fell. I blinked repeatedly, not sure if this was just a dream. I hesitated, but crawled over to the box, grabbed it, and looked at what it held, confused. The Franklin Badge. “There’s only one Franklin Badge,” I muttered, my hand shaking, my mind confused. I gently felt it, bearing the fact it was indeed, the real thing. I shook my head, and set the box down. I then followed instinct and ran as fast as I could to the front door, hoping to find my heart’s only desire waiting for me at the door. I eagerly swung the door open, my heart wailing. But to my complete and utter disappointment, it stood empty, leaving me in tears. I slammed the door shut, and slumped to the floor, quivering, my heart once again crushed. How could I have been so stupid? To think just because I was saved from the hands of death, I would be saved from mental torment? I sobbed, knowing that I had my hopes up, no; I actually thought I would find him, after all this time. I felt like an imbecile. I wrapped my face in my arms; knowing my parents would soon come downstairs to see what was wrong. I didn’t want them to see in such bad shape, not on Christmas. Sure enough, I heard the heavy running of footsteps coming down the stairs. “Paula, what’s wrong?” I heard my dad ask, absolute concern in the tone of his voice. “I...I...I thought he was here!” I sobbed, still buried in my arms. Seconds later, a pair of hands pulled me up, and hugged me tight. I kept my eyes closed, knowing I couldn’t bear with the sorrow on my father’s face. But it was odd, my father usually gave me bear hugs, but this was a hold me tight and never let go kind of hug. He leaned closer and whispered in my ear, “Paula, I am so sorry I hurt you.” It was strange, my father had never hurt me, so I glanced up, and everything went black.

“Paula, you can get up now.” I immediately sat up in bed, looking for the source of the voice. I sat there, breathing hard, confused hurt, and alone. I wasn’t sure if I had made it up in desperation or not. I just wanted it all to end. A gentle knock came from the door, so I immediately sprang from bed, and to the door. The door slowly opened, but I impatiently swung it open eager to find the source, resulting in surprising the figure that stood before me. Ness. I sprang onto him, holding him tight to me, his shirt absorbing my stream of joyful tears. He put his arms around me, pulling me even closer to him. Though I was filled with nothing but confusion, surprise, and love, I wanted nothing more but to hold him. It had been over two years since the bidding of farewells, and he had grown, as have I. He gently played with my hair, and hummed a gentle song, quite familiar to me. He pulled me away and looked deeply into my teary eyes, and burst into a grin. He stared at me, his eyes examining each and every difference since we last saw each other. But then his face went serious. “Paula, I am so sorry I left you so suddenly. I...” “Why?!” I interrupted; aware tears were swelling in my eyes once again. “Why did you leave me, all alone?” He sighed, knowing he had gotten himself in trouble. “It’s a long story, but I went in search of Pokey, sensing that he had something horrible in his sleeve,” he explained, his face pleading with forgiveness. “Why couldn’t you have taken me with you?” I demanded to know. “I fought the world’s evil too!”

He shook his head replying, “Pokey, threatened to hurt you, which led me to the decision of leaving. You were almost killed by the hands of Giygas, and I never wanted to put your life on the line again.” He frowned, truly upset. “If I would have known my departure would hurt you, I would have never gone…” He put his face down, determined on never letting me bear with his sorrow. “Did you find anything?” He looked up. “Huh?” “Did you find anything?” I repeated. “On your journey, did you find Pokey?” He shook his head, obviously disappointed. “What a waste of time,” I muttered, also upset that I hadn’t seen him for so long and for nothing. “Not a complete waste. I learned some new PSI over time.” He grinned playfully, “I bet I could totally beat you in a battle.” I laughed; glad to see his cheery side again.

Then I remembered the Franklin Badge and the whole dilemma afterwards. I gave him a playful punch and demanded, “How could you give me that box and then surprise me like that?” He laughed, as if that were the most humorous thing he had ever heard. “You weren’t supposed to find it then. I was upstairs talking to your parents about my arrival when I heard the door slam…” He paused, turning serious once again, a hurt and upset expression formed. “If I would have known you were doing so horribly, I swear I would have come back as soon as I possibly could…” he broke off, now seizing my hands and squeezing them tighter than he realized. He stared into my eyes, small tears forming in the edges of his.

“Paula, was I responsible for what could have been your death last night?” he whispered coldly, upset with what he thought was the answer. “What?” I curiously asked, and then gave a horrified expression as I soon knew what he was talking about. “Why did you go out last night?” he demanded in a hushed voice. “How…?” I stopped, horrified with the truth.  “Y-you,” I chocked. “You saved me?” “Yes.” He firmly stated. “But tell me, was I reason you went out last night?” He stared at me, sadly and coldly. I hesitated, knowing he wouldn’t be at all pleased with the answer, and I couldn’t lie, because he could tell when I was lying.

“Ness, please! The past is history, and the future among is among us. Let’s just focus on it…On us,” I begged, grabbing him, hugging him tight. He stared at me, his eyes cold, empty, as if he had no soul left in his remaining body. He stood there, lifeless, absorbing in the corollary of his actions. “Your reaction told me everything.” “Ness, don’t leave me again! Please! That’s why it happened! Because you weren’t there when I needed you! You abandoned me, and if you leave again…I don’t think I could handle your absence again.” I cried, hoping he would consider the thought. But he remained lifeless. “Please, stay, for me.”

He pulled me straight up, and gazed deeply into my burning red eyes. He couldn’t bear a second longer. In an instant, his soft lips were against mine. Surprised, but comfortable with his straight forward action, I gripped onto him, eager for more. I held him, still passionate and made our way toward the bed. He gently took my hands into his own, my skin relaxing from his warm, comforting body. With each second, I knew it could never be the same with anyone else, nor did I want anyone else. I kissed with throat, neck, peak of his nose, and then his lips. His lips were tender, and amazingly inviting. He too soon pulled away, causing me to let out a small groan. He sat up straight on my bed grinning a humorous smile. Ness then took his hand and reached to grab my shoulder, then pulling me closer to him. He stared out my window, admiring winter’s glorious beauty, instead of noticing only the brutal stains of its dark whiteness. I too stared, leaning my head against his rough, but soothing shoulders,, and also admiring the beauty. I scolded myself for not seeing the inner beauty of the world brought before me, knowing all of the values that could have came my way if I hadn’t been so negative, only noticing the flaws.

“Paula?” “Yeah Ness?” He stared into my eyes, lifting the soul out of my imperfect body, leaving me breathless with his inner beauty. “I couldn’t live with myself if I ever hurt you again.” I gazed at him, and gripped onto his arm. “Does that mean your not…leaving?” He smiled and stroke my damp face. “No, I’ll be at your side until you say otherwise.” I smiled, put my arms around his neck, and pulled him toward me. “I would never want you to leave.” I then pulled him toward me, and put his soft lips to mine. But disconsolately, he pulled away after a few short seconds, and reached into his pocket, pulling out a small black box. He then gently put the box in the palm of my hand, leaving me to admire and reveal what it held.

“Ness, you really shouldn’t have,” I sobbed, my eyes full of pleased tears, my heart throbbing with suspense. He smiled, and nudged my arm, eager to see the reaction when I revealed the surprise. ”But I did, so open it.” I shyly smiled, and flipped it open. A beautiful diamond necklace reflected brightly in my tears. Beautiful red diamonds formed in the shape of a heart, engraved was our initials. “Ness! It’s beautiful!” I cried, and hugged him tight. 


He laughed aloud and carefully took the necklace and pulled my hair back. I heard a tiny click and he proclaimed, “There! Beautiful, just like you!” I smiled, glad that Christmas was the time where anything could happen, even the impossible. He grabbed me and held me tight. “Paula, I love you.” “I love you too Ness. I once again held him, never willing to let go. And this time, I didn’t have to.  
