             Christmas in Eagleland

	A tree adorns a living room, mistletoe and garlands festively strewn. Three stockings hang by a fire, though why one is empty, is something one would inquire. A mother and daughter sit by the tree, knowing full well they will spend Christmas solemnly. Under normal circumstances, four of them would sit as the holiday’s advances. A father and a son would sit with them as they watch the setting sun. But they are alone, and the joy has left this small home. Let us look in on that son, mayhap he’ll be here before we’re done.

A young boy sits in the light of the setting sun, and wishes his long journey was done. He thinks of his mother and sister as they light the tree and sing merrily. Eagerly he longed to return, be back home and for this he did yearn. But he cannot, a destiny too great was handed to him, and he wishes another was to be chosen, as the quest grows dim. Yet he picks up and carries on, in darkness now until the break of dawn. 

A lad in Winters sits by a desk, his best friend laying at rest. He thinks of the dreams he has, of the far off land and adventures to be had. Yet, he sits forlorn, knowing he could never hope to go out into the world, to weak and worn. So he sits at his desk, penning a letter to his father, then crumpling it up, as if to say, “Why even bother?”

A girl, hair gold as the sun, lies crying in a cell, abandoned by everyone. Her grief is immense, her sorrow intense. Her one hope, her ray of salvation, is the young boy travelling the nation.

In a land above the clouds, there sits one who is never loud. Quiet, reserved, dignified in fact, he sits and waits for his master to attack. The old man attempts a surprise attack, but is stopped by the Prince’s use of a floor mat. The old man laughs, but the prince remains seated, his eyes barely bat. The master realizes his pupil dreams of the three again, and leaves him to practice his zen. The Prince hopes for more, wishes to the ancestors to send him a purpose, let it arrive on his door.  His wishes go unheeded, his training goes on, he knows it’s needed.

The child in the home broken, his father away from home, his mother always half chocking, he waits for his brother to return, knowing full well he never will, no matter how he may yearn. His face stained with tears, his mind full of fears. He sits alone in his room as his mother’s caller makes her swoon. His brother was nice once, he remembers, but only around the month of December. But he won’t come again, he’s long gone, off in a far off city with father along. 

The boy often picked on, portly and stout, bides his time per his orders to do so, received telepathically so there is no doubt. He sits in an office lavish and posh, waiting for the time he can do away with his neighbor, for whom he wants to gain favor. Jealousy and anger have overtaken him, his past self will never reawaken.  Once a bullied child who didn’t know how to act with his friends, now the pawn of a dictator whose reign soon begins.

The mother and daughter sit in the room by the fire, the sun has set and they soon retire.  As they head off to bed, the mother looks out a window and holds her head. She swears she heard her son speak, but only for a moment and the sound was weak. She cries tears of sorrow and joy, knowing that out there safe is her little boy.

The young boy lowers his hand from his head, his psychic power level almost dead. His message was sent, however, and he nods off to sleep as he reminisces his mother.

The friend of the boy in the land cold awakes, to show him something he found that was his in days of old. A small package is produced from his coat, and inside is a device that promises hope. A ruler, something from the boy’s youth, with an engraving there as proof. The boy hugs his friend, much to the others joy, and they sit and talk of Christmases and toys.

The girl in the cell, cold and afraid, hugs her small bear, its surface somewhat frayed. She knows in her heart the boy will come, and wishes him a merry Christmas, as well as everyone.

The master returns to his pupil, holding something behind his back. He strikes a pose, expecting an attack. But none is forthcoming, the master assures, and hands him a gift, wrapped in a deep azure. The child opens it, dignified as ever, and finds a stone that is supposed to be clever. A royal jewel is given as well, and the Prince hugs his master, and they both were swell.

The small child in the home torn apart, sits outside, tending to his heart. No cardiac arrest, quite the opposite in fact, it is in need of love and that is hard to find n a house with no mat. Out by the door, I mean, please believe, rhyming like this is harder then it seems. But a glimmer of hope is there for the boy, an old dog walks up acting coy. He sees the child and makes a beeline, knowing he needs the care of a canine. The two cuddle up, the boy and King, and they listen to carolers sing.

The child who now is so cruel, waits for the time when he can rule. Power will be his, fame and fortune too, all he needs is help from you-know-who. His master it seems has promised him much, and in return will treat him as such. The child knows he is destined to be great, all he needs to know is the date. He asks Electra, his mai, to see, and she gives him the answer immediately:

    IT’S CHRISTMAS
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