As the cool winter air shifted, a pleasant music carried with it, echoing throughout the sky as the sun began to set behind the mountains of Tazmily. Stars glistened and shined as night enveloped over the town. The cheerful townsfolk commemorated with family and friends as they celebrated another year of good wealth and fortune. Single men took shelter from the new snowfall in the warmth of Jackie’s Bar while family men spent time with their dearly beloveds.
However, as the village rejoiced during this joyous holiday and the closure of the year, one family was struck with a formidable grief, sorrow weighing on their poorly mended hearts. Up on the cliff at the edge of the town perched a new grave, a lone boy sitting before it. He was bundled in many layers of mismatched clothes and rubbed his hands together as they were encased in mittens with numerous holes from years of use. The sunflowers surrounding the grave had withered from winter’s cold, all life fading.
It had been this boy’s first year alone and he longed for nothing more than to feel his mother’s comforting arms wrap around him as she showered him and his brother in love. Yet, he sat alone at his deceased mother’s grave, the sound of laughter and celebration haunting him just beneath the hill past the cemetery. Though he was all alone this year, he did not wish others to have a wretched time as he, rather, he wished the others would find comfort in this holiday’s warmth and would truly appreciate the family they had. The boy smiled every so often as kind scenarios would play in his mind from time to time, but he would not be celebrating with the town tonight; he would be spending it with his family.


As men in the bar had their fair share of the nog and boldly sang carols, rocking back and forth with their neighbors joining in with mugs held high, the boy reminisced about the previous years. He spoke to his mother about the most memorable times they all had together as a family. He told of the many presents, beautifully wrapped, as he and his brother sat and opened them while their dog slept by the fire roaring in its pit. The boy remarked about the times his father and grandpa would get into an argument about who was most fit to slice the stuffed holiday bird. His tender voice held the feeling of the anticipated awakening on the eve of Christmas. He and his brother would stay up late, talking excitedly of what presents were in store for the two until they passed out from exhaustion. The boys would bounce in their seats impatiently as their mother served her famous omelets for breakfast before presents were to be opened. As he recalled such heart-felt memories, a hot tear slid down his face and burned his cheek.


“Momma, I miss you so much,” he wept, brushing the oncoming drops from his eyes with his arm. “If you were still here, Claus would never have run off and Dad would be home and we could go back to the ways things were…” Though he spoke such words, he knew the thought was nothing more than a dream that had died just as fast as the sunflowers. So, as the town just beneath him celebrated without a care, there at the grave, the boy grieved, alone.


“I think he’s up here,” a voice called out just from the bottom of the hill, followed by the barking of a dog and another set of footsteps. Within a few seconds, two familiar faces appeared before the boy and a dog ran to him, overjoyed to see his friend.


“Uncle Lighter! Fuel! What are you doing here?” the boy asked as the dog sprang at him and licked his face. The dog’s hot breath tingled against the boy’s ice cold skin. “Hey, Boney!”


“Lucas, what are you doing up here?” Lighter smiled. “Come on, boy. The real party is in town! Let’s go!” He started to walk away, but he noticed Lucas had yet to move and instead buried his head into his knees. “Lucas, what’s wrong? Why do you want to stay here in the cold so badly?”
Lucas chose not to respond and remained silent. Lighter glanced over at his son, Fuel, who shrugged while Boney whimpered as he attempted to comfort the miserable boy.
“He’s not home, is he?” Lighter sighed, gazing at the boy with sympathy. Lucas could not possibly hold back the tears any longer and they came bursting out, full force. A long wail escaped the boy’s lips and echoed through the night sky, clashing with the holiday music. Each tear felt like fiery blades slicing through his frozen flesh, but he could not hold back. The boy wrapped his little arms around his dog and cried into the mutt’s fur as Boney snuggled his snout into his shoulder. Lighter could hear the soft sobs of the child amplifying within the course of seconds. When Lucas looked back at him, his chin quivered violently and his body trembled with a mixture of tears and snot running down his face.
“I miss them!” Lucas bawled, crying aloud, unable to suppress his tremendous sorrow any longer. “I miss my family so much, Uncle Lighter!” Fuel was unsure how to react, looking back and forth between Lucas and his father. Lighter walked over to the poor weeping boy and crouched down so their eyes met. Lucas gazed at him with watery eyes, Lighter patted him on the head and playfully messed up his hair.

“Come on, Lucas,” he said, rising to his feet. “Let’s go.” Lighter offered his hand to the lonely child, who hesitantly accepted the gesture. The boy looked back at his mother’s grave when Lighter started tugging him away and sniffled when the grave disappeared from his sight. Lucas lowered his head and hid his eyes while the trio passed by the many people in town square, gleeful and gay. His pooch had disappeared as well; the pup’s attention-span short. The boy looked up at Lighter when they passed the inn, as it was his current home, but the man shook his head, “The villagers have partied a bit too much.” Lucas understood of course, he was referencing alcohol.
The boy nearly stopped out of discomfort, but the three men left the square entirely and headed to the southern part of town. Lighter and Fuel nearly smiled and pulled the poor boy along. The dog finally caught up, exhausted from eating the scraps of food carelessly dropped in the square. Finally, the boys had made it to the house perched above the ocean’s tides, waves clashing against the cliff from just below. Dear timid little Lucas’ heart raced as they approached the old wooden door with a missing knob; he felt as though thousands of little crystallites were hatching in his tummy and their newly-developed wings flapped in anticipation.
Once more did the boy look up at Lighter with pleading eyes, but his uncle merely nodded his head, an unusually warm smile still present upon his scruffy face. Little Fuel pushed on the door, a heavy blast of warm air stinging the boys as It swung open. Boney gave a quick howl in excitement as he ran inside the cozy cottage, skidding slightly on the hand-woven rug before curling up at the perch of the fire pit, flames highly ablaze; the fire had just been lit. Lucas noticed, and said not a word, but joined his dog for warmth, Fuel following. The children stared as the flames flicked and bounced like it has a soul of its own. The dog yawned loudly and nuzzled his snout into his furry little arms, the boys soon conking their noggins together as they fell in slumber, side-by-side. 
Lighter rocked in the finely carved oak chair, smiling at the two scamps. Being careful not to stir the two, he stood from his seat and quietly ventured outside, the curious dog poking his head up to watch him depart. Boney yawned once more and went back to sleep, his legs twitching as he dreamed of another sun-filled day.

Later in the night, Lucas awoke as he heard faint whispering coming from the other side of the room. The fire had nearly died down at this point, a few flames still crackling under the charred logs. Sleepily rubbing his eyes, Lucas gazed over at the source of conversation, making out two tall figures with faces hidden within the shadows. 
“I don’t know about this.”

“Come on! It’s a holiday.”

“I know, but…”

The whispers stopped abruptly when the two realized the boy who stared intently at them, still attempting to make out the identities. One of the men stepped from the darkness, Lighter, who crouched down next to the boy.

“Lucas, there’s someone here to see you.”

With a long sigh, Flint emerged from the shadows, forcing a smile at the young boy. Lucas’ eyes widened in surprise, his body troubled at how to react. Flint studied the dear boy, also curious as to how he would respond to his sudden appearance. Looking Lucas over, Flint smiled endearingly as he gazed into his eyes.

‘They look like your mother’s…’

Lucas was unsure what to do or how to respond, so Flint finally took the incentive and fell to his knees in front of him, embracing the boy into a long heart-felt hug. Lucas was even more shocked by this sudden outburst, but he burrowed his tiny head into Flint’s chest and let the tears stream down his worn shirt, which carried the thick scent of pine. Flint held him, allowing him to cry, just this once.

“I love you, Dad!” Lucas bawled, grabbing onto his father’s shirt.

“I love you too, Lucas,” he responded softly, running his hand through his child’s mangled hair, a few tears sliding down the old man’s cheeks. Lighter moved to his boy, who had finally stirred, gazing upon the torn family who finally started to mend. Fuel gazed at his own father, who placed the little boy in his lap. Boney too had awoken and looked at his master’s and felt the warmth in his own canine heart.
That night, a lone sunflower, looming over Hinawa’s grave, bloomed, despite the cold. A gentle wind brushed past its tall stalk, a silent prayer passing.
“I love you, Dad.”

I love you too, Son.”

