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  To my mother and to all the little Christmas lights we’re yet to turn on.


  A brief presentation


  I have decided to write this story, basically because I love Christmas. Although I don’t have any religious connections to the period, but only a nostalgic motivation. The end of the year always brings me childhood memories, the grandparents’ house, the cousins, our playing and running through the courtyard before supper. And yes, all the food. The best food is Christmas parties’ food, including the sweets.


  I also appreciate Christmas because it represents the end of some cycles and the beginning of others. Again, there is no religious connection or, most importantly, no esoteric drive towards the subject; it is simply about organising the mind to new personal and professional phases. Such attachment to the date, to the lights and the decoration, to the snowy movies and fables, aroused in me the restlessness I needed to write something more specific.


  The wish increased itself when I revisited my picture library of nearly a decade ago and found a “Christmas photo-essay” that I made in my living room. They are high exposure close up photos of details of my Christmas tree ornaments, highlighting its Christmas balls, its star and other props that may make more sense in cold countries.


  The pictures reminded me of something else: the fact that Christmas has always generated in me some sort of internal melancholy. The colourful and the white lights, the wreaths, the crowns, the nativity scene sets… All of which produced in me an inexplicable sensation of sadness. A good kind of sadness, though, if that’s even a thing. A bittersweet flavour, which no other time of the year could reconstitute.


  I’ve used one of the photos as the cover of this book, A Festive Evening, since it depicts so well such particular feeling. I also felt that I needed to drink from some melancholic Christmassy source in order to write what I had in mind. Then I remembered Charles Dickens’ Victorian classic A Christmas Carol.


  The tale is about a miser old man who loathes Christmas and is visited by three spirits on Christmas Eve. Each one of them shows him different points in time, since his youth and his love for Christmas, going through his current days and reaching a future of solitude and sorrow. Besides, the 19th of December of 2018 marks the 175th anniversary of the first releasing of this classic.


  The moment couldn’t be more appropriate. Some may call it luck or destiny. I’d rather call it a Christmas gift.


  Mário Bentes


  A Festive Evening


  “Old git”, murmured Olga, startled, as soon as she woke up with her father’s screaming. She should’ve been used to it by then, but she wasn’t. The old man woke up early, every day, coming into her bedroom, shutting her fan off and opening her only window altogether. “Let the fucking sunlight come in”, he said, as if thinking out loud, and not as if she was supposed to listen. Just as how he listened to her “old git” muttering, on his left side, while she moved away from the blankets and put her sandals on. She didn’t say it that loudly, she only whispered in a tone audible enough and at the right time, for when he turned to get out of the bedroom, with his left ear in her direction – his right one was deaf.
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