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Albert’s Noel

By Tim Mead

La veille de Noel. Christmas Eve as it was
called in this country. Well, actually, Christmas morning now.

Albert had left the closing up to his
principal sous chef, showered and changed clothes at the
restaurant, and gone to midnight mass. He disagreed with many
things about the Church. But it was the Church. And this was the
birth of the Christ. He knew he had to be there. The liturgy still
sounded strange in English, though he had been in Ohio much of his
adult life. But it was still the liturgy. And the wafer…and the
cup. Even the incense.

It took a while to get out of the church. He
could have left by a side door, but he stood in line to shake hands
with the priests. There was no reason to rush back to his empty
condo.

It was a cold night but clear, stars visible,
despite the lights of the city…unlike the previous Christmas, when
they’d had a blizzard.

As he unlocked his Peugeot and got inside,
his thoughts went back to that snowy night, just one year ago.

* * * *

In the parking lot he’d had to brush several
inches of snow off his windshield, and large flakes were still
falling. It was tricky driving home. The streets weren’t crowded at
that hour. Probably everyone was snug at home except the Catholics
and Episcopalians who had midnight services. Despite the lack of
traffic, however, he drove slowly because visibility was bad and
the roadway was slippery. A good thing, too, because suddenly he
saw a pedestrian, a male figure with snow on his head and
shoulders, leaning into the wind, carrying a backpack. He was in
the street, probably because there had been no attempt yet to plow
or salt the sidewalks.
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