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We Wish You a Merry Christmas

Milena Alexander didn’t know how she was going to deal with Christmas again. She sat in the bustling coffee shop at a tiny table by herself, sipping a skinny latte with rice milk sprinkled with cinnamon and nutmeg. She’d added too much cinnamon. It almost made her sneeze.

The woman at the next table had two squirming children, one young enough to have a diaper top poking out the top of her pants. The other not much older. The woman was texting on her phone oblivious to her two kids arguing over a teddy bear and sipping their drinks; hot chocolate from the look of the rings around their mouths.

The sound system blared the latest version of ‘We Wish You a Merry Christmas’, sung by some pop star whose voice was familiar, but she couldn’t put a name or face to. Milena was tired of hearing Christmas music. It had been nearly a month since work had started playing them. Every single day, every single minute. She could hardly wait till January.

The coffee shop was filled with people carrying huge bags of Christmas presents. All the nearby stores were having sales. Milena had thought that coming here might cheer her up, get her into the spirit of things. All she could do was look at everyone who had money to buy gifts and be content with her splurge of a latte. Christmas was miserable when there was no one to share it with. She didn’t even have enough money to buy herself out of a funk.

Christmas used to be magical for her. When had that ended? Why had she lost that?

She didn’t have to think hard about that. She’d lost the magic when Mom and Dad died on Christmas Eve. Her Christmases had been miserable ever since.

It was only four weeks away. She wanted to run away on a vacation to somewhere Christmas wasn’t celebrated. For maybe like, forever.

She’d moved out to Seattle to go to college, hoping to get hired afterwards at a tech company and be able to pay her student loans off quickly. It’d been a good plan. But she wasn’t a good enough programmer or technical writer to make the cut. Anywhere.

So she ended up staying with her college job, working at a large store selling clothes that she couldn’t really afford to wear. But she bought them anyway, because the job called for it.

Milena finished her coffee without really tasting it and left the coffee shop. She walked beneath the covered walkways out of the pouring rain. It was her day off and yet, she found herself in the same area where she worked. Better than sitting at home, doing laundry or cleaning her tiny spartan apartment once again.

It sucked to be broke and alone at Christmas. At least she didn’t have anyone she had to buy gifts for. All her formerly close friends from college had gotten jobs in California and moved down there. Now that they were working eighty hours a week, they had no time for friendships.

The wind picked up and she zipped her coat up higher around her neck, fluffing up the scarf over it. Her boots rose up over her leggings, keeping her feet dry and warm, but she needed a hat. A month ago, on a whim she’d whacked off all her hair, cutting it about an inch short all over. Then realized that perhaps she should have done that during summer. It looked cute, but wasn’t exactly practical. She’d see if she could find a hat on the discount table at work.

She walked for about three hours, around and around the shopping complex, watching the grumpy couple shopping, the woman on a mission to finish all her shopping in one trip, the newly in love couple laughing at everything.
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