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Christmas Season 2eeerene

by Loretta Casteen
By Jay Lake 5 vy 2007
17 June 2002 g oty
Every year come the Friday after begins to cough and choke.

Thanksgiving, Pawpaw getsto cleaning his L ocked Doors
shotgun. "MillieAnn," he dwaystelsme, _ _
"thisis gonnabe our best Christmas ever.” by Stephanie Burgis
What he meansiswell eat Chrismas

sausage for months. That's good. Daddy 1 Jenuary 2007

don't earn much, and we won't take You can never |et anyone
government handouts, so we don't get food suspect, hismother told him.
stamps or nothing. That wasthefirgt rule she

taught him, and the lat,
before sheleft him here
donewith It.

Pawpaw is Mas Daddy. On account of Ma
dying when | was four and Daddy'swork on
the ail rigs keeping him away so much,

Pawpaw pretty much raises me himsgif. Heroic Measures

Pawpaw sitstheresinging "On Comet, on -y M githew Johnson
Cupid, on Donder and Blitzen" while he
cleansthe barrd of hisold ten-gauge. He 18 December 2006

likes carols about reindeer and Santals _
degh. Pale as he was, it was hard

to believe he would never
"Up on the housetop, click, dlick, click,” as risefromthisbed. Evenin
he |oads the shotgun shells. Pawpaw smiles  the darkest times, she had
a me. "Next year, Millie Ann, when youre never redly feared for him;
thirteen, you can hdp mewith therdloads” he had dways been strong,

_ _ o strong.
"Thank you, Pawpaw." Thisseemslikea

good timeto ask. "Can | cometonight?l  Love Amongthe Talus
hate staying with Aunt Gemma. Her trailer .
smellslike cat peeand her cookiesare Py Elizabeth Bear

dwayssae” 11 Decernber 2006

Pawpaw smacks hislipsashe staresat me.
That means he'sthinking. "1 reckon you're
old enough thisyesr, girl."

Nilufer raised her eyesto his.
It was not what women did
to men, but shewas a

"Goodiel" Pawpaw doesn't think I'm alittle Princess, and hewasonly a

kid any more. | grinso hard my tegthfed ~ bandit. "l wanttobea.
liketo fdl out. Witch," shesaid. "A Witch

and not aQueen. | wishto

Itsredl early Saturday morning, so early it's Penot loved, but wise. Tell
amost ll Friday. Our hunting blind is at the Your bandit lord, if he can
edge of sometreesabovealong, doping ~ givemethat, | might accept
field with more trees at the bottom. There's ahisgift”

few other blinds around. When we got here : . .

those folks made abig fuss over my firgt QarCCE' ;/oecé/Fli/cél(())n Dating
Christmas season. That was nice, and it —_—
made me fed important. Now it's so cold my
hands ache. Pawpaw drinks coffee to keep
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