
 

 

 Warmth 
 
 The glow of the fireplace wrestled against Laura’s blinking Christmas lights. Laura’s 
husband wanted her to bring along some spirit with her for the holidays. So she did, the lights. She 
knew that any efforts in doing what her father used to, would be like accommodating an itch with 
blunt fingernails. So, she saved her energy. 
 Startled from a sudden crepitation of the flame, she adjusted her eyes after blindly watching 
Elf with her family, each cuddled up on a couch. The murmur of soft snores, Christmas carols and 
ripping wrapping paper had flooded the lounge room; drowning Laura with unease. She struggled 
in her endeavour to climb out of her hollow feelings from the day's celebrations.  
 Through careful movements, her blanket was left flat and lifeless, and the balls of her feet 
ached as she tiptoed. The TVs glare drew a path for her to follow into the kitchen safely until she 
could turn on a light. 
 With only thoughts as company, her weakness and vulnerability were exposed, with air 
heavy enough to bruise her. Mixtures of aromas from cold turkey and salad dressing changed to a 
familiar smell... gingerbread. She followed the smell to discover a gingerbread house. Setting it 
free out of its weak, white box, exposed pink candy-striped walls with white trimming overflowing 
with sweets.  
 She traced the smooth edges of each wall, just as she’d do as a child. Picking off the sugar 
coated chocolates off its roof evoked blurred visuals of two young girls. Sudden snapshots flashed 
in her mind of unbreakable smiles and laughter. These girls seemed inseparable, and gave off a 
certain warmth that travelled from the bottoms of her feet, through her body, and out her chest. 
Does she know these girls? Had she babysat these girls?  
   Her vision began to focus, and her mind rekindled. The fuzzed images of the girls swiftly became 
vivid memories of her and her sister, Remi. These reminiscences let out euphoric sensations that 
infiltrated through the pores of her skin and kept her toasty.  
 But only for a moment.  
 Memories instantly morphed into Remi's heartbreaking sobs and filled sickness in Laura. 
Glancing through the doorway, she observed Remi rested against the couch cushion in a deep 
slumber. She had forgotten her relentless bullying of her sister... 
 The heartless attacks inflicted upon her sister ruined the relationship with her dad. To 
envision their last joyous moment spent when her father was alive was like looking for stars during 
the day; hopeless and disappointing. Tearing apart her dad created wounds that never healed; and 
by the time Laura matured, the tension lingered around them both endlessly. In an attempt to 
alleviate her ache, she continued to destroy the gingerbread house. 
 Muffled in the background, Laura heard the credits of the movie play. As she went to turn 
off the TV, the box previously bordering the dessert, fell off the table. Landing on its side, Laura 
noticed a receipt hidden inside the flaps of the box sway onto the floor. Reaching down, she 
witnessed it was dated two years ago, and hoped it was not expired. She suddenly noticed a tiny 
scribble in the corner, immediately recognising it as her father's handwriting, and discovered the 
message: 
 ‘Decorate with Remi on Christmas morning.'  
 She suddenly felt the weight of the world in the receipt. Goosebumps rose on her skin; she 
hadn't felt love from her dad in years. After one tear escaped, the rest followed in an unbroken 
stream. At last, the trapped grief for her father broke free. She allowed herself to remember the 
crevices that would form as he smiled, the way he never laughed without clapping, and his long 
white beard that made people stop him in the street to ask if he was Santa Claus.  
 After her cathartic release, Laura stepped out of the memories of her father. Placing the 
remaining pieces of the dessert onto a plate, she followed the path of light back into the lounge. 
She tapped her sister's shoulder lightly, causing Remi to leave her dreams. Laura's eyes spoke the 
words she couldn't, and Remi understood. Strength in their arms, they wrapped around each other. 
They could feel the life in each other; blood pumping in their veins. Letting go, they snuggled under 
the blanket, and the two mimicked the earlier snapshots in Laura's mind. As they sat eating the 
gingerbread house, she saw the emptiness weighing her down all day, had disappeared.  
 
 
 


