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It was the week before Christmas, and as usual, everyone was excited about the special singing event that took place every year on Christmas Eve at our church. We would all sing Christmas carols on stage in front of our relatives and other community members. The event was coupled with a charity event. Gave money collected at the event to the orphanage that the church had started to help the children at the orphanage celebrate Christmas just like everyone else.
This Christmas, however, I was not in the mood to join in the festivities. I felt that it was too childish and would better spend my time doing other things. Things were more suitable for my age. I had just turned eighteen, and I felt that Christmas was for kids. I did not decorate and clean the church even after my friend Robert begged me to join him. I laughed at his face and called him a wimpy kid. I had decided not to prepare for such a childish holiday in any way. I did not help pick out a Christmas tree, I did not participate in the Secret Santa plan, and I did not give out invitations to people to attend church on Christmas Eve. I did not even help with the decorations.
I felt too mature for it that night when I went to sleep. I woke up to the sound of knocking at my closed door.  Someone was rapping out the Jingle Bells song on my door. In my curiosity, I got up and opened the door. Standing outside was the strangest of sights—a candy cane dressed in a pink gown. I immediately thought it was a prank and was about to close the door when I heard a voice. A perky feminine voice coming from the candy cane sounded sweet and alluring. It spoke and introduced itself as the spirit of Christmas past. To my astonishment, I muttered that Christmas was for kids and a waste of time. I tried to close the door again, but the candy cane jumped up and whacked my arm.
I closed my eyes, waiting for the pain, but I didn't feel it. When I opened my eyes again, we were no longer in my bedroom. It looked like our church but newer. We were standing right in front of the whole congregation. I tried to get away, but the candy cane held me in place. Then I saw it a young clone like the version of me about ten years old, running onto the stage, dragging along another kid who looked like Robert's ten-year-old clone on the stage. It was a memory, right before my eyes. A memory I had forgotten. It had been my idea to go onto the stage and sing a Christmas song with my friend. I remember the hours I put into coming up with the words for the song, and Robert thought of the dancing style we would use. It was a hit. Everyone was so proud of us. After that, they all decided to make it an annual thing, and gradually, more kids participated in the event, and we even got gifts sometimes for best performances. We got so many gifts that the church decided to use the event for fundraising money for an orphanage, and that is how it has been ever since. 
I was reminded of how happy and excited I was when celebrating Christmas with my entire family and group of friends and how good it felt to help out in the community. I wanted to stay longer, but the candy cane insisted that it had plenty of other duties that night, and before I could protest more, it jumped up and whacked my other arm, causing me to closed my eyes again. When I opened my eyes, the talking candy cane was nowhere to be found. So I went back to bed, thinking it was my mind playing tricks on me.
No sooner had my head hit the pillow than I heard another knocking on the door. This one was rapping out the famous we wish you a merry Christmas song on the door. I went to open the door, expecting that it would be the candy cane again. There was no one on the other side of the door. I was about to turn around, determined to look up symptoms for crazy people, when I felt something tugging at the helm of my trousers. I looked down, and there it was. 
A short elf-like creature was wearing a Santa clause costume. Its old beady little eyes were looking up at me in joyful glee. It looked like a Christmas ornament, comforting, beautiful, somehow alive. I never even noticed my arm reaching down to pick it up, but as soon as my arm got close enough, it slapped it away. We were no longer in my room again. I looked around bewildered and noticed that it was daytime. We were close to the church. The elf was standing by my feet. Its voice was warm and stern with a southwestern accent. It introduced itself in the spirit of Christmas present. I wondered if the candy cane had sent him here. I also wondered why they were so obsessed with the holiday.
I wanted to go back to my warm, comfortable room, and sleep. I did not care about Christmas. The elf looked at me again with curiosity and asked me to first go behind the church. It pushed me forward before I could protest. In front of me was a small group of kids talking excitedly. I moved forward to listen. I noticed Robert in the middle of the group of kids whom I had never seen before. And he was teaching them some dance moves. One of the kids kept missing the steps being taught. It looked like he was waiting for something because he kept looking at the fence. He finally gave up pretending to dance and ran up to Robert. I heard him ask Robert if I was going to show up to practice today. 
There was a song he had written that he wanted my advice on. Robert looked a little sad as he apologized and told him that I was too busy today. The boy looked just about to cry, but when Robert told him that he had told me about him and I had promised to come by tomorrow, his face lit up immediately, and he went back to continue learning the dancing steps with this friends. I asked the elf who those kids were. It said that they were all orphans. They all lived in the orphanage that the church had started. This year, they would participate in the annual music festival that the church held to help fund the orphanage. The elf said that the boy was called Billy, and he was one of the first kids to enter the orphanage. Since he was a baby, he has been at the orphanage, and he is now nine years old. The nuns had told him how Robert and I first sang at the church, which led to the annual music festival that funded the orphanage. Billy looked up to Robert and me because of that. Unfortunately, he had been too shy to introduce himself, so he decided to write a song as an excuse to get close to me. I wanted to go up to Billy right then, but the elf jumped and hit my other hand, and I was back in my room.
I felt a little sad for Billy, who wanted to meet me but hadn't yet. Maybe I would go by the orphanage tomorrow, But not for Christmas carols. They were too childish for me. I decided to go to sleep. Tomorrow I would teach Billy better songs. I sat on my bed and was about to fall asleep again when I heard a knock on my door. This one was rapping out the Nat King Cole song on the door. I wondered if I would ever get any sleep tonight as I went to open the door. I saw the back of a long cloak. It looked spooky and dark. Instead of feet, dark licorice came out at the bottom of the cloak. It was dripping something dark and thick. It looked like licorice soup. I was terrified. I stood there rooted to the ground, unable to move or take my eyes away from it. It turned around swiftly and smacked my hand with its licorice arm. We weren’t in my room again. We were at a burnt down building, and there was soot everywhere.
 It looked abandoned and lonely like no one has ever been to the place. It took me a while to notice that it was at the same location as our church. I was stunned with disbelief. I looked at the cloak and asked how this could be possible in a faint voice. The cloak lifted its licorice arm slowly and eerily, and a piece of paper floated towards us. I caught it and noticed that it was an old newspaper. On the front was a picture of the church burning.
The paper read that a local boy died in a tragic fire accident at the church. I quickly read through it in dread to see who it was, and right there at the other side of the paper was a picture of Robert. It has been taken during one of his birthdays. I looked at it in horror, realizing that my friend Robert was dead! It said that he died trying to save the orphans who had come to perform at the church. He got trapped inside by the fire, and the firefighters could not find him to rescue him. You could see the children crying, covered in soot in the picture. Among them was Billy trying to get into the church but being held back by adults. The cloak spoke in a hoarse hissy voice. It said it was my entire fault.
[bookmark: _GoBack]I cried in horror, denying responsibility for such a tragedy. It continued to speak unforgivingly, saying that I taught Billy songs I thought were more mature and trending. Billy saw all the fireworks and lights used by those musicians, and to impress me, he bought some firecrackers from the older boys at the orphanage and brought them to church. He lit them next to the church curtains before running onto the stage to sing. The fire spread quickly from there to the boiler room, causing an explosion. It said my friend's death was on me. I did not want to believe it. It had to be a dream, and I wanted to wake up. The cloak laughed at me maliciously as it informed me that I never even went to the church for the music festival. It said that the orphanage was soon closed down, and all the children living there were ordered to fend for themselves.  I lifted my arms in desperation, trying to close my ears, and my arm accidentally hit one of its arms. I was immediately thrown back into my room. 
I was crying miserably, and I could not stop. Then my eyes landed on my phone, and I noticed that it was not yet Christmas Eve. It was morning, and I realized that I still had time to change. I wanted to change for both Billy and Robert. I could do better. I did not want the events that the spirit of Christmas future had shown me to become real. I wiped my tears and walked out to look for Robert. I was determined to never again be a Scrooge during Christmas. No matter how old I got, I would never again underestimate the feelings of others.
