Excerpt from Santa’s Prayer:

I’m dreaming of a White Christmas ... Bing Crosby’s mellow crooning floated through the mall and made Delia think of the classic movie she and her family watched every year. What more fitting way to spend a cold Sunday in Connecticut? Dad always fixed a big bowl of popcorn and Mom heated up hot chocolate for all of them to drink. She sighed. It would be a relief when her parents got back from their cruise. Not having her family around had made Thanksgiving Day a total drag.


“Earth to Delia,” Frances’ voice brought her back to the present.


“I’m sorry, I was just thinking—“


“Don’t tell me. You were thinking of Nicholas B. Jackson again. Come on, honey. I know his Southern drawl stole your heart, but you’re the one who told me it’s over. You’ve got to move on.”


Delia forced a smile as they threaded their way through the crowds of people at Village Mall. She did not need to be reminded of her romantic problems. Especially on the biggest shopping day of the year. As General Manager for the mall, she had plenty of crises to distract her. “Actually you’ve jumped to the wrong conclusion. I was thinking about Mom and Dad.”


“Sure you were.” Frances winked and patted her arm. “I understand. Everyone misses their loved ones during the holiday season. Parents, siblings, friends, and...um...other friends. That’s why I insisted you join me for lunch.”


Delia gritted her teeth and reminded herself that she and Frances had been best friends since the second grade. Frances had been a newcomer, arriving in Snowbound Village in the middle of the school year. She had been tiny even then, and some of the other kids had teased her relentlessly about her red hair, comparing her to the freckle-faced icon of a national hamburger chain. Delia had sided with Frances and together they had vanquished the bullies. That day had cemented their friendship, and the two girls had been practically inseparable ever since.


“Speaking of ‘other friends,’ I imagine you’ve talked to my brother since I have. When’s he supposed to get back here?” Delia’s smile broadened at the blush on Frances’s face. It was a source of great satisfaction to her that Frances and Carl had lately begun to act like a pair of lovebirds. For years she had hoped they would quit competing against each other and admit that they made the perfect couple. She resolutely pushed away the painful fact that she had also recently thought she and Nick made a perfect couple.


Frances fanned her red cheeks. “You need to speak to someone about the temperature in the mall. It’s gotten awfully hot in here.”

