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It had been five long years since Saffir had seen her Mother. Five years of resentment, regret and downright stubbornness. It was a stupid argument about something and nothing. But now enough had finally become enough. Saffir had decided to go home for Christmas, back to Tyrwen. She prided herself at the thought of being the one to make the first move. Her Mother wouldn’t expect that. It would be a surprise. Saffir hoped that they could put the past to bed and not just be Mother and Daughter but friends once again. 

She made her way through the countryside towards Tyrwen in her car. The snow hadn’t relented for a couple of days now, but the roads seemed relatively clear. As the sky dropped magenta she flicked the headlights on, and the beam picked out the snowflakes as they hurried to hit the ground. It was going to be a slow trip, but it gave Saffir the chance to think about things, to think about home, to think about the past. She recalled her childhood at Christmas time. She remembered the smell of the logs burning on the fire, the pine from the tree, and the smells emanating from the kitchen. She recalled her Father fixing the Christmas Wreath to the front door, and how he always came back into the room singing White Christmas after doing so. It was his personal Christmas ritual. She shed a tear at that memory. He was long gone and she missed him so.

The journey was becoming torturous as time passed. Saffir had lost any signal she may have had on her mobile phone. She stared ahead at the snowflakes as they collided with her car. It was as if they were trying to hypnotise her now. But no matter, she was getting closer, along that snow covered trail, closer to home. She turned the radio on for company. It was playing one of her Mother’s favourite Christmas songs. Saffir remembered it being played every Christmas when she was a child. 

The memory warmed her up inside. She couldn’t wait to get home now. Yes, it was all going to be fine when she got there. 

She was now about five miles from home. The snow hadn’t abated any, but she knew she was some yards away from Flamingo Lane. Flamingo Lane was a five mile long lane framed by hedgerows, and led to the little hamlet of Tyrwen.  Saffir worried that the lane may prove problematic for her car in this weather. As she turned into it she had her fears confirmed. The lane was pretty much impassable for vehicles. She had no choice, she was going to abandon the car and walk the rest of the trip. The snow slid off the car boot as Saffir lifted it. She reached in for her Suitcase and a bag of presents. The lid was then slammed shut and she began the walk through the snowy lane. The snowflakes gently spat in her face as she trudged on. She thought back to the argument that had sent her away from Tyrwen five years previously. It had been silly and mostly forgotten. But it had always been difficult for her Mother and her to make it up. The problem was that they were both carved from the same piece of Welsh Slate, and that made things difficult at times.   

Her legs grew heavy with the snow now, as did her suitcase. The weather grew worse and started to impair her vision. Saffir began to worry that maybe she was lost. An inner panic gripped her as she feared what she would do if she was. Flamingo Lane was her playground as a child. Summers were long and she would play for hours in the fields. In the present it was all so different, Flamingo Lane seemed to go on for ever now. She tried to take her mind off her journey by thinking what she would say to her Mother when she got there. Maybe her Mother would not welcome her? As she considered that awful thought she slipped and fell. She tried to get back up from the white icy blanket beneath her. She struggled as she had hurt her ankle. She started to cry a little, the tears froze against her cheek. She wished she was home now, more than ever. She managed to regain her stance and limped on down the lane. The pain was biting at her ankle with no consideration for her plight. And then she smelt the smoke. Up ahead through the falling snow she could see home. The windows were lit up and staring at her, smoke poured from the chimney. She began to cry again. Saffir limped up to the pathway. The Christmas Wreath was attached to the front door as always. For a second she wished it had been put there by her Father. And then the door opened. Her Mother stood there in the opening. Saffir didn’t know whether to approach her or not, for it was now she really felt the fear. Would she be turned away? Her Mother held out her arms. Saffir hobbled up to her. Her Mothers eyes were ablaze with love, and it was the unconditional sort. She gently held Saffir, warming her. It was then that Saffir spoke.

“I was so afraid”

Her Mother tightened her grip on her Daughter:

“There is no need to be afraid”

Saffir felt warmth again, her mother gently whispered a soliloquy into her ear, 

 “No Saffir, there is no need to be afraid, for out there are ships made by God. And the ships sailors out their lines, singing as they toil. And they then pull our lost souls aboard”

They went onto the house and her Mother closed the door behind them. Yes, Saffir had come home for Christmas.
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