
The Spirits of Christmas: A Tassamara Short
Story
It was a cold and dreary Christmas Eve in the small town of Tassamara.
The snow was falling heavily, and the wind was howling outside. Inside, the
townspeople were gathered in their homes, trying to stay warm and dry.

In one of the town's oldest houses, a young woman named Anya sat by the
fire, reading a book. Her name was Anya, and she was a beautiful young
woman with long, flowing hair and piercing blue eyes. She was also a kind
and compassionate person, and she loved nothing more than to help
others. She was reading a book about the Christmas spirit, and she was
feeling very sad. She had always loved Christmas, but this year, she just
couldn't seem to get into the spirit of things.
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She had lost her job a few months ago, and she was struggling to make
ends meet. She was also worried about her family. Her parents were
getting older, and her brother was fighting in a war overseas. She just didn't
know how she was going to make it through the holiday season.

As she sat there by the fire, Anya began to drift off to sleep. She dreamed
of a beautiful Christmas tree, decorated with lights and ornaments. She
dreamed of all the happy people who would be celebrating the holiday with
their loved ones. She dreamed of a world where there was no war or
poverty, and where everyone was happy and content.

Suddenly, Anya's dream was interrupted by a noise. She opened her eyes
and looked around, but she couldn't see anything. She got up and walked
over to the window, but it was too dark to see outside. She listened for a
few minutes, but she couldn't hear anything either.

Anya was about to go back to bed when she heard the noise again. This
time, it was coming from the attic. She slowly made her way up the stairs,
her heart pounding in her chest. She reached the top of the stairs and
opened the door to the attic. The attic was dark and dusty, and the only
light came from the moon shining through the window. Anya took a step
into the attic and looked around. She could see all sorts of old boxes and
furniture piled up in the corners. She could also see something else,
something that made her heart skip a beat.

In the middle of the attic, there were three figures standing in a circle. They
were all dressed in white robes, and their faces were hidden by hoods.
Anya could feel their eyes on her, and she felt a chill run down her spine.



She wanted to run, but she couldn't move. She was frozen in place, as if by
some unseen force.

The three figures began to chant, and their voices filled the attic. The words
were strange and unfamiliar, and Anya couldn't understand them. As they
chanted, the figures began to move. They floated above the ground, and
their robes flowed behind them like water. They circled Anya, their eyes
never leaving hers.

Anya felt a strange sensation come over her. She felt as if she were being
lifted off the ground. She looked down and saw that her body was
disappearing, as if it were being absorbed into the attic floor. She tried to
scream, but she couldn't make a sound. She was being taken away, and
there was nothing she could do to stop it.

The figures continued to chant, and their voices grew louder and louder.
Anya felt herself being pulled further and further away. She could see the
attic door getting smaller and smaller, and she knew that she was about to
be lost forever.

Suddenly, the chanting stopped. The figures turned to face Anya, and their
hoods fell back, revealing their faces. Anya gasped in horror as she
realized who they were.

They were the spirits of Christmas past, present, and future. The spirit of
Christmas past was a beautiful old woman with white hair and a kind smile.
The spirit of Christmas present was a young woman with long, flowing hair
and a bright smile. The spirit of Christmas future was a man with a long
white beard and a stern face.



The three spirits looked at Anya with pity in their eyes. They knew what she
had been through, and they knew that she was about to give up hope. But
they also knew that she was a good person, and that she deserved to be
happy.

"Do not be afraid, Anya," said the spirit of Christmas past. "We are here to
help you."

"We are here to show you your past, present, and future," said the spirit of
Christmas present.

"We are here to show you that there is still hope," said the spirit of
Christmas future.

The three spirits turned and walked towards the attic window. They stood
there for a moment, looking out at the falling snow. Then they turned back
to Anya and smiled.

"Come with us, Anya," said the spirit of Christmas past. "We have much to
show you."

Anya took a deep breath and followed the three spirits to the window. She
looked out at the falling snow, and she felt a sense of peace. She knew that
everything was going to be okay.

The three spirits led Anya out of the attic and into the night. They floated
above the ground, and their robes flowed behind them like water. They flew
over the town of Tassamara, and they showed Anya all the people who
were celebrating Christmas. They showed her the happy families, the
loving couples, and the children who were filled with joy.



Anya watched the people below, and she felt a warmth in her heart. She
realized that there was still hope, even in the darkest of times. She knew
that she would never forget the spirits of Christmas, and she knew that they
would always be there for her.

The three spirits flew Anya back to her house, and they landed in the yard.
They turned to Anya and smiled.

"Thank you for coming with us, Anya," said the spirit of Christmas past.

"We hope that you have learned something tonight," said the spirit of
Christmas present.

"We hope that you will never give up hope," said the spirit of Christmas
future.

The three spirits turned and walked away. They floated into the night, and
their robes flowed behind them like water. Anya watched them go, and she
felt a sense of gratitude in her heart. She knew that she would never forget
the spirits of Christmas, and she knew that they would always be there for
her.

Anya turned and walked into her house. She went to the window and
looked out at the falling snow. She smiled and felt a sense of peace. She
knew that everything was going to be okay.
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