
Cupids Doubt and the Impending Doom 

by: Peter Addison 

 I feel cold and hungry and tired, but mostly I feel cold.  Sometimes 

when you feel cold you need to put a blanket on you and then you wont feel 

cold anymore, but I don’t have a blanket so I use my wings and they make 

me feel a little bit warmer.  I like my wings.  I like wrapping them around 

me even when I am not cold because they can hide me.  Sometimes you 

shake when you feel cold but sometimes you shake because you are scared.   

 I feel scared.  I don’t want to be here anymore. 

 Most of the time I like bunnies.  They are fluf fy and soft and they 

have cute faces and their whiskers twitch all around and it’s funny and that 

make me laugh, but tonight the bunny isn’t cute.  Tonight he just makes me 

feel scared.  

 “There is…z…z…zzz no way…that red red, nutcracker lover is go…

go…goin’ to live another year if I…I…I, I gott-tttsss tsssss anythin’ ta 

says…zz..zzz bout it!” 
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 When we first arrived here everyone said we needed to talk quietly 

but the bunny wasn't whispering.  He was talking loud and so then I 

squeezed my wings around me a little bit tighter because I got even more 

scared because then he lifted his foot up, up, up into the air and smashed it 

down onto the table and it made a loud noise and everyone’s glasses jumped.  

Then the bunny was quiet.  Well he was quiet for a little bit and he looked 

like he was made of jello and his head swung around like it was dancing.  

And then he tilted his head to the side even though it was still wobbling. 

Then he opened just one eye and it was really red.  I tucked my feet tight 

under the stool and crossed them because… I don’t know why. 

  I think he’s looking at me.  I should leave, but nobody else is 

leaving.   

 The bunny pushed his hand across the table and I though he was 

going to fall out of his chair.  He did it real slow, and he was pushing it 

across the table and then he reached for his drink but he nocked it over 

instead. 

 “I…I…I’ll do-it-m…m….m…myself if I gotta.” 
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 Then he started to cry.  So then I let my feet and my wings fall 

down again because he wasn’t as scary when he was crying.  I was going 

to say something. I felt like I could tell him that it was ok because cleaning 

up his drink would be easy and nobody got wet because he drank almost all 

of it anyway and he could just order another one, but I didn’t say anything.  

I didn’t want to be the one to talk.   

 I don’t want to look dumb.   

 He cried for only a little bit and kept saying, “Easter is dying, 

Easter is dying,” over and over again.  And then he yelled, “Bastard is 

goin’ ta die before next Christmas!” 

 And then real fast he lifted his arm up again and this time when he 

brought it down it missed the table but his body went forward and his face 

smashed into the table and the glasses jumped again and he fell asleep.  He 

snored. 

 I looked over at Darragh.  He took a big drink from his cup and I 

think he said, “The Easter Bunny is right.”  I’m pretty sure that’s what 

he said.  Sometimes I can’t understand him.  He talks like he’s singing or 

something.  And he never takes his pipe out of his mouth so I think that 

�3



makes him talk weird too, I think.  And then he looked over both 

shoulders but there was still nobody inside here with us.   

 “St. Patrick knows he can’t hold his liquor but the bunny is right!” Is 

what he said and he was shaking a fist but he had his finger pointing up 

and it was shaking really fast.  It was vibrating.  And then he just stopped 

real quick.  He stopped shaking his finger and he pushed his green hat up 

with it and then he looked at all of us one at a time, real slow.   He looked 

mean too but I didn’t feel scared anymore. I like Darragh.  We are the 

same size and he is always dancing and singing and I just want him to like 

me and think I’m cool.  So when he looked at me I nodded. 

 Then the bunny did a long snore. 

 “We have been talking about this for decades lads.  Talking and doing 

nothing!”   

 Then the rest of the guys all said “Yes,” and they all nodded too.   

 And so Darragh stood up on his stool and said, not whispering as 

quietly this time, “When my friends, when is it going to be our time?  

When do we get a chance to stand in the spotlight?  When are we going 

to get a chance to be number one?  Are we going to continue doing nothing, 
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just hoping and praying for a miracle, hoping and praying that people will 

magically open their minds and take us seriously and celebrate us more than 

him? Or are we going to do something about it?” 

 I nodded again and looked at everyone and hoped they thought I was 

cool.  I think they did because they all nodded at me too. 

 Then everyones faces glowed yellow and orange because Jack-o’ was 

going to say something.  I like when he talks.  Everyone glows and his 

voice sounds like he’s really far away, like he’s standing way down at the end 

of a long hallway or something like that, and it sounds real deep.  He takes 

a long time to say things.  

 “So, it is decided then.”  

 I was still nodding my head but I stopped when he said, “We are 

going to kill Santa Clause.” 

 And then I felt more scared than before.  More scared than when 

the bunny was talking and hitting the table but I didn’t want to fold my wings 

around me again.  I didn’t want anyone to think I was hiding.  I didn’t 

want to kill anybody, especially not Santa, but I wanted to be friends with 

these guys and I wanted them to like me too.  
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 Fred made his gobbling talk and pecked the table and the bunny made 

another loud snore and I scooted down on my stool as far as I could.   

 I want to leave. 

 “Aye, and its about bloody well time too.  Saints be praised and 

aligned with us on this venture lads, we’ll need all the help we can get.  

Santa’s no joke.  That Christmas magic is serious stuf f, not to be taken 

lightly lads, not to be taken lightly at all.” 

 “Gobble gobble gobble!” 

 “Yes, we could do that Fred, but that might get a little messy.  

Perhaps we trick him into eating a poisoned treat?  Candy canes, cookies, 

even milk would do.” 

 “I wonder if the five of us could just beat and batter him until he bled 

and bruised the color of the rainbow.Then we just leave him for dead?  I’ll 

donate a couple of me gold coins to place over his eyes.” 

 “Gobble gobble gobble.” 

 I can’t say anything.  I feel so sick to my tummy.  I want to leave.  

I wonder if they would notice.  But they would notice and then they wouldn’t 

think I was cool anymore and they wouldn’t want to be my friend.  I feel so 
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sick.  I can’t help it.  I cover myself with my wings but I do it really 

slowly, so nobody thinks I’m scared.  I think I’m nodding. 

 “Aye, it has to be an ambush.  That’s most likely the best way.” 

 “Gobble gobble.” 

 “Yes, but he must be deadly tired the day of Christmas as well. He 

has to be exhausted after delivering all those presents.”  

 “True as that may be Jack-o’, I believe Fred’s onto something.  You 

never see the fat man in warm weather.  He must be weakest there or 

maybe his magic doesn’t work there!  But the question is how do we get him 

to a hot spot?” 

 And then everyone stopped talking and we all turned our heads 

because a big voice from the dark corner of the tavern said, “I’ll tell you 

how. Milk and cookies of course.” 

 I knew everyone felt weird as me because we all thought we were 

alone in here. 

 “But warm weather wouldn’t do for such an event as what you boys 

are proposing. A battle like that,a war as it would be, must take place 

somewhere extra special. It must take place in a barren, desolate area, 
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devoid of life and prying eyes.  A sterile place where nobody and nothing 

can get in the way because a battle as epic as the one you are planing would 

most definitely bring about some collateral damage.  Not to mention your 

popularity, which is what this is about after all, is going to take a massive 

hit if you are indeed successful in eliminating the big guy and people know it 

was you who did it.  After all, he’s not number one for no reason.  People 

adore Santa.”  

 “Who…?”  said Jack’o, but he didn’t say any words after that.  And 

even though his mouth was open, somehow it was still dark inside and we 

couldn’t see who was talking to us. 

 And then Darragh pulled his pipe out of his mouth and I think it’s 

the first time I ever saw him that way and then he said, “Hey, who are 

you sitting in that corner and how did you get in here?”  

 But the voice from the darkness didn’t say anything. So we just 

looked at each other, for a little bit, and then the voice said, “I just got one 

question for you boys.”  And then he lit a match and I felt so sick. 
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 “The question is not who I am.  The question is,” and he brought 

the matchup to his face and lit a cigar but I already knew who it was 

because of his red and white coat.  “You boy’s seriously think you can win?” 

 And then he started ho ho hoing  and now I wish I would have left 

but I’m too scared to move anymore.   
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