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Christmas Past & Present

By Cancer

“You sure?”  Jack looked at the occupant of the truck’s passenger seat.  

“Yes, Jack.” Was the reply.    Jack exited the truck and hurried round to the passenger side.  He firmly wrapped an arm round Daniel's waist as he helped him out.

“You know Fraiser will kill me if she finds out about this.”  Jack muttered as they slowly made their way up the path towards the entrance to the church.

Daniel gave a small smile.  “Only if someone tells her and I won’t be saying anything.”  He gripped the hand rail and carefully climbed the four steps up to the doorway.  Jack gave a silent sigh of relief as Daniel cleared the final step. He then took a programme and hymn book from the man waiting at the door.  Inside another person was waiting to guide them to a pew,  Jack waited until Daniel was settled before he sat and began to check out the programme.

“You gonna be ok with this, Jack?”  Daniel asked quietly.  Jack looked puzzled and Daniel pointed to the children’s section of the programme.

Giving a small smile, Jack nodded.  “It been a while now, Daniel.  I’ll be fine.” 

Under the guise of checking out the rest of the programme Jack checked out Daniel.  He was sat carefully keeping as much pressure off his back as he could.  PSX-666 had lived up to it’s designation and a merry band of Jaffa had been waiting for them as they had exited the gate.  There had only been enough time for Carter to dial it up again before the firing had started.  Daniel had been hit in the back as he had dived through the event horizon. Fraiser had allowed him out of the infirmary because it was Christmas Eve, but it had been with strict instructions he rested as much as possible.

Jack didn’t think Fraiser’s idea of resting as much as possible would include sitting in a drafty church attending a Christmas Eve service.  But, after what Daniel had been through the last few months there was no way Jack was going to deny him this.

The organ started playing Once in Royal David’s City and with Jack’s help Daniel stood.  A strong baritone voice started to sing on his right making him jerk in surprise.  Daniel gave a smile, he really shouldn’t be surprised.  As he did with everything else Jack was singing with enthusiasm and gusto.  Daniel joined in, the carol a well remembered one from his early childhood. 

“Momma, what they doing?”

“Shush, Danny.”

Danny wriggled impatiently as he tried  to see a little more of the procession.  Eyes wide with amazement he watched as the white robed people walked slowly  past.  He hummed along to the tune they were singing.

A touch on his shoulder made him look up and he smiled at Daddy.  “Look just like Rameses' funeral ‘cession.”

Daddy's lips twiched and Momma glared at him.

“Don’t encourage him, Mel.”  Momma muttered as they sat down.  Danny sat on to her lap as they listened to the opening words of the service.

A hand on his shoulder brought him back and he smiled at the concerned look on Jack’s face.  “I’m fine.  Memories, but good ones.”  The hand on his shoulder gave a squeeze in understanding and then guided him back down on to the pew seat.

They listened as the Priest spoke, welcoming everyone to the service, thanking them all for coming out on such a cold night.  Jack laughed when the Priest promised all the children that the service would finish in time for them to be back home for Santa arriving.  A soft smile formed as he watched as the children’s choir took their places and began to sing very loudly and off key, Away In A Manger.  Charlie had been four when he had taken part in a children’s choir and his performance had been during one of the six Christmases Jack had spent with him.

“Charlie, stand still!  Jack, will you make your son stand still!”

“Son, stand still for your Mom.”  Jack fought back the grin as Charlie stood still glowering at him.

“It’s a dorky robe, for crying out loud.”  Charlie said as he gave one the sleeves of the robe a tug.

“Charles Jonathon O’Neill!”  Sara glared at her son and then turned her head and glared up at her husband.

“What?!”  Jack asked.

Sara just shook her head, gave a final straightening tug at her son’s robe, stood up and hustled the two men in her life out of the house.

Later, Jack smiled as Sara joined him in the pew and then bent her head as if in prayer.  

He gave a soft chuckle and kissed the top of her head as he heard her muttering, “Please, make him behave.  Please, make him behave.”

Jack’s smile grew as he remembered, Charlie had behaved to the best of his ability.  It had been a close run thing, but the robe had won.  Though it had looked a little worst for wear from all the pulling and tugging Charlie had given it.

Daniel had watched Jack closely as the children’s choir had performed.  He’d relaxed as Jack had smiled as the children had performed.  The memories the choir had brought back had obviously been happy ones.  He let his gaze wander round the church as the lessons were being read.  Taking in the statues, adorned with evergreens, glistening in the lights, the stone carvings on the walls and pillars and the lights glittering on the tree.

“Daddy,”  Danny whispered poking his father.

Daddy looked at him.  “What is it, Danny?”

“A monster is watching us, up there.”  Danny pointed at one the gargoyles that was gazing down at them from high on the wall.

Danny crawled from Momma’s lap into Daddy’s when Daddy held his arms out.  He had gotten bored when the man in the fancy robe had begun to talk.  He had let his gaze wander round the church taking in the pretty green garlands that the statues were wearing and the pretty lights on the tree.  Then he had spotted the monsters that were on the pillars and walls.  He didn’t like how they were watching them.

“They’re not monsters, Danny.”  Daddy told him quietly.

“Then what are they?”  Danny asked starting to chew on his pinkie.  He frowned as Daddy pulled it from his mouth and held his hand firmly in his.

“They are called gargoyles and in fact are there to protect people.  They are a warning to nasty beings to keep away.”  Danny looked at him  in amazement and then looked up at the gargoyles gazing down at them.

“They’re ‘tecking us?”  He asked.

Daddy nodded and placed a kiss on his head.

‘Still protecting us,’ Daniel thought as he gave a small smile at the gargoyle gazing down at him..  Jack’s chuckle brought his attention back to what was happening near the altar.  Daniel’s chuckle joined Jack’s as they watched the Nativity play unfold.

“Why am I always a shepherd, Dad?  Why can’t I be Joseph?”  Jack looked at Sara, nope not getting any help from there.

He looked back at his six year old son.  Oh boy, tough audience.  “Hey, from what I can remember Joseph doesn’t have much to say and does a lot of standing around.”

“Yeah, but he doesn’t have to deal with dorky sheep!”

“Hey, sheep can be cool!  Don’t diss the sheep!”

“Rather have the donkey to lead.  At least it’s doesn’t keep running off and peeing on the robes.” 

Daniel looked puzzled at Jack’s snort of laughter.  Jack just grinned and mouthed ‘later’.

Jack watched as Daniel went back to listening intently to the Priest’s address.  He didn’t need to listen to what was being said.  He could just follow it on Daniel’s expressive face.  His friend frowned with concern when the injustices in the world were mentioned and knew if he was able, Daniel would take all the cares of the world on his shoulders.

He lent over and murmured, “Let Him upstairs do some of the work, buddy.  You can’t do it all.”

He received a sheepish grin and a small nod in reply.

“Daddy, why are people so nasty to each other?  Why don’t they help each other?”   Danny asked.  He didn't like the idea that there were people that hated each other.

“Danny, there is only so much that can be done.  It’s sad, but there will always be people who want to hurt others.”  Danny snuggled in further and felt Daddy's arms tightened round him. 

“S’not fair.”  Muttered Danny.

“No it’s not.”  Daddy agreed. 

Jack grasped Daniel’s arm as the man struggled to stand.  His back had seized up from lack of movement.  They joined in the enthusiastic singing of O Come All Ye Faithful.  Both knowing that the ghosts of Christmas Past were there singing enthusiastically as they were.

As they made their way slowly out of the Church, Jack looked at Daniel.  “You ok?”

“Yeah.”  Daniel smiled.  “What time are Janet and Cassie coming over tomorrow?”  He added.

“Round eleven hundred.  So yes, we can have the parcel ripping before they arrive.”

“I do not rip open presents, Jack!  That’s you!”  Daniel snarked as Jack helped him into the truck.

“Yeah, yeah.”  Jack grinned as he shut the door and made his way round to his side.  “You do so rip open your presents!”  He said as he gunned the engine.

“I do not!”

“Do to!”

“Do not!”

The argument faded into the darkness as the truck and it’s occupants headed for home to await the arrival of the jolly old man in the red suit which would then herald the start of Christmas Present.

