


ABOUT THE ZINE

A new leaf turns, there is a chill in the air and a little
spice in your latte to signal the holiday cheer. This
special edition of NUN. is about the diverse things
we celebrate at the close of a challenging year - a
year of waiting and anticipating, of scrambling
to find crumbs of content and behind the scenes
photos. It has been 365 days of holding on to hope
that in an editing software somewhere, a new
season of our show is brewing - even BOILING! - to
warm our freezing bones. Next year, we will collect
our Warrior Nun season 2. For now, we feast.

In this volume or the next.
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ABOUT THE COVER

Brought to life by Mari (@schereeer, Twitter), the
sistersresttheircudgelsand putdowntheirweapons
to share a moment in the light, to bask in green and
red sparks at the end of a dark, wearisome tunnel.
The weather is chillier, but no one shivers, for they
now have their arms around one another. On a table
somewhere, a feast will have to wait, for they still
have their bellies full of laughter. There were angels
all around, not to fight, but the ones they taught Ava
how to make on the snow.

The halo is glowing, yet the heat it gives off is
nothing compared to the warmth in their hearts.

ABOUT THE CENTERFOLD

A messianic figure, a few characters seated on one
side of a long table, and a traitor - the centerfold
of NUN: A Very Halo Holiday pays homage to one
of Leonardo da Vinci’s most popular paintings, by
no means a small feat for @babyhelllboy (Twitter).
However, we doubt that this supper will be Ava’s
last. Decked in their best animal onesies because
someone forgot to invite Chanel (she gatecrashed),
the Warrior Nun gang tries to celebrate every end
of the year holiday they can think of in one dinner
party to get them over with and out of the way of
their busy demon-fighting schedule.

We wonder... who will be given a kiss?

*All rights reserved 2021. The works inside this fanzine are derivative works of Netflix’s Warrior Nun and are the intellectual property of their

respective creators. No part of this zine may be reproduced (including printing) without the permission of their creators and Warrior Nun Fan

Promo, subject to the laws on fair use.
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WRITTEN BY @ANALOGOOSE (TWITTER)

“Do you believe in ghosts?”

The question catches her by surprise. Here, in this space
carved between the hours that blur night from day, exists
a private moment that Beatrice has accidentally stumbled
upon. Ava stands over a wooden table, bathed in low yellow
light, head bowed in mourning and arms stationary at her
sides as she stares at the items laid out in front of her.

Beatrice shifts her feet, debating whether she should
murmur an apology for her disturbance and make a quick
exit. Then, at Ava’s slightly amused look addressing the
prolonged silence, she remembers that a question was
asked. “Scripture-"

The corner of Ava's mouth twitches in a smile, almost
expectant as if she had already predicted Beatrice's deferral.
She gently shakes her head, leading Beatrice to trail off into
an uneasy silence.

She purses her lips and tries again. “When you’ve been
in our line of work for long enough, you quickly become
accustomed to fearing other, more malicious entities.”

Ava hums in quiet consideration, gaze still focused on the
odd collection of ingredients. Her index finger taps on the
wood restlessly. “I see my mom sometimes,” she confesses
softly, her tone deliberately light despite the immediate curl
of a fist.

Beatrice opens her mouth to speak but finds it empty. An
uncomfortable feeling grows in her chest as Ava’s sentence
hangs in the air, suspended in its dying moment as gravity
ceases to exist.

She helplessly watches as Ava's chest slowly rises and
falls before she exhales a half-laugh like she’s admonishing
herself for oversharing. Beatrice recognizes it for what it is -
Ava’s attempt to tread them back into safer waters. “| forgot
coconut shavings,” she mumbles halfheartedly, tugging off
her apron and throwing it on the back of the chair. Her exit is
swift, brushing past Beatrice with a tight smile as she leaves
her behind in the empty kitchen.

They're settled in a small town nestled in the heart of
Portugal, aimlessly wandering the cobbled streets, using
the moment as a reprieve from all the constant traveling
they’ve had to endure in the last month.

The streets are lined with color; decorative paper lanterns
and multicolored garlands intertwined with string lights
are hanging from corner to corner, all in preparation for
Dia de Todos los Santos. Bouquets of yellow, pink, and
white chrysanthemums are being sold at almost every stall,
the air thick with the smell of dried fruit and traditional
sweetbreads. The celebratory atmosphere is doing
wonders for group morale - even Lilith, who is known for
her prickliness, has tucked in her quills today as she good-
naturedly lets Camila drag them to whatever catches her
eye.

All except for Ava, who trails behind them, unexpectedly
somber.

It's an unusual state, one that Beatrice is at a severe loss on
how to address. She feels all kinds of wrong-footed as she
silently observes their Halo Bearer, mind running through
the list of ingredients she had seen scattered on the table,
two nights ago.

Flour, eggs, butter, yeast, sugar, vanilla extract. Some type of
cake, perhaps? Not plain, the mention of coconut shavings
suggested something more.

Ava’s solemn gaze flutters at the sight of baked goods,
her steps faltering as they pass by the padaria window.
Beatrice’s eyes narrow as she runs through the ingredient
list again, replaying their short conversation, and analyzing
Ava'’s lingering looks at the festive decorations.

Oh. The realization dawns on her, like the sun breaking
through the horizon. She understands the recipe - the
gravity of the moment that they shared in the quiet of the
night. Beatrice eyes the trio from the corner of her eye,
watching as Mary pokes fun at Lilith’s unusual agreeableness
to everything Camila is saying before focusing back on Ava,
whosstill looks a little lost. Beatrice’s forehead relaxes, frown
disappearing as a plan already starts to form in her mind.

She'll have to remember to stop by the market for some
coconut.

an 45'

When Ava steps into the kitchen that night, Beatrice
is already there, waiting for her. The Halo Bearer looks
surprised, hesitantly hovering at the entryway before
Beatrice beckons her in with a welcoming smile. Her back is
turned towards the stove, blocking it from view. “My family
was never one for any traditions - holidays, or otherwise,’
she shares, fingers loosely clasped in front of her dirty apron
as she tries not to spook her jumpy neighbor.

Beatrice huffs a laugh, gaze unfocused as she recounts the
fond memories, “Shannon did this thing - every month, she
would take animportant item from Mother Superion’s office
and leave it in one of the girls’ rooms. That person had the
rest of the day to return the item without Mother finding out
who it was. If you were caught, you had to be the one to take
the next item.” She pauses, eyes twinkling mischievously,
“I think you remember Lilith’s outburst about her missing
collection of duck stamps last week.” Ava’s mouth drops in
realization, releasing a laugh of disbelief.

Beatrice softly steps aside from the stove to reveal a batch

g

of freshly baked sweetbread resting behind her. Ava gasps,
eyes reverently drinking in the sight of the pdo de Deus and
its cracked coconut crust. “What I'm saying is,” Beatrice
continues, “Not all traditions have to be lost, even if the
people we celebrated them with aren’t here anymore.”

Ava's gaze is watery when she turns to face Beatrice. “She
would make them every year for the neighborhood kids.
She releases a choked laugh, phantom memories playing out
behind her eyes, “I'd always sneak in and eat most of them
before she even got around to passing them out.”

Beatrice’s smile is teasing, “| won’t begrudge you if you
decide to eat all of these before the others wake.”

Ava replies with a half-hearted snort, eying the mess of
ingredients with a curious gleam. “Maybe we can make
more... together?” she asks in a hopeful tone.

“Of course,” Beatrice whispers, already reaching for the
mixing bowl.
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Ava as an engkanto or a diwata, a spirit that dwells
in rivers and the woods. An engkan’co can be good or
evil, and is often known +o be playful. They pull pranks
on hwmans, making them forge’cfu\ and rearranging
their things. kis good advice Yo ask permission
whenever passing by an wnknown area in a remote
place, lest yow disturb their dwelling,

Peatrice as a tikbalang, a centawr. They are
said 4o be as tall as five coconwt trees and
invisible, often dwelling in old forests and big,
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Shotgun Mary as a mambabarang, a
sorcerer who employs dark magic. Typical
of a mambabarang, she wses insects

%o inflict pain against those who have
wronged her.

Trom the root word “tanggal” which means 4o
remove, Lilith as a manananggal, a mythical monster
that splits in half crosswise from the torso wp.
The wpper wp flies off to prey on hwmans for their
organs. Their particwlar favorites to hunt are
pregnant people. Using their long tongues as a
proboscis, they suck the wnborn fetns right owt of
their victim's stomach for a satisfying meal.



WRITTEN BY @WN_UNPARALLELED (TWITTER)

Ava sat in the middle of the tub in the
white bathing suit that Beatrice insisted
she wear. The Halo Bearer had no
qualms about getting naked in front of
the nun, not when she already had made
her feelings known to the other woman,
by accident, of course.

“Well, what do you want?” Beatrice
asked. They were standing in line at a
McDonald’s because Ava remarked that
she did not remember ever having an
American cheeseburger. It was just one of
those one-liners that she threw around,
not really expecting any of her friends to
catch on. But Sister Photographic Memory
always remembers, and she asked Camila
to drop them off at a McDonald'’s that was
on the way to the Cat’s Cradle.

Beatrice was so busy looking up at the
illuminated menu board that she did not
notice Ava was just staring at her.

‘Ava, what do you want? We're holding
up the line,” Beatrice repeated.

“I want to kiss you,” the Halo Bearer
replied. Both the nun and the kid at the
cash register stared at her in surprise. A
shade of red crept up Beatrice’s neck all the
way up to her cheeks. Good thing she was
wearing civilian clothes that day.

“Did | say that out loud?” Ava asked both
the nun and the kid.

“By all means, just make it quick, you're
holding up the line,” he replied.

“Make w-what g-quick?” Beatrice asked,
stammering. The nun never stammered. She
blinked her eyes rapidly, her long eyelashes
fluttering, trying to look everywhere but
where Ava stood.

“Kiss her, it's what your girlfriend wants,”
the kid replied.

Beatrice cleared her throat and
straightened her back. “We're having two
tuna Mediterranean salads,” she said.

“Tuna? We're here for a burger,” Ava
pouted.

“l asked and you did not tell me what you
wanted.”

The Halo Bearer groaned. When their
order arrived, Beatrice grabbed the bags

and headed for the door without another
word.

The pair never spoke about what
happened, but since then, Beatrice had
been more generous to Ava in many
ways. The nun spent more time with the
Halo Bearer to the point that when their
friends were looking for one, they would
surely find her with the other.

“Hey, have you seen Ava?” Lilith asked,
popping her head in her friend’s room. ‘I
was supposed to help her with her costume
for later.”

“No idea. Have you tried Beatrice? She’s
never without her pet Halo Bearer,” Mary
replied, looking up from the journal of
the Warrior Nun in order to throw Lilith a
knowing look.

Beatrice sat on a stool next to the
tub and turned on the tap. There was
no central water heating system in the
Cat’s Cradle and the nuns had to chop
up wood for fire as part of their training.
Good thing Ava could spare Beatrice
all that manual labor. The nun always
reprimanded her for using the Halo to
do her chores, but she did not want her
favorite person to get tired.

Once the tub has filled up to her chest,
Ava proceeded to activate the Halo in
order to heat the water up. It cast a faint
yellow light that illuminated the dark
bathroom stall, its soft glow shining on
Beatrice’ brown eyes.

“Ava, normally | would disapprove of
this..” Beatrice started.

“But it’s so late in the night and you
are tired,” Ava said, beaming at the nun.
Beatrice took the Halo Bearer’s hand
gently, inspecting the damage on her
arms. Her bare skin was riddled with
angry red spots, each center oozing with
a yellow substance.

“Ow! Beatrice, careful, please,” Ava
pleaded. It was really not that painful. If
it were Mary or Lilith with her now, she
would just probably suck it up. But the
Halo Bearer felt the intense need to be
cared for when it was Beatrice doing the
caring.

“Sorry, this paint is difficult to remove.
Why did you have to go as someone
riddled with blisters?” Beatrice sighed.
There were more marks on Ava'’s skin
than she anticipated.

“These are not blisters,” Ava said
defensively. “You really have no idea
what | went as tonight?”

The nun shook her head. “You should
have wornacostumethat’s easier to take
off. We are attending two Halloween
events inarow.”

A few hours ago, the Cat’s Cradle
hosted its very first Halloween dinner.
Nothing fancy, just a simple feast with
the nuns dressed up in costumes.
Mother Superion prohibited any occult
imagery so they dressed up as fictional
characters. Mary, Lilith, Camila and
another nun called Teresa went as the
Teletubbies. Beatrice went as Tinkerbell.

Tomorrow, the sisters of the OCS
would be chaperoning the orphans from
St. Michael’s to go treat or treating in
their neighborhood. It was Ava's project,
one that Beatrice was only too happy to
see into fruition.

“How about I giveyou aclue?” Avasaid,
making tiny splashes on the bathwater
in front of her as Beatrice continued to
scrub her skin. “| went as someone you
will never leave.”

“What does that even mean?”

“Come on, Sister Photographic
Memory, you got this,’ the Halo Bearer
said, teasing.

“Don’t tell me you went as someone
festooned with boils,” Beatrice replied,
almost as a joke, but the somber turn of
the other woman’s face told her that she
was right.

“Halloween is about the things you
fear, and what | fear most is being alone,
but you said -” Ava no longer finished her
sentence, instead taking Beatrice’ hand
in her own. The nun dropped her sponge
in the bathwater, splashing soapy suds
all over her front but she didn't seem to
mind.

“l hope you don't go as a talking head
in a bag tomorrow night.”’

“Why not?” Ava asked, withdrawing
the hand that Beatrice held, thinking
she was being rejected. Much to her
surprise, the nun held on tighter, pulling
her soapy palm close to her own chest.
Ava noticed how her beautiful brown
eyes suddenly looked heavily lidded and
her voice sounded drunk.

“Because if you wear a bag over your
head, how can | kiss you?”
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Cut flowers, although beautiful, are transient; already dying themselves when they are laid
beside the dead. But young blooms planted in the earth are cradled come rain or shine, the cycle
of life nurturing the new while the old is laid to rest. And so, on All Souls’ Day after the war, it was
not a bouquet of flowers that Mary brought to Shannon’s grave, but a cluster of forget-me-nots that
Camila had grown and a candle.

Before the war, All Souls’ Day was one of the few days of the year that the Order of the Cruciform
Sword allowed its soldiers to rest. To mourn. To remember those they had lost. This year was no
different, except that the number of new graves and names of the departed were greater than they
had ever been. Mary waited until the end of the day before she stepped over the threshold into the
cemetery, wanting to be alone. The sun, now more forgiving than during the summer months, slowly
began its descent towards the horizon, casting a pale sheen over every surface its soft rays touched.

Mary pulled a lighter from her pocket and lit the candle, placing it carefully on the ground just in
front of the headstone. With the day dimming, the single oscillating flame provided just a little bit of
warmth and light for Mary to work in. She was silent at first, not because she did not have any words
to say but because too many words fought against each other to be said. The slow methodical digging
helped quieten the clamouring on the tip of her tongue, only to be replaced by an acute throbbing
between her ribs as she began to cry. The words stumbled out between sobs in stops and starts,
sentences cut short and left incomplete just as Shannon'’s life had been. Vincent had paid dearly for
what he had done, Mary had made sure of that, but the taste of vengeance did little to quell her grief.
Mary knew that this would only come with time, but that did not make those early days any easier.
After all, if nothing else, grief is how love perseveres. And Mary knew that she would never stop
loving Shannon.

After several false starts, Mary lifted the little blue flowers from their pot and tucked their roots
into the newly exposed soil, before covering them again with care. As her breathing evened out, the
words came a little easier. They still sounded ragged and hoarse and would not have always made
sense to anyone else listening, but they didn't need to. It was just Mary and Shannon, and Mary knew
that the woman she loved would always understand.

As the years wore on, Mary visited Shannon’s grave on that day every year without fail, and
WRITTEN BY @ELLIEJSULLIVAN (TWITTER) With' each visit she planteq more forget-me-nots and lit countless candles. After some time, her
resting place was awash with blue, the bed of flowers a bloom of colour amongst the rows of aging
gravestones. It was fitting then that even in death Shannon brought life to a place otherwise dreary
and grey; the words carved beneath her name ringing true.

In this life or next.




Camila had not been this excited since their
mission to Greece. She'd gone wildly obsessed
with collecting the things for her current mission.

“Butter, eggs, cinnamon, hazelnuts, flour..”
Camila continued on checking her bag. “Where
did | put those... oh here.” She moved the candies
and chocolates on top of the pile. “All set.”

Camila started to head home with a pep in her
step. Arriving at her apartment, she smelled a
buttery-like pastry from her neighbor.

“Beatrice is on to something. And it smells...
creamy... hmm,” Camila said under her breath as
she opened the door to her apartment.

She started taking out her groceries when the
power went out.

“Really? Right now? Ughh..” she said as she
walked towards her candle drawer and lit up
several candles. Then she proceeded to the door
to check on her neighbors.

“It’s a good thing | can bypass my own door
locks. I wish | could walk through walls, like Ava.”

Camila started with the manual override of her
door. But it wouldn’t budge. She tried again but
the door was still locked.

“That’s weird.” She tried for the third time. The
lock did not make any sound whatsoever.

Camila started to panic.

“Okay, relax. Think, Camila. This is your door.
You created a manual override. You are a tech
genius. Think!”

The hallway lights started to flicker. Her
Roomba came out of the living room towards her.
Her state-of-the-art door started to show random
numbers in the display.

“Okaaayyy, wait a minute... what’s happening?
Who's there?!” Camila shouted inside her
apartment.

She turned around and faced the hallway, her
back away from her front door. Taking out her
small pistol from her back, she pointed the gun in
front of her.

“Ava! If you are playing tricks on me, stop it!”
Camila started to step forward. “Ava!! This is not
cool!” Her voice echoed inside the apartment,
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taking another step forward.

The living room lights stopped flickering. Then
she saw her oven start to light up in the kitchen.
Her window blinds opened and closed. There
was no electricity and yet her electronic devices
seemed... alive.

“Please stop this, Ava, just stop!” she said with
a very stern voice she could muster.

“Why do you think it’s always, Ava?” Camila
heard a soft whisper in her right ear. She shivered
and then swiftly turned around and fired a shot to
whoever was in front of her.

“Hey! Not cool, Camila!” Lilith exclaimed as
she recovered from being shot, the blank bullet
dropping from her arm.

“Ohhh | am so sorry, Lilith!” she said with
utmost care, moving towards Lilith.

Camila then proceeded to slap Lilith on the
arm where she shot her, muttering several curses.

“DO NOT DO THIS AGAIN!!! Understood?!!”
Camila slapped Lilith’s arm one last time.

“To be fair, you held out for quite some time
before getting scared.” Lilith smirked and sat on
the couch.

“What do you think you’re doing?” Camila
raised her eyebrow at Lilith. “You are making the
pastries, cleaning the entire kitchen, and you're
on trick or treat duty by the door”

“I'm sorry, Camila,” Lilith said with sincerity in
her voice.

The electricity returned and Lilith was still
sitting on the couch.

“Are you going to move or do you want to
sleep in Ava and Beatrice’s apartment?” Camila
towering over Lilith with a serious face.

“Oh no no no, I’'m up. What should | start first?”
Lilith asked, sprinting to the kitchen.

Avawalked through Camila’s apartment wall in
asexy F1driver costume.

“What did | miss?” Ava smiled from ear to ear.

“Nothing much,” Camila smiled looking at Ava
from head to toe.

“Good call, Lilith!” Camila shouted to Lilith.
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Ava was in a van with Mother Superion, Beatrice
behind the wheel. Where were they going? She
didn't know, but Superion assured it was nothing
related to Adriel and no one was in danger. Hard to
believe, when you have the shit scared out of you
with a loud knock on your door at 4 pm, right after

the training

They had been on the way for at least 45 minutes
now, the silence was only broken by Ava asking
questions, trying creative ways to make one of the
nuns talk, but all Superion would say was “we'’re
meeting someone” while Beatrice just watched
her through the rearview.

Some minutes later, the van stopped in front
of a cemetery, and Ava was confused. As they
walked in, Ava felt shivers down her spine. Bea-
trice excused herself, taking another way.

“I’'m starting to get worried about who we're
supposed to meet here..” Ava said, looking
around suspiciously.

“Don’t worry, we're almost there.” Superion
answered.

Minutes later, they stop in front of a grave.
At first, Ava was confused but her breath was
instantly caught in her throat after reading the
name engraved.

“That’s... my mom.”

“Yes.” Superion agreed. “Camila informed Beatrice

about what happened at the market. Beatrice spent the day researching where your moth-

er was buried after the accident. Beatrice filled me in and it's why we came. You should have the opportunity to properly
grieve your loss even though we're living in rough times.

Everything clicked together, what happened in the morning vivid in her mind.

Ava had talked Camila and Lilith into going to a street market, to take a break from all the work they’ve been doing.
Mary thought it was bullshit. It was decided to let Beatrice sleep since she stayed up researching until 4 am the night
before. They could have invited the other sisters, of course, but it just wasn't the same.

As Camila walked peacefully, her eyes shone like a child seeing everything for the first time. Lilith rolled her eyes and
pretended not to enjoy the moment; Ava and Camila knew better.

Something colorful caught Ava’s eyes, and soon she was standing in front of countless flowers of all sizes and shapes,
marveled by the diversity, elegance and all the life that emanated from them. It was the middle of autumn, and they were

still alive and beautiful in the cold weather. An old lady, apparently the owner, handed a bouquet full of bright yellow
flowers to another woman.

“Wow, those are beautiful!” Ava couldn’t help but comment.
“Thank you,” said the woman with the bouquet in hand. “They’re for my mother.”
“I'm sure she'll love it,” Camila said with cheer.

As it turned out, the woman’s mother had passed
away years ago from a heart attack, and Ava and
Camila were quick to apologize and wish her con-
dolences. The woman just laughed, explaining she
died peacefully after living her life to the fullest, and
she took her time to grieve properly and had loving
people around to support her - now there were just
good memories she reached to when she missed
her mother.

“We'll make sure to pray for her,” Lilith said, and
it was the first time that morning that her eyes
weren't hard, but comforting instead.

“Where we come from, today is the All Souls’
Day, November 2nd. The day we pray for our
loved ones who've passed. That’s very kind,
thank you.”

The woman said her goodbyes and went on
her way, and they did the same. For the rest of
their visit to the market Ava remained silent,
even with Camila and Lilith chatting. It wasn’t
hard to realize something was wrong.

“Okay, enough with those lost puppy eyes,
Ava,’ Lilith grunted. “What is happening?”

“You can tell us anything, Ava.” Camila said,
holding her hand.

Ava hesitated, suddenly self-conscious.

“You know how the woman with the flow-
ers talked about her mother? | realized that
| didn’t properly grieve her death, no mem-
ories to hold on to. One day | just stopped crying... It just made
Sister Frances even more of a bitch.”

Camila and Lilith had no words to say, not even a reminder for Ava to watch her language.
They spent all the way home in silence.

Ava stood there with nothing to say, she just couldn’t. She was too busy feeling the pain, a pain that had always been
there, but never allowed to surface. Ava registered that she had forgotten her name after always calling her mom, just
recognizing because of the surname - Silva. She couldn’t remember her face, either. However, Ava could feel warm, com-
forting arms around, bright smiles and unruly brown hair.

The pain of her loss has always been there. The breath caught in her throat turned into a sob and she could no longer
hold back her tears anymore as her knees fell to the ground, allowing herself to feel all of it for the first time since waking
up calling for her mother, just to find out she could never see her again.

Ava didn’t know how much time had passed, but when she calmed herself and took the time to say out loud how much
she missed her mom, Beatrice was at her side, an arm around her shoulders and a hand caressing her hair.

Back on her feet, Superion handed her a bouquet of white chrysanthemums. With a shaky sigh, the halo bearer took
it and laid it on the ground, under her mom'’s name, followed by a quick and sincere prayer to anyone who was listening.

“We can go home when you're ready. The other sisters didn't come, we thought it'd be best if you had an intimate mo-
ment, but | believe there will be hot chocolate and cookies ready for you.” Superion sighed as if resigned, but Ava could
spot the fondness in her eyes.

“Never forget you have a family with us, Ava. You always will.” Beatrice smiled and took Ava’s hand in hers, as they made
their way back home, to her family.
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The whole place is in deep silence. It’s a big house, stone-cold on the last night of October, but Ava thinks that
she'll be able to find the kitchen without much trouble. Sleep has been elusive since Adriel showed up, and not
even having Beatrice resting right next to her seems to soothe her mind. In fact, their newfound closeness is one
of the reasons why she’s restless tonight.

The other might be that it’s her first Halloween outside the orphanage. It’s not like they were going to do
anything festive; after all, her friends have been part of the Church until recently and they were more inclined
to honor the dead on All Saints’ Day than celebrate a pagan festivity. But the fact that they know, for sure, that
monsters exist and demons roam the Earth makes the old Celtic belief about the veil between worlds being
thinner tonight more plausible.

Either way, surrounded by darkness, this old country house feels like a haunted place.
It gets eerier once she goes down to the main floor and sees light coming out of the kitchen.
And because she’s curious, hungry, and still can’t sleep, Ava walks right into the unknown.

There she finds an elderly woman; grey hair in a messy bun, a slim but slightly curved body, and a big, warm
smile when she discovers Ava at the door.

“Oh! Una cara nueva!” the woman says enthusiastically, “Pero pasa, chiquilla, no te quedes ahi.”’

Ava’s Spanish is a bit rusty but still enough to understand that the strange grandma is telling her to step into
the kitchen.

“Perddn por... interrumpir,” she says with hesitation, doubting if she’s using the right words, “Y por mi espariol.
No hablo mucho.”

“Don’t worry. English okay?”
“It’s fine, yeah.”

She doesn’t even mention Portuguese because it’s even rustier than her Spanish. At least, while she was with
Diego they could exchange a few words and practice a little but, given that none of the nuns at Saint Michael’s
spoke Portuguese when little Ava arrived, they had to communicate in English with her because it was the only
other language she could understand, so they got stuck with it.

“Sorry to ask but... who are you and what are you doing here at two a.m?” Camila had said that this old family
house near the Spanish border with France had been empty for a long time, that only a woman from the nearest
village would come once a month to clean and make sure that everything was in place, so it was perfect for them
to hide for a while.

It’s not like she looked dangerous but better safe than sorry.

“It’s okay. I'm Lola and I've been taking care of this house and its family for years,” the woman starts explaining
while roaming around the kitchen looking inside the cabinets. “It’s kind of a tradition of mine to come here the
night before Todos los Santos to prepare panellets.”

That same morning, a display full of little pastries had drawn Ava’s attention and Camila had explained why the

panellets were a special tradition in Catalonia. They used to be an offering to departed family members on All

Saints’ Day, made with nuts from the harvest, mostly almonds, and then blessed and taken to the tombs of the
dead as a gift. But they were fairly common now for the whole month prior to the first of November.

“I could use an extra hand if you want to help.”

And Ava, who never says no to learning something new, and because she really wants to taste those panellets,
gets to work and starts following Lola’s instructions while they chat.

The elderly woman explains how she learned English from some British soldiers she met when she was
younger, and that she’s also fluent in German and French, but that she never has the opportunity to practice
them anymore. Ava tells her about being an orphan and finding a new family after twelve years of being alone.
She doesn’t say a word about the Halo but has time to speak at length about Beatrice, catching Lola’s attention
enough for the older woman to ask the question that Ava seems to have been avoiding in her head for days.

In the end, the lovely grandma tells her to just be honest with herself and with Beatrice, and that everything
else will come later.

They put the pastries in the oven and exhaustion seems to finally catch up with Ava, who leans over the
kitchen’s wooden table and decides to close her eyes while they wait for the panellets to cook.

“Ava?”

“Uhmm?”

“Did you fall asleep here?”

“What?” She starts to wake up from her slumber and stares at a confused Beatrice.

“Did you bake last night?” Camila goes straight towards the cooling tray, “You know how to make panellets?”
she asks excitedly.

“Not really, | just helped Lola.”
“Lola?”
“The caretaker?” Ava replies, to which Camila frowns. “She said it was kind of a tradition of hers.”

Cam takes one of the pastries, gives it a questioning look, and finally puts it in her mouth, while the others stare
at her without knowing what’s going on. After a few seconds, her eyes open comically.

“Ava?” She says with her mouth half full, “This is my family’s recipe. Only two people know how to make these
and they live in Menorca. She said that her name was Lola?”

“Yeah, nice lady. She even knew how to speak English, which was super helpful”

“That’s probably because she was a spy during World War 11

“Cool.” Suddenly, the math doesn’t make sense on Ava’s head, “Wait... she didn’t look that old.”

“Ava...she died in 1987 Camila deadpans. “I think you baked pastries with my dead great-grandmother”’

In the end, they decide to not question whatever happened last night and just enjoy the panellets together by
Lola’s tombstone.

She rejoices at finally having some company again.



The Night

It was the night before All Souls’ Day and
Sister Frances went to bed earlier than usual.
The old nun had been having nightmares
for the past three nights, of ghosts visiting
her in bed threatening to kill her. She had
a similar dream months ago. That menace
Ava somehow came back from hell to try
and strangle her. The next morning, one of
the orphans found her unconscious in the
hallway of St. Michael’s. She must have been
sleepwalking.

The old woman made the sign of the
cross. She knew the dead would not rise
from their graves unless it was the second
coming of Christ. Even then, she knew He
would not save Ava. Her soul was already
burning in hell.

The ghosts were young women, all
dressed in all-black habits. From the light
of the moon outside her window, she even
thought she saw a cross emblem fastened
on their clothes. Sister Frances shook the
thought from her mind. What member of
the clergy would visit a sister of the cloth in
the middle of the night and come wielding
a weapon?

The first ghost bore a young, pretty face.
The old nun heard her dragging her feet
across the hall and calling her name in a
sing-song manner before she let herself in
her room with ease.

Sister Frances, where are you? Sister
Frances, what have you done?

The young woman held a crossbow to her
head and told her to ask forgiveness from

Ava. Sister Frances forced herself to wake
up. Why would the dead want absolution?

It was heavy footsteps she heard the
following night. Sister Frances did not even
have time to turn her lamp on when she felt
the muzzle of a shotgun against her temple.
This ghost asked her to confess to her sins.
There were none to avow.

The third ghost was sitting by her bedside
when she appeared to her. A demon. She
held a dark claw against her bare throat
and told her to never come near Ava ever
again. Not that she could. She had no idea
which public, unmarked grave her body was
buried in.

Sister Frances slithered underneath her
gray blanket on the bed. Tt was the first All
Souls Eve without Ava in many years. She
spent in prayer the time she used to waste
chasing the little girl and Diego around
as they wheeled all over the orphanage,
hanging occultic decorations to celebrate
the Satanic holiday. Now that she recited
more than her usual set of prayers, she was
sure to have a dreamless sleep. No imaginary
ghost would visit her and try to avenge Ava’s
death — for what person would dare commit
unspeakable crimes in that vermins name?
The girl had no friends. And what need was
there to avenge her death? She was only
trying to save her.

Yet the fourth ghost came in the middle
of the night. She entered through an open
window and landed by the side of her bed
soundlessly - like a cat. The old nun could

not see her face, it was hidden behind a
metal veil. When the ghost spoke, her voice
was deep, and it sent a chill down Sister
Frances’ spine.

“Do you have an inkling of what this
is?” the ghost whispered in the dark. The
gleam of the metal in her hand against
the moonlight was unmistakable. It was a
syringe.

“Have you come to poison me?” Sister
Frances replied. The ghost shook her head.

“I will not poison you like you did with
Ava, the ghost said as she drew the syringe.
“For that, I would have to falsify your
medical report to escape liability. Too many
procedures just for an insignificant death.”

“No. I will inject your veins with an
empty syringe, do you know what will
happen then?” the ghost continued, now
sitting beside Sister Frances on the bed. She
gripped the base of one of her hands and
positioned the needle near a vein. The old
nun did not dare move as she felt a bead of
sweat line her temple.

“Air embolism. The air bubble mimics a
block that can travel to your brain or your
heart, cause a stroke or a heart attack. At
your age, no one would suspect,” the ghost
replied. Her voice was steely. Calculated.
“Theyd think you died of natural causes. As
I said, insignificant. Routine”

Sister Frances shuddered.

“Isrit that what you fear the most? To be
seen as ordinary. You did not flinch even
when my sisters threatened you with cold-
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blooded murder. You secretly wish people
would view you as important enough to
be assassinated. But you are not. When
you die tonight from a heart attack, people
will forget you and move on, because you
did nothing significant in this life worth
remembering you by’

“What do you want?” Sister Frances
replied, breathless and wide eyed. The face
of the ghost approached her ear, so close
that the nun could feel the cold metal veil
shielding her identity.

“What I want is for you to know that Ava
is happy and thriving. She has friends who
love her. She has a family worth living for. I
want you to know that you failed, and that
Ava won in the end”

“Did that rascal send all of you to terrorise
me?!”

“No. Her heart is too pure for that, despite
what you think. Goodnight, Sister Frances. I
thought killing you would give me pleasure,
but it seems letting you live the rest of your
life knowing that Ava is happier than ever is
a worse punishment.”

The ghost let go of her forearm and
disappeared soundlessly out of the open
window and into the night, leaving a
bewildered nun in her wake. Sister Frances
kept telling herself that it was all a dream,
yet the red marks on her forearm where she
was held were still visible in the morning,
and the syringe the ghost left behind on the
floor was gleaming. It was not a nightmare
atall.
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HAPPY HOLIDAYS, HALO BEARERS!







Mary.
Perpetually
Against
the Patriarchy:
AWomanist Mary
For Advent
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Mary, one of the greatest leaders in
Warrior Nun... We love her and Toya
Turner. I was so excited to see a Black
Mary, a Mary that wasn’t submissive and
controlled. As a Black woman myself,
it was like seeing myself as a complex
person. Warrior Nun Mary fulfilled that
representation for me. Mary in modern
Christianity is valued for her virginity
over her character. As Advent (the
preaparation of the birth of Jesus within
Christianity) comes around, churches
will honor Mary for not having sex,
perpetuating the same harmful ideas that
atrue woman is a “pure” one. Throughout
history she has been seen in multiple
ways.There are multiple depictions of her
as liberator, comforter, mother and our
Mary in Warrior Nun. WN Mary reflects
the Advent tradition of Womanist Mary
that subverts the patriarchal Church
while also being a role model of how we,
the viewers, can subvert the patriarchal
society. During this time of year, women
in my country are to bear the brunt of the
holiday decorating, cooking, shopping
and taking care of kids. How can Mary be
used for freedom?

Mary in the Bible

Mary was a teenage girl living in
Nazareth engaged to Joseph. She was
living in her parents house when the
angel Gabriel appeared to her one
night. He tells her that she is going to be
impregnated and have the Messiah. Mary
(by herself somehow) visits her relative

Elizabeth. There she says the Magnificat
(Luke 1:26-45). The Magnificat is a
revolutionary song, saying, “He [God]
has looked with favor on the lowliness
of his servant. Surely, from now on all
generations will call me blessed” (Luke
1:48). Mary is acknowledging that she as
a Palestinian Jewish girl is at the bottom
of the system, yet she is still honored.
She also says that, “He [God] has brought
down the powerful from their thrones
and lifted up the lowly” (Luke 1:52). She
understands that the powerful will fall.
She knows that despite her status, she is
valued and no one, not even her society,
can stop her from being honored.

Womanist Mary: Mary in
Warrior Nun
Alice Walker coined the term

womanist in her book, In Search of Our
Mothers’ Gardens (1983). Her definition,
paraphrased below, explains WN Mary.

1. A Black feminist or feminist of color.
[Acting] like a woman, opposite of girlish,
interested in adult things: Mary never
states that she is a feminist, she shows it.
Her actions show her care for liberation
for her sisters. When there is a possibility
that Duretti is the antagonist, she fights
for the preservation of her sisters, not the
order. This is the mark of a Black feminist
or feminist of color. Mary, like so many
Black girls and women, was forced into
adult things. Growing up in an abusive
household she was put into foster care

at the age of 8 after her mother killed
her abusive father in self-defense. Her
innocence was lost, not by her choice, but
because of society’s...

2. A woman who loves women sexually
and nonsexually. Committed to the
survival of all people. Not a separatist
except temporarily for health: Mary
loves her sister warriors. During the
flashback with Shannon, Mary tries to
comfort her and shows love. Telling her
that she is there for Shannon. It is hinted
that she loves Shannon romantically. For
example, when Mary is holding Shannon
as she dies in her arms and Mary’s
dedication to finding the murderer.
Mary shows platonic love for the fellow
sister warriors by mourning with them
at the end of episode 1, being truthful,
like when Beatrice says (paraphrased), “I
joined the Church to save my soul”. Mary
replies, “Is that what you tell yourself”.
The best way Mary shows platonic love is
with Ava. She’s honest with Ava, helping
her to realize her selfishness...

3. Loves music, loves the struggle, loves
herself. Regardless: Although Mary isn’t
a Warrior Nun, there is deep love for her
life. For the fight against demons. When
Beatrice questions if removing Adriel’s
remaining weakness is Catholicism,
Mary replies, “That’s the difference
between us Beatrice. I care more about
my sisters than my Church.” Her struggle
is the freedom for herself and her sisters.
Despite the wicked life that she and so

many other Black women are given, she
found a family and love.

4. Womanist is to feminist as purple is
to lavender (Walker, xi-ii): Mary stands
with her fellow sisters in fighting for
liberation from the demons, literally and
metaphorically. Not all of her WN sisters
are womanists, but they are feminists. Still
she joins the movement, understanding
that liberation is the goal.

While Mary does work for the Church,
she is very bold in stating that her loyalty
is to her sisters, mirroring Beatrice’s
loyalty to God over Duretti (the symbol of
the Church). Mary choosing to live with
a group of women and not marry already
subverts the idea that every woman needs
to marry. Also her willingness to fight for
what’s right over what the Church may
like, shows that her faith is in people.

How can we be like Mary? I can’t give
you a definite answer. All 1 can say is
when one that fights for liberation for all
within their religious and secular circles
they subvert the patriarchy. When a same-
sex couple love each other (especially
if they go to Church) they subvert the
heteropatriachy... When people lift up
their voices to call out injustice. No matter
if you celebrate Advent as the awaiting of
Jesus or just the countdown to secular
Christmas, 1 hope you remember that
WN Mary is a reflection of us the viewers,
willing to subvert the patriarchy.
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970 Mx nepBoe coBMecTHoe PoXxpecTBo nocrie nepeesfa
B Mapgpupa. M HecMoTps Ha TO, YTO B COYENbHUK OHMU
TOpYaT B KBApTMpe BABOEM, OH OLLYLLAETCS ropasfo MeHee
OOMHOKMM, ueM 6eckoHeuyHoe KOJMYECTBO CeMeWHbIX
npaspHMKOB, C Tex Nop Kak coBceM toHas beaTtpuc Bmecte
C MaTepblo npucoeguMHUnucb K ceMbe MactepcoB. Tonbko
psnoM ¢ beatpuc LLIsHHOH ouLylaeT 3Ty HaNOMHAOLWYH BCe
ee HyTpo, KaXxxayt 6eccBsi3Hy0 Mbicnb TennoTy. M HUKaKoro
HanpsXXeHWUsa UK rpy3a HeoNpPaBAAHHbIX 0XXUAAHWNA.

Cups 60Kk o0 6OK 3a KYyXOHHbIM CTOJIOM, OHM penarT
BUAE03BOHOK B JIOHOOH, 4YTO6Gbl MO3gpaBUTb poauTenen c
Hactynatowmum PoxpectBoM. Nx pasroBop cTpeMUTeslbHO
cKaTbiBaeTcs B 06MeH B3aUMHbIMU YpeKaMu, LLeHTpanbHOM
TeMOMN KOTOpbIX CHOBa CTAaHOBWUTCA CaMOBOJbHbIA Mepeesp,
BeaTpuc, NoNHOCTbIO cNlaHMpPOBaHHbIN LLI3HHOH.

B kako#-To MoMeHT pyka LUsHHOH, KoTopyl OHa
nonoxwuna Ha KoneHo beaTpuc B Hauane 6ecegbl B NoMCKax
HeBep6anbHOW NogAepXKKK, HaUMHaeT 6eCrnoKoMHO O,poXaTb.
BeaTtpuc nop cTtonoM cnnetaeT MX Manbubl U TaKTUYHO
BMeLUMBAETCA B pa3roBop, U3BUHASICb Nepepn, POAUTENSMU U
nocrewHo NpepbiBas 3aTAHYBLUMICSA 3BOHOK.

LW3HHOH BbIrNAQMT nopaeneHHoW, u BeaTtpuc obHumaet
ee 3a nneuu, uenys B nesblt BUCOK. OHa NogHMMaeTcs U3-
3a CTOJ1a U [0CTaeT U3 WKadyMKa novaTtyr 6yTbiIKy BUCKM,
nneckas SHTapHyH XUAKOCTb Ha JHO Npo3paYvHbix 60Kanos..

LUsHHOH ypuMBREeHHoO nogHuMaeT O6poBu. BeaTpuc He
NbeT paxe MUBO M HUKOrga He 6bUla Ha CTygeH4YeCcKUx
BeyepuHKax. OHa He yBepeHa, uTo beaTpuc Boobuwe Korpa-
nnbo npoboBana ankorosb.

- [laBaW BbinbeM 3a Hawy cBo6opy? - npepnaraet beatpuc.
- Cnacubo bory, uto np1Ben T1e6 B MO XU3Hb.

- Mbl He oTMeuvaeM [leHb 6naropapeHusi, CeCcTpeHKa, -
Lpa3HuT LLsHHOH 1 TAHeTcH K 6okany.

- 9 roBopto Tebe 3TO HeQOCTAaTOYHO YacTo, U A 6narogapHa
He B KaKOW-To onpepenieHHbI, a KaXabl1 0eHb CBOeU XU3HW.

LLIsHHOH BOpYr YyBCTBYET, KaK B ropsie o6pasyeTcs KoM oT
TOro, C KakuM BecoM beaTpuc Npon3HOCUT CNoBO «KaXgbiv»,
M UCNbITbIBAET >XM3HEHHYH Heob6X0OUMOCTb CMbITb €ro
BUCKMW.

Beatpuccnepyet npuMepy LLIsHHOH, penas cMenyt NONbITKY
3a5noM BbINUTb cofepXumoe 6oKana, HO 3aKallnMBaeTcs,
BbINeBbIBas MNOMOBUHY Ha CTOJ.

- Hert, 370 He TBoe.

- Hy nrapoctb! - MopwuTca beatpuc, oTKpyuMBas KpbIWKyY
6YTbINKK c BOAOW Nopg, PblpKaHbe cecTpbl. - A NpocTo XoTena,
yTo6bl Thl TOXE CUMUTaNia MEHs KPYTON.

- Tol n Tak KpyTas, - cMex LUSHHOH cMeHsieTcs MSrkou

ynbl6Koi. - MoToMy uTo Thl MOsi caMas no6umMas MacTepc.
BeaTpuc onyckaet 6yTbinky W, yTupas poT pyKaBoM
BOO,0NAa3KK, cepeyYHo ynbibaeTcs.

- A Tbl Mo#4.
*%k%k

OHM yKpalluatoT NyLIMCTYH XUBYIO eJIKy B LLeHTpe FroCTUHOM,
n beatpuc noHeBone 3aMevaeT, YTo KOpPobKK C UrpylIKaMu
BbIFNSIAAT HETPOHYTbIMU: BCe BUPKM U HaKNeMKU Ha CBOUX
MecTax.

- Korpa Tbl Mx kynuna? - xmypurca beatpuc.

- B npownoM Hoabpe.

- Ho Bce ynakoBk#u HoBble...

- B ToM ropy.. y MeHs npocto He 6bin0 HacTpoeHus,
HaBepHoe, - HeNIoOBKO MoXxuMmaeT nneyamu LUsHHOH,
OTKNapbiBasi B CTOPOHY HOXHULbI. — {1 6bina TyT coBepLIEHHO
opHa: HU Tebs, HU HOBbIX ppy3eid. OoMHOYECTBO HE COBCEM
npasfHMYHOe YyBCTBO, 3Haewb? 1 no3BoHMNa Tebe B HOYb Ha
PoxxpecTBo, MOTOM 0Tpe3ana OrpOMHbIA KYCOK LLOKOJIafHOro
TOpTa M noluna cnaTb, a BeCb Clefyolmnii AeHb pasbupana
6ymaru B nyctom oduce.

(First Christmas in Madrid)
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310 3BYYMUT TaK MeJlaHXO0JINYHO, YTO Ha rnasa BEanMC
HeMepsieHHO HaBOpPA4YMBAKOTCA HenpolweHble Ccresbl. OHa
OCTOPOXHO oONnycCKaeTt KOpOﬁKy C Urpywkamm Ha guBaH U
3akntovaet LLU3HHOH B Kpenkue 06baTHUS, YyBCTBYA, KakK
CTaplias ceCTpa nopaT/IMBO YTblKaeTcd n6oM B ee wWweto.
Heckonbko MUHYT OHWU MNPOCTO CTOAT BOT TakK, pas3penas
KOM(OpTHOE MOMYaHue, Noka orHu rupngaHabl He HavYnHarT
CX04UuUTb C yMa.

Beatpuc 6onesHeHHO Mopraet U, Mpexpe YeM OTCTYMNUTb, B
nocnegHui pas rnagut LLsHHOH no Bonocam.

- MNoueMy Tbl coBpana, uto y Teb4 6binv nnaHbl? Pogutenu
npopgepxanucb 6bl pasok 6e3 MeHs, He yMmepnu 6bl, -
nobpoaylwHo ynpekaeT cectpy beatpuc. - MHe o4YeHb Xanb.

- 91 He xoTena NULWHKUI Pa3 HaBJieKaTb Ha Tebs HGO.IJ,OﬁpeHVIe
Moero otua. K TOMY JXXe 3TO 6bINn0 BCero-HaBCcero ofHO
PoxpectBo. Ho Tenepb Thbl 30eCb, U Mbl NMpoBegeM elle MHOIO
npasgHUKOB BMeCTe. MoxeM 3akasaTb 6onblie nrpywek B
cnepywuiem rogy, no6bIX, KAKUX 3aXo4ellb.

Mpouecc coBMecTHOro ykpaweHusi enku obopayuBaetcs
6eCKOHeUYHbIMW CMOPaMM O TOM, FAe Kakas UrpyLka fosikHa
BMCETb, HO BCE 3TO He Bcepbes, U beaTpuc B KOHLe KOHLOB C
YCMEeLLKOM cornaliaeTcs Co BCEMU apryMeHTaMMm.

- MHe nTMYKa Ha XBOCTe NMPMHECNa HOBOCTU O TOM, YTO Thl
Ha Mpowioi Hegesie Mocaguia B NyXy OQHOFO U3 Hay4YHbIX
cotpyaHukoe ARQ-Tech, - B Kakoi-To MoMeHT LLU3HHOH
OTBJIEKAeTCs OT BbIpe3aHUS CHEXMHOK. - [hxunnuaH 6bina
rotoBa Tebq HaHATb TOILKO 3a TO, YTO Thl MocTaBuna Mapko
Ha MecTo, HMKOrga npeXxae He BUAeNa ee Takol LOBOJIbHOM.

- OTKypa oHa Boobuwe npo 3To 3HaeT? Mbl BcTpeyanuch
BCero pas.

LsHHOH ewe po npuespa beatpuc pewmna HeMHoro
3n0yrnotpebuTb cBOEM ApYXK6GOM C reHepasibHbIM AUPEKTOPOM
ARQ-Tech u ycTpouTb cecTpy Ha CTaXMPOBKY B XOpPOLUYH
KOMMaHMIo MpsIMO C MepBOro Kypca YHUBepcUTeTa.

-V Takux nogen, Kak g v J)KunnmaH, ecTb CBOU UCTOUHUKM.

- 3ByuuT TWecnaBHo. bes 06upa, Ho Thbl CBOW MOCT Aaxe ABa
roga He saHUMaellb, a JKUNNNAH YXXe NleT NATbAECAT pynuT
napagom.

- 91, [kunnmaH He Takas cTapasi, el Bcero.. Kcratu,
ckonbko en? Ecnu 6bl oHM He 6binn ¢ KpucTuaHoMm Takou
NMpeKpacHou napown, 1 6bl C He TOYHO 3aMyTuna.
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- boxe, nsbaBb MeHs OT HexenartesbHbIX 06pa3oB. MHe
paboTaTb Ha Hee MMHUMYM [0 anpens.

- MNpepcTaBnsgews, kak 6b1 B36ecuncs oten? - MeyTaTenbHO
TaHeT LLUs3HHOH.

- 9 6bl Ha TBOeM MecTe He obonblianacb. Ecnu 6usHec
OT Ballero cor3a nouMeet bGonblue geHer, To, AyMat, OH
HacTynuT cebe Ha ropno M paxe BbiNbeT MocCsie 3TOr0 C
IbxunnuaH Ha 6pypepadT.

- MHe Bcerpa 6bila MHTepecHa noruka BcesieHHOW. Kak y
Takoro KoH4YeHoro roMocoba Morna nosiBUTbes 9?7 Ho cyabba
Ha 3TOM peluna He oCcTaHaB/IMBaTbCH, ,06aBMB Ha KapTUHY
ewe u Tebsa. [ymato, korga oH o Tebe ysHaeT, Mbl CTaHeM
pasovyapoBaHWeM Beka.

LLI3HHOH BeluaeT NOC/eAHIOK UrPYLLKY, C LOBOJSIbHbIM BULOM
pasrnsgblBas enky. beaTpuc ucnyraHHo nognpbirMBaert,
KOrga 3a ux CMMHaMMU HeOXMULAHHO PasgaeTcs 3BOHOK.

LUsHHOH ycTpeMnsieTca K [ABepu M ob6HapyXuBaeT Ha
nopore Kamuny c BecbMa npuBneKaTeSibHOM He3HaKOMKOM
3a CMIMHOMN.

- 9 Ha BcAKMMA cnyyaln npuHecna Koe-uyto, - 6es3
npuMBeTCTBUWA BBanuBaeTcs Kamuna, BbiTpsaxuBasi nepeq,
BeaTpuc copepxumoe CyMKM.

- Tbl cnacutenb. Y Hac Kak pas rupnsHpga 6apaxnut, -
OXXMBJIeHHO Bocknuuaet beatpuc.

- 970 Mos moApyra Mapu, o KoTopoi 8 pacckasbiBana, -
Kamuna HeonpepeneHHo MaleT pyKol B CTOPOHY ABEPHOro
npoeMa, roe Bce ewwe TonyyTcs ABe Urypsl.

- 9 WsH... - LLsHHOH 3aMupaeT Ha nonycnose, Korpa Mapu
NMPUHUMAET ee NPOTSAHYTYI NafoHb. — LLI3H... HOH.

BHe3anHo orHu Ha enke oKOHYaTesIbHO racHyT, U KOMHaTa
norpyxaeTcsl B NPUATHbIN NonyMpak.

- Buguwb? 9 Xe roeopusna, UtTo c Hel YTO-TO He TaK.

- MHe kaxeTtcs, unu 6apaxnut B 3TOM [OME He TOJIbKO
rupnsaHaa? - Kamuna c nto6onbiTcTBOM Habnrogaert 3a napon
B KOpupaope.

Yronku ry6 BeaTpuc HeBOJIbHO MPUMOLHUMAIOTCS, KOrga
OHa 3aMeuvaeT, KaK McnapsieTcsl MpuBbIYHAs YBEPEHHOCTb,
oCTaenAs BMecTo cebs Heyk/oXui 6ecriopsmoK, KOTOpbIH
OHa HasblBaeT CecTPoMm.

- Tebe He Kkaxetcs, - nopgbiToxuBaer beatpuc wu
nosopaunBaetcs k Kamune. - Yarw?


https://docs.google.com/document/d/1RtLum_vKKYrB5x6eST_a_Rw4aLo7DE2hLYwXufa2Zac/edit
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Avarealizesshe doesn’tlike Christmas.
It reminds her too much of those days in
the orphanage, where Christmas was
played up to be a big deal, something
of spiritual importance, but always felt
like every other day to Ava. The only
difference was that the sermons had a
different tone, and they forced you to sit
through one at midnight.

Nowadays, she’s out and about, she
can see what Christmas is like outside
those walls, on the streets of the city,
but she still doesn’t get it. She doesn’t
feel connected to this holiday, can't
remember any happy
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times. She has people to buy gifts for, but
she doesn't know how. Ava has never
gone shopping for others before. She
doesn’t know how to wrap any presents.
She doesn’'t even know what gifts are
appropriate.

So it's Christmas Eve and she still
hasn't bought a single gift. And she
knows no one will begrudge her that,
but she wants to buy something for
Beatrice at least. She wants so much
to get something touching, something
meaningful, but this is all a little beyond
her.
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When she gets home that evening, the
shops are closed, and Ava is still empty
handed. She opens the door defeated
and tired, upset with herself for having
failed at something that should be so
simple.

Beatrice is there to greet her with a
smile though. Beatrice has a hot drink
waiting, and their Christmas tree lights
up the entire apartment. Their tree is
ridiculous, with far too many lights for its
small size, so much so that the branches
are sagging. Beatrice had indulged
Ava yesterday. There’'s no balance or
elegance to the tree, but it was Ava’s
first time decorating a Christmas tree,
so Beatrice had laughed and let Ava
have her way.

But Ava sees the neatly wrapped
present under the tree, a lone red box
with a golden ribbon, and her heart falls.
They had agreed that they didn’t need
to buy each other gifts, but Beatrice
went and did it anyway. Ava feels even
more useless now.

This gift is perfectly wrapped of
course, all crisp edges and square
corners. The ribbon is tied in an
expert bow, the ends curled just
the right amount to give it a little
volume. And Ava has seen the gift
wrapping counters in all the stores,
but somehow she is sure Beatrice
wrapped this herself. She is sure
that Beatrice chose the perfect gift,
something refined and tasteful, just
like Beatrice, something poetic.

“I'm sorry, Ava says, avoiding
Beatrice’s eyes. “I didn’t find you a
gift”

“It’s fine. | said we didn’t need to

buy anything for each other. And | did
that instead of making dinner, so we're
going to have leftovers tonight”

“I like eating leftovers with you.”

Beatrice smiles again, takes Ava’s hand
and squeezes lightly. “No one’s ever said
that to me before.” But Beatrice sees
Ava’s hesitation, follows her gaze to the
little box under the tree, and gestures.
“Go, open it”

Ava does. Inside the box is a little
glass figurine, a hamster with its mouth
stuffed so full of food its cheeks are
bulging. It's ridiculous, and cute, and
hilarious. It’s not the sort of thing she
would have expected from Beatrice.
“What is this?”

“It’sasilly thing | sawin a shop window
and it reminded me of you, so | bought
it. You don’t need to buy me anything,
you don't have to try to be romantic or
deep. You could buy me frog slippers
and | would love them.”’

“I did buy you froggy slippers”
Ava points down at the floor, where
Beatrice’s toes are hidden behind
round eyes and smiling green faces.

“Yes, two weeks ago. Before
Christmas. Because | said my feet were
cold inthe winter, and you thought of me
when you saw them. | love the slippers,
Ava. | love you.”

Ava blinks away tears, pulls Beatrice
into a hug. “I just want to make you
happy.’

Beatrice is close, whispers in her ear.
“You do make me happy. | just want to
spend Christmas with you, eat leftovers
in front of our crooked tree, and
watch cheesy movies together. After
everything that happened, you could
have gone anywhere, walked away, but
you stayed. With me.”

There’'s a hand on Ava’s cheek,
lips pressing against her temple, and
Beatrice pulls away so they can look
at each other. Ava is taken back to
that time months ago, when she had
stumbled through a wall and Beatrice
had caught her. Beatrice had looked
at her the same way then. And Ava’s
heart had been pounding in her chest
without her understanding why. She'd
read about love, seen it in television
and movies, but never lived it. Never
quite like that. But Ava had looked away,
suddenly embarrassed, and then that
moment was gone.

Now though, Ava knows exactly
what is happening. And Beatrice does
too. This is not new to them anymore,
even if sometimes it still feels that way.
There’s no pretense now, no need to
hold anything back. Ava leans forward
and kisses Beatrice.

Beatrice meets her halfway, pokes
her tongue out to tangle with Ava's.
There are hands on her waist, the scent
of anticipation in the air. Beatrice tastes
like tea, and cinnamon, and winter, and
wonder and acceptance. And to Ava,
burned into her mind, this will forever
be the taste of Christmas.
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Beatpuc Hukorpa He 6bina ocobeHHO
aKTMBHA B COLMaNbHbIX CeTAX, Peako
nybnukysa gotorpacdumn n npegnovmTas
nuyHoe obweHune BupTyanbHoMy. Ho
B CBOH MepByl Yy4vyebHylo Hepento
OHa WMNYNbCUMBHO 3aBefla aKKayHT B
TeuTTepe, Hanasa 3abaBHYH CTPAHUUKY
C MeMaMM1 U O0BONbHO HeyBepeHHbIMM
Habpockamu o weHke B KeMbpupxe.
Cama beartpuc npu 3TOM noYTH
HMYEero He MNOCTWUNA, HECKONbKO
pPeTBMTOB TYT U TaM, HO KaXxgoe yTpo
nposepsina obHoBNEHUs @cam-
bridgepuppy. Cnycta napy Mecsues
COpPOK CeMb MOJMMUCUYMKOB, MUTAKOLLUX
MUNYH MpUBSAI3aHHOCTb K cobakam,
NnpeBpaTUIINCh B ThbiCAYY.

CerogHs, NpPUBbLIYHO CEPbIM MO3LHUM
O0CeHHUM pHeM, beaTpuc cnewwuna Kk
npogeccopy Mmnpoto, YbM nekuuu en
Kasanucb nydywen uYactblo yyebHoM
Hepenu, CO CTaKaHYMKOM uYas U3
6nvKaniien KopemHn n KHuron J>koHa
Hopeuua no uctopuu BeHeuuaHcKou
pecny6nuku.

Cxumas B nagoHu CMapTdoH,
OHa JiiCTana JIeHTY W OCTOPOXHO

npogBuranacb K BbIXogy CKBO3b
HenpepbIiBHO pacTyuyto Tonny
nocetutenen. OHa epBa Yycnena

3auenuTbcs CcB060JHbBIMM
nanbuamMM 3a [BEPHYH PYuYKYy, Kak
LBepb pacrnaxHynacb caMa co6o#.
HoBonpubbiBLWKIA HeTepnenuebli
KJIMEHT Ha MOJIHOM Xogy BJeTen
B Beatpuc, CMOTKHYBLUUCH (]
HeBbICOKMI Mopor M BbIGUB M3 ee
PYK MHOroctpaganbHbii CTapeHbKWK
andoH. Beatpuc OTHIOO,b He
6b1Ia KOHFNMEpPOM W B MOMbITKE He
pacnnieckaTb NOBCIOAY Yail ycrblwana,
KaK TenetoH Mpu3eMnuics y ee
HOF, [LEeMOHCTpUpys  u3o6paxkeHue
nocnegHero NpocMaTpuBaeMoro TBUTa
C MeMOM Mpo LWeHKa B 0YKax, Kak y
lappu MNoTTepa.

BesocTtaHoOBOYHO WU3BUHSAACD,
He3HaKoMKa noTsiHynachb 3a
cMapTdoHoM Beatpuc, KoTopblit mpu
NMOBEPXHOCTHOM OCMOTpe oOKasascs
HeBpeguM. Ee B3rnsg MuMoneTHo
3ajepxancs Ha ropsileM gucnnee.

- Mos BuHa. lbiTatocb n3baBuTbCs ot

3y60B MyapocTu.

- Hwukto He noctpapgan, 3y6bl uenbl,
TaK YTO HUKaAKMX npobnem. 1 HeMHoro
Toponntock. [No3sonuub?

BeaTtpuc kuBHyna ronoBoil B CTOPOHY
npoxopa, KoTopbli BCe elle 3aHUMMana
LeByLIKA.

3anuxHyB TenedoH B 3afHUWA KapMaH
OXuHcoB, bBeatpuc B nocnegHuit
pa3 orngHynacb Ha He3HaKOMKY,
KoTopasl B 3TOT CaMblii MOMEHT CHOBa
3anMHynacb 0 KOBep Yy MpuiaBka.
Beatpuc He cMorna cpepxatb ynbl6Ky
M CO 3BOHOM KOJIOKONbYMKA MOKMHYNA
nepenosIHEHHYH KOG enHIo.

*k%

Cypbba - crTpaHHas wrtyka. OHa
BCerga nNoOAKMAObIBAaeT  MHOXECTBO
HE06BACHUMBIX, CMUCaHHbIX Ha
C/lyYalHOCTb, COBMaAeHUN.

MoaTtomy He 6bIno Huuero
yOuBuTENbHOro B TOM, uTo Beatpuc
LOBOJIbHO CKOpPO CHOBa YyBupgena
HesHakoMKy. [leBywka cupgena Ha
NpoTUBOMONIOXKHOM bGepery o3epa U
YTO-TO paspucoBbiBana B BGNOKHOTeE.
Beatpuc xotena Habpatbcs xpabpocTtu
M MogoMnTH, Ho JlunuT BCcerga Bbibupana
«Jlyvliee» BpeMS A1l 3BOHKOB.

*k%k

B Hauane pekabps B neHte TBUTTepa

HacTynuno HenpuBbIYHO  posnroe
3aTullbe, OfHaXQObl  HapyleHHoe
€0UHCTBEHHbIM HexapaKTepHbIM,
HECKONIbKO  [enpecCcUMBHbIM  TBUTOM,
cojepxXalluM BCEro napy cros.
@cambridgepuppy:  PoxpectBo -
OTCTOW.

BeaTtpuc 3arpyctuna.

A Ha cnepylowWwuiA peHb CTpaHULa
6eccnepgHo  pacTtBopunach, 6yaTo
€e HMKOrga M He Cyl,ecTBOBaso.
Beatpuc cHavyana mnokasanocb, u4TO
OHa olwubnacb CCbINKOW, HO CHOBA
M CcHoBa nepepj rnasamMu BO3HMKaNO
yrHeTawolee U  TPeBOXHOE  «He
HangeHo».

*kk

BeaTpuc He wucnbiTbiBaNa PpoOBHbIM
CYETOM HMKAKMX COXaneHW1 no nosopy
nepcnekTuB npoeectu PoxpecTso
B opguHo4yecTBe. C Tex mop Kak OHa
noctynuna B YHMBEPCUTET, OHA MHOIO

BpeMeHu npoBoguna B 6ubnuoteke
HaepguHe c co6oit. Mo 06bIKHOBEHUIO
BbIMbILUIEHHbIE  MEPCOHaXW  MOFu
6biTb  ropaspo 6onee MPUSATHBIMU
cobecegHMKaMK, 4YeM >KUBble NHOAM,
M obnagann OOHWUM KOJIOCCAJNbHbIM
NpenMyLLecTBOM - OHWU BCErga MOru
npoMonyars.

Pogutenu ecHo panu noHaTb, 4To B
3TOM rogy He XAanu ee MOSIBAEHUS
Ha npasgHukW. Jlunut npurnawana
K cebe, 4YTo Ha ee HA3blke 3Ha4uIo
«MpaKTUYeckn ymonsana», Ho beatpuc
3Hana cembto JIMIMT BCIO CBOIO XXW3Hb.
Nx popuTenu Mornu nocopeBHOBATbCS
LOpYr c gpyroM B cHobusme, n beatpuc
He O6blna MONMHOCTbIO YBEPEHa, YTO
cMorna 6bl npegyrapgatb nobegurens.
BeaTpuc nepep BbIXO[oOM HaTsiHyna Ha
cebs YepHble BXXUHCbI U eAUHCTBEHHYIO
SIpKYl0 Belib B rappepobe - KpacHo-
cepbih 6oMbep c 6ykBou B Ha rpyawm,
HeJaBHO NofdapeHHbI LLI3HHOH.

Y Hee coBceM He 6bino nnaHoB Ha 23
pekabpsa, nostoMy oHa 6ecuenbHO
CJIOHSINAch MO YJI0UKaM M pasrnsigbiBana
BUTPUHbI KHWXHBIX U aHTUKBAPHbIX
MmarasuHoB.  OHa nepebpocunacb
HecKo/ibKUMK cnoBaMu c Bapucrou
Kamunou B cBoen nobumon KodenHe,
noxenana e npuatHoro PoxpecTBa u
BbILUIA HA MOPO3HbI BO3AYX.
HanpoTue Ha ckaMelKe psagoM C efikon
cupena «3HakoMasi» He3HakKoMKa. Tak
BeaTtpuc noecTpevana ee B TpeTuii pas.
BeaTpuc ornapenacb nNo cTopoHaMm U
nepewna uyepe3 popory. BbecwyMHo
NpY3eMUBLLMCb Ha NPOTUBOMOJIOXHOM
KOHUe naBku, beaTtpuc HekoTopoe
BpeMsi pasrnggbiBana crop6neHHbIN
CUNY3T, a MOTOM NPOTSAHYNa HETPOHYThIN
CTaKaH4YMK C YaeM.

- C PoxpectBoMm.

HesHakoMka mogHsina rososy, y Hee
6binM KpacHble, 6yaTo OT HEMPOMMUTbIX
cnes, rnasa. OHa Monuya npuHAana
CTakaH4yuK M3 pyk Beatpuc u cgenana
MepBbIi WYMHbIWA FAOTOK.

- VYo, rapoctb.

- 370 3eneHbli Yau.

- 91 ckasana ato Bcnyx? 3T0 AOMXKHO
6b1710 NPO3BYYaTb KakK «cnacnbo».
BeaTpuc ycMexHynach W, 3aCyHyB pyKu
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B KapMaHbl, yCTaBWUIaCb Ha MUraloLLYHO
BbIBECKY KothelMHW. OHM mpocupenu B
TULWWKNHE HEKOTOpoe BpeMs.

- 9 939Ba, kctatu. Tbl bBeatpuc?
Bupena nepBble Heckonbko 6yKB Ha
CTakaHuuke.. B T1oT pas. He ceropgHs,
ouyeBnpgHo. CeropHA TyT no4veMmy-To
nArywka.

9Ba NoOKpyTUNa CTaKaHYMK B pyKax,
npoeega 6onbwMM  ManbueM Mo
WTPMXaM Ha KapToHe, U Ha ee rybax
3aurpana HeyBepeHHas ynbibka.

- 3T0 NepexuToK APYXKECKOM LWKOMbHOM
WyTKKU. HeBaxcHo.

Beatpuc noxana nnevamuy,
pelwuna He cnpawunBaThb.
LoBonbHo 6bICTpO cTeMHeno, ¢ Heba
ynasno HeCKOJIbKO CHEXUHOK.

- Cnacubo 3a 4Yal M KOMNaHMIO.

- [Mokasanocb, 4Yto Tebe 3TO ObLIO
Hy>Hee. ElLe yBugumcs.

BeaTpuc nogHAanacb cCo cKaMeuKu W,
MaxHyB pPyKoM, 3aBepHyna 3a yron. OHa
He Morna nepectaTb AyMaTtb 06 3ToM
BCTPeYe M YCHYNa C MbIC/IbIO O TOM,
yTo 3Ba HEBepOATHO KpacuBa, Korpa

M 9Ba

rpycTUT, HO elle KpacuBee, Korpga
ynbibaeTtcs.

*kk

B ytpo couenbHuka bBeatpuc no

npuBbluKe npoBepuna TBUTTEP U C
yauBneHneM obHapyxuna, 4to ee
no6uMbIN aKKayHT BepHyncs,
ony6nuMkoBaB napy HOBbIX TBUTOB.
Mepebii 6b11 00 601U MenaHXoNUYeH.

@cambridgepuppy: UcnbiTbiBas
OFPOMHYK yTpaTy, Mbl He TOTOBbI
noxenatb nopgobHOro paxe CBOUM

BparaM. XoTsl S Bce ele He Mory
OTAYCTUTb, JKENaw KaXpoMy HaWuTu
yTeweHue. He Mory noBeputb, u4TO
nuuwy 370, Ho... C PoxxpecTtBoM, pebsaTal
Ha BTtopoM bBeatpuc uytb He
BblpoHMNAa TenedoH M3 pyK, K HeMy
6bl1 MpuUKpenseH LBETHOW CKeT4y C
nsobpakeHMeM LLEHKA U NSrywoHKa ¢
KapTOHHbIM CTAaKaHYUKOM B pyKax.

@cambridgepuppy: Tbl uuTaews 3TOT
aKKayHT, HO 9 He 3Hal TBOW HUKHEWM.
Hapetoch, Tbl yBUAMILbL 3T0. BO3MOXHO,
a1 olwwubatocb, Ho TBOoe PoxpaecTso,

KaxeTtcsl, 6yfeT He MeHee OLWHOKMUM.
M ecnn Tbl rpe-to B KeMmbpupxe,
npuxogM Ha TO Xe MecTO CerogHsa B
ceMb Beyepa.  npuHecy TepMoc ¢ Kode.
3eneHbin Yal - OTCTON.

Beatpuc He Morna ypepxatb cebs
OT MbICNK, YTO 3TO 6blNa B HEKOTOPOM
CMbiC/le  pOMaHTMYHas Bewb. 3a
OKHOM 6bIN0 [0CTaTOYHO MPOXNafHo,
uTo6bl LEeNUTb OAUH TEPMOC Ha OBOMX,
Mo3TOMY OHa OTbICKasa M HanonHwuna
CBOW «OTCTOMHbIM» 3ef1eHbIM YaeM.

Korpa bBeatpuc pasrnapena Ha
YCIOBJIEHHOM MecTe 3HaKOMYH
(Urypy, OCBELLEHHYIO TYCK/bIM CBETOM
toHapA M MepJieHHbIMU MepesiuBaMu
NpasgHUYHOM TUPNSIHAbI, ee ceppue
Ha CeKyHOy 3aMepsio, MpoOMnycTuB
HeCcKoNibko ypapoB. 3Ba OTNIOXMIA
Cepblit NTaCTUK Ha MOKaTyl KPbIWKY
TepMoca W, Kpemko CXuMas B pyke
KapaHpaly, nopapuna Beatpuc
WMPOKYH UCKPEHHIOIO YIbIGKY.


https://docs.google.com/document/d/10Fc820_yc8NlEM7JGrRbLpWm36ft5Dx6Odw6UOV5FqE/edit

SEE YOU IN 2022!
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