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Music blares from loudspeakers and tourists and residents alike wander in 
cheerful little bundles of warm clothing beneath the colourful lights that 
cross the air between the closely-packed shops and cafés of a Dublin high 
street. Among this crowd staggers a thick-set, grey-haired man in a battered 
overcoat. A cigarette clings desperately to his half-open mouth as he pushes 
his way through the festive crowd. Christmas-time was only something to be 
excited about if you could afford it. 

This was a man whose family had turned on him. His drinking had 
turned to anger and his anger to violence. His little girl Mary was pregnant, 
his brother had told him so, and his wife preferred the company of a prettier 
man. Jason. He spat, the cigarette miraculously hanging on. They were out of 
control. They needed his help – he could still save his daughter. Only a father 
could understand. 

A bus sat idling at the station. Perfect timing, he thought, as he 
dumped an indeterminate number of coins in the driver’s waiting hand. 

A sudden knock at the door caused Jason to hesitate. Mary’s hand 
stopped mid-chop, the knife hovering over the carrot. Her stepfather dried 
his hands on a nearby tea-towel, and, his sleeves still rolled up to his elbow, 
pulled the door open, peering through the widening crack. His eyes widened, 
just for a moment, as he recognised his visitor. He attempted to hide it, but 
Mary was watching closely, and she saw it. She placed the knife slowly beside 
the cut vegetables and edged towards the door. 

Drunken, dishevelled and determined, Mary’s father swayed slightly in 
front of Jason, his watery eyes giving him their most malevolent stare.  

‘Where’s my little girl?’ The slur was frighteningly clear. His anger was 
apparently sobering. 

‘Harold… I think you need to go for a walk…’ Jason began, his hands 
raised and open, in a futile attempt to calm him down. 

‘Where’s Mary?’ he repeated. 
Mary answered with her presence, and she began to speak, a 

monologue already fraying at the seams from repeated use. ‘Dad… I’m 
twenty-five. I’m getting married. I’m an adult now and…’ 

Harold’s face contorted as he threw out his hand, snatching at Mary’s 
shirt. She stepped back, quickly, out of his reach as Jason put himself 
between them, stepping from the door and, as it closed behind him, he spoke 
over his shoulder. 

‘Mary, call the police.’ 
The door slammed shut, and Mary lifted the receiver, though her 

finger couldn’t quite push the buttons. She couldn’t see her father in prison. 
She couldn’t have him arrested. He was drunk, he didn’t know what he was 
doing. 



The door slammed shut, and Harold’s hand dived into his pocket, 
withdrawing a solid, metal object. Jason recognised it instantly, and tried 
again to reason with him, but before the words left his mouth, Harold had 
found the catch and revealed the blade. Weapon in hand, he advanced on the 
man who stole his family. 

Christmas-time was only special if you deserved it. 


