Prompt:  “Christmas morning, and didn't the burglars have fun last night?”
“Christmas morning, and didn't the burglars have fun last night?” Cackles me mam, her best pal Jim Beam in one hand and a half open packet of Cadbury’s roses, my gift to her opened without me, in the other.

Every Christmas it’s the same, every year I wish I could be like normal kids. I imagine opening presents, stuffing myself with Christmas dinner and sweets until I’m sick and then watching stupid Christmas specials on the telly but that’s not normal for me.

Normal for me is somehow managing to drag mam out of her drunken stupor, so that I can force a sandwich down her.  Normal for me is looking out the window at the Christmas lights flashing in the neighbour’s houses and imaging that I am in there, enjoying all the magic things that must happen to other people at this time of year.

One year I nearly had Christmas properly.  I called the ambulance to take mam to hospital because she was in a right state and I couldn’t wake her up.  They were really nice at the hospital. They gave me some turkey sandwiches and a present - it was a blue teddy, I’ve still got him, his name is Charlie.  Mam didn’t want to stay in hospital though, and as they couldn’t keep her in, I had to go home before the Christmas party.   I’d have liked to have gone to a party, I’m sure that would have been nice.
This is it though, this is the last year I don’t have Christmas.  This is the last year I hear that stupid burglar excuse for having no presents.  This is the last year that I wipe sick from me mam’s face instead of eating Christmas dinner. Next year I’m going to be sixteen, next year I’m going to leave home and everyday will be like Christmas because I won’t be with her.
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