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The Other Side of Christmas 

Sharon Booth 

It’s snowing. Well it would be wouldn’t it? All afternoon people have been 

coming into the reception and announcing the fact as if we’re not capable of 

looking out of a window and seeing for ourselves. 

‘Blowing a blizzard out there,’ they tell us cheerfully. ‘It’ll be murder on the 

roads. Hope you haven’t got far to go when you finish here.’ 

The older ones look worried, asking us to ring taxis for them after they’ve 

seen the doctor, but the children are delighted, staring out of the health centre 

windows as big fat flakes, stark white against the dark sky, shower onto the 

pavement as if someone’s shaking a giant box of wash powder onto the world.  

I’m only just starting to log off my computer when Penny appears at my side, 

all ready to leave. ‘Hurry up, Katy. Let’s get out of here. Can you believe it’s 

snowing?’ 

Well yes, I can actually. In fact I’d have put money on it. The one year when 

Christmas is a total washout from my point of view, when I’ve made up my 

mind to ignore it to the best of my ability, and it has to go all Charles Dickens 

on me. Of course it does. 

‘Thank God that’s over with,’ she calls as I head into the cloakroom and 

collect my coat. ‘So glad it’s not our turn to stay till six this year. Why are you 
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dawdling? Four o’clock finish today, remember? Or have you forgotten it’s 

Christmas Eve?’ 

‘Never! Is it really? No one mentioned it,’ I say, pulling on my gloves and 

winding my scarf around my neck. I keep my head down so she doesn’t see the 

tears that have suddenly appeared from nowhere. How embarrassing. I blink 

them away angrily and pull myself together. I’m thirty-one for God’s sake. It’s 

just one wretched day. I can cope with that.  

‘What time are your mum and dad expecting you?’ she asks, as I stoop to get 

my handbag from under the desk, and blushes as I straighten up and catch her 

popping a mini sausage roll into her mouth. She shrugs and peers longingly at 

the plates of left-over sandwiches and quiche. She can’t still be hungry, surely? 

She practically cleared the tables single-handedly. No one loves an office buffet 

like Penny.  

‘I told them to expect me when they see me,’ I say casually. ‘It’s all very 

informal at our house. Dad will probably be asleep in front of the telly and Mum 

will be in the kitchen, helping herself to the advocaat and peeling three tons of 

potatoes. I don’t have to clock on or anything.’ 

‘Lucky you,’ she says. ‘It’s going to be manic at ours tonight when the hordes 

arrive. How we’re going to fit everyone in I don’t know. Are you sure you don’t 

mind Mike’s mum taking your room?’ 
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‘It’s hardly my room,’ I point out. ‘I’ve only been lodging there for a few 

weeks. Anyway, don’t be so daft; you’ve had this arranged for months. Oh, and 

don’t worry, I’ve hidden anything that may shock her.’ 

Penny’s eyes widen and I sigh. ‘I’m kidding. Stop worrying.’ 

‘I just feel mean,’ she says. ‘It would have been lovely to have you for 

Christmas but there simply isn’t the space for everyone. Mike’s sister and 

brother-in-law will be in sleeping bags on the floor as it is.’ 

‘You’ll manage,’ I say. There’s no doubt about it. Penny and Mike go 

through the same performance every year. Their house is always chaotic and 

bursting at the seams with guests on Christmas Day, but they always enjoy it 

and invite everyone back for a repeat performance. I can hardly complain. 

They’ve been good enough to take me in and let me live in their spare room for 

the last seven weeks. The least I can do is make way for their guests without 

making them feel guilty about it. 

 

We hope you enjoyed this extract.  To read more of this and other 

short stories with winter and Christmas themes, please visit 

thewriteromantics.com and find out where to buy ‘Winter Tales’ – 

an anthology of stories released to raise funds for the Teenage 

Cancer Trust and The Cystic Fibrosis Trust. 

 


