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It's gone. All gone. The last gold coins in my pocket, tossed with feigned carelessness into the 

open guitar case. I pause, waiting a long moment for some sort of acknowledgement, a little 

recognition. But his eyes are shut, he's lost in his music, his fingers nimble on the frets as the 

notes echo and pulse along the tiled entrance to the station. People are bustling past, buffeting me 

with the tips of handbags, nudging me with their luggage. Snatches of conversation clatter around 

and still he plays, his eyes closed, his expression borders on bliss. 

 Someone bumps me forward and I'm caught in the flow, barely able to glance back at him, 

my gold coins insignificant against the notes and shrapnel massing in his case. I let myself be 

moved along, barely registering my surroundings. My feet move of their own accord whilst my head 

throbs in a staccato beat. Gone. Gone. Gone. 

 How could I be so stupid, throwing away the last that I had into the case of a stranger? It 

was his handwriting that undid me, lessening my resolve. He was playing Christmas carols, not the 

usual mainstream drivel, but the sweet, melancholy songs that I haven't heard since mass on 

Christmas Eve, several lifetimes ago now. The sign said he was making music to pay for his trip 

home, that he had miles to go and only music to get him there. The letters were messy, his spelling 

jarred my attention, and I was wondering if it was a deliberate ploy when the music overtook me, 

taking my breath away, shifting my mind to the place I called home when my life meant something 

and I had everything that mattered. 

 I'm suddenly free, separate from the jostling crowd. I've somehow shuffled to the side and 

there is the sloping gradient to platform 7 and I slowly walk up. There is almost a hush, now I'm out 

of the bustle, and I feel my heart settle into a steady rhythm. The platform is nearly empty, just a 

few people gathered in clutches on the scattered benches. I make my way past a family, two 

children holding bright helium balloons. One is marked with 'Merry' and the other 'Christmas' and I 

can't help but smile at their obvious excitement. Their mother smiles at me and for a moment I 

forget, forget I am broke and alone on Christmas Eve. I close my eyes, hearing again the sweet 

notes of the guitar, smelling the rich tang of incense, my eyes drawn towards the candles at the 

altar, my hand held tight by my mother. I am home. 


