The raucous sounds of laughter, boisterous conversation and music faded as the door closed behind him, leaving him alone on the narrow stoop. He looked directly across the road at the row of closely spaced cottages along the seafront and wondered how it was possible that the icy breeze, blowing off a white-capped sea, could go straight through stone and mortar to make him shiver. He just couldn’t get his head around a cold Christmas. Where he came from, Christmas meant hot, humid, summer weather – languid days on the beach and rooms chilled by air conditioning - not snow drifts, icy footpaths and roaring log fires.
Looking to his right he saw Myrtle forlornly abandoned kerbside - her wipers frozen to the windscreen in mid arc, as if the last to use her had hurriedly stilled her engine to get to the warm fire inside the brightly festooned Caff. He briefly considered borrowing Myrtle to get home but decided the all-nighters still inside might have a greater need for her services when last drinks were finally called in the early hours of tomorrow. 
Behind him he could still discern the muted sounds of the revelry he had just left and wished that he could stay a while longer, but he wasn’t used to staying up quite so late. The three bottles of Black Sheep he had already imbibed were now settled nicely in his veins and suffused him with a light headedness that he soon hoped to walk off.
Stepping carefully onto the footpath, he turned left and headed off briskly, his coat pulled tight against the cold, one hand plunged deep in a coat pocket, and a small green shopping bag swinging from his other rapidly cooling hand. His thoughts turned to the Caff and its patrons - a diverse group of interesting people that frequented a place that wasn’t a pub, but served drinks at a bar and had a snooker table (he was still smarting over being beaten two frames to one by, of all things, a sheep!) - wasn’t a restaurant, but served home made food - wasn’t a dance hall, but was known to host conga lines - and wasn’t a classroom, but was still a place of learning. It was occasionally quiet but seemed to be open 24 hours a day - a most curious and pleasant place indeed.
With head down he pushed on against a capricious breeze until his attention was diverted by what appeared to be a large jumble of discarded clothing against the entrance to the now closed newsagency – a slowly flashing Merry Christmas sign on the door casting alternate light and dark on the bundle. He stopped when he reached it and looked back down the street towards the warm glow spilling from the windows of the Caff, then turned to look again at the bundle which now stirred a little, making him jump. From within the bundle a face appeared - thin, unshaven and grubby. Not an old face but not a young face either.
“Are you ok mate?” 

No answer - just dark wary eyes watching him

“You ok?” he repeated louder.

“No need to shout. I’m not deaf”, the sullen reply came.

“Just asking mate. You look cold and hungry. When was the last time you ate?”

“Two days ago” - less sullen, a hint of curiosity in the voice.
He looked down at his shopping bag and thought of the two sticky buns, the plastic container of still-hot chestnut stifado and the three bottles of ale within. He sighed, thinking of the dinner he was going to enjoy when he got home.
“Do you want something to eat?”

“What you got?” – interested now.

“Some delicious chestnut stifado, two buns and a bottle of ale”. He was keeping back two bottles of ale – he’d probably need them later.

“What the fu..”

“It’s a stew made from chestnuts” he interrupted. “It’s very tasty – and still hot”. Being charitable wasn’t always the easiest thing in the world.
“S’pose I could try it, seeing you’re offering like”

He handed over the food, ale and a small plastic fork which was accepted swiftly.
“Thanks” – back to sullen but better than nothing.

“Do you have somewhere to go home to?”

A pause and then, dripping with sarcasm, “Yes my dear chap, I’m waiting for Jeeves to pick me up in the Roller but clearly he’s running late” - followed by something mumbled and best not heard.

“Well, I’ll be off then. Enjoy the meal mate”. Being a saint was even harder.
He turned and walked on, once again pulling his coat around him, the bag by his side not quite as heavy now, until he heard behind him,
“You sure there’s no Skippy the Bush Kangaroo in this stew?.........mate”

His pace slowed, a smile creasing his face. He was about to turn around and say something equally sarcastic but thought better of it. Well it was Christmas after all.

Instead, he offered “Merry Christmas everyone” and resumed his brisk pace, the words probably not getting further than the condensation on his breath, but uttered, never the less, with warmth and sincerity.
