
Christmas at The Hill  

“Aaaaawwww! Thanks mum. It’s nice…..” said Hazel “It’s nice! You call 2 

hours of shopping nice!” growled mum “What did you get Eiméar?”Mum 

asked as she watched Eiméar open another present “Aww! Thanks 

mum!” said Eiméar. “You’re welcome sweety!” replied mum. “I know 

who the favourite is!” whispered Hazel. “At least she appreciates what I 

give her,” argued mum. “ YOU DO THIS EVERY YEAR” backchatted Hazel. 

“Up and get changed and lose that attitude” muttered mum. “Do this and 

do that,” replied Hazel. “You know you need to learn how to respect 

people,” replied Eiméar. “And this is what I go through every year!”  

  

“Where are we off to for dinner?” asked Hazel. “Amm…” moaned dad. 

“The Hill”, “No! Sligo” argued the girls. “NOOOOO!  I want to go to Sligo” 

screamed Eiméar. “Fine where do you want to go?” asked dad. “Pick what 

I say and I’ll give you €10,” bargained Hazel.  “Fine where do you want to 

go” whispered Eiméar. “The Hill in Gurteen,” whispered Hazel. “NO!” 

Eiméar yelled. “YES! I’ll pay you €20!” bargained Hazel. “Fine – The Hill” 

replied Eiméar. “YES!”said Hazel “Fine” said dad. “Can we bring Tiny?”  

“NO!” “YES!” “NO!” “YES!”  “Fine!” snapped Dad. “Come on Tiny lets go!” 

said Hazel “Let’s rock and roll!” said dad. 

  

“Hi! Can we get a table?” Dad asked. “Sorry! What?” replied the waitress. 

“Can we have a table?” Dad asked again. “Do you need a table?” moaned 

the waitress. “Ah yeah!” answered Hazel. “Come right over here and we’ll 

see what we can do for you! Alright?”asked the waitress. “Ugly!” Hazel 

sighed. “Hazel! Show some respect!” growled Mum. “I am but it’s just 

that when your sister sets an alarm for 6:45 in the morning and it goes off  

but Hazel the poor child has to face it thinking her sister would wake up, 

do you think she woke!” grunted Hazel. “No! I don’t want to hear the 

other side to a tell tale story!” growled Mum.  

  



“Can I take your order?” asked the waitress. “Just give us a minute if 

that’s ok?” asked Mum. “You would think she is the queen with tea!” 

stalked the waitress as she walked away. Hazel sighed once again as the 

dog went weak with starvation. “Mum, can we order now? The look on 

Tiny’s face is scaring me!” moaned Hazel. “Hazel would you ever stop 

your whining,” growled Mum once again. “I’m not! It’s just tha….” “ Can I 

take your order?” interrupted the waitress. “Yes!” replied Mum. “What 

can I get you?” asked the waitress. “Can we get the Christmas Special?” 

replied Mum. “What about Tiny?” asked Hazel. “What about the dog?” 

moaned Mum. “He can share with me!” added Hazel cheekily. “Is that all 

now?” asked the waitress. “Yes, thank you!” Mum replied as the waitress 

walked away. 

 

“Oh no!” shouted the chef in the kitchen. “What’s wrong now?” 

complained the waitress. “The turkey has burned in the oven!” squealed 

the chef. “Who forgot to check on the turkey?” yelled the waitress. 

“Ahh…not me….ahh…” replied the chef. “Well I’m not a chef. I’m a 

waitress,” replied the waitress. “Billie! Did you forget to check the turkey? 

You’re the only one who didn’t say you didn’t do it,” shouted the 

waitress. “No! It wasn’t me!” replied Billie. “Just get the other turkey out 

of the oven,” yelled the waitress. “What other turkey?” asked the chef, 

“That’s the only one there is!” “Look again!” yelled the waitress, “Who is 

going to tell the guests?” “Not me!” “Not  me!” “No! Not me!” “It’s left to 

me isn’t it?” said the waitress. “Yep!” replied the others. “What am I 

going to say?” asked the waitress. “Just say we burned the turkey,” 

explained the chef. “Ok. I’m going in!” said the waitress. 

 

 “Excuse me! There has been a slight problem,” moaned the 

waitress. “What’s the problem?” asked Mum. “Ammm, the turkey burnt 

in the oven,” squeaked the waitress. “You see! We should go!” moaned 

Dad. “Adrian!” barked Mum. “Well what are we going to do? Not enjoy a 

nice Christmas here? I knew this was the worst idea!” squealed Dad. “We 

are staying here!” growled Mum. “Yes!!” said Hazel. 



  

“What else can we have to eat?” Dad asked the waitress. “I’ve got an 

idea!” said Hazel. “Not now Hazel!” replied Dad. “But I’ve got an idea!” 

Hazel said again. “Not now!” moaned Mum. “I have no idea, nothing,” 

said Dad. “Me either!” said Mum. “What about you Hazel? Any ideas?” 

they asked. “Yes!” replied Hazel, “I’ve had one for the last 

while….Centra!” “But it isn’t open yet!” added the waitress. It doesn’t 

open until 2:00pm.” “Well it’s half past one now,” Dad added. “But Mum, 

I’m really hungry now!” Hazel complained. “It will be open soon,” Mum 

replied. Hazel sighed. 

“Dad look! Is that Angela and John over there?” asked Eimear. “Yep! 

That’s them alright!” said Dad. ”Hi ya!” said Hazel. “Hi ya!” said Jack. “Did 

you hear?” asked Hazel. “Hear what?” asked Jack. “The turkey burnt in 

the oven!” whispered Hazel. “It’s just a turkey,” replied Jack. “It was our 

turkey!” screamed Hazel. “Alright! Alright! Calm down!” replied Jack, “I’m 

going to go back over and sit with my family now!” “Dad! Look at the 

time!” gigged Hazel. “Oh, come on! Let’s go!” said Dad. “I’ll walk Tiny!” 

called Hazel. “No! I want to walk him!” complained Eiméar. “No! I said it 

first!” yelled Hazel. “Come on! Just go!” whined Dad. 

“Ok! What turkey should we get?” asked Dad. “Ahhhhh….that one!” said 

Hazel. “No! That’s a chicken,” cried Dad. “Is it?” gasped Hazel. “She’s 

right!” said Mum. “HA!” said Hazel. “Come on! Let’s go!” said Mum. “That 

will be €30.00,” demanded the shopkeeper. “Here you go,” squeaked 

Mum. “You’re a euro short,” moaned the shopkeeper. “Adrian! Will you 

give a euro if you have one,” moaned Mum. “Ahhh! Here you go!” said 

Dad. “Thank you!” said the shopkeeper. “You’re welcome!” Dad replied, 

“Now! Are we ready to go?” asked Dad, “Wait! Where are Hazel and Tiny 

gone?” “Oh! She said she would meet us up there,” replied Eimear.  

“Mmmm!” That was realy nice….and by the look of Tiny, he enjyed it too” 

gasped Hazel. “Yeah!” said Dad, “Can we get the bill please?” “Here you 

go!” moaned the waitress. “Thank you! Here you go!” bellowed Dad. 

“Bye!” said Hazel.             By Hazel Redican 


