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Some people might have gotten excited about Christmas, New Year and a whole bunch of other so-called great holidays in December, but I didn’t. It wasn’t that I didn’t like those holidays but after a few years of them with three screaming kids, a lot of noisy neighbours and a lot of rubbish presents from horrible, posh in-laws you really start to develop a minor hatred of those holidays.

But there was one holiday I enjoyed. Yet even that was stretching that little positive word a little more than I would like to.

And that was Freedom Day, the last Sunday before Christmas when all our wives and girlfriends took out the children and grandchildren allowing us men to enjoy our time away from Christmas shopping. We were free to do whatever we wanted so all of us came to the pub and we certainly enjoyed it here.

I sat in my favourite wooden chair with lots of small wooden nobs pressing like daggers into my skin, at the best pub in the entire world. A lot of people might have said Dave’s Shack was a shithole and they would be right. The pub wasn’t anything that special and that was exactly how I liked it. I had always liked the beer-stained brown walls that had certainly seen better days and some of the walls had been eaten away by woodworm.

I don’t know why Dave, the short little owner with a bald head, even bothered patching up the holes to the icy cold outside world. I rather liked the draft in the evening, especially when Dave’s faulty gas fire started smoking and no one really cared.

The place was certainly a fire hazard but that was just part of its charm. 

The entire shack smelt of cheap, watery alcohol with hints of whiskey, bourbon and moonshine making me really want to get on the good stuff. But it was a shame that Dave only allowed his friends and best customers to have access to them.

I was close to making the list but I wasn’t good enough yet sadly. 

Over the talking, muttering and moaning of the other regulars that were all middle-aged men like me and elderly men, I could sadly hear the damn roar of the boy racers zooming up the road outside.

This was a shithole in a bad area and I hated the boy racers for sure. The Shack itself was stuck in-between a collapsing building that used to be a high-rise office building and a petrol station that was smashed up more often than not.

I didn’t mind it though because it kept the positive people out of it. This was a pub for the working man, the working class and it wasn’t about to become trendy or do any rubbish like that.

“Ready for Freedom Day everyone?” Dave asked as he came in with a trolley full of beer for us.

I raised my cheap pint to cheers him and then I placed it back on the stained, slimy round wooden table in front of me. I noticed an elderly man was frowning at me and he looked awful in his holey green jumper and his face was a mixture of scars and broken jaws and noses, but I just waved him away.

“Can someone help me?” a woman asked.

The entire pub fell silent as I looked round to look at the small young woman who was standing in the rotting doorway of the pub. She was letting all the icy coldness of the horrible world outside into the pub and all the elderly men were moaning at her. 

She was somewhat pretty but she was all bones and skin and model-like qualities. She wasn’t a real woman but she looked like she needed help. I could see the fear in her young, innocent eyes and she was shaking in the doorway.

“Shut the damn door,” an elderly man said.

“Come and sit over here love,” I said to her and waved her over.

I didn’t want to help her but even I wanted to know what a pretty young thing like her was doing in this sort of place. Young people didn’t come to the Shack ever, maybe she was lost and if that was the case then I was going to give her directions and I was going to forget about her.

Today was Freedom Day and no one was going to mess it up for me.

As the young woman sat down on the wooden chair opposite me, her eyes widened as she realised how sticky, cold and awful the chair was. Yeah, she definitely didn’t belong here but she made herself sit down and that was a good sign.

“I hear you were a cop before you became this drunk,” the young woman said. “My name is Jade by the way,”

“By the way I didn’t ask,” I said disgusted she dared to call me a drunk. “I was a cop but the justice system is just rubbish. I tried fighting the good fight to try to get criminals rehabilitated so they wouldn’t reoffend but that doesn’t make the police look good apparently. Bullshit is what I say,”

I took a sip of my beer as I was surprised I was still as passionate for that work as I had been a decade ago when I gave it all up.

“That’s why I came to find you,” Jade said placing one of my ancient business cards on my left knee.

“I’m impressed,” I said leaning forward. “What you want here?”

“I want you to deal with my husband,” Jade said as she rubbed her cheeks and revealed black bruises and cuts to her face.

“Jesus,” I said and I had to fight the urge to go into police mode. I wanted to tell her to call the cops, fill out a statement and so on but I couldn’t.

The justice system didn’t work for abuse victims. It was always critical that people came forward so I would make Jade do that later but I needed to do something to help her now. 

The sooner I helped her the sooner she would leave and I could enjoy Freedom Day.

“Where’s my wife?” a man asked storming into the pub and pounded his fist on the bar where Dave was working.

I looked over and grinned at the man standing there. Jade certainly knew how to pick the idiots. This man was all muscles with large tattoos belonging to more gangs than I cared to admit. His nose had clearly been broken in a ton of fights but somehow this awful man managed to make it work on him. 

He looked somewhat good but I had to deal with him and help Jade.

My hands formed fists as Jade got smaller and she curled herself up into a ball. It was probably more out of instinct than anything else.

I took another sip of my beer and stood up.

“You,” I said clicking my fingers. “You need to get out of here and leave your wife alone,”

“I’m ain’t leaving until I get my wife back you punk,” he said. 

I just grinned because I had never been called a punk before, that was a new one.

The man came over to me and I placed myself firmly in-between him and Jade. There was no way in hell I was letting him anywhere near her.

“I will kill you bitch,” he said.

“Leave me alone Derick. I want a divorce,” Jade said.

Derick looked at me. “Get out the way or I will beat your sorry ass into the ground,”

I noticed the other regulars were on their feet now but I subtly shook my head. As much as I didn’t really care about the elderly and middle-aged men here I didn’t want them to get injured or whatnot. I still needed them as drinking buddies even if I wasn’t allowed the real alcohol just yet.

I couldn’t have them beating up Derick. I had to deal with him myself.

I picked up my beer. I threw it over him.

I hated wasting the precious piss poor liquid but if I was going to waste precious alcohol then now was the time to do it.

“You’re going to regret that,” Derick said breaking out into a fighting stance.

It only hit me then how stupid I had been. I had to protect Jade but Derick probably had three times the muscle I did and he was probably a street fighter for a living or he beat people up for cash.

I couldn’t beat him in a fight but maybe I could beat him on skill.

He swung a fist at me. 

I dodged.

He swung again.

Again.

I dodged both
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