                                                   Christmas Fayre

‘The children just seemed to vanish into thin air’ said DC Jim Thornton. ‘One minute they were walking out of the Dining Room, then…poof…gone.’
He watched for a reaction from me as I carefully polished Aunt Mary’s precious porcelain. Very proud of her collection was Aunt Mary. ‘So how different were these children, and why come here?’


‘One of the boys, Charlie, came from the North East and the other came from London. As far as we know, they didn’t particularly like each other.’ said the detective, consulting his notebook. ‘Both in care they were, but social services thought it would be good for a group to spend Christmas away from the town and out in the country. About twenty were staying at the old mansion in Marsden.’
I looked out of the window and watched the snow steadily falling. It was already several inches deep, and any tracks obliterated. ‘So when did these children disappear?’

‘Sometime during Christmas Eve. We guess they’d decided to do a runner, because each bed had been made up with clothes to give the impression someone was inside.’

I sat down in a copious armchair, and relaxed back into the padded leather, thinking about the sumptuous Christmas lunch Aunt Mary had made for me and the invited neighbours. As I thought about that meal, my stomach rumbled and salivary glands worked overtime. She always produced a meal to be savoured and remembered.
‘So, it’s now two days since they went missing,’ I said, resting my chin on my interlocked hands and stared up at the policeman. ‘And no one saw them that night or since?’


‘Just seem to have vanished into thin air, which is why we are spreading the search further out. Not easy this time of the year, with men off duty for the Christmas break. That’s why I’m on my own.’ He gestured to a chair, and I nodded as he sighed into it. ‘Bloody awful drive out here, snow so thick. Don’t you and the locals get stuck out here in winter?’

‘Frequently, but we all help each other. You should have been here on Christmas Day. Great meal, cooked by my aunt. Great company and everyone enjoyed themselves.’
‘Well those kids must be starving by now, assuming they’re still alive,’ said DC Thornton. ‘I just wonder where they went. It was quite a trek from the mansion to the main road.’

I smiled and thought back to Christmas Eve, when I went out in my four by four to get some drinks from Marsden.
The vehicle crunched through the snow, swaying slightly. Hell, what a night it was with snow falling in a white curtain making driving difficult all the way to the village.

Not many folk out that night as I entered the pub, ordered a drink, and waited while the Landlord went to the back to get my order. I rarely visited Marsden. Aunt Mary and I were quite content living our lives in the security of a band of like-minded folk who were a close knit supportive group. Family members could not have been closer.
On my return journey I spotted the children trudging, ankle deep in the snow, shivering, and one boy crying. They were very lucky I was passing because they were headed across fields to the wide barren spaces of a wilderness with no cover from the winter night. Temperatures out there would be lethal at this time of the year..

Stopping my vehicle I got out and walked towards them, concerned at their situation whilst another emotion was awakening inside me. ‘What are you kids doing out here in this weather?’
They stopped and their eyes showed hostility and fear, as they clung to each other, remaining silent.

‘Look, kids, I’m not asking questions about why you appear to be running away from home, but if you continue in that direction, you’ll end up in a wilderness, be lost, and die. Is that what you want?’

They shook their heads, so I put on my widest smile, and knelt down so as to be below them and appear less threatening. ‘Good. Now I suggest you come with me,  meet my Aunt Mary, and stay the night, have Christmas with us and you’ll find our friends will be delighted to meet you.’ I got to my feet ‘They don’t see many children out here.’

‘What do you think, sir?’

‘Sorry, I was daydreaming,’ I answered, shaking my head. ‘What did you say?’
‘What do you think has happened to them?’

‘No idea detective, but chances of being alive must be slim,’ I eased myself out of the armchair and walked across to a decanter, sitting on a silver tray with some cut glass tumblers. Pouring out some Scotch, I closed my eyes to sniff the potent aroma and took a sip, rolling it round my mouth. I savoured the taste as the expensive Malt slipped down my throat and pleasant memories returned of a feast, par excellence, on Christmas Day.
  
 Aunt Mary had excelled herself that year, and our friends had enjoyed the sumptuous repast, with abundant amounts for everyone. I eyed the policeman, noting his blond thinning hair, the slightly sagging stomach, denoting the loss of youthful hard muscles and taut flesh, and came to a decision. ‘I’d like to show you something in the dining room.’


‘And what is that, sir?’ said D C Thornton, standing up.


I motioned for him to follow and walked to the adjoining oak door and opened it, standing aside to let him enter. My face beamed as I watched the detective’s face pale, and his body tremble, as he whispered over and over, ‘Bloody ‘ell.’


 The remains of the child lay on the huge silver platter on the long oak dining table, the orange and apple stuffing spilling out of the carcase. The arms and legs were missing: they had been quickly dismembered by our hungry diners. Most of the meat had been stripped from the body, but the head remained with the hair neatly brushed, and the open eyes, dully staring at the ceiling.
I closed my eyes, remembering the succulent aroma when I brought the newly roasted repast into the room, to the accompaniment of sustained clapping of our appreciative guests. ‘They helped us have a magnificent Christmas lunch, the neighbours said the meat was so tender, it melted in their mouths. I have always kept a good wine cellar and I had the absolute superlative red to complement Aunt Mary’s cuisine.’ I was enjoying the man’s increasing fear.
His mouth opened and closed like a goldfish, and his knees sagged as I went to his aid. Fear had entered his bladder as I opened my razor-sharp flick knife and smiled at his terror.

Aunt Mary would have a challenge with the next meal, but I had no doubts that with careful cooking and suitable herbs, the policeman would change into a feast that would please our discerning neighbours. I had already decided which red wine from my carefully selected cellar would compliment the meal.
What a wonderful Christmas this was turning out to be.
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