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‘If I could work my will, every idiot who goes about with “Merry Christmas” on his 

lips should be boiled with his own pudding and buried with a stake of holly through 

his heart,’ boomed the top-hatted figure from the center of the stage. 

‘Oh, how I love the Williamsburg Theater Group!’ Julian Jefferson Davis 

exclaimed as he took a sip of cocoa. ‘I so wanted to see them perform Cyrano when 

they were in Mechanicsville this June, but both dates sold out and then they were off 

to South Carolina. But this – this is better. And talk about being in the stalls! We’re so 

close to the action you can almost make out the edges of Scrooge’s prosthetic nose. If 

these were actual theater seats instead of a concession stand, we’d have paid top 

dollar.’ 

Letitia ‘Tish’ Tarragon, owner of Cookin’ the Books Café and Catering, 

unpacked a stack of recyclable cardboard containers from a corrugated cardboard box 

and loaded them on to a shelf beneath the front counter of the ten-foot-by-eight-foot 

canopied food-vendor booth. The wooden edifice had been rented just for the 

occasion. ‘This is only the dress rehearsal. Just imagine the fun when there are 

children and families in the audience. Personally, I can’t wait to see their evening 

performances of Twelfth Night.’ 

‘A matinee of A Christmas Carol during the afternoon and a performance of 

Twelfth Night at night, four days in a row,’ Jules mused. ‘That’s a tough schedule.’ 

‘So is ours. Let’s not forget we’re here to feed people, not just to take in 

shows.’ 

The Hobson Glen Holiday Fair was the largest of its kind in the county. 

Drawing entertainers, food vendors, and craftspeople from Richmond and beyond, the 



festival stretched far beyond the thirty-foot stage and the horseshoe-shaped array of 

food stalls encircling the grassy viewing area. In the row just behind Tish’s booth, 

there stretched tent after tent of artisans – woodworkers, fabric artists, glass blowers, 

florists, bakers, candy-makers, and the like – selling their wares. Behind the food 

booths opposite, there stretched a carnival midway to rival those of the best state fairs, 

with cotton candy and popcorn carts, rides for children of all ages, and games to 

match or challenge any skillset. 

Jules understood the importance of the event. ‘Don’t worry, your trusty 

barkeep is on the alert. I have several canteens of hot tea and coffee already brewed, 

and my hot cocoa is, as usual, a paean to perfection.’ He took another sip. ‘By the 

way, my boss gave me the go-ahead to cover the festivities, so I’ll be at your disposal 

for the entirety of the Holiday Fair.’ 

Julian’s primary occupation was as weatherman and occasional anchor for the 

local Channel Ten evening news, but that never prevented him from pitching in with 

Tish’s business whenever possible. 

Tish’s blue eyes danced. ‘Oh, that’s wonderful. Be sure to thank your station 

manager for me. I have a feeling I’m going to need all hands on deck for the next few 

days.’  

‘You’ll be fine. You wouldn’t have been given a prime spot at the fair if the 

committee didn’t think you could handle it.’ 

‘My prime spot is due to Augusta May Wilson and the rest of the library board 

speaking on my behalf,’ Tish explained. ‘The library had state money that needed to 

be spent before year’s end, and Augusta came up with the excellent idea of 

purchasing illustrated children’s editions of A Christmas Carol and Twelfth Night to 

be distributed in themed box meals to accompany the theater performances. Part of 



the boxed meal proceeds go to the library; the rest is mine. The hope is to promote 

literacy, the arts, and proper nutrition by making reading, healthy food, and theater 

fun for kids and parents.’ 

‘That’s an awesome idea. And she picked just the right person to help pass 

along their message.’ 

‘Well, Sam Noble, the owner of the Hobson Glen Bar and Grill, might 

disagree with you.’ 

‘Noble? Why should he care?’ 

‘Because he thinks he should have had first shot at partnering with the 

library.’ 

‘Oh, please. Noble doesn’t have the chops – pun fully intended – to do what 

you do. I happened to check out the blackboard outside his tent earlier, and do you 

know what he’s serving? Fried catfish, fried chicken, baked beans, French fries, and 

coleslaw. The most festive offering he has is a turkey leg, not served with gravy and 

mashed potatoes, but smoked and drenched in barbecue sauce to be eaten by hand. 

Why anyone would order such a thing is beyond me, unless they wanted to walk 

around the fair looking like some hillbilly Henry the Eighth.’ 

Tish burst into laughter. ‘That’s awful, Jules.’ 

‘What’s awful is his menu. Holiday food should be like a warm hug. His is 

like the sudden grip of cardiac arrest. So, honey, tell me what sort of boxed meals 

you’re serving.’ 

‘For the matinee performances of A Christmas Carol, adults can choose from 

The Bob Cratchit – a sandwich of turkey, apple butter, sage, and English cheddar on 

potato bread, with a clementine and Mrs Cratchit’s Christmas pudding bonbons – or 



The Ebenezer Scrooge – a slice of sourdough bread, moldy cheese (in this case, 

Stilton), a bitter greens salad with stringent mustard vinaigrette, and lumps of coal.’ 

Jules raised a well-tweezed eyebrow. ‘What are the lumps of coal?’ 

‘Dark chocolate, cinnamon, and chili truffles. They’re dangerously good. 

Children will be given a Tiny Tim tin, which isn’t a tin, but a recyclable foil container 

featuring half a grilled cheese sandwich or half a turkey sandwich, a cup of either 

Peter Cratchit’s vegetable alphabet or Jacob Marley’s bean and barley soup, a 

clementine, and a gingerbread cookie. All the lunchtime meals have gluten-free and 

vegan options. 

‘Night-time is a bit less structured,’ Tish continued. ‘No boxed meals, but a 

hearty menu of either beef or root vegetable stew with exotic spices, savory cheese 

pies, veggie pies, Twelfth Night almond cake, mince pies, and a gluten-free golden 

fruitcake.’ 

‘My mulled wine, hot cider, and winter ale selection should pair nicely with 

your evening menu,’ Jules stated. ‘And, of course, I’ll still have the afternoon 

selection of coffee, cocoa, tea, and soft drinks available.’ 

‘Perfect. As I told you when I asked you to create drinks, Twelfth Night feasts 

were all about warmth and seasonings.’ 

‘Dost thou think because you are virtuous there shall be no more cakes and 

ale?’ Jules quoted. 

‘Did you actually read the play?’ Since Tish, Jules, and their best friend, Mary 

Jo Okensholt, had graduated from University of Virginia, Tish hadn’t known Jules to 

read anything beyond the headline news. 

‘I perused.’ Jules drew out the letter ‘u.’ ‘But I got lost. I may have to order 

one of your Tiny Tim tins to get the children’s version.’ 


