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There are a few people I would like to thank. Firstly, two members of the Bint family, Stewart Bint and Alfie Bint. Stewart is the author of In Shadows Waiting and Thunderlands. I highly recommend Stewart's books to you especially In Shadows Waiting. It is one of the best supernatural books you are likely to read. Stewart and I met on Twitter and it was his encouragement that gave me the courage to put pen to paper. A big thank you to Stewart for all his support, encouragement and wonderful reviews.

Alfie Bint is a cheeky budgie who has become quite a star in his own right. He works side by side with his pet human Stewart. Alfie has helped to bring Stewart out of his shell, thanks largely to his huge fan base on Twitter and Facebook. Alfie is actually the star of this book cover! He is portraying the part of Mr Perkins, the pet budgie of Mr Westacott. Alfie will be featured on more covers of the Mr Westacott series, but if you can't wait that long you can visit him and Stewart at:  https://www.facebook.com/stewart.bint

I must also thank the wonderful DM Cain, another friend and author of The Phoenix Project and The Chronicles Of Chaos (another two books I can thoroughly recommend to you). DM's wonderful reviews of my stories have provided me with encouragement, motivation and renewed my love of writing. 

I would also like to say g'day to Rocky Rochford. His books both inspire and terrify me. He is one of the most generous of writers, freely giving me his time and advice on many occasions.

Christie Stratos of Proof Positive Editing for her wonderful work on this story and collection of short horror stories, Portraits of Dread. I would like to say thank you to my writers group, The Awethors, including, Joe Compton, Jason Greensides, James Quinn, Markie Jordan-Madden, Claire Plaisted, Karen J Mossman and all the other members of the Awethors. You are all spectacular examples of indie authors and the most generous and kind-hearted people it has been my pleasure to meet and work with. I wish all of you continued success in all your ventures.

Finally the biggest thank you is reserved for you, the reader. Thank you for taking a chance on me and purchasing Mr Westacott's Christmas. I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it for you.

Michael J. Elliott 

October 2015

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]
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I am an Australian author. American readers should be aware that British (Commonwealth) spelling, grammar and punctuation are used throughout this story. Please note that this story is set in England and as such, some terms may be unfamiliar to American readers, for example an off-license would be known as a liquor store in the United States.
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Mr Perkins cocked his head to the side, unsure whether he wanted to accept the proffered treat.

"C'mon matey, it's lettuce, your favourite."

The little blue and white budgie decided he'd accept the vegetable. He hopped down from his perch, went to the front of his cage and proceeded to pull the small piece of lettuce into the cage with him. He gave Bernie a chirrup of appreciation and began to enjoy his treat.

As he looked out from the lounge room window, Mr Westacott rubbed his chilled hands together. The radiator hadn't yet taken the chill away from the room. He watched all the people walking past his semi-detached home. Most were rugged up against the December cold; many were wearing woollen hats, gloves and scarves. All of them were wearing heavy coats.

Bernie chuckled. They filed past, the mums, the dads, the young and the old. With heads bowed and arms weighed down with their shopping. They were all lost in their Christmas thoughts. Did I buy enough Brussels sprouts? What time should I put the turkey in? Will Johnny like that new video game we bought him? These and thousands of other Christmas-related thoughts must have run through their heads as the big day approached.

Bernie Westacott wasn't a Scrooge – far from it. He loved decorating the Christmas tree, watching the Queen's Christmas message with a cup of hot cocoa and a mince pie. He chuckled along at all the television Christmas comedies. He enjoyed all these things and more – but not as much as he once had. Bernie took a few steps over to the wooden laminate buffet and picked up the square ceramic photo frame containing the photo of his late wife Jean. 

She smiled lovingly back at him as she did all day, every day. Her bright blue eyes held a mischievous twinkle. She had a playful sense of humour, gently teasing but never in a hurtful or malicious way. Bernie had often experienced it when he was suffering a hangover. Her face was framed by an immaculately styled head of permed blonde hair.  Her rosebud-shaped lips were outlined in coral pink lipstick, her favourite shade and the only one she'd used on both her lips and nails. Jean had an amazing ability to look like she'd just stepped out of a beauty salon, no matter what the time of day. She wasn't vain by any means, and Bernie always felt a swell of pride when they went out anywhere together.

"Miss you old girl."

At sixty-eight, Bernard Churchill Westacott, born in 1947 and patriotically given the middle name after Britain's war-time leader, had always been known as Bernie. He still cut a respectable figure, despite his years. Bernie had retained all of his thick, wavy hair. Once jet black, it was now salt and pepper. His thin oval face had very few wrinkles, just a few crow's feet around the eyes and some minimal fine lines around the corners of his mouth. At nearly six foot tall, he'd been considered gainly as a youth. Over the years he'd filled out somewhat, but he'd never have a wrestler's physique; that was just how he was made. He wasn't classically handsome, but he wasn't plain either. He was somewhere in between the two.

Bernie had been a widower now for nearly six years now. Jean, his wife of over forty-five years had passed away from a particularly aggressive form of ovarian cancer. She fought the disease bravely and stoically. Despite the endless rounds of debilitating chemotherapy, she'd only say said that she was feeling 'a little off colour today'. Bernie marvelled at her reserves of strength, both physical and spiritual.

Jean had never accepted her redundancy from Harcross & Sons, the agricultural feed production company they both worked for. Bernie remembered fondly how they'd met through the company, as if it had only happened recently. After leaving school at fifteen, Bernie worked a few menial jobs until he'd spotted the job ad in the paper for a new factory opening. He had worked at Harcross & Sons for almost a year when he met Jean.

On a Monday morning during the morning tea break, Bernie was delighted to see a new face serving at the staff canteen. She was a petite, young blonde. She laughed warmly as she served one of the production workers a cup of tea and cream bun. Bernie thought she was the loveliest girl he'd ever seen. When he reached the front of the
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