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Considering how many years upon years I’ve lived in Canterbury, England and been visiting the annual Christmas markets like clockwise, I am honestly surprised I have never gotten tired of them. But I seriously couldn’t, I love the Christmas markets and the ones in Canterbury are almost magical, mystical and always filled with delights.

I slowly made my way through the immense crowds of locals and tourists and university students packed tight like sardines around little brown wooden market stalls selling their delights. Everyone was dressed up in their tight black, blue and white coats as the bitter, icy wind blew down the high street.

There was a small cute family that caught my eye as I tried to glide through the wonderful crowd. The family was made up of two small toddlers being held up by their mum and dad in matching white faux fur coats as the toddlers pointed to the chocolate fountain saying that their parents should get some for them.

It was so damn cute. I loved Christmas.

The Christmas markets were filled with the sweet aromas of cinnamon, mulled wine and rich fruit cake with enough alcohol inside to knock out even the strongest troll or giant or maybe even my boss Natalia.

You see my name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the psychology, counselling and therapy sector of the world. So I love these Christmas markets because as great as they are for my own mental health, they are the perfect opportunity to see who needs help.

The entire long, cobblestone high street was lined with small wooden stalls selling everything from weird Christmas decorations to mulled wine to sweet delightful pastries that I had already bought two bags of for myself.

I loved the sheer volume of the Christmas markets too. There was always such brilliant Christmas carols being sung (by people who could actually sing), people were laughing and chatting, and I just loved the energy that came from all of this fun.

The Christmas season was amazing to me.

I stopped for a moment and watched a smiling young woman who probably worked at the university get customers to try and guess the weight of a small teddy bear that she had. If they guessed the weight or came within a hundred grams, they won it, but I knew something was off.

As much as I wanted to continue walking about the Christmas market trying to find a Christmas present for my two best friends Jack and Aiden, I knew I had to stop here and help out. Because something evil was going on and I had to stop it. 

Thankfully my superpowers came from the myths and misconceptions that people have about psychologists, so this was just one of those powers telling me something was wrong.

There was a young boy, maybe 10, in his little black puffer jacket with his mum and dad standing behind him as he tried to guess the weight. I could sense that the boy wanted the teddy bear so badly and it would feel him with such delight.

The teddy bear wasn’t anything special to me but when I grew up in the early 1900s, I never had bears or anything fun to play with so this modern world was still finding ways to thankfully surprise me.

The young woman smiled at the boy. “What do you think the weight is?” 

“500 grams,” the boy said so sure of himself that even I believed him.

“I’m sorry that isn’t the right answer but have a sweet for trying,” the young woman said.

Then I realised that the woman hadn’t mentioned what the real weight was and that was what was wrong.

I went over to the young woman. “I’m sorry but what is the real weight?” 

The young woman frowned. “That isn’t any of your business. You might go round telling people,”

I smiled as my superpowers kicked in because she had spoken to me so I could read her mind, and just as I suspected she was cheating. There was a solid metal ball like a small marble in the teddy that made it a lot heavier than it was meant to be.

I grabbed the teddy and gently popped open the back to reveal the metal ball as it fell out and slammed onto the table.

I gave the little teddy to the boy that was beaming and as his mum and dad frowned and walked away, the little boy kept telling them how cool it was. At least I had made his day.

“I’m sorry,” the young woman said. 

As I was still connected to her mind I knew she was telling the truth but I didn’t care anymore. She had committed a horrible crime at Christmas and she had almost ruined that little boy’s day. 

So I subtly implanted a little suggestion into her mind saying that whenever she wanted to cheat she would pour water all over herself. It wasn’t much of a punishment and I wanted to make her pour mulled wine over herself but that would just be a waste of good wine, wouldn’t it?

I went away but I turned around just in time to see the woman pouring bottles of water all over herself, and I just laughed. She clearly didn’t know what the holiday spirit was all about and at least I managed to help someone today.

I was just about to continue my hunt for people to help and the perfect Christmas present for my best friends when a single phrase sliced through the air.

“Let’s kill Santa,” 

My superpowers cut out all other noise in the Christmas market as those words were spoken and I knew that something bad was happening.

I didn’t know what was happening but I had to go and find out. Someone was in danger and I had to save them.

But if someone was willing to kill at a Christmas market then they had to be dangerous monsters.

And that scared me a lot more than I ever wanted to admit.
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Whenever me and my superhero friends start talking about the problems with being superheroes, there are always certain things that come up. Dating is a major, major issue which is always a pain in the ass because we don’t age so when my partners age and we don’t, things get awkward. Superpowers activating during sex is a nightmare and my personal pet hate is superpowers trying to help but not.

That was the problem I was experiencing right now.

You see I was walking through the wonderful little side streets of Canterbury that shot out like arms and legs and ribs out of the high street. They did look beautiful with their Tudor-style thick black beams leaning to one side and dirty white paint, but my superpowers weren’t helping me.

I knew that I had to explore these side streets for the speaker of that voice but it wasn’t clear which side street, who I was looking for and if the speaker was still there or not.

Not exactly helpful I know.

I was walking past a little coffee area with small Parisian café tables outside covered in tinsel, Christmas lights covered the street and there were a few young couples making out in shop doorways, but they weren’t involved with the killing Santa plot.

I kept on walking down the side street. the aromas of sugar, mulled wine and sweet mince pies filled the air and left the perfect taste of Christmas on my tongue. And I was looking forward to the big day even more now, but then I sensed something.

The hairs on the back of my neck stood up and I couldn’t help but feel like something was behind me.

I turned around and was surprised to see a fake Santa walking down the street. He was smiling and waving at the young couples and laughing with them about not doing anything he wouldn’t do at their age and I got a really positive aura from him.

I supposed him in his little green cape and robes could have been an Agent of Santa instead of the real one, but this man had a real aura of energy about him.

“Good morning Matilda,” the man said.

I had no idea how the hell this man knew who I was.

“Relax, Agent of Santa Joy Division,” the man said.

I clearly wasn’t as good at knowing my agents as much as I should. I knew that the Agents of Santa were the real elves from myth and legends and they were split up into three main divisions. The romance division were elves that focused on holiday romances, getting broken families back together and helping people through love.

But the Joy Division was sort of a new one for me. 

“Ho. Ho. Ho,” the man said waving at a little kid and he clicked his fingers and I watched Christmas magic pulse over him.

The little kid screamed in delight, laughed and his parents were filled with happiness. That was amazingly heart-warming to see.

“I can sense you aren’t in the Christmas spirit little one,” the man said to me.

I smiled for the sake of the other children walking up and slow the street.

“I think something is going to kill you,” I said. “I heard something mention killing Santa earlier on today. I don’t know who but I know it’s going to happen,”

The man laughed dryly like he was already dead. “Relax little one. I am Santa and I cannot die,”

I hadn’t met that many Agents of Santa before but this one had to be new and rather arrogant. No agent of Santa really tried to be the big man in front of other superheroes or agents. And I had even heard reports of Santa punishing agents that were too devoted to the image of Santa.

The man kept on talking about how silly I was being but I noticed no one else was in the side street now. There were no children about, no young couples and no parents looking for a shortcut.

We were completely alone and my superpowers told me to leave right now, but I couldn’t. I had to make sure this agent of Santa was okay.

“We have to go now,” I said.

“Impossible. I have presents to deliver, joy to make and children to please,” 

I grabbed his wrist and pure Christmas magic burnt my
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