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If there was one thing Jane Smith loved about the springtime, it was the Cookie Festival in her little village in the south of England. It was utterly amazing how the entire village smelt of the most amazing cookies in the entire country, Jane loved the massive hints of peanut, chocolate and even brandy in the air.

The entire village was a wonderful symphony of the senses, and Jane just loved it. 

As she stood on the wonderful warm stone floor of her little kitchen, she whipped up her batter in her favourite cream bowl. Even the mixing up of the ingredients was enough to get Jane excited about the festival, even now she could hear all the kids running up and down the hills, houses and roads to see if any windows were open for their little hands to steal any cookies.

That was probably the one thing Jane’s mother had forced into her, Jane was never ever allowed to put her cookies by the window to cool, otherwise little thieving hands would make them disappear.

In reality Jane loved the children in the village too much not to give them something, so as soon as a batch of cookies went wrong Jane put them on her large wooden window seal for the children to grab. 

As she continued to whip up her cookie batter, Jane couldn’t help but smile at all the fun memories of stealing cookies herself as a child. It was a strange tradition and game she would play with her friends, she thankfully always got more cookies than her friends to their annoyance, and her joy!

The most amazing wave of peanut butter cookies washed over Jane from the window making her taste the sweet sugar, creamy peanut butter and rich soft texture on her tongue. 

Jane might not have known who they were coming from but she really wanted to find out. It was probably her next door neighbour Julie, she and Jane’s mother would talk for hours about the perfect cookie, and Jane loved listening to the conversations.

Today Jane had to do her mother proud and win the contest for the Village’s best cookies, and she really, really wanted that apron. 

Jane’s kids, Toby and Ross, might have said wanting an apron was such an old person’s thing but Jane didn’t care, she had to have that wonderful red, blue and golden apron. It would make her mother proud and Jane would be the talk of the village at last!

Jane picked up a cold box of chocolate chips and poured them generously into the batter and gave them a final mix. 

“You in there Jane?” an elderly frail woman said from the window.

Jane gave her batter a final stir and went over to the window where a little old lady (and Jane’s best friend) was leaning against as she caught her breath.

“You okay Marg?” Jane asked.

Jane’s eyes narrowed on her best friend who wore her normal dull gardening clothes, fake pearl necklace and oversized pink hat.

“Yea pet just walked up the hill,” Marg said looking around. “Are you alone?” 

Jane smiled. It was a bit weird that Marg would even ask such a thing, she knew Toby and Ross were far away living with their wives and families and weren’t coming to visit, Mr Smith was dead three years now, and she was baking which she always did alone.

“Sure. Walk round the front and come in for some cookies,” Jane said.

Marg’s eyes widened. “No. No. No, pet. I can’t that’s the problem,”

Jane leant closer to the window. 

“Pet, the apron’s gone!” Marg said.

Jane’s mouth just dropped. How could the apron just be gone? She wanted to win that more than anything else in the world, the apron couldn’t be gone.

“Someone stole it?” Jane said randomly.

Marg nodded. “Yea Pet. It’s gone. You have to help me find it,”

Then Jane remembered Marg was Head Judge this year for the festival, so everything about the contest was on her (rather ancient) head. A tiny part of Jane wondered whether Marg had simply misplaced it, it hadn’t even been a week since she last had to go and help Marg find her glasses.

They were on her head.

But judging by the sheer terror on Marg’s face, Jane knew, just knew that wasn’t possible, someone in the village had stolen the apron.

The apron she had to win.

“Let me put ma batter in the fridge, get my driving shoes on and I’ll drive us down,” Jane said.

Marg slowly nodded.

Jane felt her stomach flip, churn and tighten, the apron being stolen scared her more than she wanted to admit.
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After struggling to find her driving shoes, Jane had driven herself and Marg through the breath-taking village passing all the little stone houses and down to the massive green where the Festival was being held.

As Jane got out of her little red car (that her children called such an old lady car), she helped Marg out and watched her shuffle towards the massive green.

Jane had to admit it was beautiful. 

On normal days the green was just a plain old circle covered in grass, but it was days like this where it really came alive, and Jane just flat out loved it. She loved watching the large red tents that would fit almost a hundred people in stand strong in the gentle wind. 

And as always the various shops from the bookstore to the green groceries to the optometrists were outside trying to get customers in the door, and like usual they were failing. 

Jane turned her attention back to the tents and she really wanted to go inside and inspect all the competition, she could smell the most amazing chocolate chip, caramel and bacon cookies in the air that reminded her of her trips to America with her husband a few years ago. 

People were shouting orders to the builders, talking and laughing as everyone prepared for the great opening of the Festival tomorrow and the cookies, cakes and everything else for the other competitions were safely inside the tents. 

Jane wasn’t exactly sure why all the food was being left in the tents overnight, but after living here all her life, she knew they would be perfectly safe.

“Come on Pet,” Marg said as she shuffled towards the main red tent in the middle.

After walking over there (and helping Marg not fall over a few times), Jane’s mouth dropped as she entered the tent. There were rows upon rows of tables lining the tent and they were all filled with the most amazing looking cakes, cookies and other magical creations Jane had ever seen. It was tough competition this year.

“Bourbon Creams!” Marg shouted. 

As Marg hurried off to get something Jane’s eyebrows rose when she realised Marg was getting another elderly lady who no one in the village knew her first name, everyone just called her Bourbon Creams because whenever you saw her, she would offer you a biscuit, a Bourbon Creams.

As if the world was determined to prove her right, Jane couldn’t help but smile as she watched a tall hunched over lady walk over with Marg, and in her hand was a tub of freshly made Bourbon Creamss. 

Normally Jane would at least try to say no, but considering someone had stolen the apron, she needed all the sugar and brain power she could get.

“Bourbon Jane?” the woman asked.

Jane nodded and took one. “Thanks,”

“Now Pet Bourbon Creams is the one who found ta apron was missing,” Marg said.

Jane nodded. “Where was the apron kept?” 

Bourbon Creams pointed Jane towards the large (slightly) terrifying) manakin in the middle of the tent that was now perfectly naked and even had some extra realistic things drawn on by the local kids as a joke.

“Did you see anyone? When was the apron last checked on?” 

“Oh she quite good at this, isn’t she Bourbon?” Marg said. “I never would have thought to ask these,”

Jane finished off her biscuit and gestured for the lady to answer her.

“You know what Jane. I didn’t see anything but the apron was still here last night when me, Bingo Lady and Sausage Lady were done,”

It was days like this that made Jane really understand why her children had left the village as soon as they could, the village was flat out strange and to be honest, as much as she loved it, it was just plain weird at times.

Jane forced herself to remember that the Bingo Lady was the little old lady who ran bingo at the town hall most nights, a great lady but utterly blind as a bat, so Jane doubted she could even see
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