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​The Teaspoon That Saved Christmas
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In a grand kitchen inside a grand house on the edge of a grand park, it was Christmas Eve, and chaos was bubbling.

Steam hissed from pots. The oven blinked in confusion. And somewhere in the corner, a pudding had collapsed with a faint, guilty sigh.

Mrs Plum the cook was flapping like an overcooked turkey. “Where is my best basting brush? Where is the goose-gravy ladle? Where are ALL MY SPOONS?!”

Everything had gone a little... wrong.

The sugar bowl had upended itself into the celery soup.

The cranberry sauce had exploded, spectacularly, onto the ceiling.

And someone had borrowed every large spoon in the drawer to build a “musical xylophone for elves.”

“It’s a disaster,” Mrs Plum moaned. “The royal Christmas feast is ruined!”

Now, you might be wondering where the royal family was in all this. Well, they were waiting in the drawing room, sipping politely on festive tea and hoping, very much, that someone would bring out a tray of hot food before midnight.

Meanwhile, down in the deepest drawer of the kitchen cabinet, one tiny teaspoon listened quietly.

Her name was Teasel.

She was slim, silver, and often overlooked.

Nobody ever used her to stir soup or scoop stuffing. Mostly she sat alone among old twisty forks and the lid of a long-lost sugar tin.

But Teasel had a good heart. And a good handle. And when she heard Mrs Plum sigh


“If only I had one spoon left... just one”



Teasel trembled slightly. She wasn’t large. Or ladle-y. But perhaps... perhaps she could help.

So she slid herself out of the drawer.

It took three tries. She was very polished and slippery.

She tumbled off the counter, bounced off a colander, and landed headfirst in a jar of nutmeg.

“BRRRFFTHHFF,” she said, very spicefully.

Then she stood up straight, shook off the nutmeg, and got to work.

First, she stirred the thickening gravy with all the grace of a ballerina.

(Though the spoon rest did mutter, “She’s no soup ladle...”)

Next, she scooped a tiny taste of Mrs Plum’s special sage stuffing, adding just the tiniest dash of cinnamon from a nearby cupboard. (This was brave. Cinnamon was guarded by the chilli flakes.)

Then, she slid down the handle of the oven door, flipped into the custard bowl, and whisked it with her own curved back until it shimmered like moonlight.

By the time Mrs Plum returned, carrying a flour-drenched apron and a bowl full of despair, Teasel had laid out the trimmings with military precision:


●  The roast goose glistened.




●  The potatoes were golden.




●  The gravy was warm and smooth, with a curious little sparkle.






“What on earth...?” said Mrs Plum.

“Who?” said the head butler.

But Teasel said nothing at all. She simply gave a dignified little bow and hid behind the nutmeg jar again.

That evening, the royal family declared it the best Christmas dinner in fifty years.

The Queen, who had a very good nose for spice, asked,


“What’s that curious flavour in the stuffing? It tastes like... hope.”
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