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THOSE LAZY, HAZY,
CRAZY DAYS …


A Hazy Hassocks Summer Short Story


Christina Jones


Mitzi Blessing is back!


It's high summer in Hazy Hassocks and to welcome the new vicar, the Baby Boomers are putting on a charity show in the village hall. With Trilby Man overseeing the event, Mitzi making the refreshments, and YaYa Bordello in charge of the show-stopping finale – what could possibly go wrong?




Saturday 18th July – Morning


‘… so, what I was thinking, duck,’ Trilby Man’s voice barked down the phone, ‘was if you could just rustle up something tasty – nibbles and what have you – for the interval, we’ll be done and dusted, like.’


Mitzi Blessing, in her sun-drenched garden, held her mobile a good six inches away from her ear and winced. Trilby Man, organiser of the Hazy Hassocks Baby Boomer Club, all-round nosy parker and general bossy-boots, really didn’t need to use a phone. He could have simply shouted from the other side of the village.


‘Is this for the August bank holiday fete?’ Mitzi asked, stretching out lazily on the lounger beneath the apple trees and squinting up at the cloudless blue sky, filigreed through the branches. ‘Because if it is, then I’m afraid you’re too late. Apparently they’re buying-in from outside caterers this year after that debacle with the kebab van last year and –’


‘Not the fete, duck, no. Bless you,’ Trilby Man roared. ‘We want proper eats for the fete after last year – and none of your old home-made rustic-heritage rubbish neither. No, this is for the interval in the charity show what the new vicar’s putting on next weekend in the village hall.’


Mitzi, after ten years of friendship, was used to Trilby Man’s “tell it like it is, duck” style of conversation. ‘That’s very short notice – am I correct in guessing that I’m not your first choice of caterer?’


‘No, duck. Not at all. No need to get prickly. Mind, that’s probably your age, duck. Prickly. Goes with the territory.’


Mitzi glowered into the phone and counted to ten. ‘You were saying. About the catering.’


‘Ah, yes. They wasn’t going to have any eats because the vicar said it would cost too much money and no one would want to eat anyway. And I told him he really didn’t know Hazy Hassocks very well yet. They all us expects eats. And then I said I knew just the gal who could rustle us up summat. That’s why I’m phoning.’


‘It’s still short notice, though – and actually, I didn’t know we had a new vicar, let alone that he was putting on a charity event.’


‘Ah, well you needs to get out more, Mitzi, duck. All loved up with that young dentist chappy – ’t ain’t right for a woman of your age. Lord knows, you was no spring chicken when you met him, so now you’re galloping on for seventy …’


‘I’m sixty-five,’ Mitzi interrupted glacially. There were times when Trilby Man could go just a step too far. ‘About the same age as Twiggy and Lulu, and even younger than Dame Helen – and no one would say they were in their dotage, now would they?’


Trilby Man gave a rather worrying lascivious cackle. ‘No, they wouldn’t, duck. Right crackers they are – but then they’ve looked after their selves – whereas you …’


‘Do you want me to provide refreshments or not?’


‘Yes, duck. Whatever takes yer fancy. Plenty of it, though. We’ve sold nearly a ’undred tickets already and we’ll no doubt double that at least what with it being a village do and for charity, so you’ll get some idea of the numbers. You know the sort of thing they likes.’


Mitzi, having catered for the whims and fancies of the majority of Hazy Hassocks’ social events for nearly a decade, knew exactly.


‘Sweet or savoury eats? Or a mixture of both?’


‘Ah, now we’re thinking sweet – because tell you another thing!’ Trilby Man bellowed again. ‘We’ve noticed, when we’re on our day trips out with Carnival Coaches, is that everyone likes this modern notion of coffee and cake when we stops for a comfort break. Dunno if you’re familiar with the concept, duck?’


Mitzi sighed. ‘Believe it or not, I have managed to get out enough to have heard of coffee and cake, yes.’


‘Good-oh. So just cakes then, duck. A big cut-and-come-again – oh, and maybe little buns or fairy cakes or cupcakes or summat if you think they’ll go down well. I’ll leave it up to you, oh – but a word of advice here – stick to Mary Berry, OK? None of the old magical herby witchy wacky baccy stuff.’


‘If you’re referring to my grandmother’s country kitchen recipes, I’ll admit there may have been a few unexplained incidents in the early days but …’


‘Early days my eye! Your gran’s pagan recipes are still going strong in Hazy Hassocks and the surrounding villages – and still having the same effects. She was what my old ma would have called a hedge witch.’


‘I’m sure she wasn’t,’ Mitzi said with crossed fingers, knowing full well that Granny Westward had been exactly that. ‘She was just a herbalist. And I’ve always put the – um – strange experiences down to the poor lighting back then, and the bad handwriting, which meant she may have misinterpreted the ingredients, and possibly the over-zealous use of herbs which are no longer – um – readily available …’


‘Witchcraft!’ Trilby Man snorted. ‘Your gran were a witch, pure and simple, duck. And you weren’t much better – nor are you now, duck, and that’s the truth. You still use her old witchy recipes and hang the consequences – no point in denying it. So, bearing in mind this is the new vicar’s do, we don’t want nothing satanic at all, right?’


‘Right,’ Mitzi nodded. ‘And who shall I invoice?’


‘Invoice? There won’t be no invoice. You ain’t getting paid. This is for charity, duck. The new vicar’s very keen on helping the homeless – and there’s more of them poor souls than there should be, even round here. Right? No pay. Understand?’


Mitzi chuckled. ‘Oooh – you fell for that one, didn’t you? OK – leave it with me. I’ll see what I can rustle up. Oh, is it an afternoon show or evening? I’ll need to know the times to be able to put the cakes into the kitchen at the village hall and –’


‘It’s next Saturday evening. I’m surprised you haven’t seen the posters … Anyhow, I’ll inbox you, duck, about all the arrangements. OK. And thanks.’


Trilby Man’s phone clicked into merciful silence and Mitzi leaned back on the lounger, stretching out her legs in the cut-off denim shorts and wriggling her toes with their scarlet nails, relishing the soporific silence and the glorious heat of the July sun.


But – was Trilby Man right? Was she really too old for all this? Wearing shorts and vests and sparkly flip-flops? And much the same make-up as she had for years? And having her choppy, multi-layered hair dyed a variegated mix of reds by Phoebe at Pauline’s Cut ’n’ Curl?


True, there were far more wrinkles and crinkles than there once had been, and a few thread veins, and maybe a jowl or two, and any excess weight took a darn sight longer to shift than it once had, and she maybe creaked and groaned just a bit when she stood up – but sixty-five wasn’t old, was it? Not these days? And she still worked full-time, running her own Country Cooking business, employing several staff, but still very hands-on with both the planning and the cooking … And she still drove and laughed and danced and made love.


Oooh – sod Trilby Man for making her feel ancient!


‘Secret lover on the phone?’ Joel, Mitzi’s much-younger other half, wandered down the garden, followed by Richard and Judy, the grey fluffy rescue cats, and grinned at her. ‘Only you seemed to disconnect that call pretty quickly.’


‘Trilby Man.’


‘Ah.’ Joel perched on the edge of the lounger, lifting Mitzi’s bare legs up over his lap. ‘And what did he want – or am I going to regret asking that?’


‘Probably.’ Mitzi watched Richard and Judy slink sinuously like liquid silk into the shade beneath the lounger. ‘You know, I think I hate him.’


‘Touched a few nerves, did he?’ Joel leaned across and kissed her. ‘Again?’


‘Several. As per. Nothing new. Anyway, he wants me to do the refreshments for the new vicar’s charity show at the village hall next weekend. I didn’t know we were having a charity show next weekend – come to that, I didn’t even know we had a new vicar. Did you?’


‘Yes, to both. Sid and Christopher from the Baby Boomers have been plastering posters all over the village. We’ve got one in the waiting room. And the new vicar – Ian? He’s a patient.’


‘You never said.’


‘Patient confidentiality. I could hardly tell you that the new vicar had come in for straightening, whitening, and a rapper gold tooth implant, could I?’


‘Blimey. Did he?’


‘No,’ Joel laughed. ‘He just popped into the surgery to introduce himself and register with the practice. I’m sure Doll would have told you all about him if she hadn’t been on holiday.’


Mitzi nodded. Doll definitely would have. Doll, Mitzi’s elder daughter, was Joel’s dental nurse, but was currently on a Butlins holiday with her husband Brett and their brood of children.


Joel shrugged. ‘Anyway, Ian seems like a very nice man. Young, charming, softly-spoken, gentle.’


In that case, the parish ladies of Hazy Hassocks were going to absolutely love Ian-the-new-vicar, Mitzi thought. There’d more than likely be a brawl over the doing of the altar flowers. Hopefully he’d survive the fandom.
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