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For the dazzling 100Watt guiding light, whose bright ideas and brilliance have put Lucy in the spotlight




Lucy started life as the heroine of a fictional weekly column, first suggested to me by the glorious Carol Smith, to whom I am hugely grateful.


My thanks go to all at the Newbury Weekly News, particularly Brien Beharrell, for giving me the opportunity to have such fun every week, and for allowing me the freedom to take Lucy wherever I choose, including into book shops.


I am indebted to all those Internet sites from which I have borrowed pictures and jokes. I’m sorry that I cannot name the locations, but I’m the world’s lousiest surfer. For anyone interested, typing ‘sheep’, ‘pantomime horse’ or ‘beer and babies’ into a search engine can provide surprising results.


All other artwork appearing in this book is courtesy of Microsoft ClipArt.






	 






WIDGETEX LTD


Memo


To: All members of the Marketing Department


Re: Office Equipment


Please note that during my annual leave there will be no unauthorised use of office equipment without prior permission.


Gavin Slater







	 




W Microsoft Word – Lucy’s bored.doc


Office very quiet today as Slave Driver is in Jamaica for a fortnight tanning his six-pack, so plenty of opportunity to design party invites on Apple Mac and illicitly use colour photo-copier.


You see, this morning a lime-green plastic ghoul fell out of my Honey Puffs cereal packet and I had the most brilliant idea. A Halloween party at Burr Cottage. Was just excitedly deciding upon a theme (‘Come as your favourite creep’) when Jane walked into the kitchen wearing a stained Tesco’s bag on her head. Turns out she’s tinting her hair ‘Autumn Gold’ in attempt to seduce gorgeous Tim, her riding instructor, who has a thing about strawberry blondes – or is it roans?


She was in foul mood as her first pupil for a driving lesson today is Mad Mildred, the sixty-year-old housewife who’s failed her test six times, and still thinks a three-point turn is a ballroom dancing manoeuvre. Consequently Jane’s not as keen on my Halloween idea as I’d hoped.


‘Aren’t theme-parties a bit teenage, Lucy? Although, I suppose if it’s come as your favourite creep, Greg won’t need to dress up.’


Jane understandably jealous of darling Greg, who is a gentleman among boyfriends. Am going to call him now, even though I know he’s flying so won’t take the call. He’s super-efficient. Even his outgoing message is just five words – ‘Greg here. Leave a message.’





‘Greg here. Leave a message.’ Beep.


‘Darling, it’s me – Lucy, that is. We’re having a party on the thirty-first. You must, must be there. Please? Love you. Call me back when you get this. Mpwwwwwww.’




	 




From: Lucy Gordon (lucy@widgetex.co.uk)


To: Bella Smith (smithb@st.cuthberts.ac.uk)


11.45


Subject: Party!!!


Hope you get this attachment through okay – never quite trust the capabilities of the St Cuthbert’s staff room computer after GCSE Information Technology class hacked into that nudey pic of Leonardo I forwarded. Would value your artistic judgement. What do you think? Let me know and I can run off a hundred copies. Lxxx




	 




From: Bella Smith (smithb@st.cuthberts.ac.uk)


To: Lucy Gordon (lucy@widgetex.co.uk)


11.52


Subject: Re: Party!!!


Fantastic! Make it a hundred and fifty and I’ll invite some of my London matés. Can’t wait to dig out my black PVC again.


Been teaching batik all morning. Can’t believe the kids here all have cars and mobile phones. My old comp was so rough that they regularly ran an obituary column in the school mag. The only protection rackets here are used to cover tennis equipment. Must go – head of Geography wants to check online racing results.


Atb,


Bella


xxx




	 




Monday


Dear Mo,


I have no idea where to send this, but this is the point in the evening where you used to bring me a vod and tell me about your day, and I wish you were here right now. You’re so much better at organising parties than me – and at arguing with Jane.


I’ve just ventured outside with bin-bag and bumped into Big Mike, the rugby-mad vet from next door (yes, the one who I used to fancy a bit). He says that it’s about time the girls at Burr Cottage had a bash – as long as we invite him. He pointed out that things have been very quiet since you left to go on your travels. Made me think how much I miss you, babes.


We both flirtily agree over the wheely-bine that Halloween is very sexy – all gothic vampires and red velvet. Big Mike took an unexpected interest in my description of Bella’s black POC dress. I never knew he was keen on fashion – apart from checked shirts and wellies variety.


Jane is still grumpily anti-party. ‘Autumn Gold’ has turned out Dennis Pennis red – she hadn’t realised it was unsuitable for bleached hair. Apparently Mad Mildred was so horrified at sight of her driving instructor looking like Cilla Black that she flattened fifteen cones on the by-pass roadworks this morning. I’m dragging the sulky redhead out to Cow in Clover with Bella, who has agreed to help talk her round. I really like Bella, and she’s a great laugh, but she’s not you. And to be honest she scares me a bit.


Almost wish I’d agreed to come with you now, but I know that I’d slip right down the promotional ladder if I took two years off, and I couldn’t leave my family or Greg for that long. Besides, backpacks give me a terrible stoop. Remember that summer we spent Euro-railing? You called me Mrs Overall for six months afterwards.


I’ll have a TOR for you tonight. Hope you’re having fun wherever you are.


Love,


Lucy


xxxx


Posted on the Burr Cottage fridge:






	 






COW IN CLOVER RESULTS


Mon 29th Sept (score kept by Bella):


Number of times Lucy said ‘Greg’: 15 (still claiming he is her boyfriend despite two-week silence).


Best quote: ‘Being a commercial pilot is very demanding.’


Number of times Jane said ‘Tim’: 3.


Best quote: ‘I’ll seduce him at the party over fang-shaped canapés. I can always wear a wig – after all, he does.’


Number of times Bella mentioned London: 7. Best quote:


‘You know that plastic ghoul you found in your breakfast cereal this morning, Lucy? It’s a Tellytubby.’


RESULT: Lucy = washing up (plus bin emptying penalty for leaving early to check whether Greg had left a message). Jane = vacuuming and dusting. Bella = week off.











You have . . . one . . . new message. Message received . . . today . . . at . . . nine . . . fifty-three . . . pee emmmm.


‘Lucy it’s your Mum. I’ve kept a recipe for Thai Fish Stew from the Mail I think you might manage – it’s very simple. You take half a pound of white fish, three peppers, lemon grass, bunch of coriander, two red chilliesgarlicand – brrrrr – fishsaucewithadashof – whrrrrrr – sauteuntiljustbrown – brrrrr – only a pinch, mind you – whrrrr – fifteen min – brrrr – can’tgowrong, can you?’


That was your . . . last . . . message. You have . . . no . . . more messages.





‘Greg here. Leave a – Hello . . . We’re here! . . . Hello? Is there anyone there? Greg, darling, I think it’s a crank caller.’




	 




W Microsoft Word – Lucy’s upset.doc


Aghhhh! My mother used up all our answer phone’s tape with some stupid recipe last night. Realising that darling Greg had probably tried to call while it was out of action, I dialled his plush Wexbury Heights flat. A woman who sounds like Mariella Frostrup with a throat infection answered. I hung up in panic. Who is this husky-voiced minx?




	 




Saturday


Dear Mo,


Very productive weekend so far. Have sent out invitations to Halloween party, sorted my tights drawer, thrown everything past its sell-by date out of the fridge and cleaned the bathroom even though it’s Jane’s turn on the roster. As you know, she never uses enough Jif. Bella has made up some stupid new points system based on our nights out in the pub, but it’ll never catch on. She’s getting on my nerves a bit right now.


She says I’m suffering from displacement activity syndrome because Grey hasn’t called me. I told her that was rubbish and set about polishing the telephone for the fifth time. She’s gone to London tonight to see a band called The Trash Junkie Acid Tabs. Big Mike next door dropped the milk bottle he was putting out when he spotted her setting off in lime-green hot pants. I think he’s developing a crush. Men are so shallow.


Jane hogged bathroom for hours this evening then appeared wearing a Stetson to cover the hair-dye disaster, which is now Chris Evans ginger. She tried to persuade me to go with her to a line-dancing night at her riding school, but I was far too busy removing built-in grime from cooker hob, and cleaning lime-scale from the kitchen taps with the toothbrush Greg keeps here for overnight stays. Still don’t know the identity of husky-voiced woman who answered the phone at his flat on Monday. Might just tidy my bedroom again . . .


Love,


Lucy


xxxx




	 








Sunday Lunch Menu – 13 Roundhead Avenue, Wexbury.


Chef: Liv Gordon


Soured goat’s cheese fondue with sesame melba dipping sticks Carbonnade à la flamande


Pickled kumquats in sweet horseradish jelly


To be served with a bottle of Nuits Saint Georges, ’97


For Mother: Litre of Lambrusco Rosé










	 






Jeremy GordonBurr Cottage




c/o PO Box 2307Hart’s Leap Lane




Sheep’s EyeChisbourne




New ZealandWexbury
Berks




Sunday 5th October


Dear Big Brother,


The family was on usual form at lunch. Alice munched a nut cutlet and insisted on describing how cattle are slaughtered while the rest of us tucked into our beef. There was so much garlic in the sauce that Granny required three glasses of wine to ‘cool her palate’. I enclose Mum’s usual menu so that you know what you’re missing out on. She’s thinking of entering Masterchef next year, and has even sent for an application form from the BBC.


Alice refused to eat pudding (something to do with exploited kumquat-pickers): Instead she turned to me and asked, ‘How’s Tory Boy?’


Hate her calling Greg that. Having a six CD Blaupunkt in your Mazda doesn’t mean you haven’t got a social conscience. Know for a fact he votes Lib Dem.


Then she gave me one of her evil looks (you know – the same one she used to give you when she’d covered your essays in felt-tipped scrawls) and she said: ‘Only he was drinking in the Mill Arms last night, with a girl who looked like Baby Spice.’


Felt sick afterwards – not sure whether it was the thought of Greg with a nubile blonde or kumquats repeating on me. Mum insisted I take Tupperware container full of leftover dessert home for Bella and Jane to try. Found Dad had cleaned my car, re-filled washer reservoir and put air in tyres. Anything to avoid watching Antiques Roadshow with Granny, who still ogles Hugh Scully throughout.


I decided to drive back via Wexbury Heights but Greg’s Mazda wasn’t parked in its reserved space outside Hogarth House, so couldn’t casually pop in and check beneath his bed for blondes. Then I drove into Chisbourne to find that the Mazda was, in fact, parked outside Burr Cottage. Yes!


Greg was sitting at kitchen table looking divine – all floppy hair and sexy smile (indulge me here, brother dearest – he is your erstwhile best mate so I know you’ll understand). He gave me big tartan tin of shortbread with red bow on it. Turns out he had a last-minute booking flying businessmen around Scotland and ‘asked that dumb receptionist who lives upstairs to look after the flat while I was away’.


‘The one who looks like Baby Spice?’ I gulped.


He was really funny, joking that she was more like Baby Elephant, and that he’d come back last night to find she’d muddled up all his CDs and over-watered the cheese plant. She took him out for a drink to apologise, but he’s still charging her for the cheese plant.


I gave him huge kiss. Quite a few huge kisses, in fact, until Greg commented on my garlic breath. Thank God he didn’t spot Jane discreetly sliding his toothbrush from sink drainer and binning it.


I’m sorry, Big Bruv, but I think Jane is actually over you at last. In fact, she’s as dippy with happiness as I am because she spent most of line-dancing party flirting with Horsy Tim on a straw bale. Not so distracted, however, that she didn’t have cynical comment ready the moment Greg left.


‘If you’ll swallow the house-sitting line, you’ll swallow anything.’


Since the only thing left in fridge after my clear-out is a tin of cat food and Mum’s kumquat mix, I think she’s wrong there.


Write soon.


Lots of love,


Lucy


xxx







	 




From: Dave Marks (dave@widgetex.co.uk)


To: Lucy Gordon (lucy@widgetex.co.uk)


10.13


Subject: Boss alert


Arse. Last day of freedom before Slave Driver returns from tanning himself in Jamaica. Fancy a quickie in his office? Leather swivel chair looks well tasty.




	 




From: Lucy Gordon (lucy@widgetex.co.uk)


To: Dave Marks (dave@widgetex.co.uk)


10.20


Subject: The mice must stop playing


Help! We should have completed next spring’s brochures by now. What shall we do? Everyone’s just been playing Solitaire all week.




	 




From: Dave Marks (dave@widgetex.co.uk)


To: Lucy Gordon (lucy@widgetex.co.uk)


10.22


Subject:


I’m up to $87952 in three card game. Beat that.




	 




From: Lucy Gordon (lucy@widgetex.co.uk)


To: Dave Marks (dave@widgetex.co.uk)


10.25


Subject:


If that were real money it might just cover the repayments on the Focus when Slavey fires you.




	 




From: Dave Marks (dave@widgetex.co.uk)


To: All members of marketing department


11.03


Subject: URGENT!!!!


Emergency lunchtime drinks meeting in The Pitch Inn – 1.00.


Best-proven Solitaire score of week receives drinks from all team members.


From: Dave Marks (dave@widgetex.co.uk)


To: All members of marketing department


14.39


Subject: Synchronise all stories


There’s been a bad flu epidemic in Wexbury, causing almost total absentee rate from marketing department.


Lucy is to go to Boots and then distribute tissues around department’s desks for authenticity. Only fair given that she’s been getting free drinks all lunchtime.


Post-card featuring palm trees:
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From: Lucy Gordon (lucy@widgetex.co.uk)


To: Mo Lavender (Hobo-mobo@Hotmail.com)


19.25


Subject: Yesssss!!!!!


Jane’s just called me at work to pass on your email address. Can’t believe you’re sunning your bot on a fantasy island while I’m stuck here at work. Actually, I’m just hanging on late in case Greg phones. He’s promised to take me to gorgeous Bistro Etoile in Fiscombe this weekend and said he’d ring me at work during week to ‘firm up details’ (love the way he says things like that). Well it’s Friday and the week’s run out. Sure he’ll call any minute.


Jane’s insisting that I take the department laptop home so that we can both email you properly later. Must persuade Slavey to let me have one of my own when he gets back on Monday. Which reminds me – there’s something I’ve got to do with tissues now.


I’m back! Realised that the cleaners are bound to tidy tissues away over the weekend, so have dumped a couple of Nurofen Cold and Flu sachets in office kitchen instead. Need tissues myself. Greg still hasn’t called . . . probably left a message at Burr Cottage. More later. Lxxxxx




	 




From: Lucy Gordon (loosejuice234x@roamnet.com)


To: Mo Lavender (Hobo-mobo@Hotmail.com)


02.12


Subject: Bloody technology


You will not believe how long it’s taken me to set up a free email address (can’t use the work one at home). Jane’s gone to bed. Think she was feeling a bit odd.


Gossip! Bella has new boyfriend she met at a gig last weekend. He’s enormous and is called Brick (a nickname to do with lavatories apparently, but I was too polite to enquire further). They disappeared into her room with a bottle of tequila around eight and haven’t reappeared since, although Prodigy is still playing as I write. Bella must be keen – she even baked for him.


Greg still not called. Shared bottle of Frascati with Jane, watched Friends and started crying when Rachel and Ross almost got back together and then it all went wrong. Used up entire Boots tissue supply and stole one of Bella’s homemade brownies to cheer self up. Very moreish. Jane and I finished the lot during Shooting Stars.


Jane thinks I should dump Greg and find someone more sensitive.


‘Like David Schwimmer?’ I snivelled.


‘No, like Big Mike next door.’


Was horrified. Big Mike has none of Greg’s sophistication and puts his hands up cows’ bottoms for a living.


Jane pointed out that vets are very heroic media-type figures compared to pilots. Told me to think of All Creatures Great and Small, Noah’s Ark and Vets in Practice as opposed to The Flying Doctors and . . .


Couldn’t think of anything else aerial on TV, and both got giggles. Felt very silly for rest of night. Must cut down on wine. Keep having paranoid worry that Slave Driver will not spot Nurofen in office kitchen as he never makes himself coffee, so won’t believe we’ve all been ill in his absence. Feel a bit peckish. Off to make tea and search for chocolate.


Can’t wait to hear your news. Lxxxx


Written on the back of an envelope:




	 




Darling Greg,


You are asleep in front of “Match of The Day” as I write this, and look so delicious that I could eat you if I hadn’t already eaten so much during our meal (plus Bella’s brownies last night).


I admit I had almost given up on hearing from you after your message. But when you rang during “Gladiators” and asked if I was still on for Bistro Etoile tonight, it was worth the agonising wait. So what if I had to drive five miles out of way to fetch you, and you drank entire bottle of burgundy and flirted with waitress all night. You’re a red-blooded man and I am, alas, red-eyed woman (think I’m getting conjunctivitis).


I love staying here in your flat. It’s so good to be away from cottage. Bella’s not talking to Jane and me because we ate her brownies – she says they were v. special Moroccan recipe. I asked if I could have the recipe for Mum in case she wanted to use it on “Masterchef”, but she just laughed bitterly and took Brick to Cow in Clover for lunch. I was going to tell you this during our meal, but I know you find my news boring.


Must stop writing and wake you up.


Please ask me to move in here with you. Please, please, please!


Am going to flush this down the loo now. I love you.




	 




To: Bella Smith (smithb@st.cuthberts.ac.uk)


From: Lucy Gordon (lucy@widgetex.co.uk)


09:05


Subject: all tied up


Can’t believe he stayed ALL weekend!!! Tell me, tell me, tell me more! Did you shag him???


Having a crap morning. Slave Driver is back from Jamaica and throwing his tanned weight around the marketing department, complaining that we haven’t worked hard enough in his absence. I think he’s just sulking because his nose is peeling. Tried politely suggesting aloe vera lotion, but he ignored my helpful advice and angrily pointed out that I have yet to start on the electric tie-cleaner campaign. The presentation is next week. Aghh! Lxxx




	 




To: Lucy Gordon (lucy@widgetex.co.uk)


From: St Cuthbert’s Secondary School (admin@st.cuthberts.ac.uk)


09:29


Subject: Re: all tied up


Please note that we strongly discourage personal emails, particularly of a vulgar or inappropriate nature. The staff room computer is a shared resource for teaching purposes only and costs a great deal to maintain. We would be grateful if you refrain from contacting Ms Smith in this way again.




	 





W Microsoft Word – Lucy’s worried.doc



Electric tie-cleaner campaign not going v. well. Was fiddling with the prototype for inspiration, turned it on and it swallowed most of my favourite silk scarf, almost strangling me. Scarf ruined, prototype broken and still no further on in campaign. Should be writing Slave Driver an apologetic email right now, but I’m actually quite angry that I could have been injured and think there is a fundamental design fault.


Haven’t been sleeping very well. Am very worried about Halloween party. I haven’t had a reply to any of the invites I sent out to friends/loved ones/people Jane fancies. Suspect no one will come. Also worried that neighbours will complain (except Big Mike, who is planning to come as Herman Munster). Might invite them all to make up numbers.


Have asked everyone in office, even Spotty Gary and Ambitious Dave. Luckily didn’t have to invite Slave Driver, who is in Wolver-hampton promoting nasal clippers and ear de-waxers at a trade fair. Oh – phone! Might be Greg.


It was Alice (the first time my little sister’s ever called me at work) to say that she will be coming to my party and can she bring some friends? I haven’t even invited her.


Can’t be bothered to type that memo now. Will photocopy some more invites while Slavey’s out of the way.


Written on the back of a takeaway pizza flyer:




	 




Darling Greg,


You are asleep in front of ‘Ibiza Uncovered’ and look gorgeous.


I sensed that you were feeling low tonight when we went to see the new Michael Douglas film and you spent the entire film sneering at the star’s beer-gut whilst shovelling popcorn into your mouth. Are you frightened of facing the future? At least pointing out that if he could pull Catherine Zeta Jones then you had no worries seemed to cheer you up, if not me. Afterwards, while we spent those hours walking around the ten different car parks in Basborough Leisure Multiplex trying to find the Mazda, it was so sweet the way that you cried because you thought it had been stolen. Glad we finally spotted it between two Range Rovers in first car park we’d looked in.


Have seen a whole new, vulnerable side of you tonight, which I love more than ever.


Please ask me to move in here with you. Please, please, please.


I love you. Am going to flush this down the loo.




	 




From: Lucy Gordon (loosejuice234x@roamnet.com)


To: Mo Lavender (Hobo-mobo@Hotmail.com)


20.52


Subject: Lucy Talk


I’ve got the company laptop again this weekend (told Slavey I had to work on electronic tie-cleaner campaign). Where are you? Hope you’re okay. Thought I’d have heard from you by now.


Bella’s new man, Brick, spent this afternoon in front of the EastEnders omnibus in our sitting room (I wouldn’t normally mind, because I’m a bit of a fan as you know, but this was the flipping UKGold repeat of the nineties). He smoked hundreds of v. smelly roll-up cigarettes and made lewd comments every time Bianca appeared. Bella is so infatuated, she has started wearing lime-green leggings with baby-pink shirts and shouting ‘Briiicky!’ whenever she wants his attention.


This evening, Jane and I decided to escape to Cow in Clover. Found Big Mike in the lane admiring Brick’s motorbike.


‘They’re classics these old Triumphs.’ He then started raving on about it. Jane and I were unimpressed as we both know that motorbikes ruin your hairdo, dirty your boot-cut trousers and haven’t got enough luggage space for a decent sized handbag.


We told Big Mike it belonged to Bella’s new boyfriend, who is a London courier, and he went very quiet and said he quite fancied a pint in the pub too.


He had several pints. I should have gone home early to work on electric tie-cleaner campaign, but couldn’t face returning to sight of Bella and Brick groping on sofa. Jane says that last night she was forced to watch Blind Date with them, and that they snogged between mouthfuls of takeaway curry.


Big Mike went even quieter (probably as repulsed by image as I was), so I decided to involve him in conversation by confessing my worries about lack of response to Halloween party.


‘Leave it to me,’ he winked, then stood up and loudly invited everyone in pub. So embarrassing. Thankfully there were only three other people there – and one of them was old Archie who’s stone deaf. Think Big Mike was a bit tipsy. He accidentally knocked Brick’s bike over when we walked home, and then got the giggles.


Email me soon. I’m worried about you. Lxxxx




	 





W Microsoft Word – Lucy’s operating.doc



Have come in early to prepare for electric tie-cleaner presentation. I really like my idea – it’s very original. I came up with it last night whilst watching strange Spanish film with Bella and Jane.




	 






WIDGETEX LTD


Summary of presentation of Electronic The Cleaner campaign.


Staff present: Kelvin Hatchard, Managing Director. Gavin Slater, Marketing Director. Lucy Gordon, Marketing Executive. Marie Reiss, secretary to Mr Slater.




	Lucy Gordon presented a ‘two-pronged, Y-shaped media attack’ with the running theme of ‘Tie-Me-Up-Tie-Me-Down’.


	Proceedings were temporarily halted after Mr Hatchard suffered a minor head injury due to a falling flip chart, but were resumed shortly afterwards with Ms Gordon trying to demonstrate a mock-up tie running through the machine. However it would not fit through the device.


	Mr Slater pointed out that the paper tie was of the ‘kipper variety’, and that no one wears them these days, current sartorial trends favouring a more streamlined style for which the ETC has been designed.


	Ms Gordon responded that lots of people do still wear ‘kippers’, including her own father and several Geography teachers at St Cuthbert’s in Wexbury.


	Mr Hatchard called the presentation to a close after the campaign was deemed unworkable.


	The account has now been given to Gary Best, who wears fashionable bootlace ties and is felt to better understand the product.


	Ms Gordon will be transferred onto a campaign for an automatic tooth flosser.










	 








Sunday Lunch Menu – 13 Roundhead Avenue, Wexbury.


Chef: Liv Gordon


Curried quail’s eggs with artichoke caviar


Baby squid stuffed with boiled bacon in black bean and jalapeno puree


Flambéed gooseberry pancake with honeyed mint crown


To be served with a bottle of Chablis Premier Cru, ’98


For Mother: Litre of Lambrusco Rosé










	 






Jeremy GordonBurr Cottage




c/o PO Box 2307Hart’s Leap Lane




Sheep’s EyeChisbourne




New ZealandWexbury
Berks




Sunday 26th October


Dear Big Brother,


Thanks for the postcard. I showed it to Mum and Dad who were more interested in the comments you made about Greg than the picture. For your information, Greg has changed from the ‘fart-lighting bastard’ you remember. He is being fantastic and took me out to the opera last night. We had front row seats, which was a relief because that meant that no one could hear his snoring over the orchestra. The poor darling is working so hard that he falls asleep all the time.


I’m just back from lunch at Roundhead Avenue and enclose the menu as usual. Mum was very pleased with the taste, but I think she needs to work on presentation before she enters Masterchef. It looked like something Noel Edmonds throws over celebrities in tanks. Alice was thankfully away, attending protest rally for Banana Workers’ Rights. Mum took the opportunity to try out recipe for banana and rum stir-fry after her flambéed gooseberries set light to the kitchen blind.


Dad is very excited by the purchase of a new chainsaw. I don’t think there’s much call for tree surgery in a suburban Wexbury cul-de-sac, but he says it’s an investment. He picked it up at a farm auction last week and has spent every evening in his shed since then, reconditioning it (i.e. taking it apart and then reassembling it with two screws and a spring left over). Two apple trees and a willow have mysteriously disappeared from the garden. He asked me if we needed any ‘pruning’ doing at Burr Cottage. Not liking glint in his eyes, I said I’d consult the girls.


Yes, Jane is still over you. You’ll have to hurry home if you want to win her heart again.


Bella’s boyfriend, Brick, has been here all weekend again. He really gets on my nerves with his smelly cigarettes, loud music and unsavoury habit of leaving bathroom door open when having a wee. Greg took an instant dislike to him last night. Told me afterwards he thinks he’s a bit druggy. I hope he doesn’t start dealing wraps or whatever they’re called at our Halloween party.


Lots of love,


Lucy xxxxx







	 




From: Lucy Gordon (loosejuice234x@roamnet.com)


To: Mo Lavender (Hobo-mobo@Hotmail.com)


20.41


Subject: Lucy Talk


Just two days until party! Getting very excited, although now worried that have invited too many people. Went to village stores tonight for bottle of wine to share with girls and Margaret behind the counter said she was looking forward to Friday and should she bring some assorted quiche slices with her? Turns out Big Mike has been inviting everyone in Chisbourne, even eighty-year-old Mrs Brody who took her cat to his surgery to be neutered this week.


Stormed next door to demand that he stops inviting people on our behalf (bit embarrassing actually as caught him in boxer shorts about to take a shower). He says I asked him to. Come to think of it, I do vaguely recall saying something about lack of numbers. Now I think I might have to hire in bouncers and portaloo.


At that point, Dad appeared with box of glasses and two bags of apples. I asked what the apples were for and he said ‘bobbing’. God, how embarrassing! I’m trying to aim for an atmosphere of gothic sophistication. Imagine making my guests shove their faces in bucket of wet windfalls? More Brambly choker than Bram Stoker. Dad longingly eyed up the big fir in our drive as he was leaving.


The next moment I overheard him chatting to Mike: ‘D’you know much about chainsaws? Just bought myself a new one.’


Mike: ‘Petrol or electric?’


Dad, boastfully: ‘Self-oiling alligator.’


Mike (eyes wide): ‘Wow! Fantastic. How long’s the arm?’


God, men are so boring!!!! Must go and fiddle with outfit. Have had lots of ideas. Was going to be a vampire, but the fangs I bought in Wexbury’s joke shop keep popping out (remember that place where we used to get fart spray to pong out Mr William’s History class?). Am now torn between the Exorcist (Greg loves that film, but how do I make my head spin around and my tongue flop out?) and Fenella Fielding in Carry On Screaming (Mum’s idea – she’s lent me one of her 1970’s velvet dresses). What do you think? Where are you? Are you alive? Lxxx




	 








Shopping list – party


Pumpkins for lanterns


Food – some dim sum and stuff


Ingredients for blood punch – white rum, black vodka, Blue Bols,


Red Bull


Red wine – 10 bottles


White wine – 10 bottles


Cheap rosé Mum always buys for Granny – 10


Beer – 30 cans (ask Greg what he likes)


Cider – 3 big bottles (might encourage Alice to come)


Carton orange juice


Bottle mineral water


Bottle Coke


Novelty balloons


Joke spider’s web spray


Loo roll


Stain Devil red wine remover








Written on marketing department laptop:




	 





W Microsoft Word – Lucy’s hungover.doc



Ideas for Tooth Flosser Campaign.


Party Post-mortem, by Lucy Gordon


Ow, ow, ow! Someone is having a fireworks party outside. They must be the only villagers who didn’t come here last night, as the rest of Chisbourne has a collective hangover. Every time a rocket explodes, the entire village shouts ‘Shut up!’ as one. Jane is wearing fluffy earmuffs to block out the noise while she clears up; I’ve stuffed cotton wool in my ears and am hiding in my room, too embarrassed to venture downstairs and help. Bella and Brick have gone out, leaving the house full of Brick’s smelly motorcycle courier friends from London who are sprawled all over the sitting room, polishing off surplus rosé and watching Noel’s House Party. I simply can’t face them, although I owe Jane an apology.


Everyone else had wonderful time last night. It started a bit ropily. Novelty Halloween balloons had added novelty of being impossible to blow up. When the first guests arrived, Jane, Bella and I were still sitting in the kitchen, adenoids bursting as we tried to inflate the witch’s hat-shaped ones. I shot upstairs to get ready and found that the dress Mum had lent me was, in fact, a Laura Ashley maternity smock with faded armpits and twenty-year-old fruit Polos stuck in the pockets. Bella came to my rescue by cutting three holes in a bin-bag and turning it into a vamp’s dress. It looked pretty sexy at first – Big Mike’s eyes were on stalks which irritated Greg no end – but by the time the house was bursting with a hundred people, I was squelching around in a cloud of steam. Bin-bags smell simply foul when hot. Greg kept his distance once I started reeking of hot Dunlop – deliberately flirting with one of Bella’s teacher friends to wind me up. The pig.


The party was a roaring success with punch as spiked as a sprinter’s shoe. After four glasses, I decided to flirt with hunky blond to play Greg at own game. Turned out to be Horsy Tim, the riding instructor Jane fancies. Felt awful when she told me, and ignored him after that – determined to be perfect hostess.


But disaster struck when I was fetching dim sum out of oven. The front of the bin-bag dress melted in the heat and fused onto my favourite La Perla bra. I LOVED that bra. Big Mike – who was in kitchen dishing out drinks – thought from my screams that I must be suffering from third degree burns and threw bowl of punch over me before pulling dress off. So embarrassing! I wasn’t burnt at all. Have now flashed in front of half the village, my work-mates, friends and my errant boyfriend who – far from rushing over with his coat to protect my dignity – simply got the gigglers. I spent the rest of the party in Mum’s maternity smock, trying to avoid hot looks from Horsy Tim. Hope Greg doesn’t realise it was me who sprayed fake cobwebs all over his Mazda, and stretched a novelty skull balloon over the exhaust pipe.


Ow! Another rocket. Think I might hide my aching head under a pillow for a while – say, a week or two.




	 




From: Dave Marks (dave@widgetex.co.uk)


To: All members of marketing department


11.03


Subject: Flash Gordon


For all those of you who did not make it to Lucy’s wonderful party, the design department has put together this mock-up photo image of what our hostess looked like when burning her bra. Germaine Greer watch out!


∗∗flashgordon.bmp attachment here∗∗




	 








Sunday Lunch Menu. Burr Cottage, Chisbourne.


Chef: Lucy Gordon.


Dips and crisps


Spaghetti con M and S sauce, served with sweetcorn and petits pois


Ice Cream


To be served with that cheap wine Mum buys for Granny










	 






Burr Cottage


Chisbourne


Sunday 9th October


Dear Big Brother,


The family arrived for Sunday lunch at midday to find Jane and me munching our Coco Pops in front of The Waltons. I have enclosed my menu for your delectation. Dad spent most of the afternoon pacing around outside prodding our trees and asking if they blocked out light to the cottage. Mum was in v. bad mood as Granny had a raucous Bridge party in the annexe last night, which kept them awake until three a.m. When Mum got up, she found Granny had nipped through adjoining kitchen door in night and ‘borrowed’ two bottles of sherry as hers had run out. Granny was consequently still in bed with hangover, so couldn’t make it for lunch.


At least someone’s having a wild social life. I was supposed to be going to fireworks party at posh country house hotel with Jane and Bella last night, but couldn’t summon nerve (Horsy Tim, Big Mike and various other friends will all be there). Stayed at home to watch the Chisbourne Village Green display through Jane’s bedroom window instead. I lit a sparkler to get in mood, but think I’ve scorched Jane’s curtains.


I was just settling down in front of Casualty when Bella’s boyfriend, Brick, turned up unexpectedly on his motorbike. Tried hiding, but flickering television gave my presence away and he tapped on the window. I couldn’t remember the name of the hotel where the fireworks display was going on, so was forced to share bottle of wine with him and make polite conversation until B and J returned. Despite blue hair and smelly roll-ups, he’s quite nice once you get to know him – told me his real name is Phil and that he’s only working as a courier while he tries to get a recording contract for his band, Slug. He was very sympathetic about my party trick last weekend – said a similar thing happened to him at Reading Festival this year, involving plastic trousers and a brazier.


He wandered downstairs today just as we sat down to eat, wearing Bella’s dressing-gown and smoking a roll-up. Mum politely asked if his hair was ‘naturally that colour’. Little Sister gazed at him with her mouth open entire time – didn’t even notice that there was bacon in the carbonara sauce. When Bella emerged, Alice kept calling her ‘Miss’ and sniggering. So embarrassing having a housemate who teaches one’s little sister History of Art A level. Bella got quite annoyed after a while and pointedly asked Alice if she’d done her essay on the Pre-Raphaelites yet.


Greg is away this weekend – flying VIPs to Channel Islands. I called him on his mobile to let him know I was missing him, but there was lots of music and chatter in the background. Greg said it was the telly in his hotel room, and that he couldn’t find the remote control to turn it down. The conversation was a bit stilted as a result. I asked him if he was missing me too, but I don’t think he can have heard me right as he shouted, ‘That’s fine – I’ve got it covered this end!’ and hung up. The poor thing’s very stressed with work.


Give my love to the sheep.


Lucy xxxx







	 






WIDGETEX LTD


Memo


To: Marketing Department


Re: Team spirit


It has been drawn to my attention that some members of staff are ganging up on others and effectively employing bullying tactics more reminiscent of a playground than professional executives. I suggest that we remedy this by collectively bonding on a corporate excursion. Please write down your ideas and leave them on my desk. I will remind you once again that I do NOT ‘do’ email.


Gavin Slater.







	 




From: Lucy Gordon (lucy@widgetex.co.uk)


To: Dave Marks (dave@widgetex.co.uk)


13.28


Subject: Bonding


This is your fault. Now we’ll have to go on one of those naff group excursions in Wales where you all have to wear matching t-shirts, run ten miles together and then make a bridge across a river with two oil drums, a short plank and a ball of string.




	 




From: Dave Marks (dave@widgetex.co.uk)


To: Lucy Gordon (lucy@widgetex.co.uk)


13.31


Subject: 007ing


Would love to tie you up in string, hot stuff.


Hear that boyfriend of yours is away again. Fancy a drink tonight? I’ve always found you strangely attractive, Ms Moneypenny.




	 






WIDGETEX LTD


Memo


To: Gavin Slater


Re: Team spirit


How about a sponsored parachute jump? I’m afraid that I have vertigo, but I would be happy to be involved at ground level. I know Dave Marks is very keen.


Lucy







	 






WIDGETEX LTD


Memo


To: Marketing Department


Re: Team spirit


Many thanks to all for a wide range of ideas, although I would have appreciated a little less licentiousness, and may I take this opportunity to point out that many of you submitted ideas anonymously which was not my intention?


The marketing department is now booked to do a static line jump at Thrushfield Aerodrome in three weeks’ time. Lucy Gordon should be applauded for this excellent idea. ALL members of the team will be expected to jump and I will accept no feeble excuses. Absenteeism from this important team exercise will be looked upon in a very negative light.


Gavin Slater





Cutting from Wexbury Gazette:






	 






Local Company to Take the High Jump


Wexbury-based Widgetex Ltd has come up with a novel way of uniting its staff. All the members of the company’s marketing team are to take part in a parachute jump next month, and Marketing Director Gavin Slater is seeking sponsorship to raise funds for charity. ‘We’re all really looking forward to it,’ says Slater, 39. ‘The idea was suggested by a junior member of staff, and we all leapt at the chance. Any money we raise will go towards the Injured Golfers’ Trust.’









	 





W Microsoft Word – Lucy’s leap.doc



Can think of nothing but the parachute jump. I know I won’t be able to go through with it – I get dizzy going down in a lift. I keep thinking about the girl who drifted in the wrong direction over Salisbury Plain recently, and found herself swinging from power cables for hours before she could be cut down. I have a feeling I’ll go one better and drift into the cathedral spire to dangle from a gargoyle.


God! What have I done? Greg’s company is based in Thrushfield Aerodrome. Hope he’s ferrying VIPs somewhere far away that day – like the Moon. Although on second thoughts, could use his manly support while I plummet to earth.


Haven’t mentioned it to him yet as don’t think he’ll be keen on the idea of his girlfriend falling from the sky above his office at Thrushfield Aerodrome. Was going to say something last night, but he was being so romantic I couldn’t bring myself to. He cooked me dinner – yes! This is a first. Admittedly it was only boil-in-the-bag curry while we were watching a video, but I think it’s a positive development in the relationship. I now have two jumpers, a toothbrush, a jar of moisturiser and a pair of jogging trainers in permanent residence at his flat. Am planning to sneak more items in without his noticing over next few weeks in the hope that it will subliminally trigger sense of security and commitment in him. He’s off to a stag party tonight, but I’m popping round first to help him on with his cave-man outfit. Think I’ll leave my ear-rings there.




	 




From: Lucy Gordon (loosejuice234x@roamnet.com)


To: Mo Lavender (Hobo-mobo@Hotmail.com)


21.56


Subject: Lucy Talk


Have been sulking (in case you hadn’t noticed) because I haven’t heard from you. But I’ve got so much to tell that I’ve decided to forgive you and write another email. I’ve even bagged the department laptop again, which has the added benefit of making Slave Driver think that I am working like a Trojan – I can DO NO WRONG right now.


He was in an endlessly good mood all week at the prospect of the office parachute jump (Oh yes I have). Kept beaming at me and congratulating me for suggesting it. Only four of us doing it now – Slave Driver, Ambitious Dave and Spotty Gary – everyone else has dropped out. I tentatively put it to SD yesterday that it was no longer much of a ‘bonding’ session with so few of the marketing team taking part, and that perhaps we should stick to building bridges with oil drums in Wales.


‘Nonsense,’ he scoffed. ‘The rest of the team will come along to support the jumpers.’


Had strange mental image of marketing team holding up huge Arran sweaters for us to land on.


Talking of jumpers, Greg left me a message today. ‘You’ve left a load of stuff at my flat, Lucy – it’s looking a bit messy. Could you pop round and collect it some time?’


So sweet. Know this is only an excuse to see me, as I refused to wait in his flat while he was at a stag party last night (Jane and Bella’s advice – something they read in Cosmo about ‘holding back to hold on to your man’). Not that I’ve seen Bella holding back with Brick much of late – nor Jane with Tim (they’re not even going out and she’s on the phone to him every ten minutes).


My little sister has persuaded Jane to give her cheap driving lessons. She turned up at the cottage this morning with half an inch of make-up on her face and her hair up in strange Björk horns.


Dad gave her a lift here (she refuses to practise driving in his car because it isn’t eco-friendly, but is not averse to begging lifts in it). He told me that Alice has a ‘simply awful’ new boyfriend who he and Mum have banned her from seeing because he’s twenty-nine and has tattoos on his face.


‘If only she could meet a nice, sensible boy her own age,’ he sighed sadly. ‘Someone who’d make sure she’s home by ten, like your boyfriends used to.’


‘Still do,’ I muttered darkly.


He’s bought himself a new contraption that sucks up fallen leaves, and spent an hour in our garden playing with it. Poor Jane came back from teaching Alice to find that he’d hoovered up all her winter pansies.


‘Your family are a liability,’ she told me after they’d left. ‘Alice drove as far as the by-pass protesters’ camp, parked up and disappeared for an hour, leaving me to listen to the car radio.’ Turns out the boyfriend who Mum and Dad don’t approve of is a new-age traveller called Scrumpy, and Alice is using the driving lessons as cover for brief romantic trysts. Jane only willing to go along with it as can catch up with Archers omnibus undisturbed.


Please email me, just to let me know you’re alive. Lxxxxx.




	 








Sunday Lunch Menu – 13 Roundhead Avenue, Wexbury.


Chef: Liv Gordon


Cod’s Roe Soup, accompanied by deep-fried courgette flower croutons


Roundhead Rabbit Stew


Bread and butter ice cream lightly drizzled with date sauce


To be served with a bottle of Châteauneuf du Pape, ’91


For Mother: Litre of Lambrusco Rosé










	 






13 Roundhead Avenue


Wexbury


Sunday 28th November


Dear Big Brother,


At parental home, watching rugby with Granny who’s fallen asleep with her mouth open, having single-handedly polished off the bottle of wine I brought for Mum and Dad. She said she needed it to get over the shock of my ‘news’.


Telling them all about my parachute jump during Sunday lunch not v. good idea. Mum currently crying in kitchen having dropped rabbit, juniper and prune stew over dining-room carpet. Not sure if she’s more upset about the stain, the loss of as-yet-untried Masterchef recipe, or prospect of daughter plummeting to earth next Friday attached to oversized umbrella. Poor Dad has retreated to his shed to take his beloved chainsaw apart again. Apparently it conked out just as he was half-way through trunk of the Pottingers’ diseased lime tree yesterday. The Pottingers – remember? Ardent Lib Dem campaigners next door – are now living under threat of lime tree falling into their conservatory, and Dad’s name is mud on the cul-de-sac.


Have to stop writing now. Little Sister keeps badgering me to give her lift to Burr Cottage so that she can have driving lesson with Jane. I’ve pointed out that she’s already had one lesson today (and I know for a fact that she drove straight to protesters’ camp to see her new boyfriend Scrumpy – Jane told me she didn’t leave second gear once). But she is adamant that she needs a second (proper) lesson as she has already applied for her test. She says Jane has agreed, so I suppose I’d better comply. Is Jane mad? Suspect Little Sister is bribing her.


Written later . . .


Hmph! Was driving Alice through by-pass roadworks on way to Chisbourne when she screamed ‘Stop!’ and jumped from car. Had to park and go in search, as I was worried that she was going to sabotage a JCB. Eventually found her talking lovingly to tree. For a moment I thought she’d gone potty and become a druid or something, but on closer inspection I noticed there was a dreadlocked man strapped to high branch by webbing harness, wearing sleeping bag and playing a nose flute. Scrumpy.


Apparently they’d had a row earlier and Alice wanted to make it up. When I finally dragged her back to car, I found it surrounded by security guards with walkie-talkies. It took ages to persuade them that I wasn’t a radical wire-cutting local. Got to Burr Cottage to find Jane was out riding, so Alice had been lying about the lesson all along. The little monster is now lolling around sitting room with Brick, playing Bella’s old Pixies albums. Bella and I are consequently both livid. Would take her home, but Greg (who’s in Amsterdam) said he’d call this evening.


Later still . . .


Greg didn’t call. Was so annoyed, I made Alice catch bus home.


How are the sheep?


Lucy xxx







	 




From: Lucy Gordon (lucy@widgetex.co.uk)


To: Mo Lavender (Hobo-mobo@Hotmail.com)


11.41


Subject: Portable shirt-collar iron promotion


Excuse the subject title – I’m at work and may be rumbled at any moment.


Slave Driver is still in a revoltingly good mood. Would normally relish this rare harmony at work, but I’m too terrified about Friday’s jump to appreciate his unctuous smiles and constant references to me being the marketing department’s answer to Anneka Rice. Am currently working on a fake cold in case I simply can’t go through with it and need excuse to cover up my cowardice. Have been sniffing and sneezing since Monday, but SD just thinks I’m even braver, telling everyone that ‘Lucy Gordon is the sort of dare-devil girl who won’t even let a little head-cold get in the way of her parachuting dream’.


Greg fog-bound in Amsterdam. Haven’t told him about jump. Maybe no bad thing, as with any luck he’ll still be there on Friday and will never know that I was dropped from a great height over his office. Am convinced I’m going to land on it, crash through roof, break all the executive toys on his desk and squash his busy lizzie.


Have psychotic South East Asian brainwashing cult members kidnapped you, or have I got your email address wrong? Jane used your postcard to trap a spider in a glass weeks ago and it’s gone missing, so I can’t check. Lxxxxx




	 





W Microsoft Word – Lucy’s last will and testament.doc



Spent today at Thrushfield Aerodrome training for the jump. So much to remember and all I took in was that you have to check your canopy has opened five elephants – I mean seconds – after you jump from the plane. Oh God, I feel sick. Slave Driver spent day swaggering around in his jump-suit like a character from Soldier Soldier pretending he knows it all (he bought a skydiving magazine last week and consequently asked lots of questions about the specific brand of altimeter we’ll be wearing and the prevalence of north-westerly wind over the drop zone).


Greg is still in Amsterdam. I finally plucked up the courage to tell him about my jump tonight on the phone – casually adding it onto the end of our conversation as a sort of ‘By the way . . .’ He just thought I was joking, fell about laughing, told me I was ‘priceless’ and hung up. Oh God, think I am going to be sick.




	 




From: Lucy Gordon (loosejuice234x@roamnet.com)


To: Mo Lavender (Hobo-mobo@Hotmail.com)


21.07


Subject: Fall from Grace


I did it! Yesterday, I jumped out of an aeroplane, with a rucksack full of folded nylon on my back, attached to a glorified washing line – and I’m still alive! The world around me has taken on a whole new loveliness as a result. Walked through Chisbourne today, sniffing the lovely air, gazing at the lovely cottages and greeting everyone in sight with a hearty glad-to-be-alive ‘hello’. Went into village stores to buy chocolates for Slave Driver and almost hugged Margaret the shopkeeper. Glad I didn’t as she’s been giving me very odd looks since I accidentally flashed my bra in front of her husband, Ned, at the Halloween party last month.


Visited Slave Driver in hospital this afternoon. His broken leg is in a large tent-like thing covered with a blanket. He was in a very bad mood – kept raving on about freak weather conditions over Salisbury Plain yesterday afternoon. His hurt pride was somewhat soothed by my news that Ambitious Dave landed in a field of sheep, and Spotty Gary managed to float to earth on a housing estate, terrifying the woman who found him wading out of her ornamental garden pond with a plastic lily pad hanging from his harness. SD now convinced that the fact I alone made perfect landing was a ‘total fluke’ and clearly proves that the cross-winds were far too dangerous to let a bunch of amateurs jump out of a plane at 3000 feet. I didn’t like to remind him that the instructors told us it was unusually perfect jumping weather for the time of year. Nor did I point out that despite a day’s intensive training, SD completely ignored the fact he’d been told to hold his toggles level until instructed otherwise on the one-way radio. The moment his canopy opened, he was swinging around like a Red Devil and heading towards the aerodrome’s epicentre where he crashed into the control tower.


SD has given me long list of instructions for running the office next week and will call every day to ‘touch base’. Was tempted to make joke about touching down on an airbase, but thankfully I bit my tongue and fled. Lxxx





You have . . . one . . . new message. Message received on . . .


Sunday at . . . two . . . thirteen . . . pee emmmm.


‘Lucy, it’s Greg. What’s going on? I was en route from Amsterdam on Friday night, and my landing was diverted to another airfield at the last minute. I’ve just heard that it was someone from the Widgetex marketing department who put the Thrushfield control tower out of action. Was it you? Are you okay, my darling? Where are you?’





‘Greg here. Leave a message.’ Beep.


‘Poor Greg . . . you must have been so worried! I’m fine, my darling – I’ve just been to my parents for lunch. I had no idea you’ve been back all weekend. You could have come along. Never mind. Um . . . just one thing . . . if you were so worried, why did you leave it until today to call me?’


Written on the back of an old flight plan:




	 




My darling Greg,


You have just popped out to buy some wine while I cook dinner in your flat. This was your suggestion, no less, because you say that we’ve ‘seen far too little of one another recently’. Ah, romance! I am determined to seduce you with my cooking. Chicken curry is bubbling away nicely. Have never made a curry before. Was planning to cook one of Mum’s recipes which involves battering breasts flat with rolling pin and smearing them with olives and pimentos, but you looked disgusted when I suggested it. Although now I think about it, I’m not sure you realised that I was talking about chicken at all. Never mind, you love curry – the stronger the better. I hope that means you won’t notice the fact that I added three tablespoons of madras powder to the pan before realising that the pot said ‘tspns’ not ‘tblspns’. Easy mistake to make. I’ve just tried it and it tastes okay. You’re bound to love it, as you’re being so flattering and thoughtful at the mo.


I loved it when you told me about the drink you had on Wednesday in the Thrushfield Aerodrome bar with one of the parachute instructors who trained the Widgetex marketing department team for our static line jump. Your face went such a funny colour when you explained that the instructor told you that I was the cutest thing he’d ever seen in a jump-suit and asked if you had my number. He obviously didn’t realise that we’re going out together. You’re now hugely attentive. Must remember to jump out of aeroplanes more often. Am also thinking of buying a jump-suit to wear casually around Wexbury.


Mmmm. This curry smells soooo good. Am going to try some before I destroy this letter. I love you. Please ask me to move in with you and cook you curry every night.


Oh Christ! Have to stop writing. Mouth on fire! Aghhhh!




	 








Sunday Lunch Menu. 13 Roundhead Avenue, Wexbury.


Chef: Liv Gordon.


Sweetbread ravidi in creamed broad bean sauce


Knuckle of wild bear glazed with molasses and sunflower seeds


Pistachio and grapefruit custard tart


To be served with a bottle of St Pauillac


For Mother: WI gooseberry and year wine (Sainsbury’s out of Lambrusco Rosé)










	 






Burr Cottage


Chisbourne


Sunday 7th Dec


Dear Big Brother,


I enclose both mother’s weekly menu and a cutting from the Wexbury Gazette about my recent parachute jump (‘Local Girl Shows the Men How To Do It’). Great huh? Ignore the photo of John Noakes in drag; the picture editor got muddled up. It’s supposed to go with the piece on the panto coming to Wexbury Corn Exchange.


Talking of inappropriate pictures, I got your postcard of the mooning Maori, but I don’t think your ‘This is what Greg talks out of’ comment was at all kind. He was very sweet about the disastrous curry I cooked him last night. He found me drinking his cold tank dry via the bathroom tap and took me out to eat at Tandoori Tavern in Wexbury instead. He said he’d order me something mild, but I think the waiter got a little muddled up as it tasted a bit fiery, although G says my taste-buds were probably ultra-sensitive and that vindaloo is usually very light and subtle. He poured me lots of wine to soothe burnt mouth. Felt a bit woozy afterwards. Shame as Greg very romantic. Actually said the L-word in bed. At least I think he did – I was drifting in and out of consciousness at time.


Lunch at Mum and Dad’s today. There’s a bit of an atmosphere there as Alice is still seeing Scrumpy on the sly whilst pretending to be getting driving lessons with Jane. Think Dad is suspicious. He spent a long time in the shed fiddling with his broken chainsaw this afternoon, which is sinister as Scrumpy currently lives up a tree on the by-pass route. Mind you, the Pottingers next door still have a lime tree hanging precariously over their conservatory, so he needs to get it working again soon. Mum says Mr P is threatening to get in a tree surgeon and charge the bill to Dad.


I told her how lovely Greg has been since my parachute jump and Mum suddenly said, ‘Why not invite him round for supper next Friday?’


Was certain Greg would be horrified by idea, but I called him – Mum breathing down my neck all the time, mouthing ‘Is he a vegetarian?’ – and he agreed to come. Yippee! Is this a sign of commitment at last? No, don’t answer that.


Blow kisses to the sheep.


Lucy x
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