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MITZI’S MIDWINTER WEDDING


Christina Jones


A Winter Short Story


In the cold, dark, and surprisingly snowy days of early December, Mitzi and Joel are planning a secret wedding with minimum fuss in a luxury hotel in the nearby village of Apple Hinton. After sneaking off guiltily one Friday afternoon, disaster strikes when their car breaks down in the middle of nowhere and they're forced to seek shelter in the rural hamlet of Pedlars Puddle. Mischeif abounds as the snow gets thicker – and will Mitzi and Joel even make it to the church on time?




Part One


From Little Frumpton to Pedlars Puddle


‘They’ll hate me!’ Mitzi cast an anguished look back over her shoulder at The Pampered Puddy-Tat Luxury Cat Hotel. ‘They’ll think I’ve abandoned them! They’ll never forgive me.’


Joel opened the car door for her. ‘They’ll love every minute of it,’ he said reassuringly, his voice whipped away by the screaming December wind. ‘They’ve got each other and a really superb centrally heated chalet and all their blankets and toys, and they’ll be getting their regular treats and favourite food. And it’s only for a couple of days. Now hop in before we freeze to death.’


‘But – their little faces … Maybe we should go back and –’


‘Mitzi, it’s sub-zero out here. They’ll be fine. Get into the car, please.’


‘Oh, but …’


Joel laughed. ‘Get into the car, love. Oh, lord – are you crying?’


‘No …’ Mitzi sniffed.


‘Come here,’ Joel hugged her. ‘They’ll be snug as bugs in there. They won’t even know we’ve gone.’ He gently smoothed the tears from her cheeks with his thumb. ‘Come on, hop in before these turn to icicles.’


Mitzi reluctantly hopped. She wiped away the traces of her tears with the back of her hand, snuggling into her seat as Joel got into the car, then squeezed her eyes shut trying to blot out the last sight of Richard and Judy, their silver-grey fur ruffled in disgust, their green eyes glaring at her in disbelief.


Joel leaned across and kissed her, then fastened his seat belt, started the car, and slowly manoeuvred The Pampered Puddy-Tat’s long, winding and exquisitely tree-lined drive. ‘Please don’t worry about them, love. And don’t cry. They’ll be warm as toast in there, which is more than I can say for us if this damn heater doesn’t start to work soon.’


‘Don’t change the subject,’ Mitzi sniffed, opening her eyes and blinking quickly to un-gum her eyelashes. ‘I’ve never left them before. I mean, when we’ve been away they’ve always stayed at home and Doll and Lu, when she lived in Hazy Hassocks, or Flo and Clyde have looked after them, and they’ve hardly noticed we’re not there.’


‘I know, sweetheart. But we had to do the cattery thing this time, didn’t we? Because we don’t want anyone else in Hazy Hassocks to know we’re away. If you’re so determined to keep this weekend secret, then we had no choice.’


‘Oh, I know – but Richard and Judy won’t understand.’


‘No,’ Joel said kindly, finally reaching the end of the extensive drive and peering into the slate-grey murkiness of the winter afternoon, ‘they won’t. Because they’re cats. It doesn’t matter how many times you’ve explained to them, and I’ve heard you so don’t deny it, they won’t understand. But they will have a lovely cossetted time.’


‘Yes, I know, but …’ Mitzi sighed. ‘OK. I’ll try to forget their little heartbroken faces … no, honestly, I’m kidding. I know they’ll be fine. I’m just going to sit back and enjoy being chauffeured through the beautiful Berkshire countryside.’


‘Good.’


They drove in comfortable silence for a while, along narrow, winding roads, with sparse hedges bordering bare, fallow fields.


‘Um,’ Mitzi said, ‘the view isn’t actually that inspiring, is it? It’s all a bit samey when you’re miles from anywhere … I wonder if Richard and Judy have had their tea yet … Maybe they won’t eat. Maybe …’


‘Mitzi,’ Joel laughed. ‘Shut up, sweetheart. And actually,’ he stared at the sat-nav which had retreated into a sulky silence and was now flashing on and off in staccato spasms, ‘you know that I love Richard and Judy as much as you do, but right now we seem to have other more pressing problems.’


‘The car?’


‘Mmm. I think the electrics are, to put it technically, buggered. Which, given the fact that we’re still miles away from where we’re supposed to be and it’s already getting dark, is far more worrying than whether Richard and Judy will survive forty-eight hours living in pampered five-star feline luxury.’


She looked across at him and managed to smile. ‘Well, when you put it like that … but seriously – is the car going to die on us at any minute?’


Mitzi peered at the dashboard. Lights were flickering and small unexplained symbols appeared and disappeared worryingly. She understood absolutely nothing about cars. As long as they started, got where she wanted to go and then stopped and started again when necessary, she didn’t enquire further.


‘Maybe we could find a garage? We could have brought my car, except …’


‘Except,’ Joel finished, pressing various buttons and flicking switches without much success as the car moved smoothly forward along narrow, darkening lanes overhung with skeletal branches, ‘the whole of Hazy Hassocks would notice that your car was missing and want to know where you’d gone. Same problem as asking someone to baby-sit Richard and Judy.’


‘Mmm, possibly the only drawback of living in a lovely, cosy, friendly village where everyone knows everyone else’s business. And if they don’t, then they ask until they do. Blimey, but it’s getting cold in here …’ Mitzi shivered and pulled her brand-new coat more closely round her. ‘Have you got any idea what’s wrong with the car?’


‘None whatsoever,’ Joel sighed. ‘Give me a periodontal problem or a tricky molar implant, or even a touch of endodontics, and I’m your man. Dentistry’s a breeze compared to the workings of the internal combustion engine.’


Mitzi laughed. ‘If you say so. I know nothing about either. Cake making is about as far as it goes with me … And as there’s going to be no herbal magic, and neither of us will be indulging in our specialist subjects this weekend –’ she stopped. ‘And wipe that leer off your face, Mr Earnshaw. It doesn’t suit you – you know exactly what I mean … Anyway, should we stop and call the AA?’


‘Spoilsport,’ Joel grinned. ‘And yes, we should, and could,’ he removed his mobile phone from its hands-free cradle and stared at it, ‘if I could get a signal … Seems the 21st century hasn’t quite reached the back of beyond yet. Anyway, I think it’s only the electrics – which will be OK until we need the lights on. The engine’s working so we’re still moving and we’ll probably find a garage soon. There’s bound to be one round here somewhere.’
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