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Time: The Present

ROSE (South London accent, born 1922):

Lavinia was always frivolous.  

In our youth, Lav was very 'new look', tres Dior; acres of green check and a  ridiculous hat.  I don't care if that yank got it for her in Paris.  It looked like some maniac bird had made its home in a cake box on her head.  

I said 'You're a Ladywell seamstress not a French tart, as sure as a shilling he got it on the black market and it's that kind of thing that undermines the war effort'.  

She told me that we had won the war and I should shut me trap.  I said with her attitude it was a miracle we ever did.  Anyway, I digress.

There were three of us, last year; me, Lav and Floyd.  

Floyd started coming when his Glad passed away.  To begin with I went along with it.  It was nice to put on a show, try and cheer him up a little and take his mind off it.  But each year it's been getting more preposterous.  There's only three of us.  It's too much.  More food.  More wine.  More cava. 

'What's cava when it's at home?' I said to her when 5 bottles of it turned up in the larder. 'Never you mind' she said 'it's on special offer at Tescos and it’s vintage'.

Pop.  All day with the corks they were.  Lav and Floyd giggling like bobby-soxers.

'Your Glad never had cava', I said to him 'a nice glass of cockburns was good enough for her.  If you'd wanted something fizzy you could have had vermouth and lemonade'.

He laughed, which wasn't like him.  I put it down to the drink.  There was no need for unpleasantness.  Lav just encourages it.  She has always been excessive.

During the war she had two men on the go at the same time.  George was the widower from the farm where she was a landgirl and the yank just turned up one Monday afternoon.  She was still writing to George when the yank was giving her French hats and goodness only knows what else.  You could say it was three if you counted David, but the poor lad had been dead two years by then and I suppose it was only fair to let him rest in peace.  

She's the same with food.  If somebody offers her something she's everso loathe to turn it down.

'Goose!' she announced last October, 'it's more traditional'.  

'So's pagan ritual and bacchanalian orgies,' I said, 'it doesn't necessarily make them a good thing'.  

You could have fed the entire Cratchit family and half their street on the enormous fowl she brought back from the butchers.  It had to go in the greenhouse because there wasn't enough room in the fridge and I couldn't stand looking at it in the larder.  It had a greenish tinge because we had a couple of mild days, but Lav said that was normal.  As if she was ever familiar with goose.  It did taste good.  Lovely sweet fat.  But that's beside the point.  I said "next year it's a turkey breast joint which will do us for dinner and sandwiches - there's only the three of us, I don't eat much anyway, Floyd's not much of an appetite these days and you… well…"  Let's just say Lav is a little camelish.  If we were to be marooned and starving on a desert island, there's enough of Lav to keep her going for a good couple of months, if not longer.  Floyd wouldn't last the weekend and, although I have great reserves of stamina, I don't think my metabolism could cope for more than about a week.


"Two" she said, all puffed up and full of herself "There will be two of you next year"


"There's no need to be like that Lav," I said "just because I made allusions towards your ample figure, I'm only looking out for you"


"No" she said, "I've decided. I'm going on a luxury cruise next Christmas, to the Bahamas, or Australia, or maybe Cuba"


"But it'll be hot" I said, "don't be daft!  You'll be sweating horribly and you won't have any room for your pudding.  You can't go off doing that kind of thing, not at your time of life"


She took my head in her hands, the way she used to when we were little, and pinched my cheeks.


"I'm going" she said "and I'm going to have a marvellous time."  And that was that.


So it's just me and Floyd this year.  He's not much of a cook so I'm in charge of the festivities.  We're having a small turkey breast joint, trimmings and a pud.  You can never have too many brussel sprouts and I know that Floyd could do with the roughage.   I don't hold with mince pies, and chocolate disagrees with me.  I've bought a nice bottle of cockburns and there's some lemonade left from Lav's birthday party that will do if we're feeling fizzy.  I found some crackers in the loft, they're a bit damp but I'm sure after a couple of days in the airing cupboard they'll be fine.  It'll be strange without Lav, thinking about her, swanning off on her ship.  But I'll be glad to get back to a traditional family christmas.  Quiet and without all the fuss.

1
1
Sibling Christmas, Jo Clayton ©2001    


