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Where there is a death in the
family

There are no written words to
make it better

That can stop the eyes from
getting wetter

It comes as a shock even when
expected

It makes it no less accepted

There is nothing for anyone to
say or do

As blame can make you bruised
and blue

 


When there is a death in the
family

The heart will ache

The voice will break

The tears will fall

The throat will tighten

The senses will heighten

Let the body handle these

While the mind remembers
memories

The good ones you will want to
freeze

 


When there is a death in the
family

Let us celebrate their life

So relish having known them

Even if losing your loved one
cuts like a knife

The pain is worth the time you
shared

For they will never be
forgotten

Not getting to see them once
more is truly rotten

Just hearing their name could
cause a mini breakdown

Because a picture of them might
make you frown

Thinking that they may appear
and hearing their laughter in your head

Wishing to say something and not
leaving it left unsaid

Please have a moment of madness
to find some peace and Zen

Promising to bite back the
sadness and living your life without them

Sometimes you may slip-up and
need to count to ten

Until the day, you meet
again
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This was going to be a Happy
Christmas for me because I was determined to make it so after last
year turned into the worst one ever. Because my dear father passed
away between Boxing Day and New Year’s Eve and he made me promise
to enjoy my future Christmases or he will not rest in peace but
come back and haunt me. As I imagined him in chains like Jacob
Marley’s ghost in A Christmas Carol by Charles Dickens and I loved
Dad too much to do that to him, so I will try my best to honour his
wishes. Despite the poor man holding on through the pain in an
effort to enjoy one last Christmas with me before not only leaving
me fatherless, penniless but homeless too after I gave up
everything to look after him in his hour of need, including a
boyfriend who did not like to be around sick people. Cancer is not
contagious like a cold and you cannot catch it off anyone but would
the selfish sod listen to reason. No, the boyfriend made me choose
between him and my dad so I did and I was better off without the
prick so that’s one regret I will never have. Even when I found
myself pregnant a couple of weeks later, having put the missed
periods down to stress and then grief while those symptoms can last
a lot longer than nine months if you let them but I had other
things to deal with that would take my life in a different
direction.

It took me a while to get back
on my feet but I recently managed to acquire a nice clean flat to
live in and a job as an in-store product demonstrator that actually
pays a full weeks working wage so what more could I want for
Christmas. Well I would love for the big store to keep me on after
the New Year so guess what I will be wishing for under my tiny tree
that used to belong to my dad’s bakery and every year he would put
it in the shop window and now it sits in mine. Yep, I would love a
permanent contract to work at HOBBITS toy store and maybe work my
way up the ladder one day. They do say that once HOBBITS takes you
under their wing then you have a job for life. The reason this
place is so special to me is that my late father used to bring me
here to HOBBITS every Christmas when I was a kid and tell me to
pick anything I wanted (as long as it fell into his price range
that is) since he’d saved up all year especially to get me a gift.
To be honest, I always picked something cheaper than he suggested
in a bid to spare him a few quid because I knew he really could not
afford to waste money on his little angel (well he believed it). I
really miss him but being here makes me feel closer to Dad somehow
since it is full of sweet Christmas memories that we shared.
However, I do not suppose the bosses share my sentiment and feel
the same way about me. I could sense it in the cold air I felt
shivering through my bones when walking to work this morning that
something was different as my breath fogged into mist so I look
like I smoke but I do not, anymore, well I cannot afford the
expensive habit these days so I don’t indulge.

‘Ho, ho, ho . .
. Merry Christmas . . . spare some change for charity,’ said the
Santa Claus character, shaking his plastic collection
box.

‘Yes, of
course. Happy Christmas, I have some loose change here somewhere .
. .’ I said as I opened up my bag to rummage for coins.

‘You’re very
kind,’ says Santa and then he snatches my bag out of my hands and
legs it off before I realise what was happening.

‘Hey . . . give
that back . . . hey you, in the red suit. Give me my bag you
shithead . . . someone stop that Santa,’ I shout out as I give
chase.

Well it is not every Christmas
you find yourself mugged by Santa Claus in the street but I was, so
I should have known it was not my day for good things to happen
after that as they usually come in threes and God knows what is
next. I could not believe it either and I certainly didn’t feel any
good will to any men when this man helped himself to my bag (with
my Christmas money in that I’d saved up to treat myself along with
my phone which I can’t afford to replace). Having chased the cheeky
bastard around the corner but it was not easy when I was in heeled
brown boots and slipping about on the icy pavement. As I bumped
into early morning shoppers hoping to beat the crowds and early
bird commuters going about their business, whilst he was in flat
black boots so I could not catch him but I will probably catch a
cold when someone sneezed on my shoulder. Great, I do not need to
be ill for Christmas on top of feeling a bit lost about Dad not
being here for it.

Of all the roads he could have
gone down, the thieving git went into a street full of men dressed
as Santa Claus on the march. When they piled out on parade to
practise for an upcoming event so he must have mingled in with them
and I did not have a hope in hell of identifying which one robbed
me. Well he had the greatest disguise ever. Fat man with a white
beard is his description but was he fat or was it padding and was
that beard real or fake, who knows. The police officer on the beat
that I stopped to tell about the criminal act asked me if I had
been drinking and if not then I may as well start to drown my
sorrows, because I had more chance of finding the real Father
Christmas than one of the imposters that prey on people at this
time of year. I did not bother filling out a report since I would
be late for work and my wages docked so I could not afford it,
after losing my bloody bag.

I might have known I would not
be lucky enough to secure a long-term job and some stability in my
life. They called me into the HR office of HOBBITS toy store as
soon as I arrived so it is hardly going to be a good omen because
they either promote you or fire your ass and since I have only been
here six weeks, well I doubt it is the former but rather the
latter. Damn it, I was right about that for the sincere smiley
woman in a festive jumper and plain trousers hands me a Christmas
card and she shows me a glowing letter of recommendation that is
waiting for me when I leave so I can then pass it on to my next
employer. She is giving me my marching orders along with well
wishes for a bright future. I did not need her frigging well
wishes, I needed a job because what bright future will I have to
look forward to without work on a permanent basis. Hell I was lucky
to find this job never mind finding another one that will pay the
proper wage for full time work and not any of that ‘zero hours’
malarkey. You cannot get a job without experience and you cannot
get experience without a job. This is a ‘catch 22’ situation to
find oneself in at the best of times. Never mind, the worst of
times when jobs are thin on the ground.

Seriously, I cannot lose my
flat and end up living back at the Mother and Baby hostel. Well I
should have expected this really, since they only took me on for
the holiday period to cover the rush leading up to the Christmas
sales. However, I had hoped my selling techniques had impressed our
floor manager (Mr Tremble) enough to think that I could sell
anything after having shifted a fair few of their dodgy
make-your-own Christmas cracker kits. I guess not and it’s goodbye
to next months’ rent so I will be out on my ear if I do not secure
another job quickly. Talk about living hand to mouth, I will not be
living at all. I will be merely existing (just) and what about my
poor baby. I do not want him stuck with me in some shabby B&B
somewhere because the council cannot find us anywhere else to live
and I cannot afford the deposit on a private place so whatever will
become of us I don’t know. Only I cannot let it spoil Christmas for
us so I must cheer up.

It is funny but whenever I step
foot on the shop floor I half expect to feel my late father’s big
hand slip into mine like it did when I was a kid. We would stand
there holding hands in awe for a few minutes just letting our eyes
take in all the special Christmas sights and wonderful products on
show whilst judging what to look at first and where to start. Then
he would squeeze my hand gently and I would let go knowing that he
was there for me to guide my decisions but it was time to make my
own mind up about the perfect Christmas present from him to me with
love. Today I shake my hands down by my side because there is
nobody to do that anymore, nobody to hold my hand through it. Happy
Christmas, I hear everyone wishing each other. So you have to join
in or appear like the Scrooge who wishes it would all be over and
you could simply forget it was even happening since you have
nothing good coming your way now comes the New Year.

‘Hey, Piper
Longstock . . . what’s got you so down in the dumps?’ asks Horace
Hedge (our shop porter) so I guess I was not hiding it as well as I
thought I was and I failed miserably to show some Christmas spirit,
unless it involves alcohol that is since I could do with a drink.
We are both dressed in our staff uniforms, which consists of shirts
in bright rainbow dotty colours on a white background and denim
dungarees. We look like a pair of children’s TV presenters circa
1990. All is missing is the mullet for him and the perm for me and
we would be accused of travelling back in time. I wish I could for
a little while, as I would be able to spend more quality moments
with Dad again and tell him all about my little boy who I know he
would have idolised.

‘I’ve been
fired. I’m only here until the New Year and then I am gone along
with all this Christmas stuff,’ I reply as I pick up the bits of
tinsel I was wrapping around a Christmas cracker to demonstrate how
to make your own and place it next to the ones I’d made
earlier.

‘How would you
like the chance to make some money tonight?’

‘That depends
if it involves anything sexual, because you can forget it if it
does.’ Is this bad luck continuing? Is this my only
option?

‘You love
dancing, right?’

‘Yes, but I am
not stripping for money before you ask.’

‘It’s nothing
to do with lap-dancing, or pole dancing. It’s a competition being
held at The Dandy Diamond.’

‘That’s a gay
club, isn’t it?’

‘Yeah, I have a
mate who works there and he told me about it.’

‘Huh, in case
you hadn’t noticed. I’m a woman, a straight woman.’

‘Oh believe me,
I noticed because I am too.’

‘You hide it
well,’ I quip to cheer my mood up slightly.

‘I am a
straight man but that’s the thing, you have to pretend you’re a man
in drag and the best dancing drag queen wins five
grand.’

‘Hell I cannot
dance that well to win anything like that.’

‘It is not
strictly come dancing, babe. You just have to do the right moves in
time to an evolution of dance, in heels and a wig so I am sure you
can manage that and with you being a real woman well, you’re bound
to win hands down. I’d enter it but there’s no point.’

‘Can you
imagine how embarrassing it would be, if they judge that I am not
feminine enough compared to the dudes in drag?’

‘Believe me,
you got it covered. You’ll beat those dancing drag queen bitches
hands down or my name is not Horace Hedge.’

‘Is that really
your name? It is similar to Horace Hedgehog.’

‘Of course it
is . . . you don’t think I would choose it for myself.’

‘God you and me
both . . . my father called me Piper Longstock, after Pippi
Longstocking so I know how you feel.’

‘It’s a good
job you’re blonde then and not a redhead with pigtails,’ he says,
playfully tugging at my ponytail. My mother was not around to stop
my dad from naming me this, after she died when I was born (Brain
Aneurysm) so it has always been just the two of us from that day
on. And I always thought Dad would be around to walk me down the
aisle one day so it is still a shock that he is no longer with us.
As you tend to take life for granted and expect those you love to
stick around but sometimes they can’t through no fault of their own
and it sucks big time but I had to suck it up and just get on with
things even when it means doing stuff out of my comfort zone then
so be it.

‘I am tempted
to try . . . I need money and I do like to dance.’

‘I danced with
you at Neil from Customer Services, 30th birthday party do not
forget so I know you know all the right moves.’

‘God don’t
remind me . . . I’m still living it down, someone caught me on
camera drunkenly leading the staff in a lesson on
twerking.’

‘I know, it was
me who filmed it and put it online,’ he confesses.

‘My Dad taught
me everything I know. He was a professional baker by day and an
amateur dancer at night and sometimes the other way around. What do
you get out of this?’ I wish Dad were still here for Christmas
because I would love to dance with my father again.

‘I’ll cover the
entrance fee/costs and we’ll divvy up the winnings in your favour
if you win, since you’ll be doing most of the work.’ I wonder if
Horace has a bet riding on it too, knowing him, he did.

‘Fine, I’ve got
nothing better lined up and nothing to lose.’

‘Great, it’s a
date,’ he says and winks at me.

‘No it is not .
. . it is just two mates helping each other out.’

‘Right, that’s
what I meant too. We’re mating not dating, eh, Piper.’

‘We are
friends, nothing more so do not go getting ideas
otherwise.’

‘Sure, I get
it. You think I am too hot to handle and you are right, I am. Give
me a call and let me know where to pick you up in my
car.’

‘No can do . .
. I have lost my phone,’ I say but I do not add that Santa took it
as it sounds too sad and makes me mad saying it.

‘Here, tap your
address into that and I’ll pick you up at seven,’ said Horace as he
passes me his phone to put my details in his device.

‘Who’s that
over there . . . he can take me dancing anytime?’ I ask as we watch
a right stud muffin charm the staff whilst getting his photo taken
by the press as he welcomes the winner of a competition and they
are set to grab as many freebie toys as they can within the time
allowed. It is great publicity for the store and helps the kid’s
charity out too, when they get the proceeds from those that
entered.

‘That’s the big
boss’s son. Mr Nelson Hobbit . . . he’s being lined up to take over
the toy store once his old man retires but he’s more interested in
partying than working, up to now anyway,’ says Horace.

‘Is he
married?’

‘No, but do not
bother setting your sights on him . . . those rich boys do not
marry poor girls like you, even if you are pretty as a
picture.’

‘Well a girl
can dream of a better life, can’t she?’

‘Yeah and while
you are at it, dream of winning that dance money.’

‘I might be
able to keep a roof over my head for a bit longer if I
do.’

‘What is it
that you find so attractive about the millionaire?’ he
asks.

‘Actually, I’d
rather be laughing on a bike than crying in a limousine so I’m no
gold-digger.’

‘They all say
that, but I bet you wouldn’t say no to a billionaire.’

‘How do you
know I haven’t already?’

‘Because nobody
would work here if they had the chance to change.’

‘I would rather
keep this job than become a slave to any man.’

‘Even I would
not hold you to that. Oh here he comes, look sharp.’

‘Is Nelson
Hobbit coming over?’ I ask, turning to look in the mirror to make
sure that I am looking my best, or as well as I can considering I
rushed getting ready after having slept in slightly.

‘Nah, it’s only
Mr Tremble . . . right, I’m getting off before he catches me
hanging about doing nothing. See you later, Piper,’ says Horace and
stepping behind a pillar before nipping away out of
sight.

‘Morning, Mr
Tremble,’ I said to our floor manager when he comes up to my
counter and picks up the latest crackers that I have made in order
to inspect them before Mr Nelson Hobbit sees them. He shakes his
head so that’s never a good sign and I expect he will tell me to
make more of an effort since the bows are a bit naff but my heart
is just not in it anymore after I found out that I’m being laid off
soon.

‘Yes, good
morning . . . err, you have your name badge on upside down . . .
fix it at once before Mr Hobbit spots it and sorts this lot out. It
looks like a child has made them, which may appeal to the kiddies
but it is the adults that actually purchase the craft goods,’
replies Mr Tremble in his dark three-piece suit. He gets to dress
like a grownup, even if Mr Tremble is still wearing the same
brightly coloured dotty shirt as us to identify him as being staff
and not another customer.

‘Oh right,
sorry, Mr Tremble. I was rushing and the button popped off my
dungarees so I had to sew it back on . . . watch out, incoming,’ I
say to warn him about the crazy mother dashing about the store to
claim her items. She runs past and almost bumps him out of the way
in an effort to pile up her trolley with fun stuff since she is
determined to get as much as she can for her kids for Christmas. I
could do with some free goodies to sell on and make some extra
money but the staff could not enter the draw. Knowing my luck, I
would not have won anyhow. I do not tend to win anything as a rule
so I do not know why I agreed to Horace’s madcap idea to cheat our
way to victory at The Dandy Diamond club but you do not get
anything for nothing in this life so it is worth a punt, as you
never know until you try.

‘Huh, I knew
that would happen . . . did I not say as much, Mr Hobbit,’ says Mr
Tremble when the woman crashes into a display stand with a thud and
all the robots come tumbling down onto the ground as she backs up
the trolley in order to carry on before she runs out of time. I
look up into the greyest eyes I have ever seen, they were like a
wolf and so mesmerising I wanted to whistle at him. Nelson is tall,
dark and well groomed (but you just knew he could get down and
dirty when he wanted to) and fabulously fit. I must try not to
overdo it with the staring, as I do not want him to think I fancy
him because I bet he thinks all the girls do and he would be right
about that.

‘Piper
Longstock . . . over here and help me pick these up,’ orders Mr
Tremble as he rushes to gather up the robots before someone trips
over them seeing as some have switched on and are moving
around.

‘Ouch, shit . .
. sorry. I’m coming now, Mr Tremble,’ I said as I pricked my finger
with the pin on my name badge and it hurt worse than a paper cut as
I tried to rush rearranging it the right way up.

‘You are making
more mess . . . you are bleeding on them. Leave the robots alone,
go back to your station and sort yourself out. I’ll get someone
else to do it,’ says Mr Tremble, as a trail of droplets falls onto
one of the robots that I grab to put back on the shelf. He takes it
off again because you cannot put blood stained products out on
show.

‘Here, allow
me,’ said Nelson Hobbit when he sees me struggling to open up the
first aid box under the counter as I bled over a
cracker.

‘Thanks, that
wasn’t one of my best ones anyway. I can do better.’

‘I’m sure you
can, Piper Longstock,’ he says as Nelson peels back a plaster and
places it on my finger to put a stop to the flow of blood. He
smiles at me and moves on to have a word with Mr Tremble. It is too
late to have me fired since they did that already so what more can
they do to punish me for mucking up the merchandise.
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All this happens before we open to
the public so I still have time to tidy up. Actually, I did not
have as much time as I would have liked before they ship me off to
cover for the window dresser who had called in sick so they need
something to occupy the empty display that she has left unfinished
through a changeover. So I was to set up shop in the window and
demonstrate to the watching public through the glass, how to make
your own Christmas crackers. I could do without this to be honest
since I just was not in the mood to make the extra effort after
them telling me that I would soon be out of a job. However, if I
want another one then I need them to sign my letter of
recommendation so I had to oblige and try my hardest to impress. If
I do not want to end up as another statistic when being a single
mother who claims benefits with little hope of ever getting off
them and back to work. I would like my son to be proud that I
wanted better for us, after living in a Mother and Baby hostel on
benefits before gaining employment with HOBBITS and a home with Mrs
Dobbins.

‘I wondered
where you’d got to . . . are you due for a tea break yet so you can
run through your dance routines,’ said Horace when he popped his
head in the door to see how busy I was.

‘Huh, I don’t
think anyone would notice if I left and swapped places with a
mannequin. I’ve not got anyone standing still long enough to watch
my demonstration so I might be in here all day at this rate.’ I
pick up the tissue paper to look like I am doing something
useful.

‘How do they
expect you to compete with the other window displays when your one
is so boring, no wonder the public walk on by?’

‘What can I do
to make them stop and take notice of me?’

‘Well I expect
they would . . . if you did it in the nude.’

‘I don’t want
to get arrested for public exposure. I just want to look like I’m
attracting a crowd so the powers that be will be
impressed.’

‘You need
something exciting if you’re going to make it more magical and
Christmassy than a bland room with some crackers in.’

‘I have cotton
wool covered walls that look more like a padded cell than snow
granted but the white tree with fairy lights makes up for it. What
else do I need? What do you suggest?’ I said as I took the snaps
off him to put back on the table in a huff at my lack of design
skills.

‘You go on a
tea break, practice your moves and I’ll sort it out,’ he said as I
pulled down the festive advertising blind and went off to have a
cuppa and a mince pie before I stood in front of the bathroom
mirror to throw a few shapes. I could not imagine what I look like
as people give me funny looks when using the facilities for I am
doing it without any music since I do not have my phone anymore.
Whilst Horace is sorting out the rest since he seems to be the man
who can.

‘The set is
supposed to be a backdrop to the demonstration, not a distraction .
. . wow, what a transformation . . . you did a great job,’ I said
when I walked back into the room. I was amazed at the difference he
had made in such a short space of time. For the basic space now had
white glittery snowflakes hanging down and a bubble machine with
different sized clear/coloured baubles. I even spotted a white
polar bear and a white reindeer so god knows where he found them
but I am glad he did since it makes the place more
interesting.

‘You haven’t
seen the best bit yet. Sit down and I’ll show you.’

‘How did you
get them to do that?’ I ask him, impressed.

‘I just got
them to do what they do but it looks like they are helping you to
make your Christmas crackers. It’s a little workshop.’

‘Only instead
of the elves helping Santa, I’ve got robots,’ I reply as the metal
man picks up the crackers I’ve made and drops them into the display
box so they are out of the way whilst another one rolls the ribbon
to me and the one on the end selects which toy to pop in
next.

‘Yep and they
work for batteries so talk about slave labour.’

‘Well this
should attract the kiddies and in turn the parents so it might make
someone take notice. I can’t thank you enough,’ I said picking up
more robots to set them doing menial tasks for me.

‘If you won’t
offer me sexual favours, then at least win the dance contest,’ says
Horace, leaving me to it as he goes back to work.

It went well for a while as the
crowds soon gathered around the window to watch while I went about
demonstrating how to make your own Christmas crackers but
unfortunately, it did not stay like that. When I replaced the
batteries in one robot and tried to reset him but he went on the
rampage and started boxing the other ones so they started to fight
back when they mimicked his behaviour for they are learning robots
by the look of it and if you show them once they repeat it. The
next thing I know, I had them all running amuck and wrecking the
stuff on the table before falling off it to land on their heads.
Then they got frisky with one another is the only way to put it so
I wonder who showed them that because I certainly did not.

As I ran to close the blind on
the public to prevent further displays of outrageousness but
slipped on the shiny floor surface that had droplets of liquid from
the burst bubbles on it. While I end up grabbing hold of the
hanging line of snowflakes in a bid to remain upright, only to
bring them with me when falling face first into the tree. This in
turn fell over and knocked the reindeer over which head butted the
polar bear so he hit the deck too. Talk about a domino effect for
we brought the house down (literally) when I saw the cheering
crowd. I was expecting the complaints and comments to filter
through to Mr Tremble so it is best if I let him chill a bit before
I catch up with him as I picked myself up, dusted myself down and
laughed along with onlookers before waving since the show is over
and time for lunch. After which I went back to my station and
waited for the inevitable to happen when I spied Mr Tremble heading
my way to have a word.

‘Ah yes, Piper
Longstock . . . I would just like to say . . .’ he said.

‘It was an
accident. So sorry about the demonstration getting out of hand, it
wasn’t my fault,’ I said before he could finish telling me
off.

‘Well whatever
you did in there, it sold plenty of stock so I was about to say how
pleased I am with your efforts and keep it up.’

‘Great, it
worked then. I cannot believe I managed to shift more Christmas
cracker kits because I thought it was a disaster,’ I
reply.

‘Who said
anything about Christmas crackers . . . you sold
Razzle.’

‘Who or what is
Razzle?’

‘That’s the
robot’s name.’ I would call him Randy more like.

‘Oh right yeah
. . . I knew that but it does surprise me. Just goes to show that
you never can tell what the public will shell out money
for.’

‘Huh, thanks to
you they got to see Razzle in action and it paid off.’

‘Good, good . .
. I hope you will pass that on to HR so they mention it in my
report and give me a good write up,’ I said to Mr
Tremble.

‘Now if only
you could do the same for these Christmas crackers, then we’d be
talking,’ he replies and looking at the examples I made.

‘I’ll try my
best, Mr Tremble,’ I say and he nods his head before leaving me to
get on with it. Phew, I thought I was in trouble but it seems that
the public saved my ass from being canned and it is not only sex
that sells but also comedy too by the looks of things so I had to
smile at that since my run of bad luck might be over.

Speaking of luck, it was purely
by chance that I came across this place to live in. Along with a
wonderful landlady to boot, who also happens to love babies so she
kindly looks after my baby boy for me whilst I’m at work since she
insists that he keeps her young and refuses to accept a penny for
it. Where else could I get free childcare from a caring woman who
is like the mother I never knew? If my late father saw to it that I
had a guardian angel to watch out for me, after he could no longer
do the job then I suspect that it must be Mrs Dobbins since she has
been a godsend to us and I am eternally grateful. I was walking
past her house one day with Baby Arty in his buggy when I noticed
the handwritten sign in the front window offering the flat for
rent. It did not put me off when I struggled to get the buggy up
the front steps and once I managed it, there was nothing stopping
me from climbing those stairs either to get to the perfect flat
that seemed like it was made especially for us so I had to have
it.

Mrs Marjorie Dobbins has lived
at the terraced house with her husband since they married and
planned to have more kids but were only blessed with one son. When
the lad grew up and went off to university, they turned the
dwelling into two flats in order to rent the top one out. Sadly, Mr
Dobbins did not live to see anyone take the upstairs residence with
two bedrooms after he collapsed in their flat because of a sudden
stroke but his wife still wanted to carry out their plans when he
later died in hospital and I was the second person to view it. The
first was unsuitable but Marjorie never said why and I never asked
since I am just glad they were not acceptable because I was and I
have not looked back since, until now. As I could not bear to lose
the life that I have created for my child and myself so I must do
whatever it takes to keep it. Even if it means me knocking back
this evening, the supply of strange tasting energy drinks. The ones
Horace Hedge has given me to get down my neck in a bid to build my
reserves up enough to dance my ass off and win this thing.

‘Are you OK?
You look a bit starry-eyed,’ comments the middle-aged Mrs Dobbins
as she puts her sewing down to one side.

‘I am fine . .
. it is just these drinks I am drinking to go dancing. I bet I will
not sleep a wink tonight after all these,’ I say quickly, bouncing
my five-month-old son Arty on my knee a little too
enthusiastically.

‘Well give the
baby to me before you break him,’ she insists after offering to
babysit whilst I go and try to win some money. I kiss my baby’s
head and hand him over. She rubs the lipstick off his
forehead.

‘Where’s
Horace? He should be here by now.’ I pace the floor and manically
look out of the window every couple of seconds for him.

‘Is it
fancy-dress, this party you’re going to dance at?’

‘It is not a
fancy dress and it is not a party . . . it is a dancing competition
so I have to look like this or they will not let me enter
it.’

‘Oh I love
Strictly Come Dancing, is it anything like that?’

‘It’s nothing
like that.’ I tap my fingers in a rapid rhythm on my
hip.

‘But it has a
strict dress code, judging by the way you look.’

‘Well I would
never normally wear so much of everything but I have to look the
part,’ I confess, but it is too late to change now.

‘I heard a
horn, maybe your date has arrived,’ said Marjorie.

‘He’s not my
date. We are mates, nothing more,’ I insist.

‘Mates can turn
into dates you know.’

‘Not with
Horace. Right, I’m off . . . so wish me luck,’ I say, grabbing my
bag to leave before struggling to get my feet in the
heels.

‘Good luck my
dear . . . break a leg as they say.’

‘God I hope not
but in these shoes I just might,’ I reply and blow a kiss to Arty
as I close the door behind me before trying to be as womanly as I
can when getting down the steps and over to the car.

‘Huh, don’t you
scrub up well . . . even though you look like a bloke in drag, I
still would even if you were,’ says Horace, smiling at me. So why
do I feel like the ugly sister in a Christmas pantomime.

‘Thanks, I
think . . . but let’s hope the judges think so too.’

‘Come on then,
get in but watch your big hair . . . you do not want to go knocking
that wig off before we get there,’ said Horace, jumping out to open
up the car door for me and guiding me into his vehicle.

‘Believe me,
this baby isn’t going anywhere. It’s welded to my head,’ I reply
about the massive blonde curly wig that Horace got me as I dare not
ask where he borrowed it from but I bet some wax dummy of an
eighties Dolly Parton is standing there bald this evening. Still, I
am taking no chances so I hold on to it just in case. Mind you, it
has to withstand a good deal of jerking about whilst dancing so if
it cannot take the odd knock then I am doomed already.

The Dandy Diamond club lives up
to its reputation of being plush, purple and proudly camp when we
arrive at the backdoor as the queue of people pour in through the
front. Our names are thankfully on the list so we get to enter and
I did not go to all this trouble just to fall at the first hurdle
since I get to partake in the whole race (whoopee) but if I cross
the finish line, in what place will I come. The man on the door
dressed in head to toe leather gear directs me to turn left into
the backstage dressing room with a gold glitter star on the door
since he clearly thinks I am a man in drag so should I take this as
a compliment or not, while Horace goes off to find his friend. As I
bit my lip at having second thoughts when seeing my first glimpse
of the ‘ladies’ I am up against (for they do shine like dandy
diamonds).

‘Hey, sweetie
pie . . . do not look so nervous, we are all girls together,’ said
one pink haired man, err, woman as he/she patted the vacant seat
next to him/her. I took up his/her offer and plonked
down.

‘That bitch has
you licked on looks,’ says the person pointing at me that I can see
reflected in the mirror I stare into and wonder what the hell I am
doing here. Is it too late to back out and go home?

‘Huh, I also
have great legs . . . everyone says so,’ came the reply.

‘But look at
the face, it is gorgeous and no Adam’s apple on show.’

‘So what, I am
a pretty woman too . . . with my makeup on.’

‘Hell the bitch
might dance like a donkey,’ said someone else and they talk about
me behind my back as if I am not in the room with them. I pretend
that I did not hear it, since I do not want to speak and give the
game away so soon that I am not who they think I am. Although,
looking at me you would never know that I am a woman pretending to
be a man in drag. For
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