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Young Lucy and Jane were best friends. In fact they were such good friends that these days they probably could have married each other, but in fact Jane was a bit of a bridezilla and was marrying David at 1.00. And Lucy hadn’t bought the happy couple a wedding gift, though it was 11.00 already on the morning of Janey’s wedding, and the reception was straight after…
Lucy wasn’t jealous, just extremely scatty. She had far more going on in her life than was good for her, because she couldn’t say no. She was always helping people, especially Jane; but forgot to help herself by allowing time to tidy up her tiny flat so people could sit down amongst the strewn floordrobe of half-worn clothes, makeup, magazines, home-made ornaments and general debris. This day though, she did remember to help herself. To a quick coffee, plus a gift-wrapped lush lacy top and a pretty pearl necklace in Debenhams. A girl has to look good at a wedding, and her smartest skirt was no good by itself, was it?
Lucy now rushed out of the store to buy Janey’s present, still without a clear idea where to buy nor what to get, as the wedding list was back home under the ironing board cover, to hide its hole. BHS maybe would be a good start?
There’s always a toaster or spice rack of course. Personalised pillow cases with hearts? Even that wedding-dress-clad decorative Droll Doll, whose legs part to dispense wet-wipes? But then you need batteries for that, no-one remembers to get batteries for stuff. Maybe get a cordless drill for David? That’s very practical of me she thought, nobody buys a wedding gift for the man, do they?
While she was still smiling at the thought of what David and/or Jane might do with the batteries, and before she got ten yards outside, she felt a heavy male hand pulling at her shoulder, dislodging her unzipped bag. A nearly empty tube of Uhu gluehoo leapt free and Lucy grabbed it. But her pearls disobediently escaped also, grinding under a passer-by’s hard heel; inevitably some pinged off their string and over the first-floor balcony of the shopping centre into someone’s Costa Coffee below. That was so sick (, she felt!
“Gerroff!” she cried, assuming the hand of the store detective was that of a thief. But no - that was her! She had forgotten to pay! Totes embarrassmundo!
“Would you kindly come with me Madam. I must inform you that thefts are taken very seriously at Debenhams, especially if there is reason to believe they are drugs-related crimes such as glue sniffing, and we always call the police”.

After sorting all that faff out with the manager, it was now well after noon; and allowing for the journey, Lucy had only 15 minutes to reach the wedding in time. She leapt into her battered Mini and drove like a swivel-eyed loon, double-parking in the local Register Office car park. She shot into a far corner of the front row as the bridal music began, wearing a skanky pullover, old jeans, flip-flops, and an unconvincing expression of having been there all along.

“Thank you so much for coming”, hissed the bride’s mother across the seated guests. But Lucy ignored her frenemy. She knew she had just the right luxury lacy top wrapped up in her car; Janey was like, deffo so going to adore it!

