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Jonty’s News

 

Devan glanced across at Jonty. “You’re much too quiet.”

Jonty stopped chewing his work-in-progress fingernail to gape at him. “You’re always complaining I’m too noisy. When we’re in the supermarket, at work, on a plane, in the car, in bed… Well, maybe not in bed.”

“But we’re in the car and you always have something to say when I’m driving. Usually that I’m going too fast and I’ve even driven too fast just to see what you’d say.”

“I’m too traumatized to speak.” Actually, Jonty was preoccupied by thoughts of what was going to happen when they reached their destination. More precisely what Devan’s mother was going to say. And do. Jonty was looking forward to it as much as he looked forward to seeing a clown. He shuddered, then spotted a sign on the right that gave him an idea.  

“There’s a garden centre up ahead. Can we call in? Just for a few minutes.” Or an hour.

Devan gave a heavy sigh. “Fine.”

That would mean even less time spent with Devan’s parents. Not that Jonty had anything against Will. Because he liked Will and Will liked him. Even so, there was no escape until after lunch tomorrow. Yet it was entirely possible that Jonty and Devan’s news would be greeted with such horror that they’d be leaving moments after Devan had made the announcement to his parents. Possibly after calling an ambulance for his mother. Oh damn, but then they’d have to stay. 

Devan pulled up in the garden centre car park and Jonty almost leapt out of the car. “Let’s buy your mother a plant.”

“In addition to the flowers you purchased from the motorway services when you went for a pee half an hour ago?”

“Yes, because knowing my luck, the moment I hand her those, every stalk will droop, the flower heads will fall off and she’ll be left holding a pathetic, dried-up bouquet and she’ll think I did it on purpose.”

Devan laughed and took hold of his hand. “No cacti. Okay? She doesn’t like them.”

“Right. What about a carnivorous plant?”

“No?”

“Poisonous?”

“No.”

“That’s all my choices gone.”

“You are such a dickhead.”

“But loveable?”

Devan elbowed him and Jonty pretended Devan had put far more force into it than he actually had, and staggered across the car park only just avoiding collision with an elderly couple. “Please don’t hit me again, sir.”

Devan’s glare made Jonty laugh. “Don’t push your luck.”

The doors slid open at their approach and they entered a covered, open-ended area with hundreds of plants on display. 

“What sort of thing are you looking for?” Devan asked.

“Something sturdy. Though I should let you know I am the dark angel of death as far as garden centres are concerned. I don’t think I’ve ever bought any plant from one that has survived longer than a week. I can almost hear them shouting don’t pick me as I walk past.”

“So what are we doing in here then?”

“I intend to hand it over to your mother before it curls up and dies.”

Jonty looked around, hoping for inspiration. “Oh look. Wow, they are beautiful.” He headed over to a tub of daffodils. “I can’t go wrong with these, can I? They have to be outside and if they die, there are lots of things to blame other than me. They’re even reduced.”

“Jonty—” 

“It’s not my fault if they get covered in black fly or beetles.”

“Jonty—”

“Or if they get eaten. Quick! Google if they’re poisonous to dogs.”

“Jonty! Look at them!”

“I don’t want to look at them again. They’ll die just to spite me.”

“They aren’t going to die.” 

“Why aren’t you googling?”

“What month is it?”

“November. What does that have to do with googling? Aren’t you allowed to use Google in November? Is it a new rule? Why didn’t you tell me? How are you going to manage without PornHub? Where will you get your inspiration. I’m going to be so bored.”

“When did you last see daffodils in November?

Jonty turned, then bent to look more closely. Ah. Shit. “That’s amazing! Think how thrilled your mother will be to get daffodils at this time of the year. They must be really rare. She’ll think I paid a lot more than four pounds.”

“You’re not taking her a tub of plastic daffodils. And yes, they are poisonous to dogs.”

“Even the plastic ones?”

“Any ones, knowing my dad’s dogs.” Devan picked up a flowering purple plant. “This is pretty. Allium thunbergia. Ozawa.”

“Bless you.” Jonty grinned. “It says it’s an onion. I can’t buy your mother an onion.” He moved on. “Oh, I like this one. It’s weird. Colletia paradoxa. Anchor plant.”

“It is weird. Are they leaves?”

Jonty read the description. “No, the leaves appear in the spring.”

“The stems look like jet planes.”

“I was thinking more of little green bats. We’ll take this one. I like it. Mostly because it doesn’t look as if it will die before we get there.”

~~~

 

Jonty came up with four more reasons to stop in the next fifteen minutes. None of which Devan responded to. 

“I really do need to pee.” Jonty crossed his legs.

“No, you don’t.”

“Yes, I do. How are you going to feel when your mum tries to hug me for the very first time and I have to rush past her into the house, possibly bowling her over, so I don’t wet myself? Because you know I’ll blame you.”

Devan pulled into a layby. “Go in the hedge.”

“What if someone sees me?”

“Be quick.”

“What excuse can I use if someone—?”

“Jonty! Just go!”

“Don’t look at me then. I can’t pee if you look at me.”

Devan laughed. “That’s not true. You wait until I go into the bathroom and then leap in front of me to pee.”

“That’s just so that you get your daily quota of the perfection that is my arse.”

Jonty slipped round to the other side of the car and checked to see if anyone was coming before he unzipped. The tiny amount he produced really hadn’t been worth the bother, but it was a few minutes less in the clutches of Godzilla. 

He got back into the car and clipped in his seat belt. “Will your mum mind if I hug her without having washed my hands? She won’t know where they’re been if we don’t tell her. But I know what you’re like. Don’t let it slip out.”

Devan sighed. “Hand sanitiser in the glove box.”

Jonty used it. He couldn’t come up with any more reasons to stop. He’d gone through his whole repertoire. Hungry, thirsty, toilet break, possible injured animal at the side of the road, pothole that might have been caused by a meteorite… Well, he had a few more, but maybe it was better to get this over with.  

When Devan pulled up outside the house, Jonty’s throat was dry. He was desperate that Devan’s mother didn’t get upset, though he thought she might. Devan picked up their overnight bag from the boot, while Jonty carried the plant and the flowers, and they headed up the steps. The door opened before they reached it and Jonty’s mum stood there smiling. She was looking at Devan, but even so…

“How lovely…to see you.” Her speech was still a little slow after her stroke but other than that, she seemed her usual self. Devan had a long hug, Jonty was clutched by the shoulders and given a two-sided air kiss. 

“For you,” Jonty said and held out the gifts. “The bat plant can stay outside. If you tell me where you’d like it putting, I could do that for you.”

“Bat plant?” She frowned. “Oh yes, how unusual. Yes, leave it…outside.”

Devan’s father came into the hall and he hugged them both—properly. Jonty had to resist the urge to keep hold of him.

“Good journey?” Will asked. 

“Not bad,” Devan said. “A few delays.” He glanced at Jonty. 

“Come and have a drink in the drawing room.” Will smiled at them.

“We’ll just take the bag upstairs.”

“I’ll put flowers…in water.” As Devan’s mother walked away, she left a trail of rose petals. 

Jonty sighed and followed Devan upstairs.

“When are we going to tell them?” Jonty asked. “As we leave?”

“When we get back downstairs.”

Jonty gulped. “Maybe it would be a good idea to warn them first so they can have their happy faces on for me.” He only meant Devan’s mother, but didn’t like to say so.  “In fact, why don’t I stay up here and when you’re given them the news and everyone has stopped wailing and gnashing their teeth, then I could come down.”

Devan caught hold of his hand, pulled him into his arms and kissed him. 

“You’re trying to make me forget what we’re here to do,” Jonty said. 

Devan kissed him again. 

“I haven’t forgotten.”

Another kiss. “

“Are you sure?” Devan asked.

Jonty buried his head in the crook of Devan’s neck. “They won’t think I’m good enough for you.”

“Stop it right now! I’m the one who’s not good enough for you. If anyone ever dares to criticise my choice, says anything negative about you at all, then they are no longer someone I want anything to do with. I chose you. I choose you. I love you. That’s all that matters. Not what anyone else thinks.”

“Warn her,” Jonty whispered. “She’s going to be upset. Please warn her and then when we announce it, she can pretend.”

“No.” Devan took hold of Jonty’s hand and tugged him from the room. 

“You need to say it. I’ll get it wrong,” Jonty said. 

Devan looked at him and laughed. “How can you get it wrong?”

“I might say Devan and Guillaume are getting married.”

“Who’s Guillaume?”

“He’s that waiter you flirted with in Paris.”

“For…”

Jonty thought about falling down the stairs, but then worried he might actually break his neck so he didn’t. No yawning gap opened up in the hall floor. An earthquake didn’t strike as Devan pushed open the door to the drawing room. No rush of water carried them away. They were in there, and Will and Godzilla were waiting and Jonty was going to cry if her mouth tilted even a little bit the wrong way. 

“Your father had a good time at the Halloween…party,” she said. 

Will coughed. Probably a warning not to remind Georgina what costume he’d been wearing.

Devan pulled Jonty down to sit on the couch. “Jonty did a fabulous job. He virtually arranged the whole thing himself. It was a huge success.”

“Champagne?” Will asked.

He was already pouring four flutes so Jonty nodded, though he wasn’t sure his stomach could cope. 

Once they were all holding a glass, Will said, “It’s great to see you both. Here’s to—”

“Actually, Dad, I have something I’d like to tell you.”

Jonty kept his gaze down. Maybe it was better not to see their reaction. Even Will’s. 

“I’ve asked Jonty to marry me and he did me the very great honour of saying yes.”

Jonty’s felt Devan wrap his fingers around his and he forced himself to look up. Will was smiling. Georgina was smiling too. Well, maybe that was an exaggeration, but she didn’t look pissed off. 

“That’s wonderful,” Will said. “Congratulations! I couldn’t be more delighted for both of you!”

“I’m very happy for you.” Georgina raised her glass. “Congratulations.” 

Jonty waited for the next part but that was all she said. 

“So how did you pop the question?” Will asked. 

“On the beach.” Devan didn’t really answer his father, but Jonty doubted he wanted to tell the story of quite how he’d proposed.

“Have you set a date?” his mother asked.

“No, not yet.” Devan squeezed Jonty’s fingers.

“It’s best—”

They didn’t find out what Georgina was going to say because Will interrupted her. “Think you’ll get married in the UK?”

“Of course, they will, they—” Georgina stopped abruptly. “I mean you obviously have to make up your own minds. But it would be…lovely to see you married here. In the UK, I mean.”

Jonty mentally sighed. They already knew. Georgina was being too careful about what she said and Will was watching what she said and stepping in when he was worried. Devan had already told them. Jonty knew Devan was only trying to protect him, but he was a bit disappointed because he already knew what Devan’s mother was like. He knew what she thought about him. Her reaction hadn’t been genuine. 

“I know I’m not who you’d choose for Devan,” Jonty said. “But I promise to always try to make him happy, to take care of him when he’s sick, to make him smile when he’s sad. I love him more than I ever thought I could ever love anyone. I want to spend the rest of my life with him at my side. Devan is…everything, and a lot of that is down to you. So thank you for raising such a kind, caring guy.” 

Jonty looked at Devan. “And thank you for taking a chance on me. I feel like the luckiest person in the world. I will try to be good enough for you. I’ll never stop trying to be the sort of husband you deserve.”

Devan swallowed hard. “Jonty… I’m the lucky one.”

A muffled sob came from the direction of Devan’s mother and Jonty looked across to see she was crying. Probably with horror that Devan had picked him instead of some important, wealthy person who never did anything stupid.

“Jonty!” Georgina held out her hand. 

What did she want him to do? Devan nudged him, took the glass from his hand and Jonty crossed the room to Georgina’s side. She grasped his fingers.   

“Devan is right. He is the lucky one. You make him happy. No mother could ask for more. Now tell me all about his proposal. Was it very romantic?”

“I thought it was.” Jonty shot Devan a panicked look.

“Tell mum what happened.”

“The truth?” Jonty gaped at him.

“She’ll laugh.”

So Jonty told her and to his astonishment, she did laugh. 

“Oh Jonty, Devan’s right. You are a treasure.”

 

When Devan and Jonty escaped for a walk, Jonty tucked his hand into Devan’s pocket. 

“That went well,” Devan said. “You worked some sort of magic on my mother. Maybe it was her brush with death, the sudden realisation that you don’t know what life’s going to throw at you.”

“She and your father already knew.”

“You thought that too?”

Jonty frowned. “You didn’t tell them?”

“No.”

They looked at each other and said the same word together, “Cato.”

“I’ll bloody kill him,” Devan said. 

“No, too messy. Think of something else.” Jonty sighed. “Anyway, he did it because he didn’t want me to be hurt. He probably threatened your mum to make her behave, but…”

“Those tears were genuine. She’s not a crier. And deep down, she just wants her kids to be happy. She’s finally seen that you make me happy.”

“For ever and ever.”

Devan kissed him. “For ever and ever.”

 

 

The end
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