Hey, Mom, It’s Me, Lilian. 


You have reached Margaret’s answering machine. Margaret is not at home to take your call. “For god’s sake, Mom, don’t tell the world you’re not at home.” Please leave your name and number at the sound of the beep. “Just say beep. A beep’s a beep.” Have a good day. “Fat chance of that.”


Beep.


“Hey, Mom, it’s me, Lilian. I need to talk to you. I’m having trouble coping with this situation. Peggy is pushing me around doing the in charge, first born thing. I told her everything in that part of your closet was on its way to the Sisters of Charity. Peggy, I said, Mom wouldn’t want to be seen dead in that drab old thing, but she just steamrolled right along. Ditto for flowers. Ditto for the restaurant and lunch menu. Of all the decent places for a big lunch, she picks the Golden Chariot.


“I didn’t know she had already signed us up.  Peggy, I fumed, after the Ladies Auxiliary dinner last month, Mom said the food at that tacky place was awful. Chicken croquets that were all bread crumbs. Mashed potatoes that tasted instant. Salisbury steak that was TOUGH.  Salisbury steak is a joke for hamburger. What kind of restaurant makes tough hamburgers, Peggy?  I didn’t tell her, Mom, what a good time you and the other ladies had. Sure didn’t tell her any of those dirty jokes you came home with. No way.


“So Peggy -- who hasn’t talked to you in god knows how long – got all huffy and admitted we were committed and all she could say was that she won’t have them put chicken croquets or Salisbury steak on the buffet table.


“Can you believe that? Here is the big event in your honor and you won’t like any of it. And me neither. When she told me what I should wear – that old black sheath, the one that makes me look like a cocktail waitress who’s scarfed up too many maraschino cherries – I said over my dead body, and what’s more, Peggy, I may not even go.


“That made her start bawling. Would you mind, Mom, if I didn’t show up? I got to stand up to her someday. When we were kids you always said when Peggy got all bossy just to let her have her way. No point in making a big deal of it. And you’d step in and smooth things over later. We’re adults now and I want to make a big deal of this one. 


“Oh, crap. Forget it. I’ll go, Mom. If I don’t, how can I tell you all about it? You think rotten Uncle Edgar will have the nerve to show up?  Wanna bet Peggy will sneak out for a smoke?  For sure the Ladies Auxiliary will come back to the house for coffee – and jokes. I’ll do my best to remember some to tell you.  I’ll be there, Mom. But not in that black sheath – not over my dead body – or yours.


Bye, for now. Love ya. I’ll leave a really long message tomorrow night.
