
Janice asks me a question about my course. I tell her everything is going well, she passes me a dish

of vegetables.

  “Those are a good recipe,” my uncle points out. “Mum said she got that one from Fanny Cradock,

fine British woman she was.”

  I feel compelled to take this matter up with him, and I almost speak before staring back down into

my plate of congealing gravy and half-eaten sprouts.

  “Well you know that Gordon Ramsay's doing well in the cookery business now,” this time my

dad. “I think he was voted favourite celebrity chef of 2006. Mind you, it's probably just his infamy

doing the work for him, I always found him a bit of a twat myself.”

  “You're not wrong there Ron,” uncle Gerald. “Seems sad that they have to sell shows on gimmicks

rather than substance these days,” he throws a sideways glance in my direction, along with a toothy

half-grin. “Back in our day...”

  I'm expected to laugh at this point, so I pretend to chuckle in acknowledgement of a long-running

joke, the kind of tongue-in-cheek reference to “getting old” that every family seems to have.

  “I like Gordon Ramsay,” Janice chips in, the first real thing she's said since the beginning of the

meal. “He's a good cook, Claire did us his recipe for roast lamb the other week.”

  A brief silence falls. It's not awkward, but my sister's sudden comment has thrown the structure of

the conversation slightly. I'm aware that she'll feel awkward if someone doesn't chip in soon, so I

clear my throat and say;

  “Does she do all the um, cooking... still?”

  The half-carved turkey sniggers at me, and I know I'm in trouble.

  “Well yeah, she doesn't mind though, it's like, we all have our own roles in the house...”

  Her voice trails off, and I'm aware of her chair melting back into the wall, carrying the

conversation with it. The turkey stands alone on a burnished silver pedestal, a pedestal that's been

there the whole time, only it resembled a dish up until now. I ask the turkey to forgive me my error,

and he waves a wing in casual dismissal of my minor faux pas. 

  “You know Kevin dear boy,” his voice booms out, a majestic, soaring testament to the well-bred

English gentleman. “At the end of the day it's not really about how you see the world, but about

how the world sees you. Take me for example, I was once prince of a great kingdom, but now I

stand here before you, stuffed and plucked, roasted by your fine mother. Do you think my views

have changed over the course of my experience? Oh of course I'm a little less curious about the

whole basting process, that goes without saying, but I'm still very much part of the aristocracy, and

I'd thank the world to treat me as such. That. However. Is simply. Not. The case.”

  This gives me some food for thought, and I mull it over for some minutes, bits of conversation

from the table around me occasionally floating in through my wall of consciousness, but not really

registering. As far as I'm concerned it's just me, my chair, the pedestal and Lord Flemmingway (I

have decided to name my avian companion thusly). After considering his conundrum I reply in

faltering tones, still a little in awe.

  “So... you're saying it doesn't really matter that I'm talking to you right now? As long as my family

still think I'm having dinner?”

  “Precisely dear boy! Or... does it? Surely Socrates or Plato once considered the matter – you'll

forgive me for not citing specific works, I'm currently in the process of reading Principia Ethica –

after all, as a psychologist you should know that life is all about perceptions, not just yours, but

those of the world around you. What you need to understand Kevin is that the world will not change

because you change, and vice versa. A man is defined by his actions, and you know as well as I that

you are as sane as everyone seated around this table from their point of view.”

  “But I'm not. I'm really not, you of all people should know that doctor Flemmingway!”

  Flemmingway has inexplicably reverted to his pre-cooked, pre-stuffed pre-plucked state, and is

wearing a monocle. He ruffles his feathers and stalks up and down the side of the pedestal, in

blatant defiance of gravity.

  “It's Lord Flemmingway, PhD. I didn't train six years at Cambridge for the title.”

  “Oh, sorry,” I stammer, terribly self-conscious in the presence of such a magnificent creature. The



dog rubs past my leg, and the table comes back into focus. Flemmingway is once again being

served to my immediate family.

  “More turkey lad?” my dad asks. I decline his offer, he passes me a dish of vegetables.


