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To my darling wife, for a million things more than I could ever write about in a book and for putting up with my ‘man-tention span’. I love you.










January










Sunday, January 1st, 2.00 p.m.


New Year’s Day


 


 


In the kitchen. Emily upstairs. Cloudy overhead. I think it might rain.


 


Less than a day into the bright sparkly new year and already I’m in the dog house with Emily. What have I done wrong? Your guess is as good as mine. All I know is that she’s acting very strangely and she’s definitely in a strop about something. I heard the toilet flush about fifteen minutes ago, but otherwise silence. I’m afraid to go up there.


Possible reasons why she might be mad at me:


1. I may have done something awful last night which has yet to filter back into my consciousness. Was I that drunk? Possibly. I did throw up in the front garden, use the bath as a toilet and I somehow managed to fall asleep with my trousers on backwards. All bad signs.


2. She might be annoyed I haven’t cleaned out the shed yet. She’s been asking me to do it for months, but based on her current stroppiness, this feels like something much worse.


3. Period? She does get very hormonal when Aunt Flo comes for her monthly visit. Must check the period calendar.


4. Could she still be mad at me vis-à-vis buying the classic Star Wars figures on eBay? Emily doesn’t understand that they’re a family investment. She just thinks I bought some old toys off the internet. I tried to explain that I could take them on the Antiques Roadshow, but she said, ‘I don’t care about the fucking Antiques Roadshow, Harry. You spent five hundred quid on figurines!’


5. Some completely irrational Emily thing like the time she didn’t talk to me for three days and called me a, ‘useless, immature, emotionally redundant fuckwit, who wouldn’t understand the meaning of romance if it kicked me in the testicles’. Admittedly, I forgot our wedding anniversary, but still, I think she went a bit over the top. Yes, she’d spent a good deal of time making that photo album, the mix CD of our favourite songs and the six-course meal, but did she need to take out that ad in the local paper and offer me in exchange for a better model? The worst part was she didn’t get a single bloody reply. 


 


4.00 p.m.


Emily still upstairs and presumably still pissed off. Will she ever come down? Am I brave enough to go up? It’s the first day of January and already this year’s looking as depressing and gloomy as a Charles Dickens novel. I feel like I’m living in an actual Bleak House.


 


4.40 p.m.


I’m going over the top. Actually, dearest diary, I’m going upstairs, but running towards a barrage of German artillery doesn’t feel like a bad alternative compared to facing Emily when she has the hump. I already checked the period calendar to see if she is premenstrual (negative) and I made her a cup of tea. As Mum always says, ‘Start the New Year as you mean to go on.’ Based on the first twelve hours, it’s going to be a difficult one.


 


5.30 p.m.


Having a cigarette by the back door. Emily upstairs getting ready. It just started to rain.


 


I went upstairs with my PG Tips peace offering and she was in bed reading a book. I placed the tea on her nightstand and said lovingly, ‘There you go, Em, a nice cup of tea.’ She didn’t say anything and continued reading her book in a cheerless silence. Not wanting to take this lying down, I did. ‘I’m sorry.’ I didn’t know what for, but best to apologise anyway. Whatever I’d done wrong, she was making it perfectly clear it was going to take a lot more than tea and apologies to get back in her good books.


Eventually, when the cold shoulder had become bloody frosty, she slammed her book shut, rolled over and fixed me with a Himalayan stare. Her deep, dark Irish eyes gave me a look that said, ‘This is bloody serious Harry and don’t even think about making one of your stupid, asinine jokes. This is major, big-picture stuff and you’d better bloody well pay attention.’


‘I want to have a baby, Harry.’


‘But, Em, we’ve already talked about this.’


Twice last year she brought up the subject and both times it ended with the same result. I’m not ready. I don’t know why exactly, but I’m not ready to give up what we have. Maybe I’m being selfish, but I love our life the way it is. I love the fact that if we wanted to we could spend the weekend in Dublin, Dubrovnik or Düsseldorf. Admittedly, we haven’t done much mini-breaking over the last few years, and I have no real desire to spend any amount of time in Düsseldorf, but it’s nice to have the option.


Unfortunately, Emily didn’t care about weekend mini-breaks. She’d had enough of her career. She used to love her job, but now it weighed her down and she was ready for a change. She was ready to start a family and be probably what she always dreamt of being, a mummy.


‘Well, I want to talk about it again. I want a family. I’m ready.’


‘But …’


‘But what? Give me one good reason why we can’t.’


The truth is I didn’t have one good reason. I didn’t have any number of reasons, good or otherwise. Is being selfish a good enough reason? Probably not. Is being afraid to grow up a decent argument for not having kids? Definitely not. What about inexplicable fear? I should probably have told her how much I loved her and explained I definitely wanted a family one day because I do. I want to have kids, do things like the ‘school run’, possibly buy a people carrier and wear slippers around the house. I want all of that, but not yet. I couldn’t confess any of this to Emily though and so I said the first thing that came to mind.


‘Because what about our trip to Italy? We said we’d definitely do that before we had kids.’


‘And we can, Harry. We can go in the next couple of months, I promise. Please just say you’ll think about it. It’s important.’


I took the easy way out and agreed to think about it. This led to a cuddle and a kiss. Women are so sneaky. Men are so weak. Why does starting a family scare me so much? Why when everyone around us is making babies with all the ease and excitement of the von Trapp family am I putting it off for a fantasy holiday once mentioned over a drunken Valentine’s meal? I fear I might be on the verge of some sort of early mid-life crisis.


And to rub salt in an already gaping wound, we’re having dinner tonight at Steve and Fiona’s in Worcester Park. Not only do they have three kids, but also the audacity (or stupidity) to give them all names beginning with the letter J (Jane, Joseph and James). How mental is that?










Monday, January 2nd, 9.00 a.m.


Bank holiday


 


 


On the sofa. Eating a bacon sandwich. Emily still asleep. Cloudy.


 


What a truly awful night. Steve and Fiona are expecting another baby. A fourth J to add to their jumble of Js. When are they going to stop? They told us over the guacamole dip. There must be something in the water (or perhaps the guacamole dip) in Worcester Park.


We have known Steve and Fiona since university and they used to be our regular going out partners. They used to be normal until about seven years ago when they announced they were pregnant. At first it wasn’t too bad, I was even mildly happy for them, but gradually, as they added to their collection of Js, rumblings of change began to sweep across our relationship. Steve and Fiona couldn’t go out anymore so we always had to go to their house for dinner, which would usually end before eight o’clock with both Steve and Fiona asleep on the sofa. Twice we threw a blanket over them and sneaked out. They also (very quickly it seemed to me) became walking clichés of exactly the type of people who have kids. They went from a snazzy four-door Audi to a boxy people carrier. They both gained enough weight that they were only physically attractive to each other. They started dressing as though clothes were merely canvasses for their children’s vomit and the last time we went to their house for dinner, Steve said to me (and I’m not making this up), ‘Daddy has to go pee pee on the potty wotty!’ It was the last straw. Baby talk had crossed the line.


Of course, their announcement led to the inevitable questions about when we were going to start trying for a baby. Cue glares of disappointment and despondency from Emily. I was prepared for this, but what followed completely threw me. Steve and I popped out to the garden for a cigarette. Actually, I popped out for a cigarette while Steve came to remember what it was like to smoke (Fiona made him quit when they had their first J). I was finally relieved to get some peace and quiet when Steve said, while inhaling my second-hand smoke


‘So, Harry old boy, what’s the problemo?’


‘Excuse me?’


‘Why don’t you want to have kids? Kids are brilliant!’


They had pulled Steve in too. It was a bloody conspiracy. He was one of them. A woman in man’s clothing!


‘I’m not ready yet, that’s all.’


‘I wasn’t either, but now I’m having number four and I couldn’t be any happier. They change your life, they really do.’


‘So does going bald and I’m not ready for that either!’ I exclaimed and went back indoors.


The rest of the night was a complete and utter disaster. Hint upon bloody hint about having kids. At every opportunity they would pass me one of their Js to play with in the hope I’d suddenly see the error of my ways and proclaim, ‘I’m ready to have a family!’


Why does every parent in the world think you can’t be happy until you have kids? I don’t ring them up at eleven o’clock every Sunday morning when I’ve had a glorious lie-in to gloat. I don’t text them every time I’m at the pub having a few pints, while they’re at home changing nappies and I don’t brag about how much sex we have, knowing they probably haven’t done it for months. Parents are like the bloody Jehovah’s Witnesses of your thirties: hounding you to succumb to the almighty power of parenthood. Back. The. Fuck. Off!


 


10.30 a.m.


New neighbours next door. I had a quick peek out of the window when they were moving in and it’s a terrible thing to even think, I know, but they had the whiff of terrorists about them. Mrs Crawley from number four (head of the neighbourhood watch committee) was immediately outside in her front garden having a good old nose. No doubt she’ll call an emergency meeting. Unfortunately, I’m on the committee.


Off to Canary Wharf to meet best mate Ben for lunch. Hopefully this will cheer me up.


 


3.00 p.m.


In the kitchen. Watching a squirrel run around the garden. Feeling a wee bit tipsy after lunch with Ben. (Why do I always start using Scottish vernacular when I’m drunk?)


 


It was great to spend an hour with someone who didn’t only want to talk about the power of procreation. We talked about football, the good old days and his latest adventure to Peru. We smoked, drank and I had a very nice lunch before Ben had to get back to work. Although, before he headed off, I told him about the baby conversation I’d had with Emily and he said, ‘It’s perfectly natural, mate. You’ve been married for what, six years now? She’s in her thirties. It was bound to happen eventually. If you’re not ready to be a father, you need to figure out why and soon because, trust me, when it comes to babies, women get very impatient. Bloke at work, Rupert Strang, only been married for five minutes and he just got divorced. His wife wanted a baby and he didn’t. Admittedly, the devil was also screwing his assistant, but still, you get my point.’


I did.


I’m watching a squirrel run around the garden and I’m wondering if I’m being a bit unreasonable. Maybe Ben’s right. It is a natural progression and we aren’t getting any younger. Should I give Emily a child whether I’m ready or not? Will I ever be ready? Sometimes I think it would be easier to be a squirrel because all he has to worry about is his nuts. Perhaps we aren’t that dissimilar after all.










Tuesday, January 3rd, 10.00 a.m.


 


 


In the study. Listening to The Beatles. Emily at work. Blustery showers on their way from the north (according to the BBC weatherman).


 


Last night when Emily got home from work, I made her a sumptuous dinner of citrus-seared tuna with crispy noodles, herbs and chilli (thanks Jamie Oliver). She seemed impressed. I opened a bottle of Italian red and attempted to have a proper conversation about starting a family. I was open, honest and everything she claims I’m not. I told her about my lunch with Ben and watching the squirrel, which to be honest, seemed to confuse her, but she listened intently and when I’d finished she said very calmly, ‘Harry, don’t freak out, but I’m pregnant!’


‘What? I … err … don’t understand, Em … how?’


‘About three weeks ago. We both had our work Christmas parties.’


‘Not ringing any bells.’


‘I came home drunk. You were eating a lamb kebab.’


‘Oh, right, yeah, the lamb shish …’


‘That’s what jogged your memory? Anyway, I forgot to take my pill that morning and we were a little lax with the condom.’


‘Shit.’


‘I took the pregnancy test on Saturday and it was positive.’


‘Are you sure though because pregnancy tests are notoriously hard to read? Blue lines, pink lines, single lines, double lines, who can really tell?’


‘It said pregnant, in words.’


‘Oh.’


‘I’m definitely pregnant, Harry. You’re going to be a father.’


There is nothing in the world that can really prepare you for those words. You’re going to be a father. You, Harry Spencer, aged thirty-two, will soon be responsible for a little baby being. My whole life flashed before my eyes and I even surprised myself because no sooner had the words left her mouth than I started to cry. I wasn’t expecting that and I don’t think Emily was either. The tricky part though is I’m not entirely sure what sort of tears they were. It’s hard to categorise because I was certainly happy, but I was also scared, terrified and my mouth suddenly got very dry. However, after the initial shock had slowly downgraded to just surprise, I had a question.


‘But if you were pregnant all along, why were you asking me if I wanted to be a dad? Why the whole guilty baby parade at Steve and Fiona’s? Why didn’t you tell me straight away? I’m confused, Em.’ For the record I still am.


‘Because I knew it would be a big deal and I thought if maybe I could get you used to the idea first … I’m sorry, Harry, but you know what you’re like.’ (Yes, brilliant) ‘Are you happy about this?’


She had asked the question. It had to be asked I suppose and to be honest, I was. I didn’t think I’d be quite so delirious about it, but the reality was very different than the nightmare in my head. Maybe I was ready to be a father after all. I looked at her and smiled.


‘Of course I’m happy about it, Em. We’re having a baby.’


We kissed, hugged, she cried, I stopped, until gradually the horror of the situation slipped into my mind. I’m going to be a father forever. What if I fuck it up? What if I’m an awful dad? What if I don’t love them as much as I’m supposed to? What if …. I could go on, but while Emily was snuggled firmly into my neck, her tears of joy trickling slowly down my shirt, I couldn’t let go of the fear. It took me three attempts to pass my driving test and I studied hard for that, but this didn’t come with a learner’s manual and I only had one chance to get it right.


‘Are you going to be ready?’ Emily said or something along those lines because I’d slipped into a man-coma. Emily was talking (her lips were moving anyway), but I was locked inside my own little world, until she suddenly brought me back with a click of her fingers.


‘Harry, are you listening to me?’


‘Sorry, I was thinking.’


‘I know this is a lot to digest, but it’s not the time to have a mid-life crisis.’


‘Who’s having a mid-life crisis? I’m not having a mid-life crisis.’


‘Because the last thing I need at the moment is you losing touch with reality. You’re going to be ready aren’t you, Harry?’


Am I going to be ready? Obviously not. Am I having a premature mid-life crisis? Quite possibly. I didn’t know what to say. Unfortunately, while I was thinking about it, I slipped into another man-coma and before I knew what was happening, Emily was clicking her fingers again.


‘Harry, Harry …’


‘Yes, sorry?’


‘I said I’m going to need you for this. I can’t do this on my own.’


‘I know and I’m going to be here for you every step of the way.’


‘Promise?’


‘Promise.’


 


1.00 p.m.


Still awaiting the blustery showers from the north. Eating a packet of prawn cocktail crisps. Squirrel outside taunting me with his carefree happiness. Pain in my side.


 


In an attempt to delay the onset of middle-aged spread and prepare myself physically for the rigours of fatherhood, I attempted to do some sit-ups and almost fainted. I’ve had a sharp pain in my side ever since. I looked up the pain in my side and it could be anything from a stitch, kidney tumour, shingles, to an impending heart attack! Fantastic. I tried working out and it could lead to an early death.


I also made a list of pros and cons about having a baby:


 


PROS


1. Babies are cute and generally considered to be a good thing.


2. It will make my mother the happiest mother in the whole world.


3. It will make Emily the happiest wife in the whole world.


4. It might even make me happy.


5. We will have someone to take care of us when we’re old and miserable.


6. I will have someone to mould in my own image.


7. It might be fun.


8. I’m not getting any younger.


 


CONS


1. They’re expensive.


2. Changing nappies.


3. Lack of sleep.


4. It would severely hamper our freedom.


5. No more weekend lie-ins.


6. What if it destroys our sex life?


7. What if it destroys our marriage?


8. I don’t feel anywhere near ready.


9. I’m too young.


10. At the moment we have a good life. We have two steady jobs and a nice house in a good part of London. Am I ready to put all of that in jeopardy for a baby?


11. Lastly (and most importantly I think) every couple we know with kids are the most boring people on the face of the planet. All they ever want to talk about is their bloody kids, e.g. ‘Last week Angus did his first banana-shaped poo, it was too adorable.’ Am I ready to become that dull? Am I ready to openly discuss poo with my nearest and dearest?


 


The cons won 11–8. Not a good sign. Bugger.


 


9.00 p.m.


Emily in bed. Still no sign of the mysterious blustery showers from the north. Having a last cigarette of the day by the back door. Side throbbing.


 


Strange banging noises coming from next door. Maybe they’re making a bomb! What should you do when you think your new neighbours might be potential terrorists? I’m tempted to do nothing, but what if they are terrorists and they blow up the Houses of Parliament? I’ll always be the bloke who could have stopped them, but didn’t. My ugly mug will be on the front pages of every newspaper in the country: ‘HISTORY TEACHER IN BOMB PLOT BUNGLE!’ I can already see the disappointment on my parents’ faces.










Wednesday, January 4th, 2.00 p.m.


 


 


At Starbucks. Sunny. Still no sign of blustery showers from the north. Pain in side getting worse.


 


I spoke to my parents this morning vis-à-vis grandchild on the way. Both parents were very excited, especially Mum. It took about fifteen minutes before she stopped simultaneously crying and squealing, while Dad chipped in with his usual stoic cameo, ‘Nice work, son.’ They’re popping up for a visit this weekend. Maybe I should have asked Emily if we’re telling people. I’ll mention it tonight. I’m sure it’s fine.


 


7.00 p.m.


We aren’t telling people. I casually mentioned over dinner that I’d told my parents and she went ballistic. Apparently, although she never mentioned this to me, she had a big plan to invite both of our families over for an official announcement party. It was going to be like the opening ceremony for the Olympic Games. I apologised, but she was unmoved and hasn’t said a word to me since.


I may have to make an appointment to see Dr Prakish about the pain in my side. It’s getting worse. I don’t want to die because of sit-ups.


Interesting development regarding the so-called blustery showers from the north. Tonight the weatherman didn’t even mention it. The outlook for the next five days is good to fair. I’ve lost all faith in weather people. Not a great evening. To make matters worse, tomorrow’s the first day of the new term. Not looking forward to teaching again after the Christmas break. Roll on half-term.










Thursday, January 5th, 10.00 p.m.


 


 


In the lounge with an empty bottle of wine, six empty cans of lager and two empty packets of crisps. Emily in Buckinghamshire. All quiet on the Wimbledon front.


 


What a day. First day back at school was a disaster. I forced Year Ten to watch a video and half the class fell asleep. Gavin Haines was snoring so loudly that the kids who were awake couldn’t hear the television. I would have woken him up, but to be honest, I just didn’t have the energy. Year Eight got the medieval slide show (minus commentary).


At lunchtime I had a cigarette with Rory Wilkinson (Art) and told him all about my marital strife.


‘Still, at least now it’s happened, there’s no going back, eh,’ said Rory.


‘But what am I supposed to do? I just don’t know if I’m ready for this.’


‘Well you can either spend the next nine months in a mood about it or you can accept it and get ready to be a dad.’


‘They’re my only options?’


‘You could run away but I don’t think that’s much of a choice. Although Paul Gauguin did some of his best work after he left his wife and moved to Polynesia,’ Rory said before he added. ‘Although he died of syphilis.’


‘Cheers, Rory.’


I spent the afternoon thinking about my conversation with Rory. I decided I don’t want to spend the next nine months in a mood or die of syphilis. I need to show Emily that I can change, grow up and be the husband/father she so desperately craves. I’m finally ready to be that man. I was excited to get home and tell her, but my enthusiasm was short-lived because when I got home from school she wasn’t here and instead I found a note on the fridge. I’d been Dear John-ed.


 


Harry,


I realise you didn’t mean to be a thoughtless, callous idiot when you told your parents about the baby. I also realise you’re scared stiff about being a dad, but this is something we have to do together. It’s make or break time and I need to know you’re going to be there for me and our baby. I’ve gone to my parents for a couple of nights. I hope this will give you some time to think about things.


I love you.


Emily x


 


I was incredulous. I rang her up straight away but her dad answered. Derek’s an ex-copper and quite bloody scary. He’s six-foot tall and about the same width and spent thirty years patrolling the streets of East London. He isn’t to be messed with. The conversation didn’t go well.


‘Hello, Derek, is Emily there?’


‘She is.’


‘Can I speak to her?’


‘Not at the moment.’


‘Why?’


‘She seems upset and wants to talk to us.’


‘About the baby?’


‘Baby, what baby?!’ Fuck. She obviously hadn’t told them yet. She was going to hate me.


‘Well … umm … shit.’


 ‘Is Emily pregnant?’ This is when I heard Emily in the background. ‘Emily wants a word.’ Fuck.


‘What the fuck is wrong with you?’ Emily screamed down the line.


‘I … err … sorry.’


‘Aggh!’ said Emily and hung up the phone.


That was five hours ago. Since then I’ve finished six cans of lager, half a bottle of wine and a packet of cigarettes. I watched England’s tragic exit from Euro ’96 on penalties to Germany on YouTube (why Gareth Southgate, why?) and I listened to the Baddiel and Skinner classic, ‘Three Lions on a Shirt’. I also listened to an entire James Blunt album. It’s been an emotional night. I’m pathetic. The only good thing is that because I’m so drunk I can’t feel the pain in my side anymore.


 


4.00 a.m.


Woken up by a loud drilling noise from next door. Maybe I should pay them a visit. I need to see inside their house before I call MI5. I don’t want to waste the taxpayer’s money if they’re just making home improvements. Suicide bomber or DIY enthusiast?










Friday, January 6th, 9.00 a.m.


 


 


At home. Eating a sausage sandwich. Emily still in Buckinghamshire. Pain in side worse than ever.


 


I had an erotic dream last night about the girl who lives at number seven. She’s only about eighteen, but drop dead gorgeous. We were in the garden shed, which was really messy (must clean out the shed) and she was naked, but when she pulled my underwear down I had no penis! All I had was a smooth area like an Action Man figure. Then my old maths teacher Mr Rogers walked in wielding an enormous knob and they went off together. What could that mean?


I called in sick today. I couldn’t face school with my marriage in tatters. I tried calling Emily this morning but she was still asleep (according to her mum). I’m meeting best mate Ben at twelve. Hopefully he’ll have answers.


 


1.00 p.m.


Canary Wharf. Just finished a very tasty steak and kidney pie. Ben outside on the phone. Emily still in Bucks.


 


Ben is organising a big lads night out. I explained everything and he said what I needed was, ‘A break from all the drama and to get really, really pissed!’ I think Ben might be a genius. He’s on the phone now summoning the cavalry. This will be my first big night out in a long time. Tonight is going to be wonderful. No worrying about having a baby, upset wife or living next door to potential terrorists. Tonight is all about being with the lads, getting drunk and having fun. Just like the good old days!










Saturday, January 7th, 11.00 a.m.


 


 


Home (just). Head hurts (a lot). Side hurts (more than head). Morning sickness (where did that come from?). Emily asleep upstairs.


 


I AM NEVER DRINKING AGAIN! Quite possibly the worst night of my life. It started well with a few pints in Covent Garden, but once we got to the club it all started to go pear-shaped. 


We were on the dance floor making absolute fools of ourselves. Simon (Bano) Bannister (professional shark) was doing his best to pull every girl in the club. Richard (Ritchie) Dennis (professional accountant and contender for the world’s most serious individual) was giving some poor girl advice on her investments. Ben was chatting up a girl at the bar and I was slaughtered and barely able to stand up. Then, at about midnight, trouble erupted. It turned out one of the girls Bano was dancing with had a boyfriend. It also turned out he’d just walked in with a couple of his mates. Long story short, we heard shouts and then the next moment we saw Bano flying across the dance floor. The next hour was pandemonium, but the outcome was that we were all arrested and spent the night at a police station. This, unfortunately, wasn’t the worst part of the evening.


For some reason, when asked for a contact, I gave Emily’s number and when light broke through the cell window in the morning, there was Emily and her dad waiting to take me home. I have never been so embarrassed. The car ride home was silent. When we got back Derek left (with a menacing stare) and Emily said (in that scary way of hers when I can’t tell how mad she really is), ‘I was hoping you were going to use these two days to grow up. I didn’t expect to have to come and get you from the police station. To say I’m disappointed is an understatement. I’m going upstairs to bed. Don’t even think about trying to join me.’


And to make matters worse, my parents should be arriving within the hour to celebrate their first grandchild. Brilliant.


 


7.00 p.m.


In the shed. Smoking a cigarette. Emily having a bath. Parents probably somewhere on the M3.


 


My parents (God bless them) turned up with balloons, a giant teddy bear and party poppers just as Emily came walking down the stairs. Perhaps I should have warned them about the situation. It was too much for Emily, who ran back upstairs crying. I had to sit my parents down and explain that Emily was having a hard time and was a bit emotional. I left out the bit about me being a callous bastard and getting arrested.


‘I told you we shouldn’t have brought that stupid giant teddy,’ said Dad.


‘Let me talk to her, Harry, she needs a woman’s touch,’ said Mum. I tried in vain to stop her but my mother is a very determined woman.


‘Right then, we’re going to the pub,’ said Dad and off we went.


Dad got a couple of pints and we sat by the window. I didn’t want to talk about the baby and so that only left football or him as topics open for discussion. I chose the latter.


‘How are you and Mum?’


‘Don’t ask.’


‘I just did.’


‘Your mother’s in a stinker of a mood.’


‘Why?’


‘Goodness knows.’


‘Did you ask her?’


‘And have my head bitten off? No thanks.’


Sometimes it’s easy to see why I’m the emotionally redundant, typical bloody man that annoys Emily so much. I come from a family where best case scenario, we can ignore anything that might vaguely resemble a conversation, and worst case scenario, we might have to talk about something slightly important. Not feelings or emotional needs but something similar. We’re the human equivalent to ostriches.


After a few minutes of awkward silence, Dad and I retired to our happy place (football), where we could talk for hours without the distraction of having to discuss anything remotely personal or important.










Monday, January 9th, 7.00 p.m.


 


 


What’s happening to me? Admittedly, I’ve been going grey for a while now, but it always felt like something that was happening gradually. A bit like global warming. Suddenly, however, I’ve got huge clumps of grey sprouting up everywhere. It seems the salad days when I could use Emily’s tweezers to pluck out the occasional stray grey are but a memory. Now the only solution is hair dye, but do I want to go down that road? Surely it’s best to grow old and grey gracefully.


I also have more pressing hair issues to deal with. My nose seems to be under the impression that more is definitely better. Unfortunately, my ears also seem to have jumped on the hairy bandwagon. The result is that I spend at least five minutes every day in front of the mirror man-scaping all of the excessive hair from my various extremities. This is the first sign that middle-age is definitely looming large. At the moment I’m winning the battle, but soon, one day, I’ll wake up and the forest of unwanted hair will be beyond my control and then I’ll be my father. Ironically, while I’m sprouting superfluous facial and body hair like it’s going out of fashion, the hair on my head is retreating faster than a platoon of well-trained Italian soldiers. Just my luck!










Tuesday, January 10th, 8.00 p.m.


 


 


In the shed. Eating a scotch egg. Emily watching TV. Pain in side excruciating. Must make appointment to see Dr Prakish tomorrow.


 


I had one of my episodes today. I don’t know the official term but Emily calls it my ‘man-tention span’. I was reading an article in the newspaper about tri-sexuals and Emily started asking me something. I should have told her I was reading or put down the newspaper and listened, but instead I attempted to do both. Big mistake. I was trying to find out what tri-sexuals were and then the next moment Emily was standing over me.


‘Well, what do you think?’ I obviously hadn’t heard her question but I didn’t want her to know so I replied.


‘Whatever you think is best, baby.’ This was my second mistake.


‘And what did I ask you?’


I looked up from my paper but what could I say? I hadn’t heard a word she’d said and I was no nearer to finding out what tri-sexuals were. I was firmly in a lose/lose situation.


‘Sorry.’


Emily was fuming.


‘You never bloody listen to me.’


‘I do.’


‘No you don’t. You hear but you don’t listen. I’m sick of being ignored, Harry.’


‘But, Em, I love you.’ This was my third mistake.


‘If you loved me, Harry, you would listen to me.’


She, of course, had a point.


I still have to find out what tri-sexuals are and I’m in the dog house with Emily (again). A truly unsuccessful evening on every level.










Wednesday, January 11th, 4.00 p.m.


 


 


Doctor’s waiting room. In pain.


 


Today the pain got worse. I left school as soon as the bell rang and rushed to the doctors. The pain is searing, burning, numb and sharp. I might be dying. I hope Dr Prakish can save me.
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