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  Introduction


  This is My Madder Fatter Diary.


   


  It’s 1990 and I’m a morbidly obese teenager living in Stamford, Lincolnshire. I live with my mum who, in her late forties, has just divorced her homosexual second husband and is having a sexual renaissance with a Moroccan bodybuilder 20 years her junior. I know. It’s a bit Jeremy Kyle but you’re going to have to go with it.


  I have two older brothers – who are lovely but have their own lives – and a dad who is quite sweet but who I don’t see much.


  I go to an expensive private single-sex school in a felt navy hat because I passed a scholarship exam at age 11. This fact, combined with my size, doesn’t make me particularly popular on the fairly crappy council estate where our house is. All the streets are named after members of the royal family – Edinburgh Road where I live is not palatial and I get teased a lot in Mountbatten Avenue. It’s Anne Road though that’s the real killer. ‘The Anne’ and Green Lane are a hotbed of ‘Jabba’ baiting – where teams of total twats call me every fat name under the sun. I could list them here but it would take up half a page and they were not particularly creative. That said, the day 5 teenage boys started singing ‘Hey Fattie Bum Bum’ at me at least showed a good knowledge of 1970s lovers rock reggae.


  In the absence of getting the REAL thing, food is sex. Most days I down custard creams almost intravenously. Kit Kat multipacks are hoovered away in an instant. I have a full meal at school and then come home to more. I graze like a cow but eat like someone half-starved when big plates of anything are presented to me. Food is a pleasure, food is an anaesthetic, food is dependable. It would be a perfect partner if it didn’t push up my waist size to something that relegated me to middle-aged women’s clothes shops and the romantic dugout.


  This doesn’t sound very joyful does it? Thankfully the best humour often grows in the darkest places. Plus my life then is littered with lovely people, good music and great things.


  I have a social life to die for. I have a record collection that’s been in alphabetical order since I can remember. I’m madly in love with a sculpted piece of testosterone wonder called Haddock. That’s his codename because my mum refuses to enter the 20th century and get a home phone so I have to use phone boxes to ring people and I’m concerned this most secret and beautiful of true loves will be exposed to the world. I’m not ready to do that yet – despite the fact that on New Year’s Eve 1989 he seemed to be saying some odd and frankly very encouraging things that may mean that he secretly loves me and wishes to ‘do’ me senseless. I have a fantastic best friend called Mort, school is a safe haven and largely a total laugh and music saves me everyday. It says what I can’t say and heals things I can’t even express. I live for it.


  What else?


  Oh I’m crackers.


  I’m stark raving loony mad. I know it. My mum knows it. A few other people suspect it and the professionals have diagnosed it. I was in a psychiatric ward at 16 but I’d been crazy long before that. Who knows where being ‘nuts’ starts? I was always scared of something. I don’t remember a time when I didn’t think I controlled everything with the power of my thoughts. Thinking you are in charge of world peace is quite a big burden. Thinking that you can stop your mum dying in a horrible train accident by touching things many times or counting or praying takes up a lot of time. It also demands a lot of energy and a need for distraction. For most of the time there were no tablets to calm me down so I took HobNobs. It made sense. My Prozac was oaty and sublime when dunked in half a mug of Tetley. Whatever the worry, a packet of something fatty sugar-coated the mental pain.


  The thing is, anxiety is a total bastard. It shape-shifts. It finds a face and things to latch on to then it multiplies the threat. Needles, floods, poisonous plants, rabies, terrorists, nuclear war, Sinitta ruining the charts – from the deadly serious to the really stupid, I’ve thought my brain could control it all. Then it just all got too much and I totally lost it. I found myself in an adult psychiatric ward with a schizophrenic biker and a woman who kept yelling about her skirt. We did group exercises with beanbags. The walls were brown. It was noisy at night. People who are ill and distressed don’t do 9 to 5. They shout and scream at 2 in the morning. I had to get out. I told them I was better. I wasn’t but I wasn’t going to improve there and mad people still want the same things as sane people do – success, happiness, a man. None of those were going to come to me in ward 4 of the Edith Cavell Hospital, Peterborough.


  So in 1990 my head was often on fire. I knew I didn’t want to go back to the ward. I knew I had to keep it together as best I could. I had to finish my A levels and get to university. My diary gave me a place to explode. It was a place where all my mental debris could splatter all over the pages privately. That said, I couldn’t always fully let go. That would have been too scary, a loss of control. So you’ll get phrases like ‘trying to appease’, ’trying to keep it together’, ‘maintain spiritual stability’ – what I’m really saying is that I don’t want to talk to anyone because I’m frightened I’ll end up in a psychiatric ward again. But as I get older you’ll see I get more honest . . .


  I’ve had to edit this diary a lot. There are pages and entries where I just write ‘God Help Me – PLEASE’. You don’t want to read that but that IS one of the problems with mental illness. On top of the pain there’s the tedium of it. The repetition. That horrible realisation that today is going to be ANOTHER day when you eat a loaf of bread to forget, when you burn yourself with matches to punish your thoughts and find the only relief is in a mangled cassette of Motown chartbusters, a water fight at school and Haddock’s arse in a tight pair of jeans.


  I’ve had to rewrite a few things too. They made no sense at all. At times I was very poorly and one of the really evil things that does is strip you of the ability to express yourself with any coherence. No-one gets it. Not even you. Word for word just would not have worked. I’ve messed around with timings and changed people’s names but this is how it happened. This was me in 1990 & 1991.


  In 1990 the world is crawling out of communism and repression and new countries are being born, but bloody Jive Bunny are still shitting out compilation singles and I’m still hoping to crawl out of the fat body I’m stuck in and the mad brain I’m chained to. I’m sharing my diary for the reasons I shared the last one – because it makes me laugh and because I want to tell people you can be out of your tree crazy in your teens and things can work out OK. However, there are now new reasons too. Since having my first teenage diary published I know there are young people who still feel mad. There are young people who cut themselves and look in the mirror and despair. I want you to see the terrible things I thought about myself and how I longed to be a ‘real woman’ like so many of my friends. Then I want you to know that those women I thought had it all sorted wrote to me and told me they had felt EXACTLY the same way as me! Adolescence sucks. Being a teenager is utter shit FOR EVERYONE but life gets better.


  Anyway. 1990. The Berlin Wall is down, The Happy Mondays are off their magnificent trolleys, A levels are approaching and Haddock’s backside is a national treasure.


  I’ll handle your questions at the end because you’ll have some . . .


  Monday 1.1.90


  10.12 a.m.


  NEW DECADE! NEW YEAR! NEW RAE! It even starts on a Monday. It’s like the year already knows what it is doing. Perhaps just the 80s were TOTAL shit.


  I CANNOT get over Haddock last night. Seriously though, it did sound like he would proper like me as a girl if I ‘just toned up a bit’. That won’t take that long. A bit of tone. That’s just a bit of walking isn’t it? FUCK! If I think about being that man’s girlfriend I could orgasmsexplode. That’s not even a word. I don’t care. It sums it all up.


   


  11.22 a.m.


  Just tied a scarf round my head and pulled all my chins off my face. I look a bit Chinese in a good way but there IS something there. There is something not totally rotten and ugly and bollocks.


   


  1.12 p.m.


  Just thought, I don’t know where everyone disappeared off to last night. I walked from Vine Street to Fraggle’s house at 4 a.m. I saw that everyone had gone to bed and came back to Vine Street to sleep. I love Dobber’s mum but I wish she had bought a thicker carpet. My cheek looked like a potato waffle this morning. Battered Sausage took the piss then started talking about women and how they were a pain in the arse and how they couldn’t decide what they wanted. I said ‘Your ex could decide last night – she didn’t want you.’ It was a bit harsh but he can take it.


  Oh I can’t stop thinking about Haddock. In my head I’ve already had sex with him about 15 times this morning. Can men do it 15 times or do they just run out of stiffy? I WOULD LIKE TO TRY.


  Dobber says she’s heard maximum 7 times in one night and by time 5 they are getting tired.


   


  OK here is the plan for the year 1990.


  1) 1990 is literally fraught with looming crises: Health problems reaching a head. What IS wrong with my insides? Will my ovaries ever work? Or have I just got a terrible bloody cancer that no-one has spotted yet?


  2) Bloody A levels.


  3) Depending on what happens with those leaving Stamford


   


  BLOODY WORRYING


   


  Also . . .


   


  4) Crush (now 5 month crush verging on ridiculous) on Haddock is not actually getting better but steadily worsening. And now there might be some hope that he might like me. In that way.


   No Rae. He actually thinks I’m repulsive in that way.


  5) Trying to appease.


   


  Got BAD January blues. I went too mad over Christmas and there are bloody Brazil nut shells on the landing. I’m not going near the scales. The scales fear me. I fear the scales.


   


  OBJECTIVES


  1) Get A levels and get away!


  2) Have a bloody good time.


  3) Keep cool and calm.


  4) Maintain spiritual stability.


  5) Try to have some sort of a decent relationship with a real man that exists as a breathing thing.


  6) Become a bit of a sex bitch. HA HA HA! Not really. Just a bit.


   


   


  Anyway here’s to 1990. I can’t believe this diary is going to take me through A levels and Summer holidays and starting uni. Next year I’M 20!! THAT’S SICK!


  I need to take this year seriously and concentrate on the things that really matter.


   


  4.24 p.m.


  The Smash Hits Yearbook is ‘frame that bastard’ EPIC CLASSIC this year. They ask Jon Bon Jovi if he’s ever been sick in his cowboy boots. HA HA HA! Soft rock furry toss ball!


  Tuesday 2.1.90


  11.46 p.m.


  I’ve just been down the pub. The lads were discussing whether or not you should spray deodorant on your cock to be hygienic when you are with ‘a bird’. Haddock was laughing. Haddock does not need Right Guard on his knob. I just know he doesn’t. It’s not a question I would ever ask his girlfriend anyway to be fair.


  Haddock was lovely to me but I think he’s forgotten what he did on New Year’s Eve. He only stroked my hair but it wasn’t like me stroking White the cat. It was like . . . a bit sexual. A bit.


  Oh perhaps it wasn’t. Perhaps he was just being kind. That’s the trouble with Snakebite – it gives you balls but it makes you talk bollocks.


  If it does all come to nothing I will just break in two I think. Oh Rae, that’s melodramatic crap. Just masturbate and fuck off. The thing is, it’s not just the shagging with Haddock it’s the mind connection. He just gets it.


  It is lots about the sex though as I’m TOTAL HORN.


  Wednesday 3.1.90


  9.38 p.m.


  I’m listening to my Sixties Mania compilation. The Mamas and the Papas are singing something about the worst bit being just before dawn breaks. As if you don’t know if the day is going to dawn at all. IT’S BLOODY DARK let me tell you.


  Mum has just been up. Apparently Mama Cass from the Mamas and the Papas choked on a ham sandwich and died in bed. Thanks for that. It felt like she was giving me a ‘Rachel is too fat’ lecture disguised as pop trivia so I said ‘Why don’t you make a public information film about the dangers of eating filled rolls in bed?!’ Mum got really cross and said ‘There’s no need for sarcasm’ and the usual ‘I’m your mother – give me some respect’ shit. I don’t care. She hardly says two words to me these days unless it’s to have a go. It’s ALL about Adnan – the Morrocan bodybuilding boyfriend. It’s ‘Addy – would you like a beef sausage.’ That’s another thing, pork is now banned from this house and beef sausages taste shit. And NO I don’t know what direction Mecca is either!


  Thursday 4.1.90


  11.22 p.m.


  Got pissed tonight and did the following:


   


  1) Told Chelsea Dunn I was totally in love with Haddock. Swore her to secrecy.


  2) Told Dobber tonight that I was totally in love with Haddock. Swore her to secrecy.


  3) Hid the beef sausages and the bloody couscous. Sick of them.


   


  Now THAT was stupid. Not the sausages or the couscous (hidden behind shitloads of yoghurts) or Dobber (she will take it to the grave) BUT Chelsea is a bit of a shit-stirrer and good mates with Haddock’s girlfriend. I have to remember if this gets out too early, 1) My body won’t be ready and primed for action 2) Haddock’s girlfriend – I can’t even imagine. She will go ballistic. She’s told me EVERYTHING about him. I know stuff that no-one on earth knows. I have a basic blueprint for a completely successful Haddock relationship. I just can’t use it yet. It’s like Churchill sitting on the plans for D-Day. I’ve got to wait for the right conditions.


  No. Haddock’s girlfriend is not Hitler. I repeat, she’s gorgeous and sweet and funny. And I feel bad BUT all is fair in love, war and HADDOCK!


  I am currently wishing facial hair on someone. That’s not good. Hormones send you mad.


  Friday 5.1.90


  11.34 p.m.


  I have decided Adnan is the Cookie Monster from Sesame Street. For a start, he is incapable of using the word ‘I’. He says ‘Me hungry!’ and ‘Me thirsty!’ And he eats like the Cookie Monster too. He shoves it in. YET if I make even a tiny noise when I’m eating Mum calls me ‘cement mixer’. They are so loved up. I hate living here. I’m so sick of being the only person on earth without someone who loves them and I am SO SICK of being in a house that smells permanently of spicy lamb.


  Saturday 6.1.90


  Late. I don’t care what the time is anyway. What does it matter?!


  I know I always get so pissed off in early January and this year is no exception. I feel like a total gooseberry at home. I also feel like a TOTAL liability with my friends as well, like an ugly dog that follows them around. Oh that’s not fair. I am an ungrateful bitch and I’ve got some brilliant mates. What have I actually got to moan about?!


  I had a chat with Haddock’s girlfriend tonight. I feel so immensely guilty because she is so lovely. Haddock wanted to talk to me tonight after I got upset in the pub. It was just about the usual stuff. I HATE ME BASICALLY. He said he wanted to make me feel better. Oh bloody hell – it’s so dangerous writing this. I bloody love him but it’s absolutely blatantly obvious that we could never properly get on. His girlfriend says he’s insecure too and is probably ‘insurance salesman material’. Who gives a fuck? He’s FUCKING LOVELY AND GORGEOUS. I don’t want him to be a stuntman or anything dangerous. I just want him to be IN MY LIFE . . . SOMEWHERE.


  I ran off tonight. I cried my bloody eyes out. I feel like such a fat loud cow sometimes. I feel really unwanted and totally unloved. I can’t turn off what I feel. When I am loved it’s the wrong type of love – ‘just friends’. I am so sick of ‘just friends’.


  At least I don’t fancy Battered Sausage anymore. At least I can just be mates with him like I’m mates with Fig. Every time Fig comes back and sings Showaddywaddy songs I think what a brilliant friend he is.


  You deserve an explanation and I’m feeling very honest. I am tortured by this head. I am praying night and day thinking I’m the devil. I’m frightened to death of going to hell.


  I wish I was attached to someone. It’s curiosity more than anything. What could I give someone? If anything? I need some music. I need something to take away all this shit in my head I can’t fix. I can’t be Satan. God wouldn’t give Satan an Atlantic Soul box set.


  I’m joking because I’m fucked.


  I feel better for screaming it all down. I’d be a useless Italian. I only lose my temper here. I put a face on ALL THE TIME. I pretend to be happy. Just sometimes – like tonight – it all gets too much.


  Sunday 7.1.90


  9.56 p.m.


  I jibbed again. I just can’t fake it at the moment. I’d rather stay in my room and listen to T-Rex and David Bowie. Jasmine Bobbs lent me Diamond Dogs over Christmas. It’s ace but Electric Warrior is better. ‘Get It On’ sounds like sex is happening in an alley and ‘Rip Off’ sums up my life at the moment. A massive swizz with a big intro and then an empty stage full of fuck all.


   


  11.12 p.m.


  How the HELL does Sinead O’Connor be sexy with no bloody hair? She’s MORE bald than Battered Sausage yet she is GORGEOUS. How do these women happen?! Where does their confidence come from?! The only time I had short hair I looked like a bloke with tits. Mum MADE me cut it because I was chewing it and she was worried about fur balls.


  A cat does live in this house so it’s easy to get mixed up, Mum. We are both white!


  If I shaved my head I would just look like Buddha and people would rub me for luck.


  Perhaps I DO need to shave. HA HA HA!


  Monday 8.1.90


  4.13 p.m.


  Back to school tomorrow. I have A level mock exams and I have done no revision whatsoever.


  I just need to be in love.


  By February it will have been a year since I’ve had a snog. It’s insignificant.


   


  5.49 p.m.


  No it’s not. It’s BLOODY SIGNIFICANT. I’M FULL OF CHOCOLATE BUT SEX STARVED.


   


  11.12 p.m.


  Dear Adnan – Please stop singing to Radio 1 in your wailing Arabic way. For all you know I could be trying to do school work.


  Bloody hell, if John Peel heard what was currently happening to his show I think he’d die. It should be against the law to fuck up The Fall with shit singing.


  Tuesday 9.1.90


  7.12 p.m.


  BACK TO SCHOOL!


  The following things happened today:


   


  1) Everyone is going on about exams like they are life and death. They are slightly life and death but it’s DULL to talk about revision timetables!


  2) Daisy has dyno-printed some of her revision timetable in her pencil tin. It’s replaced her ‘Work Hard Play hard’ sticker.


  3) Some people are actually using study periods to revise rather than talking shit and having a laugh in the common room.


  4) People got CARS for Christmas. CARS. I got the Smash Hits Yearbook and two selection packs. You cannot drive to the Showcase cinema in a Curly Wurly.


  5) RANK! Daisy went to eat an apple. It looked fine on the outside but when she bit into it . . . it was ROTTEN to the core with maggoty shit in it. Those of us who saw that apple will never get over it. Daisy was nearly sick. Say what you like about Creme Eggs but they don’t try to kill you.


   


  Adnan goes back tomorrow. I am hiding upstairs. Menopausal love affairs are not a spectator sport.


   


  10.13 p.m.


  Yes I’m a jealous cow. Why shouldn’t Mum be happy? She was married to my dad who was married to cricket and beer and then she was married to a man who wanted to be married to other men! HA HA HA! She deserves a break. I just wish she wasn’t doing it in my actual A level year.


  Wednesday 10.1.90


  6.12 p.m.


  After a hard day of studying Stanislavski’s acting theory and Philip II of Spain I DO NOT want to come back to a woman of nearly 50 sitting in a chair looking miserable as shit listening to soppy songs. I can never listen to those songs again without thinking of Mum in relationships. They are DESTROYED.


   


  8.22 p.m.


  OH NO YOU DON’T. Mum is listening to ‘Nothing Compares 2 U’. That’s one of my Haddock songs. She’s not hijacking that.


   


  9.24 p.m.


  Mum and me have just had a massive row.


   


  ME: Please can you turn that off. I’m trying to revise (I wasn’t but that’s not the point).


  MUM: No. I want to listen to it.


  ME: Can you put some headphones on then?


  MUM: No. Not with my tinnitus.


  ME: Well if I fail my A levels we’ll know why.


  MUM: If you fail it will be because you haven’t done enough work and you keep going out with your mates and . . .


   


  I walked off at this point and she turned it off! Always use the ‘you are going to mess up my exams’ tactic as it works every time. I have saved myself and Sinead O’Connor from death by middle-aged crap soppy romance shit.


  Thursday 11.1.90


  5.13 p.m.


  Another pregnancy scare at school. CONTRACEPTION – IT’S NOT DIFFICULT. I’m an expert. Take the pill everyday. If you have antibiotics for your zits use johnnies too. Johnnies split. Get the morning after pill if you’re worried. If your doctor thinks you’re a slag, who gives a shit – at least you’re not up the duff! Shame all this knowledge is wasted. I have a great contraceptive device with a 100% success rate – it’s called being really fat. No side effects – except complete strangers taking the piss and every time you go to the corner shop gangs of lads chanting ‘walrus’ at you. Apart from that – fine!


  I feel very angry at the moment.


  Friday 12.1.90


  11.35 p.m.


  UNBELIEVABLE!


  No, Mum – Battered Sausage does not want to see photos of your Moroccan boyfriend when he comes round to pick me up to take me for a drink. Only apparently he does! Battered Sausage will sit there, drink tea and let you tell him all about protein requirements and muscle mass and laugh at all your jokes. Tell you what Mum – why don’t you go down the pub with him! Take over my life completely. You clearly want to.


  I was pissed off down the Vaults. Battered Sausage kept asking ‘What’s up Big Razza?’ I said nothing. But here’s what was actually pissing me off: 1) Haddock was not there and he hasn’t even got exams 2) My mum has a photo album of semi-naked men photos and she thinks it’s OK to show them to people.


  I need to calm down. I’m going to have to get my Deacon Blue album out or something. Deacon Blue sing about everyone thinking love will fix things and how that’s crap.


  Well I love Deacon Blue but I think they are wrong. I think it makes everything better. I’ve seen it does.


  Saturday 13.1.90


  12.33 p.m.


  No-one is going out tonight because of exams. What a bunch of jibbers. Not even Dobber who can usually be totally relied upon. So I’m going to use my time productively and go for a massive walk to get me some ‘tone’ for sex! I might even do the old railway line walk down Gypsy Meadows.


   


  5.12 p.m.


  This isn’t a big deal but I’ve spotted my . . . Actually, as I write it IS a big deal. I was just walking down Gypsy Meadows and I saw this massive mound of rubbish and on it was my old rocking horse ‘Beauty’. Mum gave it to the family across the back and now they’ve dumped the thing I loved the most in the world in a bloody field. It’s totally pissed me off. Fly-tipping my memories. They could have given it back to me. I’m too big to ride it but – you shouldn’t fuck with people’s toys!


  Mum is out. God knows where. She’s probably throwing away more stuff that matters to me.


   


  8.35 p.m.


  As soon as Mum got back I asked her about Beauty. She looked at me for ages and then said . . .


   


  MUM: Rachel – you’re 18 years old. Why are you bothered about a bloody broken rocking horse when you’ve got exams next week?!


  ME: Because MUM – that rocking horse was everything brilliant about being a kid and freedom.


  MUM: Stop talking such shite and do some work.


  ME: Thank you for your sensitivity as ever. You know the photos of Adnan that you’ve got – I might give them away!


  MUM: I’ve hidden them! (or something – she was going mental)


  ME: Good! But my mates don’t really want to see some bloke’s biceps.


  MUM: Actually, Battered Sausage seemed very interested!


  Me: No. He was just being polite to a middle-aged saddo (worst thing I’ve ever said but I was bloody cross).


  Mum just walked off but it seriously was my favourite horse. My only horse. I used to pretend I was doing the Burghley Horse Trials on it.


   


  10.12 p.m.


  I just said sorry to Mum. At least when I am a cow I apologise. And I was a cow. It just seems like everything I love is starting to slip away.


  Sunday 14.1.90


  6.13 p.m.


   


  Goodbye Beauty


  There lies my horse


  Fallen in a domestic war


  Once ridden, now forgotten


  Goodbye Beauty.


  You are amongst flowers and clover,


  Grass will be with you and the odd cow,


  I rode you once


  There are other things I want to ride now.


   


  Bit pervy but says what I feel!


  Without the pub and my mates I start to feel weird again.


  Monday 15.1.90


  5.13 p.m.


  Spoke to Mort for ages today about Beauty. She gets it. She always gets it.


  I’ve got exams for the next two weeks.


  When I hear about other people’s parents at school I realise how lucky I am to have Mum as a mum. She just tells me if I fail my exams I will end up having a shit life in a dead end job. Some girls at school have dads that hang over them and nag them to death. Ebony’s mum checks on her every 15 minutes, forces her to eat figs and still makes her wear a vest!


  Politics tomorrow.


  Tuesday 16.1.90


  4.57 p.m.


  After today’s mock A level U.S. Politics TOTAL abortion I wish I did have a mum who made me work! WHAT IS FEDERALISM?


  Wednesday 17.1.90


  Shellboss and me got bollocked today for singing ‘Letter from America’ by The Proclaimers full blast in the common room. Yes we did have shit Scottish accents but there was no need for Mrs C to go quite so bonkers. We are 18! ADULTS. Teachers have zero pressure in their lives. They’ve done all their exams and passed them. GIVE PUPILS A BREAK.


  My eating has gone out of control. Tonight – oh too much shit. I just feel panic and have stuff to do and I eat instead. Mum comes upstairs and stares at the plate. So I go to shovel it in at my window and Mrs Bark from the house opposite sees me from her kitchen or someone walking their dog glances up and disapproves. PISS OFF LASSIE MAN! I don’t want to be looked at when I eat. I know what people are thinking. You shouldn’t be eating. NOTHING. Except lettuce. And air.


  Well FUCK YOU world because this brain needs energy. Perhaps that’s why I’m off it. My mind is fat.


  Why is my lard on my gut and not on my toe. A massive toe would be easier to hide. I could have disabled shoes. I don’t think shit feet put off men.


  Why I am even thinking about this when I should be revising voting behaviour?!


  Thursday 18.1.90


  11.30 p.m.


  Mum went into hospital today for what she calls ‘Ladies reconstruction’. It’s a bladder repair.


  As a woman, your body is either pissing you off or just pissing.


  Usually Mum not being here would mean party time but A level mocks mean that is off the list. So I shall just sit here writing you, diary, looking at cabinet collective responsibility and listening to The Beautiful South. I will have to sail my ship alone because no-one wants to be in the boat and they couldn’t fit anyway.


  Friday 19.1.90


  7.12 p.m.


  Did the British Politics exam and then a massive row erupted because everyone was having an exam inquest and saying they’d flunked it. Then we had an argument about government whips. Shellboss said the maximum whip on a bill was 3. I said no, it was 4 because of the 1979 vote of no confidence against the Callaghan Labour government where they brought nearly dead MPs on stretchers on drips. No-one else remembered this and everybody started telling me I was talking bollocks. I know I’m right though! Though I can’t find it in any textbook.


  That was the most boring entry in a diary ever recorded.


  I should be with a bloke right now not talking about Tories.


  I’ll ask Mum tomorrow about whips.


  Saturday 20.1.90


  5.12 p.m.


  I went to see Mum in hospital. She said ‘The only whips I know about Rachel are Walnut!’ We both agreed they are the best kind! She is sore but OK.


  I’m going out tonight or I will just sit here watching Beadle’s About feeling depressed.


  Sunday 21.1.90


  8.02 a.m.


  Thanks Mr Bark for mowing on a Sunday morning. Your son came round and bollocked me for playing ‘Thriller’ too loudly one night but apparently it’s OK for you to get the Flymo out first thing.


   


  11.34 a.m.


  Saturday nights are getting really weird. Last night Ryan Bates cornered me by the toilets in the Vaults to apologise for being ‘such a shit’ to me on New Year’s Eve and calling me a sarky bitch. I told him not to worry about it as I hadn’t been. This is true. I am panicked out of my head about lots of things but Ryan Bates is not one of them. Then he said ‘Are we mates?’ and tried to give me a hug. I sort of shrugged him off and said ‘Yeah!’ Then he looked at me with this big STARE so I went ‘Bye Ryan!’


  No Haddock. He is doing shifts. No anyone really tonight but I needed the pub. I needed people.


   


  11.25 p.m.


  I just tried to make a shopping list. I can’t be fagged. As long as I get tea and milk in for when Mum gets home she’ll be happy.


  I miss her when she’s not here but I can’t stand her when she is. I don’t make sense to me let alone anyone else.


  Monday 22.1.90


  I went to Peterborough and bought some records. I should be revising but HMV is sex. I’m on my own. I’ve noticed marked collapse of sanity. Hypochondria creeping in badly. Think I’ve swallowed glass and it’s currently cutting into my liver. It’s not. I’m sure That’s Life! said you should eat cotton wool if that happens but this is NOT a beauty household. We only have cotton buds for waxy ears and feminine hygiene products – I WANT TO SHOUT ‘SANITARY TOWELS’ EVERYWHERE!!! JAM RAGS!! YES I BLEED – IT’S NATURAL.


  English tomorrow – you can’t really revise. We are allowed our set books in with us anyway.


  Tuesday 23.1.90


  5.38 p.m.


  The great thing about English is that it’s actually an A level in bullshitting about books which I am brilliant at!


  Mum is home but very sore. She is coming with me to the hospital tomorrow. I’ve got an appointment to find out what is up with my tummy and why I get in so much pain. They always blame it on stress. As soon as they hear it’s exam time they will say it’s me worrying and making myself ill. As soon as they see ‘psychiatric ward’ they say it’s my head. I will have this for life now. When I’m 60 and I get run over by a pissed up drunk driver who mounts the pavement the ambulance men will say ‘She’s batty – it’s her fault.’


  Wednesday 24.1.90


  6.12 p.m.


  Fuck.


  Fuck.


  Fuck!


  Went to the hospital and saw a new specialist who was lovely and basically blew up my backside with a pump. Then he said ‘I’m not entirely happy with what I’m seeing down there. I think we could do with some further investigations.’ Basically I’ve got to come back to hospital and have a massive camera up my arse. My mum looked really worried and kept saying ‘What do you think it is?’ and the specialist goes ‘Nothing too serious or she’d probably be looking a lot more unwell than she is’. TALK ABOUT ME LIKE I’M NOT HERE WHY DON’T YOU?! HE MEANS I’D BE SKINNY NOT FAT.


  I’m being mean. He was actually really nice and didn’t mention the nervous breakdown once.


  I’m worried though. What is it? What is wrong with me? You know what I’m thinking. It would be a-bloody-typical of me to have something rare and horrendous.


  Mum has just been up to ask me if I want to talk about anything. When I said ‘No’ she asked me if I wanted anything. Yes Mum – I’d like Haddock to come in here, hold on to me and never let go because I’m shitting it. But I told her nothing.


   


  9.12 p.m.


  I just told Mort about my arse. She was brilliant. She doesn’t think it’s anything to worry about or they would have kept me in.


  I’m not staying there. Even the smell of Dettol makes me feel off my head.


  I couldn’t stay in the phone box long as a bunch of twats had sat down on the old people’s flat’s wall. They were pretending to ring up the fire brigade and saying stuff like ‘Can you come quickly, a fat bitch needs to be cut free from a phone box she’s got stuck in.’ When I finished I just put the receiver down and ignored them.


  I came home. Ate some cheese. Lots of it. Shoved it in. Got under the duvet. Wrote this.


  Thursday 25.1.90


  8.23 p.m.


  Theatre Arts theory paper. I can’t tell you how much I don’t give a toss about Bertolt Brecht when death could be in my bum. Fuck knows why I’m laughing when I could be on my way out.


  Last exam tomorrow. Thank GOD.


  Friday 26.1.90


  5.32 p.m.


  Well History, you’re a pile of shit. I just presented the same point in 400 different ways in every essay.


  11.34 p.m.


  Battered Sausage picked me up about 8 p.m. He’d already had a bottle of sherry. I have no idea why he’s started downing Harvey’s Bristol Cream but it makes him really grumpy. We walked into town and he kept moaning about women like I’m not one (actually I’m not to him) then he started saying ‘If you come to Exeter you’ve got to give me some space to pull women.’ Er . . . yes . . . what does he think I will do? Cramp his style. What style? TOSSER. He was so busy going on about HIMSELF he didn’t ask me ONCE about me. Exams or ANYTHING. Good job though because what do I tell people?! I could be dying?! I have to have my entire anus and colon investigated. Not very sexy is it? Who wants this MESS. A girl at school had a cyst on her breast and no-one laughed at that. Which is right – it was horrible – but why are they laughing at me?!


  OK they are not but only because I haven’t told them.


  And before you ask, no Haddock either because he’s working again stacking shelves in a blue overcoat which he no doubt SETS ALIVE with wonderfulness.


  He’s like an endangered species. A panda. But he shits on a panda’s cuteness from a great height.


  Saturday 27.1.90


  11 something. Who cares. Late.


  Just back from the pub. WHAT A NIGHT! Everyone relieved exams are over and having a laugh. Then I see a back at the bar in a grey cardigan. HOW CAN YOU MAKE A GREY CARDIGAN SEXY but he does!! And when you haven’t seen him for a while – he blows your head off. But I act casual and we eventually talk . . .


   


  Haddock: How did the exams go?


  Me: OK. Well a bit shit but fuck it.


  Haddock: You all right?


  Me: Yes I’m fine mate.


  Haddock – Really? (EYEBROW UP IN THE AIR – PLEASE PUT IT DOWN IT MAKES HIS EYES LIKE A LASER BEAM)


  Me: Yeah fine mate.


  Haddock: Good to hear it.


   


  And then he goes to sit with his girlfriend and puts his arm round her. I go to the Model Fish Bar with Dobber, tell her about my arse and drown my sorrows in chips, mushy peas and a pickled onion. Even that ran away from me and rolled down Broad Street. I couldn’t afford another. Skint.


   


  11.52 p.m.


  Laser BEAM not Laser BREAM. He’s not a real fish. He’s just named after one for code reasons.


  Sunday 28.1.90


  11.25 p.m.


  Round Dobber’s house.


  Dave Bridges TOTAL TWONGO is currently ruining a girly night with small-cock-big-gob bollocks. He clearly fancies Dobber and thinks the way to her heart is taking the piss out of me. Well it’s not and she’s well loved up with Fig. So piss off you twat and yes I am fat. I could lose weight though. You’ll ALWAYS be the boy who ADMITTED in the pub tonight that She-Ra Princess of Power turned him on. At least the people I fantasise about are not cartoons and crap He-Man spin-offs.


  Monday 29.1.90


  6.35 p.m.


  Talking in the common room today about cartoon characters you fancy. I brought it up taking the piss out of Dave Bridges but people understood what he meant. And I get called weird! Mia reckons she’s fancied Captain Caveman for ‘years’. He’s just a mass of hair! AND loads of girls fancy Fred from Scooby-Doo. When I pointed out he was a total dick everyone went mental. But it’s true. Shaggy does all the work.


  Tell you what diary – I am Velma in Scooby-Doo amongst loads of Daphne Dolly birds. I’ve got the brain but I’m in a shit orange jumper and everyone is looking at Daphne’s legs.


  I love school. I can’t imagine not being there. I’m shitting it about leaving.


  Tuesday 30.1.90


  7.12 p.m.


  I already have the letter for my procedure. It’s on the 12th February, a Monday, so I can’t eat all weekend. How the hell am I going to manage that?!


  I know you’re going to think I sound melodramatic but I can feel death all over me.


   


  8.39 p.m.


  OK reading that back that is the most melodramatic thing ever but I’m so worried.


  If they do tell me there’s something really wrong do I tell people? No – because I know what it’s like when you tell people horrible shit, like with what happened. They just pity you. Would I want sympathy shag off anyone? No I don’t. I want to be shagged senseless for me and the shape of my bum – not because of my death arse.


  A Haddock sympathy shag. It’s a shag off Haddock but it doesn’t count.


  Wednesday 31.1.90


  9.12 p.m.


  My mock results spelt UCCA again. Why won’t they just let me drop History. It’s because Theatre Arts is seen as a bit of a pathetic A level, like General Studies. Oh bugger it – it’s an A level. Who cares? I might not be here next year and I’m worried about this nonsense?!


  Thursday 1.2.90


  11.47 p.m.


  Just had a girlie piss-up with Dobber. Who is now unconscious on the floor.


  I have been drunk.


  I have sobered it up.


  Bad thoughts back. Take them away.


  Friday 2.2.90


  11.45 p.m.


  I felt bad tonight. All this hospital stuff is really getting to me. Anyway, Battered Sausage took me down the pub and said ‘What’s up Razza?’ so I said ‘Look. They think there might be something wrong with me and I’ve got to go into hospital.’ Battered Sausage looked at me for ages and said really seriously ‘Is it your flange?’. I was ON THE FLOOR pissing myself. No, Battered Sausage, it’s not my flange it’s my other bits. My tummy. Then he just was really sweet and said ‘Don’t worry about it Rae. No fucker messes. We will sort it.’ Then he bought me an ACTUAL DRINK. The tightest sod in the world bought me a pint of Sam Smiths!
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