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We all obsess about worrying less, but worrying can actually be good for you.  Similarly we strive to be proactive and fast – but aren’t there hidden benefits to procrastinating? The last thing a parent is meant to do is neglect their offspring, but children do amazing things when you just leave them alone. And at work we spend hours frantically brainstorming, but isn’t there a benefit to just lazily staring out of the window?






EVERYTHING BAD IS GOOD FOR YOU is a new series of audio shorts dedicated to the much-maligned personality traits that we should actually be promoting. Just as Susan Cain’s Quiet showed that introversion is actually a superpower and Sarah Knight made us all realise that not giving a f**k can actually improve our lives, these surprising and entertaining audiobooks will celebrate our perceived flaws – and show why embracing rather than suppressing them can be the difference between failure and success.  
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Reason for Being Late Number One: 
It wasn't supposed to go like this


It is 1.59pm, Friday afternoon, and a particularly violent wind pulses through the beautiful countryside of the north east of England. I have one minute left to beat the clock – sixty seconds to park the car, here – then change my shoes, grab my bag, scale a monstrous hill – and make it to my best friend’s wedding. I can do it, I think, completely irrationally, and simultaneously chastise myself for being so incredibly useless, again. I had planned so well to arrive at this beautiful ceremony, for two very dear friends, in plenty of time. I was going to be so graceful today, I think. Now, I am late. Very late.


I turn the car engine off so quickly I almost snap the keys in the ignition while shoving my feet into heels and lunging out onto the pavement. I hear a rip, like a cartoon sound effect, which I know is the back seam of my dress – the one right over my bum – dramatically giving up. Fuck, I think, suppressing a rising panic expanding under my ribcage. Fuck, fuck, fuck. It starts to rain.


 


•••


 


My day had started in a very different fashion, but in a pattern familiar to many habitually late people. Let’s rewind to a few hours earlier, at 11.02am that same morning: I am serene. I am wafting through the house, draped in my favourite white cotton dressing gown. I’ve made a pot of coffee, my dress is ironed; I’ve been up for at least three hours. I am confident. I am smug. I am bloody Elizabeth Taylor, bathing in the decadence of time. Why don’t I always do this, I think, before spending a moment pitying my younger, more hapless self; always late, always rushing and running around, adrenaline pumping against the clock at all times. Not anymore, I sigh, happily. Today is the beginning of a calmer, more time-rich lifestyle for me. I am punctual now; I am one of those people. I raise my chin a little higher than usual. This is so easy.


By midday I have my make-up laid out ready to put on, and I am busy calculating the route to the church. Only a twenty-six minute drive. So, twenty minutes really because, unlike Google maps, I assure myself, I know these roads like family. I run a bath, pleased that I’ll be so relaxed when I arrive, fresh and perfectly poised. I can’t wait to see the look on my friends’ faces as I walk in not only on time, but early. “Of course, I wouldn’t be late today of all days!” I practice. “What do you take me for?!”


It’s 12.51pm when I step out of the bath, having listened to a brilliantly informative podcast on the pros and cons of proportional representation. It was a little longer than anticipated which would have been a real problem had I been my former self – the late one. Luckily, today I am not that person. I am early and, now, better informed should the topic of proper democratic election pop up at the dinner table later. Everyone is going to be so pleased with me. I text some friends back since I have the time, pin up my hair – it goes miraculously – and start to think about packing my overnight bag; a five minute job, max. Only an idiot would spend more than five minutes on a job like that, I presume.


At 1.10pm I realise I haven’t signed the card I bought (in advance, thank you very much) and spend eight minutes searching for a pen before giving up, reassuring myself that my card is hardly important in the grand scheme of things: these people are pledging themselves to each other for eternity, who cares if I made it to Clintons this one time? I’ll have another look once I’ve just packed this bag and found the shoes I want to wear today, I assure myself.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
Nearly
THERE...

The ups and downs of
a frequent latecomer

Loé Beaty





OEBPS/Images/titlepg_2line_logo.zoom2.jpg
HopDER G
sty





