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MY DIARY. IF FOUND PLEASE RETURN TO:


Jacqueline M. Pane . . . I’m not saying what the M stands for . . . anyway it’s not important. I just use it because it makes my name sound better and more interesting, OK?


Address: Flat B, 17 Saint Bartholomews Road, London, NW6. Look, if you’re returning this to my home address and it’s during the day, I’ll be at work, so try the bell for Flat C, Mrs Mellish, the old lady who lives across the hall from me. She’s very deaf, but keep trying, she’ll definitely be in – she’s housebound. If you don’t get an answer from her and you can hear Coronation Street then she’s got the telly turned up so loud you might as well give up. Anyway, on no account give it to Downstairs Man, the bloke who lives in Flat A, on the ground floor. Even if he’s in DO NOT GIVE HIM THIS DIARY, it’s got things about him and his loud sex life in it, I’d have to sell my flat if he saw this – so please, please don’t give it to him, even as a joke.


You could drop it in to my work, The Pellet Corporation, 130 The Strand, London, WC2. But absolutely do not leave it with the Conference Department secretary – New Secretary Sarah, she’s far too pleasant and over-confident for my liking. I’ve got nothing concrete against her yet but she laughed at a joke I made the other day, so there must be something wrong with her. I don’t want to see a knowing smirk on her lips as she hands over my lost diary – ‘This was dropped off for you, Ms Pane.’ Best thing would be if you asked to see the Senior Conference Organiser – that’s me. By the way, although my job title says Senior, it isn’t as grand as it sounds. There’s only three of us in the department and I’ve been there the longest, so they kind of had to make me the Senior one, it’s not because I’m great or important or anything. I’ve just thought, it’s not Senior because I’m close to retirement age either, I don’t think it means Senior as in old . . . God, maybe it does and that’s why they gave me the title . . .


Anyway, look, on second thoughts, I’d rather not see you face to face if you’ve read any of this diary, so could you just ask for . . . erm . . . Clare in New Accounts . . . no . . . can’t trust her, she’s too thin . . . erm . . . WHAT ON EARTH AM I THINKING OF?? Forget everything I’ve said, just put it into a heavily sealed envelope, use gaffer tape – it’s impossible to steam off – and leave it (only if you can’t get to my house) at the main reception, write on the envelope that it’s very urgent and confidential. Also, by the way, wrap it in some newspaper or tissue or something, otherwise someone might notice that the packet is diary-shaped and cotton on. Look, on second thoughts, I’ll just spend the rest of my life looking at strangers on the bus and thinking ‘Is it you? Are you the one that has read my innermost thoughts? Are you giving me a funny look because you’ve read my diary and think I’m pathetic?’ so just burn it, OK?


IN CASE OF EMERGENCY CONTACT:


Mrs Sheila Pane (they divorced six years ago but she still calls herself Mrs)


Swallow’s Flight (not my idea, I can assure you)


Birch Hollow


Warwickshire


This is my mum – for the love of God, don’t contact her unless it really is an emergency, otherwise I’ll never hear the end of it.


OR


Ralph Pane


31 Priory


Mansions MacIntosh Road


London SW6


Looks like a posh address, I know, but you can’t swing a cat in there. They are looking for a house abroad at the moment but meanwhile my Dad’s wife, Jennifer, insists they live within a four-pound taxi-ride radius of Harvey Nichols. By the way, unless you have a death wish, if you find this diary, do not give it to my stepmother.




3 January


Hello! . . . Jacqueline Pane here, single, age . . . erm . . . ah . . . erm . . . 31 . . . OK, alright then, 33. I’m 5′ 5″, size 12 . . . well, actually the thing is I can just about fit into a size 12 but only if it’s not really tight . . . otherwise it would probably be more honest to say size 14. Well, my top half’s a size 12 (or 14 if it’s from Next) and my bottom half is usually a size 14 – but definitely not bigger. Admittedly it was a size 16 the other day but that was at M&S and they’ve obviously changed the people that cut their clothes or something because I’ve always been able to get into their size 14, so I don’t know what was going on with those trousers, maybe they’d been made in a foreign country where everyone’s small . . . where are pygmies from? Anyway, let’s just say size 12 to 14, on a bad day, OK? My friends call me Jackie and my family call me Jack, which I hate, so that’s probably why they do it. People at work mostly seem to call me Jacqueline – don’t know why they don’t use the more familiar-sounding Jackie . . . they probably think I’m too forbidding or something for that, or perhaps they just don’t want to be over-friendly in case I think they want to be friends outside work. My best friend Sally calls me Queline most of the time, I sort of like that because it sounds grown-up and glamorous, not all butch like Jack. Actually, I’ve never written Queline down before, I don’t think it reads well, it looks like a cream you use to get rid of thrush. Must make sure Sally never addresses a card to me as that. So here I am, I live alone in a nice (– ish, I mean it was all I could afford but ideally I’d like something bigger) ne-bedroom flat in Queen’s Park. It’s nowhere near a park, of course, it’s just some made-up name to make a not very posh area sound posh. I am the Senior Conference Organiser for The Pellet Corporation, the largest computer and parts supplier in England (does that include Scotland or doesn’t it matter?). By the way, about being single, I am now, but only since last July. It’s not that I was married until last July but I was sort of engaged. OK, strictly speaking, not actually engaged officially, properly, it’s just that I had sort of assumed that as Perfect Peter and I had been together for a bit over a year . . . you know, you kind of think maybe, probably, but I was wrong. I mean I know he never proposed but I stupidly thought there was a chance it might be on the cards . . . anyway I couldn’t have been more wrong. Turns out the only things on his cards were dumping me and taking up a job offer in New York, all at the same time.


Oh, wait a minute, you don’t say ‘hello’ in your diary, like you’re talking to someone else, and what am I doing introducing myself? Typical – I don’t even know how to start a diary. Anyway, new diary, new life. Right. I know I’ve started this a bit late – I meant to start it on 1 January – like a normal person would. I mean if you are starting a diary you do it on the first day of the year, don’t you? Thing is, I lost my new diary on 31 December and didn’t manage to get another one until today. I bought it from the same shop I’d got the first one and even though I wore a hat, I could tell the shop assistant recognised me and was thinking ‘Lost the first one you bought, eh? I’ll bet you’re not very good at your job, if you can’t even hold on to a poxy new diary for a few days.’


I’m starting afresh. I’m going to have a more positive attitude to life. Yeah, I’m going to stop beating myself up about every little thing. Oh, help, I’m tempting fate now – God’ll really punish me for this and probably organise it for me to get the sack when I go back to work, or have a permanently maiming accident, or be given a seat on the bus by a young person or something awful.


Erm . . . not doing well on my new positive attitude. Sorry . . . who am I saying sorry to? Fabulous, now I’m apologising to myself.


Anyway, right, I suppose I’d better have some New Year’s resolutions, hadn’t I? That is what you do, isn’t it, when you start a diary . . . don’t you? You write down all the good things you are going to do. Yeah, right, so that two months later, they’re there as a glaring reminder of how bad you are at keeping even your own personal resolutions . . . oh, I might as well write some anyway.


10 NEW YEAR’S RESOLUTIONS




	Start really thinking ahead. When you get dressed or do a project at work . . . in fact when you do anything at all from now on, always think of any area someone might criticise and then either criticise it first or pretend it was a mistake.


	Be thinner.


	Be better at everything.


	Be grateful for most men’s attention (obviously that doesn’t include the really awful ones, unless they are very keen).


	Do not have too much to drink at Christmas or parties and start feeling depressed about Perfect Peter again.


	Start and do not break new, all-important Chinese macrobiotic/starvation diet thing – being thin will change your life.


	Make a lot of money on the side by writing one of those self-help books, like the ones I’ve got loads of.


	Make up a very confident pseudonym for self-help book, the sort of name that combined with the title gives the reader the impression that your life is fantastic in every possible way and that theirs is shit.


	Can’t think of any more . . . what does that say about me? I can’t even think of ten resolutions . . . oh, maybe it doesn’t have to be ten.





5 January


Back to work. Feeling much better, haven’t eaten for three days now – great! Fainted when I went to the lavatory but only for a couple of seconds. Decided I could face the world now that I’m a fraction thinner . . . bit of a delay doing this, suddenly realised how desperate and keen I looked in those earrings with the dangly bits that I’d thought were sort of young and trendy. How wrong can you be? The newspaper bloke was looking for some change when I suddenly realised what he was really thinking – ‘Don’t you think you’re a bit old for high-fashion earrings?’ I grabbed my paper then quickly ducked down an alley so that I could root about in the bottom of my handbag undetected – found a pair of silver studs and put them on immediately. Then I looked like an extra from Prisoner Cell Block H – a stroppy, dumpy woman of indeterminate sexuality. Still, that was better than looking like I thought I was young and attractive.


Leaving work, I saw Attractive New Andy from Marketing. I bumped into him in the lift, he did smile at me but I’m absolutely sure he moved to make room for me when I got in, like he was thinking, ‘Oh, she’s quite fat, I’ll have to move right over to the other side.’ He did actually suggest we had a drink together some time but I’m sure that’s because he felt guilty about having moved to make room for me and realised that I knew this was because he thought I was fat. Perhaps I’m being a bit silly – maybe he just wants to have a drink with me because he feels sorry for me and thinks I’ve got no friends. Yeah, maybe that’s all it is.


6 January


Not a bad day at work, completely cleared my desk of all the backlog of papers from the Crowley job which was good, because it meant I was sitting down all day and I didn’t have to worry about Andy seeing how big my bum is and changing his mind about that drink.


Probably shouldn’t have worn that red suit though because Bossy Bowyer from the Senior Management team said something about how well organised the Christmas party was, as he passed me in the hall. I didn’t have anything to do with organising it! He must have been thinking, ‘She’d have made a hilarious Father Christmas in that suit.’ Why else would he have mentioned it? Oh, great, just realised he’d probably noticed the beard I’ve sprouted thanks to my current bout of PMT, and thought that would have made me an extra-specially amusing and appropriate Father Christmas.


8 January


Went to the sales, gave up after two shops. Everywhere I went I knew the assistants were thinking, ‘Oh, please, why are you bothering to spend money on clothes, tents from Milletts would be more suitable.’


9 January


Woke up feeling like a complete fool. Why, oh, why did I buy those platforms? I thought they looked alright when I tried them on but now I realise that girl in the shop was really thinking I looked like a hippopotamus in orthopaedic shoes. Of course, she was right.


10 January


Six Ryvitas, half a teaspoon of no-fat, no-flavour cottage cheese and two wrinkled tangerines since Saturday and several gallons of that Chinese macrobiotic tea. It tastes a lot like lavatory cleaner with old coins soaked in it – must be really good for you. Feel great. The smoking really helps. It’s probably easier to keep eating like this if I can get really properly addicted to fags.


NB: just realised that cigarettes are a brilliant substitute for food.


Anyway, things were beginning to look up once I’d got the nicotine stains off my teeth . . . well, most of them, I’ll do the rest tomorrow, I’ve done the ones you see if I smile (just must remember not to smile properly until I’ve done the bottom ones), so I settled down to watch E.R. and they’d replaced it with some pathetic documentary about anorexics – like I should feel sorry for them. So, pissed off, I ate a slice of bread and butter – oh God, when will it ever change?


Same day, 2 a.m. – I’m now lying in bed, can’t face my usual middle-of-the-night weigh-in, I just know I’ve put on at least half a pound. The bus conductor’s going to notice and give me a pitying look, sort of saying, ‘Well, hello, Miss Piggy, how do you expect to get a seat on the bus with that fat arse?’ It’s one of those pay-as-you-enter buses but all the same he’s definitely going to be thinking that as he looks at me in his rear-view mirror.


Decided to weigh myself after all – and thanks a lot, God – weighed another pound. Went back to bed. No point going to work if everyone is going to laugh at me.


11 January


Had to go into work today. Bossy Bowyer phoned and said they couldn’t manage without me, so unless I was really ill could I please try and come in. Don’t know who he thinks he’s fooling with that ‘Can’t manage without you, Jacqueline, you’re the only one who can handle the bigger clients and your presence is vital in the office’ . . . Yeah, right, vital to give everyone else a laugh when they see how fat I’ve got and laugh at me when I go to the coffee machine, or maybe he means vital because I probably make everybody else look good because I’m so useless. Oh, dear me, I’m being very negative, aren’t I? Maybe I’m vital because I’m good at my job . . . feels weird writing something like that down, hope God doesn’t read this and pay me back.


14 January


Haven’t had time to write for a couple of days, been completely rushed off my feet at work. Wasn’t really ill I suppose anyway, just a bit overweight and that’s not, strictly speaking, ill . . . is it? Things are really hotting up at work. There’s this big new client, Pozzi Software, they are an Italian company and have been exporting new software to Britain for a year and now they want to set up a couple of conferences, half as a sort of thank you to their sales reps and half to promote the new stuff they’ve got. Should be quite fun to do because they want the conferences to have an Italian theme . . . Italian catering, Italian music . . . I’ve just had a thought. Aren’t all Italian women fat? What if Bossy Bowyer wants me to handle this job because he thinks the clients will feel at home with me because I look like some sort of Italian mama. I was wearing that printed floral dress the day we discussed this brief – Bossy Bowyer probably thought it was an apron. I suppose I might have got the job because I can speak some Italian but I’ll bet it’s the fat bum and the apron really.


15 January


Great news. Attractive New Andy from Marketing is handling the Pozzi account, he came over this morning and told me. One thing, though. He said, ‘It’ll give us an excuse to have that drink now’ . . . what does he mean excuse, why does he need an excuse? Is he married? Does he live with his mum? Is he in the army? Why would he say ‘excuse’? I don’t feel comfortable about that word – maybe he sees having a drink with me as a kind of last resort, the sort of thing you would only do as a way of getting out of something really onerous like football practice. Marvellous, so I’m the sort of sick note of dating, am I? He did say ‘give us an excuse’ . . . oh, maybe he was flirting. I wouldn’t know flirtatious banter from a bar of soap, so I can’t decide whether it was flirting or letting me know that if we ever actually have a relationship (hah!) then he’ll always need an ‘excuse’ to be with me.


NB: Honestly, I’ve just reread that bit. From now, I must not analyse every single word someone I like says to me . . . well, it does sort of help clarify things before you get too . . . no, that’s it, no more scrutinising another person’s every word and gesture . . . the thing is it can be very revealing and sort of helpful . . . no, no, no, this must end, do not scrutinise every possible meaning of every little word . . . OK, that’s it, I won’t, from now on, I will let things pass . . . well, what about just every sentence instead . . . that wouldn’t be as bad, would it? Right . . . just ‘excuse’, then . . .


16 January


Not such great news. Thin Clare from New Accounts is also handling the Pozzi job – now I’ve got no chance with ANA (new abbreviation for Attractive New Andy, I’m getting bored with having to write that out every time . . . only problem with this abbreviation is that if anyone ever reads this diary and doesn’t see what ANA stands for they’ll probably think I’m a lesbian – terrific). At lunchtime, in the canteen, Thin Clare was behind me in the queue, so I deliberately only had a fizzy water and a couple of crackers with nothing on them – that’ll show her. Anyway, she sat at the same table as me and said she was very pleased to be having this opportunity to work with me . . . I wonder what she meant by that? She also told me she’d recently got engaged to her childhood sweetheart, Paul. Sort of felt relieved for a minute, you know, because of ANA and everything, then I realised that blokes always seem to like girls they can’t have, so it’ll only make ANA keener on her, assuming he likes her at all which I don’t know, of course, but it’s always best to assume the worst. Really, I must stop this, it’s very nice that Thin Clare is getting engaged . . . I wonder if Paul is thin too? Lucky Clare – really thin and engaged.


Got home late and realised I hadn’t eaten anything all day apart from that fizzy water and the crackers, feel a bit light-headed . . . great, probably losing weight even as I’m writing this. Oh, I did eat a couple of those wonderful Pret à Manger Chunky Chicken, Walnut, Dolcelatte and Extra Mayonnaise sandwiches when I popped out earlier, but I was walking when I ate them so they don’t really count, do they? I’m sure food consumed when you are in motion has no calorific value – in real terms, does it?


NB: Important meeting re Pozzi account not till 10 a.m., so I can have a little lie-in before starting to get ready, set clock for 5.30 a.m.


17 January


I’d allowed three and a half hours to get dressed, luckily it was just about enough. This morning me, ANA, Thin Clare and Bossy Bowyer are meeting with Carlo Pozzi of Pozzi Software to go through ideas etc. for the conferences. Obviously I need to look my absolute best as ANA is going to be in there and the only way to get to the coffee percolator involves having to turn my back to the table . . . I suppose I could call someone in to do it for me but that might look a bit lazy.


Decided to wear my lilac jacket with the long black skirt, they aren’t really supposed to go together and actually they do look a bit odd as an ensemble. Thing is, the jacket is the best one for sitting down in and the skirt makes my bum look marginally slimmer. Anyway, I’ll stay sat down once the meeting’s over while everyone is leaving . . . like I’m writing notes or something.10 p.m. – exhausted but had to write about the meeting. It went really well, I managed to stay seated the entire time and Thin Clare poured the coffee before I’d even had time to start panicking about getting up. Oh yeah, and the client seemed to like my ideas for the conferences as well. Carlo Pozzi was very good-looking, about 35 years old or so, speaks beautiful English with a sort of foreign accent (obviously) and he kept staring at me and every time I told him about one of the ideas he’d say it was great. I was a bit puzzled by that until it dawned on me that he obviously fancied Thin Clare and must have been trying to make her jealous by pretending he found me attractive and interesting. Don’t know what was wrong with ANA, he seemed a bit sulky. Perhaps he hates lilac.


25 January


Really sorry haven’t written anything for ages. Things have been really hectic at the office and at home. It looks like somebody has bought the flat downstairs but more about that later. I’ve spent the last week trying to put together a plan of action for the series of conferences Carlo Pozzi has now decided he wants rather than the two originally planned. He rings me practically every day to go over things and discuss plans . . . great, it must be because he thinks I need constant monitoring – can’t think why else he’s always on the phone. Mind you, he doesn’t often ask about the conferences, sometimes he just rings and never mentions the work . . . oh, I’ve just realised, I bet he makes sure that our receptionist mentions to Thin Clare that he rings me a lot – clever work. I expect his plan is to make Thin Clare really jealous before he approaches her . . . funnily enough, I don’t think he has ever spoken to her, he must be playing a very clever waiting game – mind you, he is Italian and they are supposed to be good at all that kind of thing, aren’t they?


Bossy Bowyer and I went through all the regions for the conferences, they’re going to be at all the major venues in Glasgow, Liverpool, Cardiff, Birmingham and London. Bossy Bowyer said that it might be the case that ‘Mr Canfield’ (a.k.a. ANA) will be coming with me . . . ‘as your right hand, you understand, Jacqueline.’ Does Bossy Bowyer know I fancy ANA? Is that what he was hinting at? Does he feel sorry for me and thinks I won’t have a chance with Andy unless we’re stuck in some cheesy hotel in Cardiff together? Or maybe he thinks I can’t do the job alone but doesn’t know how to say that? . . . now stop this right now, come on, Jacqueline M Pane, you should be pleased that Andy is going to be with you and leave it at that. STOP trying to find subterfuge when it’s not there . . . thing is you never know . . . STOP IT . . . OK, OK . . . I’ve stopped . . . (for now).


26 January


As usual, lunch with Sally and of course the inevitable came up again – breast enlargement. Well, in my case reshaping rather than enlargement. It’s different for Sally, she’s so completely perfect in every way (I suppose she does have that slightly-thick-ankles issue but they’re so easy to hide). Naturally, Sally did her usual best friend thing of saying I didn’t need to have my breasts reshaped and how lucky I was to have big breasts and how she yearned to have tits that men would look at, blah, blah, blah. Course I told her that big breasts à la Pamela Anderson are one thing but ones that are more like old socks with tangerines dropped in the bottom are an entirely different kettle du poisson. Sally and I then started talking about how, when it actually came down to it, women should only really be interested in men who loved us for ourselves and not for how we looked . . . try as we might, and we do try, I still can’t get that to ring completely true. Anyway, Sally was only joining in to make me feel better (as per) because, of course, Lovely Dan does love her exactly the way she is, but then again he hasn’t exactly got his work cut out for him because Sally is gorgeous . . . apart from the thick ankles and he might not have seen them yet. So all that feminist stuff sounds great but it doesn’t feel completely convincing – maybe it will when I’ve lost half a stone. Told Sally all about ANA and him coming to the conferences and stuff. Oh yeah, Sally had a completely barmy theory . . . she reckoned Andy was behaving funnily at the meeting with Pozzi because he was jealous of the attention Carlo was paying me. Poor Sally, sometimes she just doesn’t get it . . . I suppose she’s only doing what a best friend does really.


Didn’t dare tell Sally I was thinking of liposuction – I just know she’d have a fit. Sometimes I wish I could share my cellulite with someone. I don’t mean actually share the cellulite – although that’d be great – I mean share the tyranny of the cellulite. You see, Sally’s only got a tiny bit up around where her thighs meet her bum and, get this, she thinks that’s normal for a woman over 30! I’ve got it right down to my feet and I’m sure it’s spreading round to the front . . . I wonder if it’s like mould – the more there is the more it grows. It’s really peculiar the way Sally seems to be able to just accept bits of herself like that, except for her small breasts. I keep telling her that after you’ve been to bed with someone the first few times they don’t seem to stay that interested in your breasts. Especially if, like mine, the total mass forms a reasonably attractive package when contained by a bra – but are a bit like five-day-old party balloons once released. Far from big tits being an advantage for sex, actually you become fixated on not having it in any positions where they are going to look horrible . . . and that isn’t always that easy . . . especially if you want to look like a swinger and not all uptight and old-fashioned.


NB: Include chapter on ‘Most Flattering Positions to Have Sex In’ when I write my self-help book.


NB: Book that ‘Learning to Live without Cellulite’ away-day.


Stayed in Saturday night – decided not to go to that party down the road. I was feeling tired and anyway I noticed I’d got a bit of a moustache growing – my period must be on its way. Great little reminder that, now I’ve turned into a Mexican revolutionary, before I’ve even got to the stage where I burst into floods of tears because they’ve run out of pickled gherkins at Sainsbury’s.


27 January


Woke up nice and early to ensure there was time for a proper re-examination of recent beard growth in the full light of day. Mercifully, it’s still only at the moustache stage and hasn’t spread to my chin yet . . . maybe, this time, I’ll manage to bypass the orthodox rabbi look. Also, it’s not quite as dark and hairy as it seemed last night but decided to ‘Jolen Cream Facial Bleach’ it anyway, just to be on the safe side. God, that stuff burns . . . I read the ingredients and I’m sure it’s got some of the same stuff in it that eliminates limescale . . . I suppose that doesn’t matter too much as long as it also eliminates the Charles Bronson effect.


Decided to go to the gym and do an exercise class with Gillian the Nazi. I tried to stay at the back as usual but there weren’t very many people there this morning and Mein Führer made me stand at the front so that the new people could follow me. Honestly, I wanted to die – three years of decoy technique, executed with military precision, completely down the pan. I’d deliberately changed classes erratically, missing one here, turning up at three in a row there, etc. so that no one single teacher would think I was a regular and then submit me to the Gestapo-like torture of getting me to show an exercise to newcomers. Gillian didn’t actually get me to do anything on my own but, standing at the front, all I could feel, as we pounded the floor with those bloody star-jumps, was every pair of eyes behind me transfixed by that shelf of solid fat that has made its permanent resting place in the previously unclaimed, unnamed territory above my buttocks and below my waist. I didn’t even know that bit of my body existed until that shelf appeared there. Terrific, isn’t it? The older you get the more new places restless fat finds to make its home. I was waving down a taxi the other day (NB: never do that again in a sleeveless dress) and discovered that the flesh on my upper arm was still shuddering to a standstill after I’d got into the cab. It’s bad enough that new nooks and crannies are being sought out on a daily basis by fugitive fat but now it appears that this new kind of fat moves at a different rhythm to the rest of my body! My buttocks definitely have a mind of their own and that shelf is completely independently spirited. I never thought I’d be looking back longingly at my 20s, it’s not as if I was thin then but at least the fat all seemed to move as one. Nowadays, there’s no telling which spare tyre is going to bring attention to itself when you least expect it. I saw some bodysuit thing in an American mail order catalogue – it was like a girdle only it didn’t just keep your stomach flat like a ‘panty-girdle’ (NB: never use the word panty, even if you go to America). Anyway, from the bottom up, it started like shorts, sort of thing, except from below your knees, then went all the way up to your neck and down your arms to the bend in your elbows. It looked really useful, because at least that way you could squash and unify the movement of your excess weight, but the only thing was I couldn’t work out what you could wear it with – course that’s assuming you could move at all, once you had it on. A polo neck and trousers might be alright with that underneath but if you wanted to go out you’d have to be carried to your destination on a stretcher because I really don’t think bending in it is a possibility. It looked a bit like a wet suit. Goodness, it’s bad enough wearing control pants – I wore a pair once, when in a fit of madness I’d bought a very clingy dress. Thing is, they were so effective in their ‘control’ that they were more like a tourniquet than a pair of pants and they cut off the blood supply to my feet. I had a bit of trouble walking for a couple of days after that but it was worth it because loads of people had said how slim I looked in that dress. God, those were the days . . . I wonder if I’ve still got those control pants . . . I could wear them under my swimming costume when I go on holiday.


NB: Period started in the night – I feel all bloated and leaden. No change there, then.


30 January


Didn’t have much to write yesterday. Sorry. Stayed in most of the day trying to decide whether or not to take radical action with the moustache and resort to a razor (not to kill myself, to shave with) – decided that shaving would probably be a bit of a mistake at this stage, it might have all sorts of unwelcome repercussions – like a full beard by the end of the year.


Popped in to see Old Mrs Mellish across the hall, see if she was alright or needed anything. I had to get out of the flat anyway because the new bloke in the flat downstairs turns out to have an active and loud sex life. Bloody hell, I thought they were using a megaphone. Just my luck, not only is he rampant but noisy with it.
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