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To my Mum, Nellie, for not being like Bridget's
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New Year's Resolutions



| WILL NOT
Drink more than fourteen acohol units a week.
Smoke.
Waste money on: pasta-makers, ice-cream machines or other culinary devices which will never
use, books by unreadable literary authors to put impressvely on shelves, exotic underwear, since
pointless as have no boyfriend.
Behave duttishly around the house, but ingtead imagine others are watching.
Spend more than earn.

Allow in-tray to rage out of control.

Fdl for any of following: acoholics, workaholics, commitment phobics, people with girlfriends or
wives, misogynists, megadomaniacs, chauvinists, emotiond fuckwits or fredoaders, perverts.

Get annoyed with Mum, Una Alconbury or Perpetua.

Get upset over men, but instead be poised and cool ice-queen.

Have crushes on men, but instead form relationships based on mature assessment of character.
Bitch about anyone behind their backs, but be positive about everyone.

Obsess about Daniel Cleaver as pathetic to have a crush on boss in manner of Miss Moneypenny
or smilar.

Sulk about having no boyfriend, but develop inner poise and authority and sense of sdf as woman
of substance, complete without boyfriend, as best way to obtain boyfriend.



| WILL
Stop smoking.
Drink no more than fourteen alcohol units aweek.
Reduce circumference of thighs by 3 inches (i.e. 1%z inches each), using anti-cdlulite diet.
Purge flat of dl extraneous matter
Give dl dothes which have not worn for two years or more to homeless.
Improve career and find new job with potentidl.
Save up money in form of savings. Poss start pension-also.
Be more confident.
Be more assartive.
Make better use of time.
Not go out every night but stay in and read books and listen to classica music.
Give proportion of earnings to charity.
Be kinder and help others more.
Eat more pulses.
Get up straight away when wake up m mornings.

Go to gym three times a wesk not merdy to buy sandwich. Put photographs in photograph
adbums

Make up compilaion 'mood tgpes so can have tapes ready with dl favourite
romantic/dancing/rousing/feminist etc, tracks assembled ingead of turning into drink-sodden DJ
style person with tapes scattered al over floor.

Form functiond relationship with responsible adult.

Learn to programme video.



JANUARY

An Exceptionally Bad Start



Sunday 1 January

94t 3 (but post-Christmas), alcohol units 14 (but effectively covers 2 days as 4 hours of party was
on New Year's Day),cigarettes 22, calories 5424.

Food consumed today:

2 pkts Emmenthd cheese dices

14 cold new potatoes

2 Bloody Marys (count as food as contain Worcester sauce and tomatoes)

1/3 Ciabattaloaf with Brie

Coriander leaves 1/2 packet

12 Milk Tray (best to get rid of dl Chrigmas confectionery in one go and make fresh start
tomorrow)

13 cocktail sticks securing cheese and pinegpple

Portion Una Alconbury's turkey curry, peas and bananas

Portion Una Alconbury's Raspberry Surprise made with Bourbon biscuits, tinned raspberries,
eight galons of whipped cream, decorated with glacé cherries and angdlica.

Noon. London: my flat. Ugh. The lagt thing on eath | fed phydcdly, emationdly or mentdly
equipped to do is drive to Una and Geoffrey Alconbury's New Year's Day Turkey Curry Buffet in
Grafton Underwood. Geoffrey and Una Alconbury are my parents best friends and, as Uncle
Geoffrey never tires of reminding me, have known me since | was running round the lawn with no
clothes on. My mother rang up a 8.30 in the morning last August Bank Holiday and forced me to
promise to go. She gpproached it via a cunningly circuitous route.

'Oh, hello, darling. | wasjust ringing to see what you wanted for Chrismeas!’

‘Christmas?,

'Would you like asurprise, darling?

'No!" | bellowed. 'Sorry. | mean. . ."

'l wondered if you'd like a set of whedls for your suitcase!

‘But | haven't got a suitcase.

'Why don't | get you alittle suitcase with wheel s attached. Y ou know, like air hostesses have.'

'I've dready got abag.’

'Oh, darling, you can't go around with that tatty green canvas thing. You look like some sort of
Mary Poppins person who's fdlen on hard times. Just a little compact case with a pull-out handle.
It's amazing how much you can get in. Do you warnt it in navy on red or red on navy?

'Mum. It's eight thirty in the morning. It's summer. It's very haot. | don't want an air-hostess bag.'

‘Julie Enderby's got one. She says she never uses anything dse’

'Who's Julie Enderby?

'You know Julie, darling, Mavis Enderby's daughter. Julie! The one that's got that super-dooper
job at Arthur Andersen . . ."

‘Mum . ..'

‘Always takesit on her trips. . .

'l don't want alittle bag with whedson.'

Tl tell you what. Why don't Jamie, Daddy and | dl club together and get you a proper new big
suitcase and a set of whedls?



Exhaugted, | held the phone away from my ear, puzzling about where the missonary luggege-
Chrismas-gift zed had semmed fom. When | put the phone back she was saying: ' . . . in actud
fact, you can get them with a compartment with bottles for your bubble bath and things. The other
thing | thought of was a shopping trolley.’

'Is there anything you'd like for Chrigmas? | sad desperady, blinking in the dazzling Bank
Holiday sunlight.

'No, no," she said airily. 'lI've got everything | need. Now, darling,” she suddenly hissed, ‘you will
be coming to Geoffrey and Una's New Y ear's Day Turkey Curry Buffet this year, won't you?

'‘Ah. Actudly, | . . . | panicked wildly. What could | pretend to be doing? ' . . . think | might
have to work on New Year's Day.'

‘That doesnt matter. You can drive up after work. Oh, did | mention? Mdcolm and Elaine
Dacy are coming and bringing Mark with them. Do you remember Mak, darling? He's one of
those top-notch barristers. Masses of money. Divorced. It doesn't art till eight.’

Oh God. Not another drangely dressed opera freek with bushy hair burgeoning from a side-
parting. 'Mum, I'vetold you. | don't need to be fixed up with . . ."

‘Now come dong, darling. Una and Geoffrey have been holding the New Year Buffet snce you
were running round the lawvn with no clothes on! Of course youre going to come. And youll be
able to use your new suitcase.'

11.45 p.m. Ugh. First day of New Year has been day of horror. Cannot quite believe | am once
agan darting the year in a dngle bed in my parents house. It is too humiliaing & my age. |
wonder if theyll amdl it if | have a fag out of the window. Having skulked & home dl day,
hoping hangover would clear, | eventuadly gave up and sat off for the Turkey Curry Buffet far too
late. When | got to the Alconburys and rang their entire-tune-of-town-hdlclock-style doorbell |
was 4ill in a srange world of my own — nauseous, vile-headed, acidic. | was dso suffering from
road-rage residue after inadvertently getting on to the M6 ingead of the M1 and having to drive
hdfway to Birmingham before | could find anywhere to turn round. | was so furious | kept
jamming my foot down to the floor on the accderator pedd to give vent to my fedings, which is
very dangerous. | watched resgnedly as Una Alconbury's form — intriguingly deformed through
the ripply glass door bore down on me in afuchdatwo- piece.

‘Bridget! We'd amost given you up for lost! Happy New Y ear! Just about to start without you.'

She seemed to manage to kiss me, get my coat off, hang it over the banigter, wipe her lipstick
off my chesk and make me fed incredibly guilty dl in one movement, while | leaned againg the
ornament shelf for support.

‘Sorry. | got lost.'

'Lost? Durr! What are we going to do with you? Come on in!’

She led me through the frosted-glass doorsinto the lounge, shouting, 'She got lost, everyone!'

‘Bridget! Happy New Yea! sad Geoffrey Alconbury, clad in a ydlow diamond-patterned
sweater. He did a jokey Bruce Forsyth step then gave me the sort of hug which Boots would send
draight to the police sation.

'Hahumph," he said, going red in the face and pulling his trousers up by the waistband. 'Which
junction did you come off at?

"Junction nineteen, but there was adiverson

‘Junction nineteen! Una, she came off a Junction nineteen! Youve added an hour to your
journey before you even started. Come on, let's get you adrink. How's your love-life, anyway?



Oh God. Why cant married people understand that this is no longer a polite question to ask?
We wouldn't rush up to them and roar, 'How's your marriage going? Still having sex? Everyone
knows that dating in your thirties is not the happy-go-lucky free-for-al it was when you were
twenty-two and that the honest answer is more likely to be, ‘Actudly, last night my married lover
appeared wearing suspenders and a darling little Angora crop-top, told me he was gay/a sex
addict/a narcotic addict/a commitment phobic and beat me up with adildo,’ than, 'Super, thanks!'

Not being a naturd liar, | ended up mumbling shamefacedly to Geoffrey, 'Fine' a which point
he boomed, 'So you till haven't got afdler!’

‘Bridget! What are we going to do with you!" said Una 'You career girlsl | don't know! Can't
put it off for ever, you know. Tick-tock-tick-tock.'

'Yes. How does a woman manage to get to your age without being married? roared Brian
Enderby (married to Mavis, used to be presdent of the Rotary in Kettering), waving his sherry in
the air. Fortunately my dad rescued me.

I'm very pleased to see you, Bridget, he said, taking my arm. 'Your mother has the entire
Northamptonshire condtabulary poised to comb the county with toothbrushes for your
dismembered remains. Come and demondirate your presence so | can dart enjoying myself. How's
the be-wheded suitcase?

'Big beyond all sense. How are the ear-hair clippers?

'Oh, marvelloudy — you know — clippy.'

It was dl right, | suppose. | would have felt a bit mean if | hadn't turned up, but Mark Darcy. . .
Yuk. Every time my mother's rung up for weeks it's been, 'Of course you remember the Darcys,
daling. They came over when we were living in Buckingham and you and Mak played in the
paddiing pool!" or, 'Oh! Did | mention Macolm and Elaine are bringing Mark with them to Unas
New Year's Day Turkey Curry Buffet? He's just back from America, apparently. Divorced. He's
looking for a house in Holland Park. Apparently he had the mogt terrible time with his wife.
Japanese. Very crud race.

Then next time, as if out of the blue, 'Do you remember Mak Darcy, darling? Macolm and
Elanes so? He's one of these super-dooper top-notch lawyers. Divorced. Elaine says he works
al the time and he's teribly londy. | think he might be coming to Unas New Yea's Day Turkey
Curry Buffet, actudly.’

| don't know why she didn't just come out with it and say, 'Darling, do shag Mark Darcy over
the turkey curry, won't you? He's very rich.'

'‘Come dong and meet Mark,’ Una Alconbury sing-songed before I'd even had time to get a
drink down me.

Being set up with a man againg your will is one levd of humiliaion, but being literally dragged
into it by Una Alconbury while caring for an acidic hangover, waiched by an entire roomful of
friends of your parents, is on another plane atogether.

The rich, divorced-by-crud-wife Mark — quite tdl — was standing with his back to the room,
scrutinizing the contents of the Alconburys booksheves: mainly leather-bound series of books
about the Third Reich, which Geoffrey sends off for from Reader's Digedt. It struck me as pretty
ridiculous to be cdled Mr Darcy and to stand on your own looking snooty at a party. It's like being
cdled Heathdiff and ingsing on spending the entire evening in the garden, shouting 'Cathy’ and
banging your head againgt atree.

‘Mark," said Una, as if she was one of Sarta Clauss fairies. 'I've got someone nice for you to
meet.’



He turned round, reveding that what had seemed from the back like a harmless navy sweater
was actudly a V-neck diamond-pattern in shades of ydlow and blue — as favoured by the more
elderly of the nation's sports reporters. As my friend Tom often remarks, it's amazing how much
time and money can be saved in the world of dating by close attention to detail. A white sock here,
a par of red braces there, a grey dip-on shoe, a swastika, are as often as not dl one needs to tdl
you thereés no point writing down phone numbers and forking out for expensive lunches because
it's never going to be arunner.

'Mark, this is Colin and Pam's daughter, Bridget,’ said Una, going al pink and fluttery. 'Bridget
worksin publishing, don't you, Bridget?

'l do indeed,’ | for some reason said, as if | were taking part in a Capitd radio phone-in and was
about to ask Una if | could 'say hdlo' to my friends Jude, Sharon and Tom, my brother Jamie,
everyone in the office, my mum and dad, and last of dl dl the people a the Turkey Curry Buffet.

‘Wdll, I'll leave you two young people together, said Una. 'Durr! | expect you're sick to death of
us old fuddy-duddies.’

‘Not at all,’ said Mark Darcy avkwardly with a rather unsuccessful atempt a a smile, a which
Una, after rolling her eyes puting a hand to her bosom and giving a gay tinkling laugh,
abandoned us with atoss of her head to a hideous silence.

'I. Um. Areyou reading any' ah . . . Have you read any good books lately? he said.

Oh, for God's sake.

| racked my brain franticaly to think when | last read a proper book. The trouble with working
in publishing is that reading in your spare time is a hit like being a dustman and suffling through
the pig bin in the evening. I'm hdfway through Men are from Mars, Women are from Venus,
which Jude lent me, but | didn't think Mark Darcy, though clearly odd, was ready to accept
himsdf asaMartian quite yet. Then | had abrainwave.

'‘Backlash, actudly, by Susan Fdudi,’ | sad triumphantly. Hah! | haven't exactly read it as such,
but fed | have as Sharon has been ranting about it so much. Anyway, completely safe option as no
way diamond-pattern-jumpered goody-goody would have read five-hundred-page feminist
treatise.

'Ah. Redlly? he sad. 'l read that when it first came out. Didn't you find there was rather a lot of
specid pleading?

'Oh, well, not too much . . ." | sad wildly, racking my brains for a way to get off the sibject.
'Have you been staying with your parents over New Year?

'Yes,' he said eagerly. Y ou too?

'Yes. No. | was a a party in London last night. Bit hungover, actudly.' | gabbled nervoudy so
that Una and Mum wouldn't think | was s0 usdess with men | was faling to tak to even Mak
Darcy. 'But then | do think New Year's resolutions can't technically be expected to begin on New
Year's Day, don't you? Since, because it's an extenson of New Year's Eve, smokers are aready on
a anoking roll and cannot be expected to stop abruptly on the stroke of midnight with so much
nicotine in the system. Also dieting on New Year's Day isn't a good idea as you cant edt rationdly
but redly need to be free to consume whatever is necessary, moment by moment, n order to ease
your hangover. | think it would be much more sengble if resolutions began generdly on January
the second.’

'‘Maybe you should get something to eat,’ he said, then suddenly bolted off towards the buffet,
leaving me danding on my own by the bookshef while everybody stared a me, thinking, 'So
that's why Bridget isn't married. She repulses men.’



The worgt of it was tha Una Alconbury and Mum wouldn't leave it a that. They kept making
me wak round with trays of gherkins and glasses of cream sherry in a desperate bid to throw me
into Mark Darcy's path yet again. In the end they were so crazed with frudration that the second |
got within four feet of him with the gherkins Una threw hersdf across the room like Will Carling
and sad, 'Mak, you must take Bridget's telephone number before you go, then you can get in
touch when you're in London.'

| couldnt stop mysdf turning bright red. 1 could fed it climbing up my neck. Now Mark would
think I'd put her up to it.

'I'm sure Bridget's life in London is quite full enough aready, Mrs Alconbury,” he said. Humph.
It's not that | wanted him to take my phone number or anything, but 1 didnt want him to make it
perfectly obvious to everyone that he didn't want to. As | looked down | sw that he was wearing
white socks with a yellow bumblebee motif

'Cant | tempt you with a gherkin? | said, to show | had had a genuine reason for coming over,
which was quite definitely gherkin-based rather than phone- number-related.

"Thank you, no," he said, looking & me with some darm.

'Sure? Stuffed olive? | pressed on.

'No, redly.’

'Slverskin onion? | encouraged. 'Beetroot cube?

"Thank you," he said desperatdly, taking an dlive.

'Hope you enjoy it," | said triumphartly.

Towards the end | saw him being harangued by his mother and Una, who marched him over
towards me and stood just behind while he said 4iffly, ‘Do you need driving back to London? I'm
staying here but | could get my car to take you.'

'What, dl onitsown? | said.

Heblinked a me.

'Durr! Mark has acompany car and adriver, slly, said Una

"Thank you, that's very kind,, | said. '‘But | shdl be taking one of my trainsin the morning.'

2 am. Oh, why am | s0 unéttractive? Why? Even a man who wears bumblebee socks thinks | am
horrible. Hate the New Year. Hate everyone. Except Danid Cleaver. Anyway, have got giant tray-
szed bar of Cadbury's Dairy Milk left over from Chrigmas on dressing table, dso amusing joke
gin and tonic miniature. Am going to consume them and have fag.

Tuesday 3 January

9t 4 (terrifying dlide into obesity — why? why?), alcohol units 6 (excellent), cigarettes 23 (v.g.),
calories 2472.

9 am. Ugh. Cannot face thought of go to work. Only thing which makes it tolerable is thought of
seeing Danid again, but even that is inadvisable since am fat, have spot on chin, and desire only to
gt on cushion edting chocolate and watching Xmas specids It seems wrong and unfar that
Chrigmas, with its dressful and unmanageable financid and emational chdlenges, should firs be
forced upon one whally againgt ones will, then rudely snatched away just when one is darting to
get into it. Was redly beginning to enjoy the feding that norma service was suspended and it was
OK to lie in bed as long as you want, put anything you fancy into your mouth, and drink acohol



whenever it should chance to pass your way, even in the mornings. Now suddenly we are dl
supposed to snap into salf-discipline like lean teenage greyhounds.

10 p.m. Ugh. Perpetua, dightly senior and therefore thinking she is in charge of me, was a her
most obnoxious and bossy, going on and on to the point of utter boredom about latest haf-million
pound property she is planning to buy with her rich-but-overbred boyfriend, Hugo: 'Yars, yars,
wal it is north-facing but they've done something frightfully dever with the light.

| looked a her widtfully, her vast, bulbous bottom swathed in a tight red skirt with a bizare
three-quarter-length driped waistcoat strapped across it. What a blessing to be born with such
Sloaney arrogance. Perpetua could be the size of a Renault Espace and not give it a thought. How
many hours, months, years, have | spent worrying about weight while Perpetua has been happily
looking for lamps with porcdan cats as bases around the Fulham Road? She is missng out on a
source of happiness, anyway. It is proved by surveys that happiness does not come from love,
wedlth or power but the pursuit of attainable gods. and what isadiet if not that?

On way home in end-of-Chrismas denid | bought a packet of cut-price chocolate tree
decorations and a £3.69 bottle of sparkling wine from Norway, Pakistan or smilar. | guzzled them
by the light of the Chrismas tree, together with a couple of mince pies, the last of the Chrigmas
cake and some Stilton, while watching EastEnder s, imagining it was a Chrisgmas specid.

Now, though, | fed ashamed and repulsve. | can actudly fed the fat splurging out from my
body. Never mind. Sometimes you have to snk to a nadir of toxic fa envelopment in order to
emerge, phoenix-like, from the chemicd waddand as a purged and beautiful Michdle Pfeffer
figure. Tomorrow new Spartan health and beauty regime will begin.

Mmmm. Danie Cleaver, though. Love his wicked dissolute ar, while being v. successful and
clever. He was being v. funny today, telling everyone about his aunt thinking the onyx kitchentrall
holder his mother had given her for Chrismas was a modd of a penis. Was redly v. anusng
about it. Also asked me if | got anything nice for Chrigmas in rether flirty way. Think might wear
short black skirt tomorrow.

Wednesday 4 January

9t 5 (state of emergency now as if fat has been stored in capsule form over Christmas and is
being slowly released under skin), alcohol units 5 (better), cigarettes 20, calories 700 (v.g.)

4 p.m. Office. State of emergency. Jude just rang up from her portable phone in flood of tears, and
eventudly mareged to explain, in a sheep's voice, that she had just had to excuse hersdf from a
board meeting (Jude is Head of Futures a Brightlings) as she was about to burst into tears and was
now trapped in the ladies with Alice Cooper eyes and no make-up bag. Her boyfriend, Vile
Richard (sdlf-indulgent commitment phobic), whom she has been seeing on and off for eighteen
months, had chucked her for asking him if he wanted to come on holiday with her. Typicd, but
Jude naturaly was blaming it dl on hersdf.

'I'm co-dependent. | asked for too much to satisfy my own neediness rather than need. Oh, if
only | could turn back the clock.’

| immediately cdled Sharon and an emergency summit has been scheduled for 6.30 in Café
Rouge. | hope | can get away without bloody Perpetua kicking up.



11 p.m. Strident evening. Sharon immediady launched into her theory on the Richard stuation:
'Emotiond fuckwittage, which is goreading like wildfire among men over thirty. As women glide
from ther twenties to thirties, Shazzer argues, the baance of power subtly shifts Even the most
outrageous minxes lose ther nerve, wresling with the fird twinges of exidentid angs: fears of
dying done and being found three weeks later hdf-eaten by an Alsatian. Stereotypical notions of
shelves, spinning whedls and sexud scrapheaps cons ire to make you fed stupid, no matter how
much time you spend thinking about Joanna Lumley and Susan Sarandon.

'And men like Richard,’ fumed Sharon, ‘play on the chink in the armour to wriggle out of
commitment, maturity, honour and the natural progression of things between aman and awoman.'

By this time Jude and | were going, 'Shhh, shhh,” out of the corners of our mouths and sinking
down into our coats. After dl, there is nothing so unattractive to a man as strident feminiam.

'How dare he say you were getting too serious by asking to go on holiday with him? yelled
Sharon. 'What is he talking about?

Thinking moonily about Danid Cleaver, | ventured that not dl men are like Richard. At which
point Sharon sarted on a long illudrative lig of emotiond fuckwittage in progress amongst our
friends. one whose boyfriend of thirteen years refuses even to discuss living together; another who
went out with a man four times who then chucked her because it was getting too serious; another
who was pursued by a bloke for three months with impassoned proposas of marriage, only to
find him ducking out three weeks after she succumbed and repesting the whole process with her
best friend.

'We women are only vulnerable because we are a pioneer generation daring to refuse to
compromise in love and relying on our own economic power. In twenty years time men wont
even dare start with fuckwittage because we will just laugh in their faces, bellowed Sharon.

At this point Alex Waker, who works in Sharon's company, srolled in with a stunning blonde
who was about eight times as attractive as him. He ambled over to usto say hi.

'Isthisyour new girlfriend? asked Sharon.

'Wdl. Huh. You know, she thinks she is, but we're not going out, were just deeping together. |
ought to stop it redly, but, well . . ." he said, smugly.

'Oh, that is just such crap, you cowardly, dysfunctiona little schmuck. Right. I'm going to talk
to that woman, said Sharon, getting up. Jude and | forcibly restrained her while Alex, looking
panic-stricken, rushed back, to continue his fuckwittage unrumbled.

Eventudly the three of us worked out a strategy for Jude. She must stop beating hersdf over the
head with Women Who Love Too Much and instead think more towards Men are from Mars,
Women are from Venus, winch will hep her to see Richard's behaviour less as a Sgn that she is
co-dependent and loving too much and more in the light of him being like a Martian rubber band
which needs to stretch away in order to come back.

'Y es, but does that mean | should cal him or not? said Jude.

'No,' said Sharon just as | was saying, 'Yes!'

After Jude had gone because she has to get up a 5.45 to go to the gym and see her personal
shopper before work starts at 8.30 (mad) — Sharon and | were suddenly filled with remorse and
sdf-loathing for not advisng Jude smply to get rid of Vile Richard because he is vile. But then, as
Sharon pointed out, last time we did that they got back bgether and she told him everything wed
sad in a fit of reconcilatory confesson and now it is cripplingly embarassng every time we see
him and he thinks we are the Bitch Queens from Hdl — which, as Jude points out, is a
misapprenension because, dthough we have discovered our Inner Bitches, we have not yet
unlocked them.



Thursday 5 January

9st 3 (excellent progress — 21b of fat spontaneously combusted through joy and sexual promise),
alcohol units 6 (v.g. for party), cigarettes 12 (continuing good work), calories 1258 (love has
eradicated need to pig out).

11 a.m. Office. Oh my God. Danid Cleaver just sent me a message. Was trying to work on CV
without Perpetua noticing (in preparation for improving career) when Message Pending suddenly
flashed up on top of screen. Ddighted by, wel, anything — as dways am if is not work — |
quickly pressed RMS Execute and nearly jumped out of my skin when | saw Cleave at the bottom
of the message. | ingantly thought he had been able to tgp into the computer and see that | was not
getting on with my work. But then | read the message:

Message Jones

You appear to have forgotten your skirt. As
I think is made perfectly clear in your
contract of employment, staff are expected
to be fully dressed at all times.

Cleave

Hah! Undenidbly flirtatious. Thought for a little while whilsg pretending to dudy tedious-
beyond-bdief manuscript from lunatic Have never messaged Danid Cleaver before but brilliant
thing about messaging system is you can be redly quite cheeky and informal, even to your boss.
Also can spend ages practising. Thisiswhat sent.

Message Cleave

Sir, am appalled by message. Whilst skirt
could reasonably be described as a little
on the skimpy side (thrift being ever our
watchword in editorial), consider it gross
misrepresentation to describe said skirt as
absent, and considering contacting union.
Jones

Waited in frenzy of excitement for reply. Sure enough Message Pending quickly flashed up.
Pressed RMS:

Will whoever has thoughtlessly removed the
edited script of KAFKA'S MOTORBIKE from my
desk PLEASE have the decency to return it
immediately.

Diane



Aargh. After that: zlch.
Noon. Oh God. Daniel has not replied. Must be furious. Maybe he was being serious about the
skirt. Oh God oh God. Have been seduced by informdity of messaging medium into beng
impertinent to boss.

12.10. Maybe he has not got it yet. If one could get message back. Think will go for wak and see
if can somehow go into Danid's office and eraseit.

12.15. Hah. All-explained. He is in megting with Smon from Marketing. He gave me a look when
walked past. Aha. Ahahahaha. Message Pending:

Message Jones

If walking past office was attempt to
demonstrate presence of skirt can only say
that it has failed parlously. Skirt is
indisputably absent. Is skirt off sick?
Cleave

Message Pending then flashed up again immediately.

Message Jones

If skirt is indeed sick, please look into how
many days sick leave skirt has taken in previous
twelvemonth. Spasmodic nature of recent

skirt attendance suggests malingering

Cleave

Just sending back:

Message Cleave

Skirt is demonstrably neither sick nor
abscent. Appalled by management's
blatently sizist attitude to skirt.
Obsessive interest in skirt suggests
management sick rather than skirt.
Jones

Hmm. Think will cross last bit out as contains mild accusation of sexua harassment wheress v.
much enjoying being sexualy harassed by Danidl Cleaver.
Aaargh. Perpetua just walked past and darted reading over shoulder. Just managed to press Alt
Screen in nick of time but big mistake as merely put CV back up on screen.
'Do let me know when you've finished reading, won't you? said Perpetua, with a nasty smirk.
'I'd hate to feel you were being underused.’



The second she was safely back on the phone — ‘I mean frankly, Mr Birkett, what is the point
in putting three to four bedrooms when it is going to be obvious the second we agppear that
bedroom four is an airing cupboard? — | got back to work. Thisiswhat | am about to send.

Message Cleave

Skirt is demonstrably neither sick nor
abscent. Appalled by management's
blatently sizist attitude to skirt.
Considering appeal to industrial tribunal,
tabloids, etc.

Jones.

Oh dear. Thiswas return message.

Message Jones

Absent, Jones, not abscent. Blatantly, not
Blatently. Please attempt to acquire at

least perfunctory grasp of spelling. Though
by no means trying to suggest language fixed
rather than constantly adapting, fluctuating
tool of communication (cf Hoenigswald)
computer spell check might help.

Cleave

Was jus feding cresfalen when Danid waked past with Smon from Marketing and shot a
very sexy look a my skirt with one eyebrow raised. Love the lovely computer messaging. Must
work on spdling, though. After dl, have degreein English.

Friday 6 January

545 p.m. Could not be more joyous. Computer messaging re. presence or otherwise of skirt
continued obsessively dl afternoon. Cannot imagine respected boss did stroke of work. Weird
scenario with Perpetua (penultimate boss), since knew | was messaging and v. angry, but fact that
was messaging ultimate boss gave sdf conflicting fedings of loydty — disinctly un-levd playing
fieddd where anyone with ounce of sense would say ultimate boss should hold sway.

Last message read:

Message Jones

Wish to send bouquet to ailing skirt over
weekend. Please supply home contact no asap
as cannot, for obvious reasons, rely on

given spelling of 'Jones' to search in file.



Cleave

Yessssst Yessssss Danid Cleaver wants my phone no. Am marvelous. Am irresdtible Sex
Goddess. Hurrah!

Sunday 8 January

9st 2 (v. bloody g. but what is point?), alcohol units 2 (excellent), cigarettes 7, calories 3100
(poor).

2 p.m. Oh God, why am | so unattractive? Cannot believe | convinced mysdf | was keeping the
entire weekend free to work when in fact | was on permanent date-with-Daniel standby. Hideous,
wadted two days glaring psychopathicdly a the phone, and edating things. Why hasn't he ring?
Why? What's wrong with me? Why ask for my phone number if he wasn't going to ring, and if he
was going to ring surely he would & it over the weekend? Mugt centre mysdf more. Will ask Jude
about appropriate self-help book, possible Eastern-reigion-based.

8 p.m. Phone cdl dert, which turned out to be just Tom, asking if there was any telephonic
progress. Tom, who has taken, unflatteringly, to cdling himsdf a hagfag, has been sweetly
supportive about the Danid criss. Tom has a theory that homosexuas and sngle women in their
thirties have naturd bonding: both being accusomed to disgppointing ther parents and being
treated as fresks by society. He indulged me while | obsessed to him about my unattractiveness
crids — precipitated, as | told him, first by bloody Mark Darcy then by bloody Danid a which
point he sad, | mugst say not paticularly helpfully, 'Mark Darcy? But isnt he that famous lawyer
— the human-rights guy?

Hmmm. Well, anyway. What about my human right not to have to wander round with fearsome
unatitractiveness hang-up?

11 p.m. Itisfar too late for Danid to ring. V. sad and traumatized.

Monday 9 January
9st 2, alcohol units 4, cigarettes 29, calories 770 (v.g. but at what price?).

Nightmare day in office. Watched the door for Danid dl morning: nothing. By 1145 am. | was
serioudy darmed. Should | raise an dert?

Then Perpetua suddenly bellowed into the phone: 'Danied? He's gone to a meeting in Croydon,
Hell be in tomorrow.” She banged the phone down and said, 'God, dl these bloody girls ringing
him up.’

Panic dricken, | reached for the Silk Cut. Which girls? What? Somehow | made it through the
day, got home, and in a moment of insanity left a message on Daniel's answerphone, saying (oh
no, I cant bedieve | did this), 'Hi, it's Jones here. | was just wondering how you are and if you
wanted to mest for the skirt-hedth summit, like you said.'



The second | put the phone down | redized it was an emergency and rang Tom, who camly
sd leave it to him: if he made severd cdls to the machine he could find the code which would let
him play back and erase the message. Eventudly he thought hed cracked it, but unfortunately
Danid then answered the phone. Instead of saying, 'Sorry, wrong number,” Tom hung up. So now
Danid not only has the insane message but will think it's me who's rung his answerphone fourteen
times this evening and then, when | did get hold of him, banged the phone down.

Tuesday 10 January
9st 1, alcohol units 2, cigarettes 6, calories 998 (excellent, v.g. perfect saint-style person).

Sunk into the office crippled with embarrassment about the message. | had resolved totdly to
detach mysdf from Danid but then he agppeared looking unnervingly sexy and darted making
everyone laugh so that | went al to pieces.

Suddenly, Message Pending flashed up on the top of my computer screen.

Message Jones
Thanks for your phone call.
Cleave.

My heart sank. That phone cal was suggesting a dite. Who replies by saying ‘thanks and leaves it
at that unlessthey but after alittle thought, | sent back:

Message Cleave

Please shut up. I am very busy and
important.

Jones.

And after afew minutes more, he replied.

Message Jones

Sorry to interrupt, Jones, pressure must be hellish. Over and out.
PS. I like your tits in that top.

Cleave

.. . And we were off. Frantic messaging continued al week, culminaing in him suggesting a
date for Sunday night and me dizzyingly, euphoricaly, accepting. Sometimes | look around the
office aswe dl tap away and wonder if anyone is doing any work at al.

(Isit just me or is Sunday a bizarre night for a first date? All wrong, like Saturday morning or
Monday at 2 p.m.)

Sunday 15 January



9st (excellent), alcohol units O, cigarettes 29 (v.v. bad, esp. in 2 hours), caloriess 3879 (repulsive),
negative thoughts 942 (approx. based on av. per minute), minutes spent counting negative
thoughts 127 (approx.).

6 p.m. Completdly exhausted by entire day of date-preparation. Being a woman is worse than
being a famer there is so much harvesting and crop spraying to be done legs to be waxed,
underarms shaved, eyebrows plucked, feet pumiced, skin exfoliated and moisturized, spots
cleansed, roots dyed, eydashes tinted, nals filed, cdlulite massaged, somach muscles exercised.
The whole performance is so highly tuned you only need to neglect it for a few days for the whole
thing to go to seed. Sometimes | wonder what | would be like if left to revert to nature — with a
full beard and handlebar moustache on each shin, Dennis Hedey eyebrows, face a graveyard of
dead skin cdls, spots erupting, long curly fingernals like Struwelpeter, blind as bat and supid
runt of species as no contact lenses, flabby body flobbering around. Ugh, ugh. Is it any wonder
girls have no confidence?

7 p.m. Cannot bdieve this has happened. On the way to the bathroom, to complete find farming
touches, | noticed the answerphone light was flashing: Danidl.

'‘Look, Jones. I'm redly sorry. | think I'm going to have give tonight a miss. I've got a
presentation at ten in the morning and a pile of forty-five soreadsheets to get through,’

Cannot believe it. Am sood up. Entire waste of whole day's bloody effort and hydroelectric
body-generated power. However, one must not live ones life through men but must be complete in
onesdlf as awoman of substance.

9 p.m. Sill, he is in top-leved job. Maybe be didn't want to ruin firg date with underlying work-
panic.

11 p.m. Humph He might have bloody wel rung again, though. Is probably out with someone
thinner.

5 am. Wha s wrong with me? I'm completely done. Hate Danid Cleaver. Am going to have
nothing more to do with him. Am going to get weighed.

Monday 16 January
9 st 2 (from where? why? why?), alcohol units 0, cigarettes 20, calories 1500, positive thoughts O.
10.36 a.m. Office. Danid is dill locked in his meeting. Maybe it was a genuine excuse.

1 p.m. Jus saw Danid leaving for lunch. He has not messaged me or anything. V. depressed.
Going shopping.

1150 p.m. Just had dinner with Tom in Harvey Nichols Fifth Floor, who was obsessng about a
pretentious-sounding ‘fredance film maker' cdled Jerome. Moaned to him about Danid, who was
in meetings dl afternoon and only managed to say, 'Hi, Jones, how's the kirt? a 4.30. Tom said



not to be paranoid, give it time, but | could tell he was not concentrating and only wanted to talk
about Jerome as suffused with sex-lust.

Tuesday 24 January

Heaven-sent day. At 5.30, like a gift from God, Danid appeared, sat himsdf on the edge of my
desk, with his back to Perpetua, took out his diary and murmured, 'How are you fixed for Friday?
Yessssss Y essssss!

Friday 27 January
9st 3 (but stuffed with Genoan food), alcohol units 8, cigarettes 400 (feelslike), calories 875.

Huh. Had dream date at an intime little Genoan restaurant near Danidl's flat.

'Um . . . right. I'll get ataxi,’ | blurted awkwardly as we stood in the Street afterwards. Then he
lightly brushed a har from my forehead, took my cheek in his hand and kissed me, urgently,
desperatdly. After a while he held me hard againgt him and whispered throatily, 'l don't think youll
be needing that taxi, Jones.'

The second we were ingde his flat we upon ech other like beasts: shoes, jackets, strewn in a
trail across the room.

I dont think this skirt's looking a dl well,’ he murmured. 'l think it should lie down on the
floor." As he darted to undo the zip he whispered, This is just a bit of fun, OK? | don't think we
should gart getting involved." Then, cavest in place, he carried on with the zip. Had it not been for
Sharon and the fuckwittage and the fact I'd just drunk the best part of a bottle of wine, | think I
would have sunk powerlessinto hisarms. Asit was, | legpt to my feet, pulling up my skirt.

That is just such crep,’ | durred. 'How dare you be so fraudulently flirtatious, cowardly and
dysfunctiond? | am not interested in emotiona fuckwittage. Goodbye.’

It was great. You should have seen his face. But no | am home | am sunk into gloom. | may
have been right, but my reward, | know, will be to end up dl aone, haf-eaten by an Alsatian.



FEBRUARY

Valentine's Day Massacre



Wednesday 1 February

9 st, alcohol units 9, cigarettes 28 (but will soon give up for Lent so might as well smoke self into
disgusted smoking frenzy), calories 3826.

Spent the weekend sruggling to remain disdainfully buoyant after the Danid fuckwittage debacle.
| kept saying the words, 'Self-respect’ and 'Huh' over and over till | was dizzy, trying to barrage
out, 'But | lurrrve him." Smoking was v. bad. Apparently there is a Martin Amis character who is
0 crazily addicted that he starts wanting a cigarette even when he's smoking one. That's me. It
was good ringing up Sharon to boast about being Mrs Iron Knickers but when | rang Tom he saw
graight through it and said, 'Oh, my poor darling,” which made me go slent trying not to burg into
sf-pitying tears.

'Y ou watch," warned Tom. 'Hell be gagging for it now. Gagging.

‘No, hewont,' | said sadly. 'I've blown it.’

On Sunday went for huge, lard-smeared lunch a my parents. Mother is bright orange and more
opinionated than ever having just returned from week in Albufeira with Una Alconbury and Nigd
Coles wife, Audrey.

Mum had been to church and suddenly redized in a S Paul-on-road-to- Damascus-type blinding
flash that the vicar is gay.

It's just laziness darling,” was her view on the whole homosexudity issue. They smply can't be
bothered to relate to the opposite sex. Look a your Tom. | redly think if that boy had anything
about him held be going out with you properly insteed of dl thisridiculous, "friends' nonsense.

'Mother,' | said. Tom has known he was a homosexud since he wasten.’

'Oh, darling! Honestly' You know how people get these dlly idess. You can dways tak them
out of it.

'Does that mean if | taked to you redly persuasvely youd leave Dad and dart an affair with
Auntie Audrey?

‘Now you're just being slly, darling,’ she said.
'Exactly,’ Dad joined in. 'Auntie Audrey looks like akettle!’

'Oh, for heaven's sake, John," Mum snapped, which struck me as odd as she doesn't usualy snap
at Dad.

My dad, somewhat bizarrely, ingsed on giving my car a full service before | left, even though |
assured him there was nothing wrong with it. | rather showed mysdf up by not remembering how
to open the bonnet.

'Have you noticed anything odd about your mother? he sad in a iff, embarrassed way as he
fidded around with the oil gick, wiping it with rags and plunging it back in a not unworrying
manner, if one were a Freudian. Which | am not.

"Y ou mean gpart from being bright orange? | said.
'Wdll yes, and . . . well, you know, the usud, er qualities.’
'She did seem unusually aerated about homosexudlity.'

Oh no, that was jud the Vicar's new vestments which set her off this morning. They were alittle
on the frou-frou sde, to tell the truth. He's just come back from a trip to Rome with the Abbot of
Dumfries. Dressed from head to toe in rose pink. No, I mean did you notice anything different
from usual about Mummy?

| racked my brains. 'l can't say | did, to be honest, other than seeming very sort of blooming and
confident.’



'Hmmm," he said. 'Anyway. Best get off before it gets dark. Send my love to Jude. How's she
doing?

Then he hit the bonnet in an off-yourgo sort of way but so hard that | had a feding he might
have broken his hand.

Thought al would be resolved with Danid on Monday but he wasnt there. Nor yesterday.
Work has become like going to a party in order to get off with someone and finding they havent
turned up. Worried about own ambition, career prospects and mora griousness as seem to reduce
everything to levd of scout disco. Eventudly managed to worm out of Perpetua that Danid has
gone to New York. He will clearly by now have got off with thin American cool person caled
Winonawho puts out, carries agun and is everything | am not.

On top of everything €se, must go to Smug Maried dinner paty a Magda and Jeremy's
tonight. Such occasons dways reduce my ego to sze of snal, which is not to say am not grateful
to be asked. | love Magda and Jeremy. Sometimes | day at their house, admiring the crigp sheets
and many dorage jars full of different kinds of pasta imagining that they are my parents. But
when they are together with their married friends | fed asif | have turned into Miss Havisham.

11.45 p.m. Oh God. It was me, four married couples and Jeremy's brother (forget it, red braces
and face. Cdls girls fillies).

'S0, bellowed Cosmo, pouring me adrink. 'How's your love-life?

Oh no. Why do they do this? Why? Maybe the Smug Marrieds only mix with other Smug
Marrieds and don't known how to reate to individuds any more. Maybe they redly do want to
patronize us and make us fed like faled human beings. Or maybe they are in such a sexud rut
they're thinking, Thereés a whole other world ou there' and hoping for vicarious thrills by getting
usto tell them the roller-coaster details of our sex lives.

'Yes, why aren't you married yet, Bridget? sneered Woney (babytdk for Fiona, married to
Jeremy's friend Cosmo) with athin veneer of concern whilst siroking her pregnant somach.

Because | don't want to end up like you, you fat, boring, Soaney milch cow, was what | should
have said, or, Because if | had to cook Cosmo's dinner then get into the same bed as him just once,
let alone every night, 1'd tear off my head and eat it, or, Because actually, Woney, underneath my
clothes, my entire body is covered in scales. But | didn't because, ironicaly enough, | didnt want
to hurt her fedings So | merdy sSmpered gpologeticdly, a which point someone cdled Alex
piped up, 'Well, you know, once you get past acertainage. . .

'Exactly . . . All the decent chaps have been snapped up,” said Cosmo, dapping his fat scomach
and amirking so that his jowls waobbled.

At dinner Magda had placed me, in an incestuous-sex-sandwich sort of way, between Cosmo
and Jeremy's crashing bore of a brother. "'You readly ought to hurry up and get sprogged up, you
know, old girl,’ said Cosmo, pouring a quarter of a pint of ‘82 Pauillac straight down his throat.
‘Times running out.'

By this time I'd had a good hdf-pint of ‘82 Pauillac mysdf. 'Is it one in three marriages that end
in divorce now or onein two? | durred with a pointless attempt at sarcasm.

'Serioudy, old girl,’ he sad, ignoring me 'Office is full of them, sngle girls over thirty. Fine
physical specimens. Can't get a chap.'

"That's not aproblem | have, actudly,’ | breathed, waving my fag in the air.

'Ooh. Tell usmore," said Woney.

So who isit, then? said Cosmo.



'Getting a bit of a shag, old girl? sad Jeremy. All eyes turned to me, beadily. Mouths open,
davering.
'It's none of your business,' | said hoity-toitily.
'S0 she hasn't got aman!' crowed Cosmo.
'Oh my Cod, it's eleven o'clock,” shrieked Woney. The babysitter!" and they dl legpt to ther feet
and started getting ready to go home,
'‘God, sorry about that lot. Will you be OK, hon? whispered Magda, who knew how | was
feding.
'Wanta lift or anything? said Jeremy's brother, following it up with abelch,
‘Actudly, I'm going on to a nightclub. | trilled, hurrying out into the dreet. 'Thanks for a super
evening! Then | got into ataxi and burgt into tears.

Midnight. Har har. Just called Sharon.

'You should have said "I'm not married because I'm a Sngleton, you smug, prematurely ageing,
narrow-minded morons™ Shazzer ranted. "'And because thereé's more than one bloody way to live:
one in four households are sngle, mogt of the royd family are sngle, the naion's young men have
been proved by surveys to be completely unmarriageable, and as a result theres a whole
generdion of dgngle girls like me with ther own incomes and homes who have lots of fun and
don't need to wash anyone else's socks. Wed be as happy as sandboys if people like you didn't
conspire to make us fed stupid just because you're jedous.™

'Singletond!’ | shouted happily. 'Hurrah for the Singletond!*

Sunday 5 February

Still no word from Danied. Cannot face thought of entire Sunday dretching ahead with everyone
ese in the world except me in bed with someone giggling and having sex. Worgt of it is, only a
week and a hit to go till impending Vdentineés Day humiliation. No way will | get any cards. Toy
with idea of flirting energeticdly with anyone | think might be induced to send me one, but
dismissasimmord. Will just have to take totd indignity on the chin.

Hmm. | know. Think Il go and see Mum and Dad again as am worried about Dad. Then will
fed like caring angd or saint.

2 pm. The lag remaning tiny bathmat of security has been pulled from under my fedt.
Magnanimous offer to pay caring surprise visit met by odd-sounding Dad on end of phone.
'Er ... I'mnot sure, dear. Could you hang on?

| reded. Part of the arrogance of youth (well, | say ‘youth') is the assumption that your parents
will drop whatever they are doing and welcome you with open arms the second you decide to turn
up. He was back. 'Bridget, look, your mother and | are having some problems. Can we ring you
later in the week?

Problems? What problems? | tried to get Dad to explain but got nowhere. What is going on? Is
the whole world doomed to emotiona trauma? Poor Dad. Am | to be the tragic victim of a broken
home now, on top of everything else?

Monday 6 February



8st 12 (heavy internal weight completely vanished — mystery), alcohol units | (v.g.), cigarettes 9
(v.g.), calories 1800 (g.).

Danid will be back in the office today. | shal be poised and cool and remember that | am a
woman of substance and do not need men in order to be complete, especialy not him, Am not
going to message him or indeed take any notice of him whatsoever.

9.30 am. Humph. Daniel does not seem to be here yet.

9.35 a.m. Still no 9gn of Danid.

9.36 am. Oh God, oh God. Maybe helsfalen in love in New Y ork and stayed there.

9.47 am. Or goneto Las Vegas and got married.

9.50 a.m. Hmmm. think will go ingpect make-up in case he does comein.

10.05 am. Heart gave great lurch when got back from loos and saw Danid sanding with Smon
from Marketing a the photocopier. The lagt time | saw him he was lying on his sofa looking
completely nonplussed while | fastened my skirt and ranted about fuckwittage. Now he was
looking dl sort of 'lI've been away' — fresh faced and hedthy-looking. As | passed he looked
pointedly a my skirt and gave me a huge grin.

10.30 a.m. Message Pending flashed up on screen. Pressed RMS to pick up message.

Message Jones
Frigid cow.
Cleave.

| laughed. | couldn't help mysdlf. When | looked across to his little glass office he was amiling
a mein ardieved and fond sort of way. Anyway, am not going to message him back.

10.35 a.m. Seems rude not to reply, though.
10.45 a.m. God, I'm bored.

1047 am. Il jus s=nd him a tiny friendly message, nothing flirtatious, just to restore good
relations.

11.00 a.m. Tee hee. Just logged on as Perpetuato give Danid afright.

Message Cleave
It is hard enough as it is, trying to meet
your targets without people wasting my



team's time with non-essential messages.
Perpetua

P.S. Bridget's skirt is not feeling at all

well and have sent it home.

10 p.m. Danid and | messaged each other dl day. But there is no way | am going to degp with
him.
Rang Mum and Dad again tonight but no one answered. V. weird.

Thursday 9 February

9st 2 (extra fat presumably caused by winter whale blubber), alcohol units 4, cigarettes 12 (v.g.),
calories 2845 (v. cold).

9 p.m. V. much enjoying the Winter Wonderland and reminder that we are a the mercy of the
elements, and should not concentrate so hard on being sophisticated or hardworking but on staying
warm and waiching the telly.

This is the third time | have cdled Mum and Dad this week and got no reply. Maybe The
Gables has been cut off by the snow? In desperation, | pick up the phone and did my brother
Jami€'s number in Manchester, only to get one of his hilarious answerphone messages the sound
of running water and Jamie pretending to be Presdent Clinton in the White House, then a toilet
flushing and his pathetic girlfriend tittering in the background.

9.15 p.m. Jusg cdled Mum and Dad three times in a row, letting it ring twenty times each time.
Eventualy Mum picked it up sounding odd and saying she couldnt talk now but would cal me at
the weekend.

Saturday 11 February
8st 13, alcohal units 4, cigarettes 18, calories 1467(but burnt off by shopping)

Jugt got home from shopping to message from my dad asking if | would meet him for lunch on
Sunday. | went hot and cold. My dad does not come up to London to have lunch with me on his
own on Sundays. He has roast beef, or salmon and new potatoes, at home with Mum.

'Don't ring back,' the message said. 'I'll just see you tomorrow.'

Wheat's going on? | went round the corner, sheking, for some Silk Cut. Got back to find message
from Mum. She too is coming to see me for lunch tomorrow, gpparently. Shell bring a piece of
sdmon with her, and will be here about 1 o'clock.

Rang Jamie again and got 20 seconds of Bruce Springsteen and then Jamie growling, 'Baby, |
wasborntorun . . . out of time on the answerphone.’

Sunday 12 February



8st 13, alcohol units5, cigarettes 23 (hardly surprising), calories 1647.

11 am. Oh God, | can't have them both ariving a the same time. It is too Brian Rix for words.
Maybe the whole lunch thing is just a parentd practica joke brought on by over-exposure of my
parents to Nod Edmonds, popular televison and dmilar. Perhgps my mother will arive with a
live sdmon flipping skittishly on a lead and announce that she is leaving Dad for it. Maybe Dad
will appear hanging upsde-down outsde the window dressed as a Morris dancer, crash in and
dart hitting Mum over the bead with a sheep's bladder; or suddenly fal face downwards out of the
aring cupboard with a plasic knife stuck in his back. The only thing which can possbly get
everything back on courseis a Bloody Mary. It's nearly the afternoon, after all.

12.05 p.m. Mum cdled. 'Let him come then, she sad. 'Let him bloody well have his own way as
usud." (My mum does not swear. She says things like 'ruddy’ and 'Oh my godfathers.) Il be dl
right on my bloody own. Il just clean the house like Germaine sodding Greer and the Invisble
Woman." (Could she possibly, conceivably, have been drunk? My mum has drunk nothing but a
sgngle cream sherry on a Sunday night since 1952, when she got dightly tipsy on a pint of cider a
Mavis Enderby's twenty-fird and has never let hersdf or anyone ese forget it. Therés nothing
worse than awomean drunk, darling.”)

'Mum. No. Couldn't we dl talk this through together over lunch? | said, as if this were Seepless
in Seattle and lunch was going to end up with Mum and Dad holding hands and me winking cutely
a the camera, wearing aluminous rucksack.

'Just you wait,' she said darkly. 'Y ou'll find out what men are like."

‘Butl dready . .." | began.'

'I'm going out, darling,’ she said. I'm going out to get laid.'

At 2 o'dlock Dad arrived at the door with a neatly folded copy of the Sunday Telegraph. As he
sat down on the sofa, his face crumpled and tears began to splosh down his cheeks.

'She's been like this since she went to Albufeira with Una Alconbury and Audrey Coles' he
sobbed, trying to wipe his cheek with his fist. When she got back she started saying she wanted to
be paid for doing the housework, and shed wasted her life being our dave’ Our dave? | knew it.
This is dl my fault. If | were a better person, Mum would not have stopped loving Dad.) 'She
wants me to move out for awhile, shesays, and. . . and. . . . ' He collgpsed in quiet sobs.

'‘And what, Dad?

'She said | thought the clitoris was something from Nigel Coles's lepidoptery collection.’

Monday 13 February

9st 1, alcohol units 5, cigarettes O (spiritual enrichment removes need to smoke — massive
breakthrough), calories 2845.

Though heartbroken by my parents distress, | have to admit paralel and shameful feding of
smugness over my new role as carer and, though | say it myself, wise counsdlor. It is so long since
| have done anything at dl for anyone dsethat it isatotaly new and heady sensation. Thisiswhat
has been missing in my life. | am having fantases about becoming a Samaritan or Sunday school
teacher, making soup for the homeess (or, as my friend Tom suggested, darling mini-bruschettas
with pesto sauce), or even retraining as a doctor. Maybe going out with a doctor would be better



dtill, both sexudly and spiritudly fulfilling. | even began to wonder about putting an ad in the
londly hearts column of the Lancet. | could take his messages, tell patients wanting night viststo
bugger off, cook him little goat cheese soufflés, then end up in afoul mood with himwhen | am
gxty, like Mum.

Oh God. Vaentine's Day tomorrow. Why? Why? Why is entire world geared to make people
not involved in romance fed stupid when everyone knows romance does not work anyway. Look
at royd family. Look at Mum and Dad.

Vdentine's Day purdy commercid, cynicd enterprise, anyway. Matter of supreme indifference
tome.

Tuesday 14 February

9st, alcohol units 2 (romantic Valentine's Day treat 2 bottles Becks, on own, huh), cigarettes 12,
calories 1545.

8 am. Oooh, goody. Vaentinegs Day. Wonder if the post has come yet. Maybe there will be a card
from Danid. Or a secret admirer. Or some flowers or heart-shaped chocolates. Quite excited,
actudly.

Brief moment of wild joy when discovered bunch of roses in the halway. Danid! Rushed down
and glegfully picked them up just as the downstairs-flat door opened and Vanessa came out.

'Ooh, they look nice,’ she said envioudy. 'Who are they from?

'l don't know!" | said coyly, glancing down &t the card. 'Ah . . . | tailed off. They're for you.'

‘Never mind. Look, thisisfor you,' said Vanessa, encouragingly. It was an Access hill.

Decided to have cappuccino and chocolate croissants on way to work to cheer sdf up. Do not
care about figure. Isno point as no one loves or cares about me.

On the way in on the tube you could see who had had Vaentine cards and who hadn't. Everyone
was looking round trying to cach each other's eye and dther amirking or looking away
defensvely.

Got into the office to find Perpetua had a bunch of flowersthe sze of a sheep on her desk.

'Wdll, Bridget!" she bellowed so that everyone could hear. 'How many did you get?

| dumped into my seat muttering, 'Shud-urrrrrrrp,” out of the sde of my mouth like a humiliated
teenager.

‘Come on! How many?

| thought she was going to get hold of my earlobe and Sart twidting it or something.

"The whole thing is ridiculous and meaningless. Complete commercid exploitation.’

'l knew you didn't get any,’ crowed Perpetua. It was only then that | noticed Danidl was listening
to us across the room and laughing.

Wednesday 15 February

Unexpected surprise, Was just leaving flat for work when noticed there was a pink envelope on
the table — obvioudy a late Vdentine — which said, 'To the Dusky Beauty'. For a moment | was
excited, imagining it was for me and suddenly seeing mysdlf as a dark, mysterious object of desre
to men out in the street. Then | remembered bloody Vanessa and her dinky dark bob. Humph.



9 p.m. Just got back and card is ill there.
10 p.m. Still there,

11.p.m. Unbelievable. The card is till there. Maybe Vanessa hasn't got back yet.

Thursday 16 February

8¢t 12 (weight loss through use of stairs), alcohol units O (excellent), cigarettes 5 (excellent),
calories 2452 (not vg.), times gone down stairs to check for Valent-ne-type envelope 18 (bad
psychologically but v.g. exercise).

The cad is 4ill there! Obvioudy it is like eating the last Milk Tray or taking the last dice of cake.
We are both too polite to take it.

Friday 17 February

8st 12, alcohol units1 (v.g.) cigarettes 2 (v.g.), calories 3241 (bad but burnt off by stairs), checks
on card 12 (obsessive).

9am. Cadisill there
9 p.m. Still there.

9.30 p.m. Sill there. Could stand it no longer. Could tdl Vanessa was in as cooking smdls
emanating from flat, so knocked on door. 'I think this must be for you,' | said, holding out the card
as she opened the door.

'Oh, | thought it must be for you,' she said.

'Shdl we open it? | said.

'OK." I handed it to her, she gave it back to me, giggling. | gave it back to her. | love girls.

'‘Go on,' | said, and she dit open the envelope with the kitchen knife she was holding. It was
rather an arty card asif it might have been bought in an art gdlery.

She pulled aface.

'Means nothing to me she said, holding out the card.

Ingde it sad, 'A piece of ridiculous and meaningless commercid exploitation — for my darling

little frigid cow.’

| let out ahigh-pitched noise.

10 p.m. Just cdled Sharon and recounted whole thing to her. She said | should not dlow my head
to be turned by a cheap card and should lay off Daniel as he is not a very nice person and no good
will come of it.

Cdled Tom for second opinion, particularly on whether | should cal Danid over the weekend.
'Noooooooo!" he ydled. He asked me various probing questions. for example, what Danid's



behaviour had been like over the last few days when, having sent the card, he had had no response
from me. | reported that he had seemed flirtier than usud. Tom's prescription was walt till next
week and remain doof.

Saturday 18 February
9st, alcohol units 4, cigarettes 6, calories 2746, correct lottery numbers 2 (v,g.).

At last | got to the bottom of Mum and Dad. | was beginning to suspect a post- Portuguese-holiday
Shirley-Vdentine-style scenario and that | would open the Sunday People to see my mother
gporting dyed blond hair and a leopard-skin top dtting on a sofa with someone in stone-washed
jeans cdled Gonzdes and explaining that, if you redly love someone, a forty-Sx year age gap
realy doesn't matter.

Today she asked me to meet her for lunch a the coffee place in Dickens and Jones and | asked
her outright if she was seeing someone else.

'‘No. There is no one ése, she sad, Saring into the distance with a look of melancholy bravery |
swear she has copied from Princess Diana.

'So why are you being so mean to Dad? | said.

‘Darling, it's merdly a question of redizing, when your father retired, that | had spent thirty-five
years without a bresk running his home and bringing up his children —

‘Jamie and | are your children too,' | interjected, hurt.

' — and that as far as he was concerned his lifetime's work was over and mine was 4ill carrying
on, which is exactly how | used to fed when You were little and it got to the weekends. You only
get one life. I've just made a decison to change things a bit and spend what's left of mine looking
after me for achange!’

As | went to the till to pay, | was thinking it dl over and trying, as a feminig, to see Mum's
point of view. Then my eye was caught by a tal, disinguished-looking man with grey har, a
European-gyle leather jacket and one of those gentleman's handbag things. He was looking into
the café, tapping his watch and raisng his eyebrows, | wheded round and caught my mother
mouthing, "Won't be amo," and nodding towards me apologetically.

| didn't say anything to Mum at the time, just said goodbye, then doubled back and followed her
to meke sure | wasn't imagining things Sure enough, | eventudly found her in the pefume
depatment wandering round with the tal smoothie, spraying her wrists with everything in sight,
holding them up to his face and laughing coquettishly.

Got home to answerphone message from my brother Jamie. Caled him straight avay and told
him everything.

'Oh, for God's sake Bridge,' he said, roaring with laughter. "You're so obsessed with sex if you
saw Mum taking communion Youd think she was giving the Vicar a blow-job. Get any Vaentines
thisyear, did you?

‘Actudly, yes' | bresthed crosdy. At which he burst out laughing again, then said he had to go
because he and Becca were off to do Ta Chi in the park.

Sunday 19 February



8st 13 (v.g. but purely through worry), alcohol units 2 (but the Lord's Day), cigarettes 7, calories
2100.

Called Mum up to confront her about the late-in-life smoothie | saw her with after our lunch.

'Oh, you must mean Julian,’ shetrilled.

This was an immediste giveaway. My parents do not describe their friends by their Christian
names. It is dways Una Alconbury, Audrey Coles, Brian Enderby: 'You know David Ricketts,
daling — married to Anthea Ricketts, who's in the Lifeboat.' It's a gesture to the fact that they
know in ther hearts | have no idea who Mavis Enderby is, even though they're going to talk about
Brian and Mavis Enderby for the next forty minutes as if I've known them intimately since | was
four.

| knew draight away tha Julian would not tun out to be involved in any Lifeboat luncheons,
nor would he have a wife who was in any Lifeboats, Rotaries or Friends of St. George's. | sensed
adso that she had met him in Portugd, before the trouble with Dad, and he might wdl turn out to
be not so much Jdulian but Jdulio. | sensed that, let's face it, Julio was the trouble with Dad.

| confronted her with this hunch. She denied it. She even came out with some eaborady
concocted tale about 'Julian’ bumping into her in the Marble Arch Marks and Spencer, making her
drop her new Le Creuset terrine dish on her foot and taking her for a coffee in Sdfridges from
which sprang afirm platonic friendship based entirely on department store coffee shops.

Why, when people are leaving their partners because they're having an affair with someone dse,
do they think it will seem better to pretend there is no one ese involved? Do they think it will be
less hurtful for their partners to think they just walked out because they couldnt stand them any
more and then had the good fortune to meet some tdl Omar Sharif-figure with a gentleman's
handbag two weeks afterwards while the ex-partner is gpending his evenings burding into tears at
the dght of the toothbrush mug? It's like those people who invent a lie as an excuse rather than the
truth, even when the truth is better than the lie,

| once heard my friend Smon canceling a date with a gil — on whom he was redly keen —
because he had a spot with a yellow head just to the right of his nose, and because, owing to a
laundry criss he had gone to work in a ludicrous late-seventies jacket, assuming he could pick his
normal jacket up from the cleaner's a lunchtime, but the cleaners hadn't doneit.

He took it into his head, therefore, to tell the girl he couldn't see her because his sister had
turned up unexpectedly for the evening and he had to entertain her, adding wildly that he aso had
to watch some videos for work before the morning; a which point the girl reminded him that hed
told her he didn't have any brothers or sisters and suggested he come and watch the videos at her
place while she cooked him supper. However, there were no work videos to take round and watch,
0 he had to condruct a further cobweb of lies The incident culminated with the girl, convinced
he was having an afar with someone ese when it was only their second date, chucking him, and
Simon spending the evening getting hammered aone with his spot, wearing his seventies jacket.

| tried to explain to Mum that she wasn't tdling the truth, but she was so suffused with lust that
she had logt Sght of, well, everything.

'Youre redly becoming very cynicd and suspicious, daling' she sad. 'dlio0 — aha
ahahahahahahal — 'isjust afriend. | just need some space.’

So, it ranspired, in order to oblige, Dad is moving into the Alconburys dead granny's flat at the
bottom of their garden.



Tuesday 21 February

V. tired. Dad has taken to ringing up severd timesin the night, just to talk.

Wednesday 22 February

94, alcohol units 2, cigarettes 9, fat units 8 (unexpectedly repulsive notion: never before faced
reality of lard splurging from bottom and thighs under skin. Must revert to calorie counting
tomorrow).

Tom was completely right. | have been s0 preoccupied with Mum and Dad, and so tired from
taking Dad's digraught phone cdls, 1 have hardly been noticing Danid at dl: with the miraculous
result that he has been dl over me. | made a complete arse of mysdf today, though. | got in the lift
to go out for a sandwich and found Danid in there with Smon from Marketing, taking about
footbalers being arrested for throwing matches. 'Have you heard about this, Bridget? said Danidl.

'Oh yes' | lied, groping for an opinion. 'Actudly, | think it's dl rather petty. | know it's a
thuggish way to behave, but as long as they didnt actudly set light to anyone | don't see what dl
the fussis about.’

Simon looked a me as if | was mad and Danie dtared for a moment and then burst out
laughing. He just laughed and laughed till he and Smon got out and then turned back and said,
'Marry me,' as the doors closed between us. Hmmmm.

Thursday 23 February

8st 13 (If only could stay under 9st. and not keep bobbing up and down like drowning corpse —
drowning in fat), alcohol units 2, cigarettes 17 (pre-shag nerves — understandable), calories 775
(last-ditch attempt to get down to 8st 7 before tomorrow).

8 p.m. Blimey. Computer messaging somehow whipped itsef up to fever pitch. At 6 odock |
resolutdly put my coat on and left, only to meet Danid getting into my lift on the floor below.
There we were, jus him and me, caught in a massve dectrica-charge fidd, pulled together
irresdibly, like a pair of magnets. Then suddenly the lift stopped and we broke apart, panting, as
Smon from Marketing got in wearing a hideous beige rancoa over his fa frame 'Bridget,’ he
sad smirkily, as | involuntarily straightened my skirt, 'you look as if youve been caught playing
with matches!

As | léeft the building Dand popped out after me and asked me to have dinner with him
tomorrow. Y essss!

Midnight. Ugh. Completdy exhaugted. Surdly it is not norma to be revisng for a dae as if it
were a job interview? Suspect Danid's enormoudy well read brain may turn ou to be something
of a nuisance if things develop. Maybe | should have fdlen for someone younger and mindless
who would cook for me, wash dl my clothes and agree with everything | say. Since leaving work
| have nearly dipped a disc, wheezing through a $ep aerobics class, scraiched my naked body for
seven minutes with a giff brush; ceaned the flat; filled the fudge, plucked my eyebrows, skimmed
the papers and the Ultimate Sex Guide, put the washing in and waxed my own legs, snce it was



too late to book an gppointment. Ended up kneding on a towd trying to pull off a wax drip firmly
duck to the back of my cdf while watching Newsnight in an effort to drum up some interesting
opinions about things. My back hurts, my head aches and my legs are bright ied and covered in
lumps of wax.

Wise people will say Danid should like me just as | am, but | am a child of Cosmopolitan
culture, have been traumatized by super-modds and too many quizzes and know that neither my
persondity nor my body is up to it F left to its own devices. | cant take the pressure. | am going to
cancd and spend the evening egting doughnuts in a cardigan with egg onit.

Saturday 25 February

8st 10 (miracle: sex proved indeed to be best form of exercise), alcohol units O, cigarettes 0,
calories 200 (at last have found the secret of not eating: simply replace food with sex).

6 p.m. Oh joy. Have spent the day in a state | can only describe as shag-drunkenness, mooning
about the flat, smiling, picking things up and putting them down again. It was s0 lovely. The only
down points were 1) immediately after it was over Danid said, 'Damn. | meant to take the car into
the Citroén garage,’ and 2) when | got up to go to the bathroom he pointed out that | had a pair of
tights stuck to the back of my cdlf.

But as the rosy clouds begin to disperse, | begin to fed darm. What now? No plans were made.
Suddenly | redize | am waiting for the phone again. How can it be that the Stuation between the
sexes dter a fird night remains so agonizingly imbaanced? Fed as if | have jus st an exam and
must wait for my results.

11 p.m. Oh God. Why hasn't Danid rung? Are we going out now, or what? How come my mum
can dip easly from one reationship to another and | cant even get the smplest thing off the
ground. Maybe their generdtion is just better at getting on with relationships? Maybe they don't
mooch about being dl paranoid and diffident. Maybe it helps if youve never reed a sdf-help book
inyour life.

Sunday 26 February

Ost, alcohol units 5 (drowning sorrows), cigarettes 23 (fumigating sorrows), calories 3856
(smothering sorrows in fat-duvet).

Aweke, done, to find mysdf imagining my mother in bed with Julio Consumed with repulson a
vison of parentd, or rather demi-parental sex; outrage on behdf of father; heady, sdfish optimism
a example of another thirty years of unbridied passon ahead of me (not unrdated to frequent
thoughts of Goldie Hawn and Susan Sarandon); but mainly extreme sense of jedousy of falure
and foolisiness a beng in bed done on Sunday morning while my mother aged over sSxty is
probably just about to do it for the second . . . Oh my God. No. | can't bear to think about it.
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Saturday 4 March

9st (what is point of dieting for whole of Feb when end up exactly same weight at start of March
as start of Feb? Huh. Am going to stop getting weighed and counting things every day as no
sodding point).

My mother has become a force | no longer recognize. She burdt into my flat this morning as | sat
dumped in my dressng gown, sulkily panting my toenals and waching the preamble to the
racing.

'Darling, can | leave these here for a few hours? she trilled, flinging an amful of carier bags
down and heading for my bedroom.

Minutes later, in a fit of mild curiosty, | dobbed after her to see what she was doing. She was
gtting in front of the mirror in an expensve-looking coffee-colored bra-dip, mascara-ing her
eydashes with her mouth wide open (necessity of open mouth during mascara agpplication great
unexplained mystery of nature).

'Don't you think you should get dressed, darling?

She looked dunning: skin cdear, har shining. |1 caught sght of mysdf in the mirror. | redly
should have taken my makeup off last night. One sSde of my har was plastered to my head, the
other gticking out in a series of peaks and horns. It is as if the hairs on my head have a life of ther
own, behaving pefectly sensbly al day, then waiting till 1 drop off to degp and darting to run
and jump about childishly, saying, 'Now what shall we do?

"You know," sad Mum, dabbing Givenchy Il in her cleavage, 'dl these years your father's made
such a fuss aout doing the hills and the taxes — as if that excused him from thirty years of
washing-up. Well, the tax return was overdue, s0 | thought, sod it, I'll do it mysdf. Obvioudy |
couldnt make head nor tail of it so | rang up the tax office. The man was redly quite overbearing
with me. "Redly, Mrs. Jones' he said. | smply can't see what the difficulty is' | sad, ‘Ligten, can
you make a brioche? He took the point, taked me through it and we had it done insde fifteen
minutes. Anyway, he's taking me out to lunch today. A tax man! Imagine!’

'What? | sammered, grabbing at the door frame. "What about Julio?

‘Just because I'm "friends’ with Julio doesnt mean | can't have other "fiends’,’ 'she said sweetly,
dipping into a ydlow two-piece. ‘Do you like this? Just bought it. Super lemon, don't you think?
Anyway, mugt fly. I'm meeting him in Debenhams coffee shop at one fifteen.’

After shed gone | ate a bit of muedi out of the packet with a spoon and finished off the dregs of
winein thefudge.

| know what her secret is. she's discovered power. She has power over Dad: he wants her back.
She has power over Julio, and the tax man, and everyone is sensing her power and wanting a bit of
it, which makes her even more irresistible So dl I've got to do is find someone or something to
have power over and then . . . oh God. | haven't even got power over my own hair.

| am so depressed. Danid, though perfectly chatty, friendly, even flirty al week, has given me
no hint as to what is going on between us, as though it is perfectly normd to degp with one of
your colleagues and just leave it a that. Work — once merdy an annoying nuisance — has
become an agonizing torture. | have mgor trauma every time he disgppears for lunch or puts his
coat on to go a end of day: to where? with whom? whom?

Perpetua seems to have managed to dump al her work on to me and spends the entire time in
full tdephonic auto-witter to Arabdla or Fggy, discussng the hdf-millionpound Fulham flat



she's about to buy with Hugo. 'Yars. No. Yars. No, | quite agree. But the question is. Does one
want to pay another thirty grand for afourth bedroom?
At 4:15 on Friday evening Sharon rang me in the office. 'Are you coming out with me and Jude
tomorrow?
'Er..." I slently panicked, thinking, Surely Daniel will ask to see me this weekend before he
leaves the office?
'Cdl meif he doesn't ask,' said Shazzer drily after a pause.
At 545 saw Danid with his coat on heading out of the door. My traumatized expresson must
have shamed even him because he smiled shiftily, nodded at the computer screen and shot out.
Sure enough, Message Pending was flashing. | pressed RMS. It said:

Message Jones
Have a good weekend. Pip pip.
Cleave

Miserably, | picked up the phone and diaded Sharon.

'Whét time are we meeting tomorrow? | mumbled sheepighly.

'Eight-thirty. Cafe Rouge. Don't worry, we love you. Tell him to bugger off from me. Emationd
fuckwit.'

2 am. Argor swored brilleve with Shazzan Jude. Dun supid care about Daniel stupid prat. Feel
sicky though. Oaops.

Sunday 5 March
8 a.m. Ugh. Wish was dead. Am never, ever going to drink again for the rest of life.
8.30 am. Oooh. Could redly fancy some chips.

11.30 a.m. Badly need water but seems better to keep eyes closed and head stationary on pillow so
as not to disturb bits of machinery and pheasantsin head.

Noon. Bloody good fun but v. confused re: advice re: Daniel. Had to go through Jude's problems
with Vile Richard firsd as clearly they are more serious since they have been ging out for eighteen
months rather than just shagged once. | waited humbly, therefore, till it was my turn to recount the
latest Danie ingdment. The unanimousiinitia verdict was, 'Bastard fuckwittage.”

Interestingly, however, Jude introduced the concept of Boy Time — as introduced in the film
Cludess. namdy five days (‘seven, | interjected) during which new rdationship is left hanging in
ar dater sex does not seem agonizing lifetime to males of gpecies, but a norma cooling-down
period in which to gather emotions, before proceeding. Daniel, argued Jude, was bound to be
anxious about work gtuation, etc., etc., so give him a chance, be friendly and flirty: so as to
reassure him that you trust him and are not going to become needy or fly off the handle.

At this Sharon practicdly spat into the shaved Parmesan and said it was inhuman to leave a
woman hanging in ar for two weekends after sex and an appdling breach of confidence and |
should tdll him what | think of him. Hmmm. Anyway. Going to have another little deep.



2 p.m. Just triumphantly returned from heroic expedition to go downdars for newspeper and
glass of water. Could fed water flowing like crystd sream into section of head where most
required. Though am not sure, come to think of it, if water can actudly get in your head. Possbly
it enters through the bloodstream. Maybe since hangovers are caused by dehydration water is
drawn into the brain by aform of capillary action.

2.15 p.m. Story in papers about two-year-olds having to take tests to get into nursery school just
made me jump out of skin. Am supposed to be at tea party for godson Harry's birthday.

6 p.m. Drove at breskneck speed feding like | was dying, across grey, rain-sodden London to
Magdas, stopping at Waterstone's for birthday gifts Heart was sinking a thought of being lae
and hungover, surrounded by ex-career-girl mothers and their Competitive Child Rearing. Magda,
once a commodity broker, lies about Harry's age, now, to make him seem more advanced than he
is. Even the conception was cut-throat, with Magda trying to take eight times as much folic acid
and minerds as anyone dse. The birth was great. Sheld been tdling everyone for months it was
going to be a naturd childbirth and, ten minutes in, she cracked and sarted yeling, 'Give me the
drugs, you fat cow.'

Tea paty was nightmare scenario. me plus a roomful of power mothers, one of whom had a
four-week-old baby.

'Oh, isn't he sweet? cooed Sarah de Lide, then snapped, ‘How did he do in his AGPAR?

| don't know what the big ded is about tests for two — this AGPAR is a test they have to do at
two minutes. Magda embarrassed herself two years ago by boasting a a dinner party that Harry
got ten in his, & which one of the other guests, who happens to be a nurse, pointed out that the
AGPAR test only goes up to nine.

Undaunted, however, Magda has dsarted boasting around the nanny circuit that her son is a
defecationa prodigy, triggering off a round of boast and counter-boast. The toddlers, therefore,
dearly a the age when they should be securdy swathed in layers of rubberware, were teetering
aound in little more than Baby Gap G-drings, | hadn't been there ten minutes before there were
three turds on the carpet. A superficidly humorous hut vicious dispute ensued about who had done
the turds following by a tense dripping off of towdling pants, immediatedy sparking another
contest over the size of the boys genitals and, correspondingly, the husbands.

There's nothing you can do, it's a hereditary thing. Cosmo doesn't have a problem in that area,
does he?

Thought head was going to burst with the racket. Eventually made my excuses and drove home,
congratulating mysdlf on being angle.

Monday 6 March

11 am. Officee. Completdy exhausted. Last night was just lying in nice hot bah with some
Geranium essentid oil and a vodka and tonic when the doorbdl rang. It was my mother, on the
doorstep in floods of tears. It took me some time to establish what the matter was as she flopped
al over the kitchen, bresking into ever louder outbursts of tears and saying she didnt want to tak
about it, until 1 began to wonder if her sdf-perpetuating sexua power surge had collapsed like a
house of cards, with Dad, Julio and the tax man loang interes smultaneoudy. But no. She had
merely been infected with 'Having It All' syndrome.



'l fed like the grasshopper who sang dl summer,’ she (the second she sensed | was losing
interest in the breskdown) reveded. 'And now it's the winter of my life and | haven't stored up
anything of my own.’

| was going to point out that three potentid digible partners gagging for it plus haf the house
and the pension schemes waan't exactly nothing, but 1 bit my tongue.

'1 want a career,' she said. And some horrible mean part of me felt happy and smug because |
had a career. Well — a job, anyway. | was a grasshopper collecting a big pile of grass, or flies, or
whatever it is grasshoppers edt ready for the winter, even if | didn't have a boyfriend.

Eventudly | managed to cheer Mum up by dlowing her to go through my wardrobe and
criticize dl my dothes, then tdl me why | should start getting everything from Jeeger and Country
Casuds. It worked a treat and eventualy she was so much back on form she was actudly able to
cdl up Julio and arrange to meet him for a'nightcap.’

By the time she Ieft it was after ten so | called Tom to report the hideous news that Daniel had
not rung al weekend and asked him what he thought about Jude and Sharon's conflicting advice.
Tom sad | should ligen to nether of them, not flirt, not lecture but merdly be an doof, coolly
professona ice-queen. Men, he clams, view themsdves as permanently on some sort of sexud
ladder with dl women ether above them or below them. If the woman is 'bdow' (i.e. willing to
deep with him, very keen on him) then in a Groucho Marx kind of way he does not want to be a
member of her 'dub." This whole mentaity depresses me enormoudy but Tom sad not to be naive
and if | redly love Danid and want to win his heart | have to ignore him and be as cold and distant
to him as possble. Eventualy got to bed a midnight, v. confused, but was woken three times in
the night by phone cdls from Dad.

'When someone loves you it's like having a blanket dl round your heart,’ he sad, 'and then
when it's teken away . . . ' and he burst into tears. He was speaking from the granny flat at the
bottom of the Alconburys garden, where he's saying, as he says hopefully, 'Jugt till things are
sorted out.’

| suddenly redize everything has shifted and now | am looking after my parents indead of them
looking after me, which seems unnatural and wrong. Surely | am not that old?

Monday 6 March
8st 12 (v.v.g. —have realized secret of dieting is not weighing oneself).

Can officidly confirm that the way to a man s heart these days is not through beauty, food, sex, or
aluringness of character, but merely the ability to seem not very interested in him.

Took no notice of Dane whatsoever dl day at work and pretended to be busy (try not to
laugh). Message Pending kept flashing but | just kept sghing and tossng my hair about as if |
were a very glamorous, important person under a great deal of pressure. By the end of the day |
redized, like a school chemidry lab miracle (phosphorus, litmus test or similar), it was working.
He kept saring & me and giving me meaningful glances. Eventudly, when Perpetua was out, be
waked past my desk, stopped for a moment and murmured, 'Jones, you gorgeous creature. Why
are you ignoring me?

In a rush of joy and affection | was just about to blurt out the whole story of Tom, Jude and
Shazzer's conflicting theories, but the heavens were smiling on me and the phone rang. | rolled my
eyes gpologeticaly, picked it up, then Perpetua bustled up, knocking a pile of proofs off the desk



with her bottom, and bellowed, 'Ah, Danid. Now . . . ' and swept him away, which was fortunate
because the phone cal was Tom, who sad | had to keep up the ice-queen act and gave me a
mantra to repeat when | fet mysdf weskening. 'Aloof, unavailable ice-queen; Aloof, unavalable
ice-queen.’

7 March
9st 4, 2 or 5?? alcohol units O, cigarettes 20, calories 1500, Instants 6 (poor).

9 am. Aargh. How can | have put on 3lb since the middle of the night? | was 9¢ 4 when | went to
bed, 9 2 a 4 am. and 9 5 when | got up. | can understand weight coming off — it could have
evaporated or passed out of the body into the toilet — but how could it be put on? Guld food
reect chemicaly with other food, double its dengty and volume, and solidify into every heavier
and denser hard fat? | don't look fatter. | can fasten the button, though not, das, the zipper on my
'89 jeans. SO maybe my whole body is getting smdler but denser. The whole thing smacks of
femae body-builders and makes me fed drangdy sck. Cal up Jude to complain about diet
falure, who says write down everything youve eaten, honestly, and see if you suck to the diet.
Hereislig.

Breakfast: hot-cross bun (Scarsdade Diet — dight variation on specified piece of wholemed
toast); Mars Bar (Scarsdale Diet — dight variation on specified hdf grapefruit)

Snack: two bananas, two pears (switched to Fplan as starving and cannot face Scarsdde carrot
snacks). Carton orange juice (Anti- Celulite Raw-Food Diet)

Lunch: jacket potato (Scarsdde Vegetarian Diet) and hummus (Hay Diet — fine with jacket
gouds as al darch, and breskfast and snack were dl dkaine-forming with exception of
hot-cross bun and Mars: minor aberration)

Dinner: four glasses of wine, fish and chips (Scarsdde Diet and dso Hay Diet — protein
forming); portion tiramisu; peppermint Aero (pissed)

| redize it has become too easy to find a diet to fit in with whatever you happen to fed like
eating and that diets are not there to be pick and mixed but picked and stuck to, which is exactly
what | shal begin to do once I've eaten this chocolate croissant.

Tuesday 14 March

Disagter. Complete disaster. Flushed with the success of Tom's ice-queen theory | began to rather
brim over, as it were, into Jude's, and starting messaging Danid again, to reassure him that | trust
him and am not going to become needy or fly off the handle without just cause.

By midnorning, so successful was the ice-queen combined with Men are from Mars, Women
are from Venus gpproach that Daniel waked right up to me by the coffee machine and said, 'Will
you come to Prague next weekend?

'What? Er hahahaha, you mean the weekend &fter this one?

'Y eeeeees,, next weekend,’ he sad, with an encouraging, dightly patronizing air, as if he had
been teaching me to speak English.

'‘Oooh. Yes, please,’ | sad, forgetting the ice-queen mantraiin the excitement.



Next thing he came up and asked if | wanted to come round the corner for lunch. We arranged
to meet outsde the building so no one would suspect anything and it was dl raher thrilling and
clandegtine until he said, as we waked towards the pub, 'Listen, Bridge, I'm redly sorry, I've
fucked up.’

'Why? What? | sad, even, as | spoke, remembering my mum and wondering if | ought to be
saying 'Pardon?

I can't make Prague next weekend. | don't know what | was thinking about. But maybe well do
it another time' A dren blared in my head and a huge neon sgn darted flashing with Sharon's
head in the middle going, FUCKWITTAGE, FUCKWITTAGE'

| stood stock il on the pavement, glowering up at him.

'What's the matter? he said, looking amused.

'I'm fed up with you,' | sad furioudy. 'l told you quite specificdly the firg time you tried to
undo my skirt that 1 am not into emotiona fuckwittage. It was very bad to carry on flirting, deep
with me then not even follow it up with a phone cdl, and try to pretend the whole thing never
happened. Did you just ask me to Prague to make sure you could till degp with me if you wanted
to asif we were on some sort of ladder?

‘A ladder, Bridge?, said Daniel, What sort of ladder?

'Shut up,' | bristled crosdly. ‘It's dl chop-change chop-change with you. Either go out with me
and trest me nicely, or leave me adone. As| say, | am not interested in fuckwittage.'

'What about you, this week? Firs you completely ignore me like some Hitler Youth ice-maiden,
then you turn into an irresigtible sex kitten, looking a& me over the computer with not so much
‘come-to-bed' asjust 'come eyes, and now suddenly you're Jeremy Paxman.'

We daed a each other trandfixed like two African animals a the start of a fight on a David
Attenborough programme. Then suddenly Danid turned on his hed and waked off to the pub,
leaving me to stagger, stunned, back to the office, where | dived to the loo, locked the door and sat
down, staring crazily at the door with one eye. Oh God.

5 p.m. Ha ha. Am mavedlous. Feding v. pleased with sdf. Had top-level post-works crigs
meeting in Café Rouge with Sharon, Jude and Tom, who were dl ddighted with, the Danie
outcome, each convinced it was because | had followed their advice. Also Jude had heard survey
on the radio that by the turn of the millennium a third of dl households will be single, therefore
proving that at last we are no longer tragic freeks. Shazzer guffawed and said, 'One in three? Nine
out of ten, more like' Sharon mantans men — present company (i.e. Tom) excepted, obvioudy
— are 0 catastrophicaly unevolved that soon they will just be kept by women as pets for sex,
therefore presumably these will not count as shared households as the men will be kept outsde in
kennds. Anyway, feding v. empowered. Tremendous. Think might read bit of Susan Fdudi's
Backlash.

5am. Oh God, am so unhgppy about Danid. | love him.

Wednesday 15 March



9st, alcohol units 5 (disgrace: urine of Satan), cigarettes 14 (weed of Satan — will give up on
birthday), calories 1795.

Humph. Have woken up v. fed up. On top of everything, only two weeks to go until birthday,
when will have to face up to the fact that another entire year has gone by, during which everyone
ese except me has mutated into Smug Married, having children plop, plop, plop, left right and
centre and making hundreds of thousands of pounds and inroads into very hub of establishment,
while | career rudderless and, boyfriendless through dysfunctiond relaionships and professond
sagnation.

Find sdf condantly scanning face in mirror for wrinkles and franticdly reading Hellol,
checking out everyone's ages in desperate search for role modds (Jane Seymour is forty-two!),
fighting long-impacted fear that one day in your thirties you will suddenly, without warning, grow
a big fa crimplene dress, shopping bag, tight perm and face collgpsing in manner of movie
specid-effect, and that will beit. Try to concentrate hard on Joanna Lumley and Susan Sarandon.

Also worried about how to celebrate birthday. Sze of fla and bank baance prohibits actud
paty. Maybe dinner party? But then would have to spend birthday daving and would hate dl
guests on ariva. Could dl go out for med but then fed guilty asking everyone to pay, sfishly
presuming to force codly and dull evening on others merdy to cedebrate own birthday — yet
cannot afford to pay for everyone. Oh God. What to do? Wish had not been born but immaculately
burg into being in similar, though not identica, manner to Jesus, then would not have had to have
birthday. Sympathize with Jesus in sense of embarrassment he mugt, and perhaps should, fed over
two-millennium-old socid imposition of own birthday on large areas of globe.

Midnight. Have had v.g. idea about birthday. Am going to ask everyone round for cocktails,
perhgps Manhattans. Will then have given to guests something in manner of grand society hostess,
and if everyone wishesto go to dinner afterwards: why, they may do so0. Not sure what
Manhattan is, come to think of it. But could buy book of cocktails maybe. Probably won't, to be
perfectly honest.

Thursday 16 March

94 1, dcohol units 2, cigarettes 3 (v.g.), caories 2140 (but mainly fruit), minutes spent doing
party guest list 237 (bad).

Me Shazzer

Jude VileRichard

Tom Jerome (yuk)

Michad

Magda Jeremy

Smon

Rebecca Martin Crashing Bore
Woney Cosmo

Joanna

Danid? Perpetua? (eek) and Hugo?



Oh no. Oh no. What am | going to do?

Friday 17 March

Just cdled Tom who says, very wisdy, ‘It is your birthday and you should invite exactly and only
who you want." So am just going to ask the following:

Shazzer
Jude
Tom
Magda and Jeremy
— and cook supper for everyone myself.

Cdled Tom back to tel him the plan and he said, ‘and Jerome?

'What?

'And Jerome?

I thought, like we said, I'd just ask who | . . . ' | talled off, redizing if | sad ‘wanted' it would

mean | didn't ‘want' i.e. like Tom'sinsufferable, pretentious boyfriend.

'Oh!" | said, over-compensating madly. 'You mean your Jerome? Course Jerome's invited, yer
ninny. Chuh! But do you think it's OK not to ask Judes Vile Richard? And Soaney Woney —
even though she had me to her birthday last week?

'Shelll never know.'

When | told Jude who was coming she said perkily, 'Oh, so were bringing other halves? which
means Vile Richard. Also now tha it's not just sx | will have to ak Michad. Oh wel. | mean
nineisfine Ten. Itll befine.

Next thing Sharon rang. 'l lope | haven't put my foot in it. | just saw Rebecca and asked her if
she was coming to your birthday and she looked redly offended.’

Oh no, I'll have to ask Rebecca and Martin Crashing Bore now. But that means I'll have to ask
Joanna as well. Shit. shit. Now I've said I'm cooking | can't suddenly announce we're going out to
arestaurant or I'll seem both boneidle and mean.

Oh God. Just got home to icy offended- sounding answerphone message from \Woney.

'‘Cosmo and | were wondering what you'd like for your birthday this year. Would you cdl us
back, please?

Redize | am going to spend my birthday cooking food for sixteen people.

Saturday 18 March

8st 13, alcohol units 4 (fed up), cigarettes 23 (v.v. bad, esp. in two hours), Calories 3827
(repulsive).

2 p.m. Humph. Just what | needed. My mother burst into my flat, last week's Grasshopper Who
Sang All Summer crigs miraculoudy forgotten.

'My godfathers, darling!" she sad breathily, seaming through my flaa and heading for the
kitchen. 'Have you had a bad week or something? You took dreadful. You look about ninety.



Anyway, guess what, darling, she said, turning, holding the kettle, dropping her eyes modedtly,
then looking up, beaming like Bonnie Langford about to embark upon a tap-dancing routine.

'What? | muttered grumpily.

I'vegot ajobasaTV presenter.’

I'm going shopping.

Sunday 19 March
8st 12 alcohol units 3, cigarettes 10, calories 2465 (but mainly chocolate).

Hurray. Whole new ‘positive perspective on birthday. Have been taking to Jude about book she
has been reading about festivals and rites of passage in primitive cultures and am feding happy
and serene.

Redlize it is shdlow and wrong to fed that flat is too smdl to entertain nineteen, and that cannot
be arsed to spend hirthday cooking and would rather dress up and be taken to posh restaurant by
sex-god with enormous gold credit card. Instead am going to think of my friends as a huge, warm,
African, or possbly Turkish, family.

Our culture is too obsessed with outward gppearance, age and dtatus. Love is what matters.
These nineteen people are my friends, they want to be welcomed into my home to celebrate with
affection and smple homdy fare — not to judge. Am going to cook shepherd's pie for them al —
British Home Cooking. It will be amarvellous, warm, Third-World-gyle ethnic family party.

Monday 20 March

9st, alcohol units 4 (getting into mood), cigarettes 27 (hut last day before giving up), calories
2455,

Have decided to sarve the shepherds pie with Chargrilled Belgian Endive Sdad, Roquefort
Lardons and Frizzled Chorizo, to add a fashionable touch (have not tried before but sure it will be
easy), followed by individud Grand, Mamnier soufflés, V. much looking forward to the birthday.
Expect to become known as brilliant cook and hostess.

Tuesday 21 March: Birthday
9st, alcohol units 9,* cigarettes 42,* calories 4295.* *If can't splash out on birthday, when can 1?

6.30 p.m. Cannot go on. Have just stepped in a pan of mashed potato in new kitten-hed black
suede shoes from Pied a terre (Pied-apomine-de-terre, more like), forgetting that kitchen floor and
surfaces were covered in pans of mince and mashed potato. It is dready 6.30 and have © go out to
Cullens for Grand Marnier soufflé ingredients and other forgotten items. Oh my God — suddenly
remembered tube of contraceptive jelly might be on sde of washbasn. Mugt adso hide storage jars
with embarrassng un-hip squirrel desgn and birthday card from Jamie with picture of little lamb



on front which says 'Happy Birthday, Guess which one is you? Then indde, 'Youre the one over
the hill." Humph.

Schedule:

6.30. Go to shop.

6.45. Return with forgotten groceries.

6.45-7. Assemble shepherd's pie and place in oven (oh God, hope will dl fit).

7-7.05. Prepare Grand Marnier soufflés. (Actudly think will have a little teste of Grand
Marnier now. It ismy birthday, after dl.)

7.05-7.10. Mmm. Grand Marnier ddicious. Check plates and cutlery for tdl-tde sgns of
duttish washing-up and arrange in attractive fan shape. Ah, must buy napkins aso (or is it
serviettes? Can never remember which one is common)

7.10-7.20. Tidy up and move furniture to sdes of room.

7.20-7.30. Make frisse lardon frizzled chorizo thing.

All of which leaves a dear hdf-hour to get ready so no need to panic. Must have a fag. Aargh. It's
quarter to seven. How did that happen? Aargh.

7.15 p.m. Jug, got back from shop and redlize have forgotten buitter,

7.35 p.m. Shit, shit shit. The shepherd's pie. is 4ill in pans dl over the kitchen floor and have not
yet washed hair.

740 p.m. Oh my God. Just looked for milk and redized have left the carrier bag behind in the
shop. Also had the eggs in it. That means . . . Oh God, and the olive ol . . . so cannot do frizzy
sdad thing.

7.40 p.m. Hmm. Begt plan, surdly, is to get into the bath with a glass of champagne then get ready.
At least if | look nice | can carry on cooking when everyone is here and maybe can get Tom to go
out for the missng ingredients.

7.55 p.m. Aargh. Doorbell. Am in bra and pants with wet hair. Pie is dl over floor. Suddenly hate
the guests. Have had to dave for two days, and now they will dl swan in, demanding food like
cuckoos. Fed like opening door and shouting, 'Oh, go fuck yourselves:

2 am. Feding v. emotiond. At door were Magda, Tom, Shazzer and Jude with bottle of
champagne. They said to hurry up and get ready and when | had dried hair and dressed they had
cleaned up dl the kitchen and thrown away the shepherd's pie. It turned out Magda had booked a
big table a 192 and told everyone to go there ingtead of my flat, and there they dl were waiting
with presents, planning to buy me dinner. Magda said they had had a weird, dmost spooky sixth
sense tha the Grand Marnier soufflé and frizzled lardon thing were not going to work out. Love
the friends, better than extended Turkish family in weird headscarves any day.
Right: for coming year will reactivate New Y ear's Resolutions, adding the following:

I will



Stop being so neurotic and dreading things.

| will not
Seep with, or take any notice of, Daniel Cleaver any more.



APRIL

INNER POISE



Sunday 2 April
94, alcohol units O (marvellous), cigarettes O, calories 2250.

| read in an article that Kathleen Tynan, late. Wife of the late Kenneth, had 'inner poise’ and, when
writing, was to be found immaculately dressed, gtting at a smdl table in the centre of the room
gpping a a glass of chilled white, wine. Kathleen Tynan would not, when late with a press release
for Perpetua, lie fully dressed and terrified under the duvet, chain-smoking, glugging cold sake out
of a beasker and putting on make-up as a hyserica digplacement activity. Kathleen Tynan would
not dlow Danid Cleaver to deep with her whenever he fdt like it but not be her boyfriends Nor
would she become insensible with drink and be sick. Wish to be like Kathleen Tynan (though not,
obvioudy, dead).

Lately, therefore, whenever things have risked ranging out of control, |1 have repeated the phrase
inner poisg and imagined mysdf wearing white linen and gtting a a table with flowers on it.
'Inner poise’ No fags for sx days now. Have assumed air of dignified hauteur wth Danid and not
messaged, flirted or dept with him for three weeks. Only three dcohol units consumed over the
last week as grudging concesson to Tom, who complained that spending the evening with the new
vice-free me was like going out for dinner with awhelk, scallop or other flaccid sea-creature.

My body is a temple. | wonder if it's time to go to bed yet? Oh no, it's only 8.30. Inner poise.
Ooh. Telephone.

9 p.m. It was my father, spesking in awelird, disconnected voice, dmost asif he were adalek.

‘Bridget. Turn your televison set to BBC 1.

| switched channds and lurched in horror. It was trailer for the Anne and Nick show and there,
frozen in a video-effect diamond between Anne and Nick on the sofa, was my mother, dl bouffed
and made-up, asif she were Katie Bloody Boyle or someone.

‘Nick," said Anne pleasantly.

.. . and well be introducing, our new Springtime Sot, sad Nick, "Suddenly Single' — a
dilemma being faced by a growing number of women. Anne’

'And introducing spanking new presenter Pam Jones said Anne. "'Suddenly Single’ hersdf and
making her TV debut.'

While Anne was spesking my mother unfroze within the diamond, which sarted whooshing
towards the front of the screen, obscuring Anne and Nick, and reveding, as it did so, tha my
mother was thrusting a microphone under the nose of a mousy-looking woman.

'Have you had suicidd thoughts? boomed my mother.

'Yes' said the mousy woman and burst into tears at which point the picture froze, tirned on its
end and whizzed off into one comer to reved Anne and Nick on the sofa again looking sepulchral.

Dad was devastated. Mum hadn't even told him about the TV-presenting job. It seems he is in
denid and has convinced himsdf Mum is jus having an end-of-life criss and that she aready
reglizes she has made a mistake but is too embarrassed to ask to come back.

Actudly, I'm dl for denid. You can convince yoursdf of any scenario you choose and it keeps
you as happy as a sandboy — as long as your ex-partner doesn't pop up on your televison screen
forging a new career out of not being married to you any more. | tried to pretend it didnt mean
there was no hope, and that Mum might be planning their reunion as a redly grabby end to the
series, but it didnt wash. Poor Dad. | dont think he knows anything about Julio or the man from
the tax office. | asked him if heéd like me to come up tomorrow and we could go out and have a



nice supper together on Saturday night and maybe go for a walk on Sunday, but he said be was dl
right. The Alconburys are holding an Olde English supper on Saturday night for the Lifeboat.

Tuesday 4 April

Determined, now, to tackle congtant lateness for work and falure to address in-tray bulging with
threats from baliffs, eic. Resolve to begin sdf-improvement programme with time-and-motion

study.

7 am. Get weighed.

7.03 am. Return to bed in sulk over weight. Head-dtate bad. Sleeping or getting up equaly out
of question. Think about Danidl.

7.30 am. Hunger pains force sdf out of bed. Make coffee, consder grapefruit. Defrogt
chocol ate croissant.

7.35-7.50 a.m. Look out of window.

7.55 a.m. Open wardrobe. Stare at clothes.

8 am. Sdect shirt. Try to find black Lycra miniskirt. Pull clothes out of bottom of wardrobe in
quest for skirt. Go through drawers and search behind bedroom chair. Go through ironing
basket. Go through dirty linen basket. Skirt has vanished. Have cigarette to cheer self up.

8.20 a.m. Dry skin brushing (anti-cdllulite), bath and hairwash.

835 am. Begin sdection of underwear. Laundry criss means only avalable pants ae vast
white cotton. Too unattractive to contemplate, even for work (psychologica damage). Go
back to ironing basket. Find unsuitably smdl black lacy par — prickly but better than
giant Mummy- pant horror.

8.45 am. Start on black opague tights. Pair one seems to have Shrunk — crotch is three inches
above knees. Get second pair on and find hole on back of leg. Throw away. Suddenly
remember had Lycra mini-skirt on when returned home with Danid lagt time. Go to living
room. Triumphantly locate skirt between cushions on sofa

8.55 am. Return to tights. Pair three have hole only in toe. Put on. Hole transforms into ladder
which will protrude telingly from shoe Go to ironing basket. Locate last pair of black
opague tights twisted into rope-like object speckled with bits of tissue. Untangle and purge
of tissue.

9.05 a.m. Have got tights on now. Add skirt. Begin ironing shirt.

9.10 am. Suddenly redize har is drying in werd shape. Search for harbrush. Locate in
handbag. Blow-dry hair. Will not go right. Spray with plant spray and blow some more.

9.40 am. Return to ironing and discover subborn gan on front of shirt. All other posshble
shirts dirty. Panic about time. Try to wash out sain. Entire shirt now soaking wet. Iron dry.

9.55a.m. V. late now. In despair, have fag and read holiday brochure for calming five minutes.

10 am. Try to find handbag. Handbag has vanished. Decide to see if anything nice has come in
the mail.

10.07 am. Access letter only, about non-payment of minimum payment, Try to remember what
was looking for. Restart quest for handbag.

10.15 am. Beyond lateness now. Suddenly remember had handbag in bedroom when looking
for harbrush but cannot find. Eventudly locate under clothes from wardrobe. Return



clothes to wardrobe. Put on jacket. Prepare to leave house. Cannot find keys. Scour house
inrage.

10.25 a.m. Find keysin handbag. Redlize have forgotten hairbrush.

10.35 a.m. Leave house.

Three hours and thirty-five minutes between waking and leaving house is too long. In future must
get draight up when wake and reform entire laundry system. Open up paper to read that convicted
murderer in America is convinced the authorities have planted a microchip in his buttocks to
monitor his movements, 0 to spesk. Horrified by thought of sSmilar microchip beng in own
buttocks, particularly in the mornings.

Wednesday 5 April

8st 13, alcohol units 5 (Jude's fault), cigarettes 2 (sort of thing that could happen to anyone —
does not mean have started smoking again), calories 1765, Instants 2.

Told Jude today about the inner poise thing and she sad, interestingly, that shed been reading a
sf-hep book about Zen. She said, when you looked at life, Zen could be gpplied to anything —
Zen and the art of shopping, Zen and the art of flatbuying, etc. She sad that it was dl a question of
Flow rather than struggle. And if, for example, you had a problem or things were not working out,
indead of draining or becoming angry you should just relax and fed your way into the Flow and
everything would work out. It is, she sad, rather like when you can't get a key to open a lock and
if you wiggle it furioudy it gets worse, but take it out, sick a bit of lip gloss on it, then just sort of
sense your way and Eurekal But not to mention idea to Sharon because she thought it was
bollocks.

Thursday 6 April

Went to meet Jude for quiet drink to talk about Flow some more and noticed a familiar besuited
figure with knitting-pattern dark good looks gtting in a quiet corner having dinner: it was Magdas
Jeremy. Waved a him and just for split second saw expresson of horror cross his face, which
ingantly made me look to his companion who was @ not Magda. b) not yet thirty, ¢) wearing a
suit which | have tried on twice in Whistles and had to take off as too expensive. Bloody witch.
| could tell Jeremy was going to try to get away with the sort of quick 'Hello not now' look

which acknowledges your close, old and enduring friendship but & the same time demondrates
that this is not the moment to affirm it with kisses and an in-depth chat. | was about to play dong
with it but then | thought, hang on a minute! Sisters Under the skin! Magdal If Magdas husband
has nothing to be ashamed of in dining with thisworthless trallop in my suit, he will introduce me.

| dtered my path to pass his table, a which he immersed himsdf deep in conversation with the
trollop, glancing up as | waked past and giving me a firm, confident amile as if to say 'busness
mesting.’ | gave him alook which said, 'Don't you business meeting me," and strutted on.

What should | do now, though? Oh dear, oh dear. Tell Magda? Not tell Magda? Ring Magda
and ak if everythings OK? Ring Jeemy and ak him if everythings OK? Ring Jeremy and
thresten to tell Magda unless he drops the witch in my suit? Mind my own business?



Remembering Zen, Kathleen Tynan and Inner Poise, | did a verson of Sdute to the Sun |
remembered from digant Yogacise class and centred mysdlf, concentrating on the inner whed, till
the flow came. Then | resolved serendy to tdl no one, as gossp is a virulent spreading poison.
Ingead | will ring Magda a lot and be there for her s0 if anything is amiss (which she is bound,
with woman'sintuition, to sense), she will tdl me. Then if, through
Flow, it seems the right thing to do, | will tell her what | saw. Nothing of vaue comes through
gruggle; it is dl about How. Zen and the art of life. Zen. How. Hmmm, but then how did | happen
to bump into Jeremy and the worthlesstrollop if not through Flow? What does that mean, then?

Tuesday 11 April
8st alcohol units O, cigarettes O, Instants 9 (this must stop).

All seems normd with Magda and Jeremy so maybe it was just a busness meeting. Maybe the
Zen and Flow notion is correct, for there is no doubt that by relaxing and going with the vibes |
have done the right thing. Am invited to a glittering literati launch of Kafka's Motorbike next week
a the lvy. Determined, ingead of fearing the scary party, panicking dl the way through and going
home pissed and depressed, am going to improve socia skills, confidence and Make Parties Work
for Me— as guided by article have just read in magazine.

Apparently, Tina Brown of The New Yorker is brilliant a& deding with parties, gliding prettily
from group to group, saying, 'Martin Aims Nelson Mandda Richard Gerel' in a tone which at
once suggests, 'My God, | have never been more enchanted to see anyone in my entire lifel Have
you met the most dazzling person a the party apart from you? Tak! Tak! Must network! Byeee!'
Wisgh to be like Tina Brown, though not, obvioudy, quite so hardworking.

The artide is full of useful tips. One should never, gpparently, talk to anyone at a party for more
than two minutes. When time is up, you smply say, 'l think were expected to circulate. Nice to
meet you," and go off. If you get lost for words after asking someone what they do to which they
reply 'Undertaker' or 'l work for the Child Support Agency,” you must Smply ask, 'Do you enjoy
that? When introducing people add a thoughtful detail or two about each person so that ther
interlocutor has a conversationa kicking-off point. E.g., This is John — he's from New Zedand
and enjoyswindsurfing.' Or, 'Ginais a keen skydiver and lives on abarge.’

Most importantly, one must never go to a paty without a clear objective “whether it be to
'network," thereby adding to your spread of contacts to improve your career, to make friends with
someone specific; or amply ‘clinch' a top ded. Underdand where have been going wrong by
going to parties a'med only with objective of not getting too pissed.

Monday 17 April

8¢t 12, alcohol units O (v.g.), cigarettes 0 (v.g.), Instants 5 (but won £2 so total Instants
expenditure only £3).

Right. Tomorrow is Kafkas Motorbike. Am going to work out clear set of objectives. In a minute.
Will just watch adverts then ring up Jude,
Right.



1) Not to get too pissed.
2) Toam to meet people to network with.

Hmmmm. Anyway, will think of some more later.

11 p.m. Right.

—A)To-meet-and-deepwith-sex-god:
4) To make interesting contacts in the publishing world, possbly even other professons in
order to find new career.

Oh God. Do not want to go to scary paty. Want to stay home with bottle of wine and watch
Eastenders.

Tuesday 18 April
9t 7 (oh dear), cigarettes 30, calories (cannot bear to think about it), Instants 1 (excellent).

Party got off to a bad start when could nor see anyone that | knew to introduce to each other.
Found mysdf a drink then spotted Perpetua taking to James from the Telegraph. Approached
Perpetua confidently, ready to swing into action but instead of saying 'James, Bridget comes from
Northamptonshire and is a keen gymnast’ (am going to start going to gym again soon), Perpetua
just carried on taking — well beyond the two-minute mark and ignored me.

| hung around for a while feding a totd git, then spotted Smon from Marketing. Cunningly
pretending | had not intended to join Perpetuas conversation at dl, | bore down purposefully upon
Simon, preparing to say, 'Simon Barnett!" in the style of Tina Brown. When | was dmogt there,
however, | noticed that, unfortunately, Simon from Marketing was taking to Julian Barnes.
Suspecting that | might not be ale to fully pull off crying, 'Smon Barnett! Julian Barned' with
quite the required gaiety and tone, | hovered indecisvely then started to sdle away, & which point
Smon sad in an irritated superior voice (one you, funnily enough, never heer him use when he is
trying to get off with you by the photocopier), 'Did you want something, Bridget?

'Ah! Yed!' | said, panicking wildly about what it was | could possibly want. 'Ahm.’

"Y eees? Simon and Julian Barnes looked at me expectantly.

'Do you know where the toilets are? | blurted out. Damn. Damn. Why? Why did | say that? |
saw afaint smile hover over the thin-but-attractive lips of Julian Barnes.

'Ah, actudly | think they're over there. Jolly good. Thanks' | said, and made for the exit. Once
out of the swinging doors | dumped againg the wal, trying to get my breath back, thinking, ‘inner
poise, inner poise.’ It was not going particularly well so far, there were no two ways abot it.

| looked widfully a the stairs. The thought of going home, putting my nightie on and turning on
the tely began to seem irresdibly attractive. Remembering the Paty Objectives, though, |
breathed in deeply through my nose, murmured, ‘inner poise and pushed through the doors back
into the party. Perpetuawas till by the door, talking to her ghastly friends Piggy and Arabdlla



'Ah, Bridget,' she said. 'Are you going to get a drink? and held out her glass. When | returned
with three glasses of wine and a Perrier they werein full autowitter.

I have to say, | think it's disgraceful. All it means in this day and age is that a whole generation
of people only get to know the grest works of literature — Austen, Eliot, Dickens, Shakespeare,
and so on — through the televison.’

'Well, quite. It's absurd. Crimind.’

'‘Absolutely. They think that what they see when they're ‘channd hopping between Nodl's House
Party and Blind Date actudly is Augten or Eliot.'

'Blind Dateis on Saturdays," | said.

'I'm sorry? said Perpetua.

‘Saturdays. Blind Dateis on Saturdays at seven-fifteen, after Gladiators.'

'S0? sad Perpetua sneerily, with asdeways glance at Arabdlaand Piggy.

"Those big literary adaptations don't tend to go out on Saturday nights.’

'Oh look, thereés Mark,' interrupted Piggy.

'Oh God, yah," said Arabdla, beadily. 'He's left hiswife, hasn't he?

'What | meant was, there isnt anything any good like Blind Date on the other sde during the
literary masterpieces, so | don't think that many people would be channel hopping.’

'Oh, Blind Dateis'good,' isit? sneered Perpetua.

'Yes, it's very good.'

'And you do redlize Middlemarch was originally a book, Bridget, don't you, not a soap?

| hate Perpetua when she gets like this. Stupid old fartarse bag.

'Oh, | thought it was a sogp or a shampoo, | sad, sulkily grabbing a handful of passing sate
gicks and shoving them into my mouth. As | looked up | saw a dark-haired man in a suit sraight
in front of me.

'Hello, Bridget, he sad. | nearly opened my mouth and let dl the sate gticks fdl right out. It
was Mark Darcy. But without the Arnold Palmer-gstyle diamond- patterned sweater.

'Hello,’ | sad through my mouthful, trying not to panic. Then, remembering the aticle, turned
towards Perpetua.

'Mark. Perpetuais. . . | began and then paused, frozen. What to say? Perpetua is very fat and
gpends her whole time bossing me around? Mark is very rich and has a crud-raced ex-wife.

'Yes? said Mark.

. . . ismy boss and is buying a fla in Fulham, and Mak is' | sad, turning desperately to
Perpetua, 'atop humantrights lawyer.'

'Oh, hello, Mark. | know of you, of course, gushed Perpetua as if she were Prunella Scales in
Fawlty Towers and he were the Duke of Edinburgh.

'‘Mark, hi!" said Arabdla, opening her eyes very wide and blinking in a way she presumably
thought was very attractive. 'Haven't seen you for yonks. How was the Big Apple?

'We were just talking about hierarchies of culture, boomed Perpetua. 'Bridget is one of these
people who thinks the moment when the screen goes back on Blind Date is on a par with Othdlo's
'hurl my soul from heaven' soliloquy,” she said, hooting with laughter.

'‘Ah. Then Bridget is clearly a top pos-modernist,’ said Mark Darcy. 'This is Natasha,' he said,
gesturing towards atdl, thin, glamorous girl besde him. ‘Natashais atop family-law barrister.’

| had the feding he was taking the piss out of me. Bloody cheek.

1 must say,” said Natasha, with a knowing amile, 'l dways fed with the Classcs people should
be made to prove they've read the book before they're dlowed to watch the televison verson.'

'Oh, | quite agree,’ said Perpetua, emitting further gales of laughter. 'What a marvelous idea!'



| could see her mentdly fitting Mark Darcy and Natasha in with an array of Poohs and Piggies
round the dinner table.
"They should have refused to let anyone listen to the World Cup tune’ hooted Arabella, ‘until
they could prove they'd listened to Turandot al the way through!'
Though in many respects, of course' said Mark's Natasha, suddenly earnest, as if concerned the
conversaion was going quite the wrong way, 'the democratization of our culture is a good thing —

'Except in the case of Mr. Blobby, who should have been punctured at birth," shrieked Perpetua.
As | glanced involuntarily a Perpetuds bottom thinking, Thet's a bit rich coming from her,' |
caught Mark Darcy doing the same thing.

'What | resent, though' — Natasha was looking al sort of twitchy and distorted as if $ie were in
an Oxbridge debating society — 'is this, this sort of, arogant individudism which imagines each
new generation can somehow create the world afresh.’

‘But that's exactly whet they do, do,' said Mark Darcy gently.

'Oh wdl, I mean if youre going to look at it at that level said Natasha defensvely.

'What level? said Mark Darcy. 'It'snot aleve, it's a perfectly good point.’

‘No. No. I'm sorry, you're deliberately being obtuse she sad, turning bright red. 'I'm not taking
about a ventilating decondructiondigic freshness of vison. I'm tdking &bout the ultimate
vandalization of the culturd framework.'

Mark Darcy looked asif he was going to burst out laughing.

‘What | mean is, if you're teking that sort of cutesy, moraly rdativigtic, Blind Date is brilliant
sort of line.. . . ' she said with aresentful look in my direction.

I wasnt, | just redly like Blind Date' | said. Though | do think it would be better if they made
the pickees make up their own replies to the questions ingtead of reading out those stupid pat
answers full of punsand sexud innuendos!’

'Absolutely,' interjected Mark.

'1 can't stand Gladiators, though. It makes mefed fat,' | said. '"Anyway, nice to meet you. Bye!'

| was just danding waiting for my coat, reflecting on how much difference the presence or
absence of a diamond-patterned swesater can make to someone's attractiveness, when | felt hands
lightly on my waist

| turned around. 'Danid!’

‘Jones! What are you doing skulking off so early? He leaned over and kissed me. ‘'Mmmmmm,
you smdl nice' then offered me a cigarette.

'‘No thank you, | have found inner poise and given up smoking,' | said, in a preprogrammed,
Sepford Wife sort of way, wishing Danid wasit quite so aitractive when you found yoursdf
donewith him.

'l see," he smirked, ‘inner poise, eh?

'Yes,' | said primly. 'Have you been at the party? | didn't see you.'

'l know you didn't. | saw you, though. Taking to Mark Darcy.'

'How do you know Mark Darcy? | said, astonished.

‘Cambridge. Can't stand the stupid nerd. Bloody old woman. How do you know him?

'He's Mdcolm and Elaine Darcy's son,' | began, dmost going on to say, 'You know Malcolm
and Elaine, darling. They came over when we lived in Buckingham — '

'Whointhe—"

"They're friends of my parents. | used to play with him in the paddling poal.’

'Yes, | bet you did, you dirty little bitch,” he growled. 'Do you want to come and have supper?



Inner poise, | told mysdlf, inner poise.

'‘Come on, Bridge,' he said, leaning towards me seductively. 'l need to have a serious discussion
about your blouse It's extremey thin. Almod, when you examine it, thin to the point of
trangparency. Has it ever occurred to you that your blouse might be suffering from . . . bulimia?

'I've got to meet someone,’ | whispered desperately.

‘Come on, Bridge.'

'No," | said with afirmness that rather surprised me.

'‘Shame,' he sad <oftly. 'See you Monday, and gave me a look so dirty | fdt like throwing
mysdf after him shouting, 'Shag me! Shag me!’

11 pm. Jus cdled Jude and told her about Danid incident, aso about Madcolm and Elaine
Darcy's son, whom Mum and Una had tried to get me off with at the Turkey Qurry Buffet, turning
up a the party looking rather attractive.

'Wait aminute,’ said Jude. 'Y ou don't mean Mark Darcy, do you? The lavyer?

'Y es. What — do you know him aswell?

'Wdl, yes. | mean, weve done some work with him. Hes incredibly nice and atractive. |
thought you said the chap at the Turkey Curry Buffet was ared geek.'

Humph. Bloody Jude.

Saturday 22 April
8st 7, cigarettes, 0, alcohol units O, calories 1800.

Today is a higoric and joyous day. After eighteen years of trying to get down to 8% 7 | have
findly achieved it. It isno trick of the scales, but confirmed by jeans. | am thin.

There is no rdiable explanation. | have been to the gym twice in the last week, but that, though
rare, is not freskish. | have eaten normdly. It is a miracle Rang Tom, who sad maybe | have a
tapaeworm. The way to get rid of it, he said, is to hold a bowl of warm milk and a pencil in front of
my mouth. (Tepeworms love warm milk, apparently. They love it) Open my mouth. Then, when
the worm's head appears, wrap it carefully round the pencil.

‘Ligten," | told him, 'this tapeworm is dtaying. | love my new tgpeworm. Not only am | thin, but |
no longer want to smoke or glug wine!'

'Are you in love? asked Tom in a suspicious, jedlous tone. He's dways like this. It's not that he
wants to be with me, because, obvioudy, he is a homosexud. But if you are single the lagt thing
you want is your best friend forming a functiond rdationship with somebody ese | racked my
brains, then stopped, shocked by a sudden, stunning redization. | am not in love with Danie
anymore. | am free.

Tuesday 25 April
8st 7, alcohol units O (excellent), cigarettes O (v.v.g.), calories 995 (continuing good work).

Humph. Went to Jude's party tonight in tight little black dress to show off figure feding v. full of
mysdif.



'God, areyou al right? asked Jude when | walked in. "Y ou look redly tired.'
I'mfing’' | said, crestfalen. 'I've lost seven pounds. What's the matter?
‘Nothing. No, | just thought . . .
'What? What?
‘Maybe you've log it a bit quickly off your . . . face' she trailed off, looking a& my admittedly
somewhat deflated cleavage.
Simon was the same,

'No, I've given up.’

'Oh blimey, no wonder you look so0.. . .

'What?

'Oh, nothing, nothing. Just ahit . . . drawn.’

It continued dl evening. Therés nothing worse than people telling you you look tired. They
might as wdl have done with it and say you look like five kinds of shit. | fet so pleased with
mysdf for not drinking but as the evening wore on, and everyone got drunker, | began to fed so0
cam and smug thet | was even irritating mysdf. | kept finding mysdf in conversations when |
actudly couldn't be bothered to say a single word, and just looked on and nodded in a wise,
detached manner.

'Have you got any camomile tea? | said to Jude a one point as she lurched past, hiccupping
happily, a which point she collapsed into giggles, put her arm round me and fell over. | decided
I'd better go home.

Once there, | got into bed, put my head on the pillow but nothing happened. | kept putting my
head in one place, then another place, but Hill it wouldn't go to deep. Normdly | would be snoring
by now and having some sort of traumatized paranoid dream. | put the light on. It was only 11:30.
Maybe | should do something, like, well, er . . . mending? Inner poise The phone rang. It was
Tom.

‘Areyou dl right?

'Yes. | fed great. Why?

"You just seemed, well, flat tonight. Everyone said you weren't your usud seif.’

'No, | wasfine. Did you see how thin | am? Silence.

‘Tom?

'l think you looked better before, hon.'

Now | fed empty and bewildered — as if a rug has keen pulled from under my feet. Eighteen
years — wasted. Eighteen years of cdorie- and fat-unit-based arithmetic. Eighteen years of buying
long shirts and sweaters and leaving the room backwards in intimate Stuations to hide my bottom.
Millions of cheesecakes and tiramisus, tens of millions of Emmenthd dices left unesten. Eighteen
years of sruggle, sacrifice and endeavor — for wha? Eighteen years and the result is ‘tired and
flat.' | fed like a scientist who discovers that hislifeés work has been atotd mistake.

Thursday 27 April

Alcohol units O, cigarettes O, Instants 12 (v.v. bad, but have not weighed self or thought about
dieting all day; v.g.).



Must stop doing the Ingtants, but the trouble is | do quite often win. The Indants are much better
than the Lottery itsdf, because the numbers no longer come up during Blind Date (it is not on at
the moment) and dl too often do not have a single one of yours among them, leaving you feding
both impotent and cheated with nothing to be done except crumple your ticket up and throw it
defiantly on thefloor.

Not so with the Indants, which are very much a participation thing, with sx cash figures to be
scratched off — often quite a hard and skilled job — and never giving you the feding that you
didnt have a chance. Three amounts the same secures a win, and in my experience you aways get
very close, often with as many as two matching pairs for amounts as great as £50,000.

Anyway, you cant deny yoursdf al pleasures in life. I'm only on about bur or five a day and,
besides, I'm going to stop soon.

Friday 28 April

Alcohol units 14, cigarettes 64, calories 8400 (v.g., though bad to have counted. Simming
obsession v. bad), Instants 0.

At 845 lagt night | was running a reaxing aromatherapy bath and Spping camomile tea when a
ca burglar darm darted up. | have been waging a campaign on our dreet against car burglar
dams which are intolerable and counterproductive since you are more likely to get your car
broken into by an angry neighbor trying to slence the burglar darm than by a burglar

This time, however, ingead of raging and caling the police, | merdly breathed in through flared
nostrils and murmured, ‘inner poise’ The doorbell rang. | picked up the intercom. A v. posh sheep-
voice bleated, 'He's having a fucking affar.’ Then there was hydericd sobbing. | rushed
downgtars, where Magda was outsde the flat in floods of tears fiddling under the steering whedl
of Jeremy's Saab convertible, which was emitting a 'dowee-dowee-doowee of indescribable
loudness, dl lights flashing, while the baby screamed as if being murdered by a domedtic cat in the
car seat.

"Turn it off!" somebody yelled from an upstairs window.

'l bloody well can't!" shrieked Magda, tugging at the car hood.

‘Jerrersl’ she yelled into the portable phone. 'Jerrers, you fucking adulterous bastard! How do
you open the hood on the Saab!"

Magda is very posh. Our dreet is not very posh. It is of the kind which gill has pogters in the
windows saying 'Free Nelson Mandela.'

'I'm not bloody coming back, you bastard!" Magda was ydling. 'Just tell me how to open the
fucking bonnet.’

Magda and | were both in the car now, pulling every lever we could find, Magda swigging
intermittently a a bottle of Laurent-Perrier. By this time an angry mob was gathering. Next thing,
Jeremy roared up on his Harley-Davidson. But instead of turning off the darm, he started trying to
gréb the baby out of the backseat with Magda screaming a him. Then the Audrdian guy, Dan,
who lives below me, opened his window.

'Oy, Bridgid, he shouted. 'There's water pouring through my ceiling.’

'Shit! The bath!”

| ran updars, but when | got to my door | redized I'd shut it behind me with the key insde. |
started banging my head againd it, ydling, 'Shit, shit!"



Then Dan appeared m the hal. 'Chrisd,’ he said. 'Y ou'd biddah have one of these.'

"Thanks' | said, practicaly eating the proffered fag.

Severd cigarettes and a lot of fiddling with a credit card later we were in, to find water flooding
everywhere. We couldnt turn the taps off. Dan rushed downdairs, returning with a wrench and a
bottle of Scotch. He managed to turn off the taps, and started helping me to mop up. Then the
burglar darm stopped and we rushed to the window just in time to see the Saab roar off, with the
Harley-Davidson in hot pursuit.

We both garted laughing — wed had quite a lot of whisky by now. Then suddenly — | don't
quite know how — he was kissng me. This was quite an awkward gStuation, etiquette-wise,
because | had just flooded his flat and ruined his evening, so | didnt want to seem ungrateful. |
know that didnt give him license to sexualy harass me, but the complication was quite enjoyable,
redly, after dl the dramas and inner poise and everything. Then suddenly a man in motorbike
leathers gppeared at the open door holding a pizza box.

'Oh shit,' said Dan. 'l forgod | ordered pizza.'

So we ate the pizza and had a bottle of wine and a few more cigarettes and some more Scotch
and then he restarted trying to kiss me and | durred, 'No, no, we mushnt," a which point he went
al funny and started muttering, ‘Oh, Chrisd. Oh, Chrisd.'

'What isit? | said.

'I'm married,’ he said. 'But Bridged, | think | love you.'

When hed findly gone I dumped on the floor, shaking, with my back to the front door, chain-
smoking butt ends. 'Inner poise’ | sad, hafheartedly. Then the doorbdl rang. | ignored it. It rang
agan. Then it rang without stopping. | picked it up.

'Darling,’ said adifferent drunken voice | recognized.
'Go away, Danid," | hissed.

'No. Lemme explain.’

'No.'

‘Bridge. . . | wanna comein.’

Silence. Oh God. Why do | ill fancy Daniel so much?
'l love you, Bridge:'

'Go away. You're drunk,' | said, with more conviction than | felt.
‘Jones?

'What?

'Can | useyour toilet?

Saturday 29 April

Alcohol units 12, cigarettes 57, calories 8489 (excellent).

Twenty-two hours, four pizzas, one Indian takeaway, three packets of cigarettes and three bottles
of champagne laer, Danid is 4ill here. | am in love. | an dso now between one and dl of the
following:

a) Back on thirty aday.
b) Engaged.
c) Stupid.



d) Pregnant.

11:45 p.m. Have just been sck, and as | dumped over the loo trying to do it quietly so Danie
wouldnt hear, he suddenly yelled out from the bedroom, There goes your inner poise, my
plumptious. Best place for it, | say.’



MAY

Mother-to-Be



Monday 1 May
Alcohol units 0, cigarettes O, calories 4200 (eating for two).

| serioudy think | am pregnant. How could we have been so stupid? Danidl and | were so carried
away with euphoria a being back together again that redity seemed to go out of the window —
and once youve . . . oh look, | dont want to tak about it. This morning | definitdly fet the
beginnings of morning sckness, but that could be because | was so hungover after Danid findly
left yesterday thet | ate the following thingsto try to make mysdlf fed better:

2  packets Emmenthal cheese dices.

1 litrefreshly squeezed orange juice.

1 coldjacket potato.

2  pieces unbaked lemon cheesecake (very light; aso possibly eating for two).

1 Milky Way (125 cdories only. Body's enthusiastic response to cheesecake suggested baby
needed sugar).

1 chocolate Viennoise dessart thing with cream on top (greedy baby incredibly demanding)
Steamed broccoli (attempt to nourish baby and stop it growing up spailt).

4  cold Frankfurter sausages, (only available tin in cupboard too exhausted by pregnancy to
go out to shop again).

Oh dear. Am darting to get caried away with idea of sdf as Cavin Klein-syle mother figure,
poss. wearing crop-top or throwing baby in the ar, laughing fulfilledly in advert for desgner gas
cooker, feel-good movie or Smilar.

In the office today Perpetua was a her most obnoxious, spending 45 minutes on the phone to
Desdemona, discussing whether yellow walls would look nice with pink-and-grey ruched blinds or
whether she and Hugo should go for Blood Red with a flora freize. For one 15-minute interlude
she sad nothing whatsoever except, 'Absolutely . . . no, absolutely . . . absolutely,” then concluded,
'But of course, in a sense, one coud make exactly the same argument for the red.’

Instead of wanting to daple things to her head, | merdy smiled in a bedific sort of way,
thinking how soon dl these things were to be immaterid to me, dongsde caring for another tiny
human being. Next | discovered a whole new world of Danid fantases Danie carrying the baby
in a ding, Danid rushing home from work, thrilled to find the two of us pink and glowing in the
bath, and, in years to come, being incredibly impressive at parent/teacher evenings.

But then Danidl appeared. | have never seen him look worse, The only possble explanation was
that on leaving me yesterday he had caried on drinking. He looked over a& me, briefly, with the
expresson of an axe-murderer. Suddenly the fantases were replaced by images from the film
Barfly, where the couple spent the whole time blind drunk, screaming and throwing bottles at each
other, or Harry Enfidd's The Sobswith Danid yelling, ‘Bridge. The baby Is bawlin'. Its ‘ead off.’



And meretorting, 'Danid. | am avin' ay fag.

Wednesday 3 May

Ost 2* (Eek. Baby growing at monstrous unnatural rate), alcohol units O, cigarettes O, calories
3100 (but mainly potatoes, oh my God).* Must keep eye on weight again, now, for Baby's sake.

Help. Monday and most of Tuesday | sort of thought | was pregnant, but knew | wasn't redly —
rather like when youre waking home late a night, and think someone is following you, but know
they're not redly. But then they suddenly grab you round the neck and now I'm two days late.
Danid ignored me dl day Monday then caught me a& 6 p.m. and sad, 'Ligen, I'm goin to be in
Manchester till the end of the week. I'll see you Saturday night, OK? He hasn't cdled. Am single
mother.

Thursday 4 May
9st alcohol units O, cigarettes O, potatoes 12.

Went to the chemist to discreetly buy a pregnancy test, | was just shoving the packet at the girl on
the till, with my head down, wishing I'd thought to put my ring on my wedding finger, when the
chemist yelled, 'Y ou want a pregnancy test?

'Shh," | hissed, looking over my shoulder.

'How late's your period? he bellowed. "You'd be better with the blue one. It tells you if you're
pregnant on the first day after your period is due.’

| grabbed the proffered blue one, handed over the eight pounds sodding ninety-five and scuttled
out.

For the firg two hours this morning | kept staring a my handbag as if it was an unexploded
bomb. At 11.30 | could stand it no longer, grabbed the handbag, got in the lift and went to the loo
two floors down to avoid the risk of anyone | knew hearing suspicious rustling. For some reason,
the whole busness suddenly made me furious with Danid. It was his responsbility too and he
wasn't having to spend £8.95 and hide in the toilets trying to wee on a gick. | unwrapped the
packet in a fury, shoving the box and everything in the bin and getting on with it, then put the stick
upside down on the back of the loo without looking at it. Three minutes, There was no way | was
going to waich my fae being seded by a dowly-forming thin blue line. Somehow | got through
those hundred and eighty seconds — my last hundred and eighty seconds of freedom — picked up
the dick and nearly screamed. There in the little window was a thin blue line, bold as brass.
Aagh! Aargh!

After 45 minutes of garing blankly at the computer trying to pretend Perpetua was a Mexican
cheeseplant whenever she asked me what was the matter, | bolted and went out to a phone booth
to ring Sharon. Bloody Perpetua. If Perpetua had a pregnancy scare she's got so much English
establishment behind her shed be down the aide in an Amanda Wakeley wedding dress in ten
minutes flat. Outside, there was so much traffic noise | couldn't make Sharon understand.

'What? Bridget? | can't hear. Are you in trouble with the police?

‘No," | snuffled. "Me blue line in the pregnancy test.’



‘Jesus. I'll meet you in Café Rouge in fifteen minutes!

Although it was only 12.45 1 thought a vodka and orange wouldn't do any harm since it was a
genuine emergency, but then | remembered that baby wasn't supposed to have vodka. | waited,
feding like a weird sort of hermaphrodite or Push-me-pull-you experiencing the most violently
opposed baby sentiments of a man and a woman both a the same time. On the one hand | was dl
nesty and gooey about Danidl, smug about being a rel woman — so irrepressblv fecund! — and
imagining fluffy pink baby skin, a tiny cregture to love, and daling litle Raph Lauren baby
outfits. On the other | was thinking, oh my God, life is over, Danid is a mad dcoholic and will kin
me then chuck me when he finds out. No more nights out with the girls, shopping, flirting, sex,
bottles of wine and fags. Ingead | am going to turn into a hideous grow-bag-cum-milk-dispensing-
machine which no one will fancy and which will not fit into any of my trousers, particulaly my
brand new acid-green Agnés B jeans. This confusion, | guess, is the price | must pay for becoming
a modern woman ingead of following the course nature intended by marrying Abnor Rimmington
off the Northampton bus when | was eighteen.

When Sharon arrived | sulkily thrugt the pregnancy test with its tell-tale blue line, a her under
the table.

Isthisit? she said.

'Of courseit'sit, | muttered. 'What do you think it is? A portable phone?

'You,' she sad, 'ae a ridiculous human being. Didnt you read the ingtructions? There are
supposed to be two lines. This line is just to show the test is working. One line means you're not
pregnant — you ninny.'

Got home to an answerphone message from my mother saying, 'Darling, cadl me immediately.
My nerves are shot to ribbons.

Her nerves are shot to ribbons!

Friday 5 May

9st (oh sod it, cannot break weighing habit of lifetime, particularly after pregnancy trauma —will
get therapy of some kind in future), alcohol units 6 (hurrah!), cigarettes 25, calories 1895,
Instants 3.

Spent the morning mooning abut in mourning for logt baby but cheered up a bit when Tom cdled
to suggest a lunchtime Bloody Mary to get the weekend off to a hedthy dtart. Got home to find a
petulant message from Mother saying she's gone to a hedth fam and will cal me later. | wonder
what's the matter. Probably overwhelmed by too many Tiffany's boxes from love-sck suitors and
TV presenter job offersfrom rival production companies.

11.45 p.m. Danid just caled from Manchester.
'Had a good week? he said.

'Super, thanks,' | said brightly. Super, thanks. Huh! | read somewhere that the best gift a woman
can bring to a main is tranquillity, so | could hardly, as soon as weve sarted properly going out,
admit that the minute his back was turned | Started having neurotic hyserics over a phantom
pregnancy.

Oh well. Who cares. We're seeing each other tomorrow night. Hurray! Laidda.



Saturday 6 May: VE Day

9st 1, alcohol units 6, cigarettes 25, calories 3800 (but celebrating anniversary of end of
rationing), correct lottery numbers O (poor).

Awake on VE Day in unseasonable heatwave trying to whip up frenzy of emotion in sdf about
end of war, freedom of Europe, mavdlous, marvelous, etc. etc. Fed extremely miserable about
whole business, to tel truth. In fact, left out’ might be the expresson | am groping towards. | do
not have any grandpas. Dad has got al worked up about a party being hosted in the Alconburys
garden a which, for unexplained reasons, he will be tossng pancakes. Mum is going back to the
dreet she was brought up in in Chetenham for a whae-meat fritter party, probably with Julio.
(Thank God she didn't run off with a German.)

None of my friends are organizing anything. It would seem embarassngly enthusiagic and dl
wrong, somehow, suggesting a podtive gpproach to life or that we were trying creepily to annex
something that was nothing to do with us. | mean, | probably wasnt even an egg when the war
ended. | was jugt nothing: while they were dl fighting and making jam out of carrots or whatever
they did.

| hate this idea and toy with cdling Mum to see if she had dtarted her periods when the war
ended. Do eggs get produced one a a time, | wonder, or are they stored from birth in micro-form
until they are activated? Could | have somehow sensed the end of the war as a stored egg? If only
| had a grandpa | could have got in on the whole thing under the guise of being nice to him. Oh,
sod it, | am going to go shopping.

7 p.m. The heat has made my body double -in gze, | swear. | am never going in a commund
changing room again. | got a dress suck under my ams in Warehouse while trying to lift it off
and ended up lurching around with ingde-out fabric indead of a head, tugging at it with my ams
in the ar, rippling gomach and thighs on full digplay to the assembled sniggering fifteen-year-
olds. When | tried to pull the stupid dress down and get out of it the other way it got stuck on my
hips.

| hate communa changing rooms. Everyone sares sneskily at each other's bodies, but no one
ever meets anyone's eye. There are dways girls who know tha they look fantagtic in everything
and dance around beaming, swinging their hair and doing modd poses in the mirror saying, 'Does
it make me look fat? to their obligatory obese friend, who looks like awater buffalo in everything.

It was a disagter of a trip, anyway. The answer to shopping, | know, is smply to buy a few
choice items from Nicole Farhi, Whistles and Joseph but the prices so terrify me that | go scuttling
back to Warehouse and Miss Sdlfridge, rgoicing in a host of dresses at £34.99, get them stuck on
my head, then buy things from Marks & Spencer because | don't have to try them on, and a least
I've bought something.

| have come home with four things, dl them unsuitable and unflaitering. One will be left behind
the bedroom chair in an M&S bag for two years. The other three will be exchanged for credit
notes from Boules, Warehouse, etc., which | will then lose. | have thus wasted £119, which would
have been enough to buy something redly nice from Nicole Farhi, like avery smdl T-shirt.

It is dl a punishment, | redize, for being obsessed by shopping in a shdlow, materidigtic way
ingead of wearing the same rayon frock al summer and painting a line down the back of my legs,
aso for faling to join in the VE Day cdebrations. Maybe | should ring Tom and get a lovely party



together for Bank Holiday Monday. Is it possble to have kitsch ironic VE day paty — like for the
Roya Wedding? No, you see, you can't be ironic about dead people. And then there's the problem
of 1ags. HAf of Tom's friends used to be in the Anti-Nazi league and would think the presence of
Union Jacks meant we were expecting skinheads. | wonder what would have happened if our
generation had had a wa? Ah wdl, time for a little drinkv. Danid will be here soon. Best start

preparations.

1159 pm. Blimey. Hiding in kitchen having a fag. Danid is adeep. Actudly, | think hes
pretending to be adeep. Completely weird evening. Redlized that our entire relationship so far has
been based on the idea that one or other of us is supposed to be resisting having sex. Spending an
evening together when the idea was that we were supposed to have sex a the end of it was nothing
short of bizare We sa waching VE Day on tdevison with Danid's aam uncomfortably round
my shoulders as if we were two fourteenryear-olds in the cinema. It was redly digging into the
back of my neck but | didnt fed | could ask him to move it. Then when it was getting impossible
to avoid the subject of bedtime any longer we went dl formd and English. Instead of tearing each
other's clothes off like besasts, we stood there going, 'Do use the bathroom firt.'

'No! After you!

'No, no no! After you!"

'Redly! | ingg.'

‘No, no, | won't hear of it. Let me find you aguest towd and some miniature seashdl-shaped
soaps.’

Then we ended up lying side by side and not touching, like we were Morecambe and Wise or
John Noakes and Vaerie Singleton in the Blue Peter House. If there is a God | would like to
humbly ask Him — whilg making it dear that | am deeply grateful for His suddenly turning
Danid inexplicably into a regular feature after 0 much fuckwittage — to sop him getting into
bed a night wearing pyjamas and reading glasses, saring a a book for 25 minutes then switching
off the light and turning over — and turn him back into the naked lust-crazed sex beast | used to
know and love.

Thanking you for your kind attention, Lord, regarding this maiter.

Saturday 13 May

9st 1lb 8oz, cigarettes 7, calories 1145, Instants 5 (won £2 therefore total Instants expenditure
only £3v.g.), Lottery proper £2, number of correct numbers| (better).

How come have put on only 8oz after last night's over-consumption orgy?

Maybe food and weight are the same as garllic and senchful breath: if you eat severd entire
bulbs your bresth doesnt smdl a al, amilaly if eat huge amount does not cause weight gan:
drangey cheering theory but creates V. bad dtuation in head. Would welcome remova for
thorough vdeting. Still, was worth it for ddicious night of drunken feminig ranting with Sharon
and Jude.

An unbdlievable amount of food and wine was consumed since the generous girls, as wel as
bringing a bottle of wine each, had dl brought a little extra something from M&S. Therefore, in
addition to the three-course med and two bottles of wine (1 fizzy, 1 white) | had dready bought
from M&S (I mean prepared by entire day's daving over hot stove) we had:



1 tub hummus & pkt mini-pittas.

12 smoked salmon and cream cheese pinwhedls.
12 mini-pizzas.

1 raspberry paviova

1 tiramisu (party Sze).

2 Swiss Mountain Bars.

Sharon was on top form. 'Bastards!' she was dready ydling by 8.35, pouring three-quarters of a
glass of Kir Royde draight down her throat. 'Stupid, smug, arrogant, manipuative, sdf-indulgent
bagtards. They exist in atotd Culture of Entitlement. Pass me one of those mini-pizzas, will you?

Jude was depressed because Vile Richard, with whom she is currently split up, keeps ringing
her, dropping little verbal baits suggesting he wants to get back together to make sure he keeps her
interested, but protecting himsdf by saying he just wants to be ‘friends (fraudulent, poisoned
concept). Then lagt night he made an incredibly assumptive, patronizing phone cdl, asking her if
she was going to a mutud friend's party.

'‘Ah wdll, in that case | won't come,' he said. 'No. It redly wouldn't be fair to you. You see, | was
going to bring this sort of, dae with me. | mean, it's nothing. It's just some girfl who's supid
enough to let me shag her for a couple of weeks.'

'What? exploded Sharon, beginning to turn pink. That's the most repulsive thing I've ever heard
anyone say about a woman. Arrogant little prat! How dare he give himsdf license to treat you any
way he likes under the name of friendship, then make himsdf fed clever by trying to upset you
with his supid new date. If he redly minded about not hurting your fedings hed just shut up and
come to the party on his own instead of waving his stupid date under your nose.’

"Friends? Pah! The Enemy more like!' | shouted happily, tucking into another Silk Cut and a
couple of sdlmon pinwheds. ‘Bagtard!’

By 11:30 Sharon was in full and splendid auto-rant.

Ten years ago people who cared about the environment were laughed a as sanda-wearing
beardy-weirdies and now look at the power of the green consumer,’ she was shouting, sticking her
fingers into the tiramisu and trandering it draght into her mouth. 'In years ahead the same will
come to pass with feminism. There wont be any men leaving their families and postmenopausa
wives for young mistresses, or trying to chat women up by showing off in a patronizing way about
dl the other women throwing themsdlves a them, or trying to have sex with women without any
niceness or commitment, because the young mistresses and women will just turn around and tell
them to sod off and men won't get any sex or any women unless they learn how to behave properly
insead of cluttering up the searbed of women with their SHITTY, SMUG, SELF-INDULGENT,
BEHAVIOR!'

‘Bagtardd!' yelled Jude, durping her Pinot Grigio.

'Bagtards, | yelled through a mouthful of raspberry pavliova mixed with tiramisu.

'Bloody bastards!’ shouted Jude, lighting a Silk Cut with the butt end of the last one.

Just then the doorbell rang.

'l bet that's Daniel, the bloody bastard,' | said. 'What isit? | yelled into the intercom.

'Oh, hdlo, darling,’ sad Danid in his gentlest, politest voice. 'I'm redly sorry to bother you. |
did ring earlier and leave a message on your answerphone. It's just I've been stuck in the mogt
tedious board meeting you can imagine for the entire evening and | so much wanted to see you. I'll
just giveyou alittle kiss and then go, if you like. Can | come up?



‘Burr. All right, then,” | muttered grumpily, pressed the buzzer and lurched back to the table.
'Bloody bastard.’

‘Culture of Entitlement, growled Sharon. 'Cooking, succor, beautiful young girls bodies when
they're old and fat. Think women are there to give them what they're bloody entitled . . . Here,
have we run out of wine?

Then Danid gppeared up the dars, smiling lovingly. He looked tired yet freshfaced, clean
shaven and very neat in his suit. He was holding three boxes of Milk Tray.

'l bought you dl one of these' he said, one eyebrow raised sexily, 'to eat with your coffee. Don't
let me interrupt. 1've done the shopping for the weekend.'

He carried eight Cullens carrier bags into the kitchen and started putting everything away.

At that moment the phone rang. It was the mini-cab firm the girls had rung hadf an hour earlier
sying thered been a terible multiple pile-up in Ladbroke Grove, plus dl their cars had
unexpectedly exploded and they weren't going to be able to come for another three hours.

'How far are you going? said Danid. Il drive you home. You can't hang around the Streets
looking for cabs at thistime of night.'

As the girls fluttered around finding their handbags and grinning supidly a Deanid, | Sarted
eding dl the nut, prdine fudge or caramd-based chocolaies out of my box of Milk Tray, feding
a bewildering mixture of smugness and pride over my pefect new boyfriend whom the girls
clearly wished to have a go a shagging, and furious with the normaly disgusing sexist drunk for
ruining our feminist ranting by freskishly pretending to be the perfect man. Huh. Well see how
long that lasts, won't we? | thought, while | waited for him to come back.

When he came back he ran up the dtairs, swept me up into his aams and carried me into the
bedroom.

'You get an extra chocolaie for being lovey even when youre squiffy. he sad, taking a fail-
wrapped chocolate heart out of his pocket. And then . . . Mmmmmm.

Sunday 14 May

7 p.m. Hae Sunday night. Feds like homework night. Have got to write catdogue copy for
Perpetua before tomorrow. Think | will just ring Jude fird.

7.05 p.m. No reply. Hmmmmph. Anyway, down to work.
7.10 p.m. Think Will just cdl Sharon.

7.45 p.m. Shazzer was annoyed with me for ringing because she had just got in and was about to
cdl 1471 to see if this guy she has been seeing had rung while she was out and now my number
will be stored instead.

Condder 1471 to be brilliant invention, ingantly telling you the number of the last person who
cdled. It was ironic, redly, because when the three of us firg found out about 1471 Sharon said
she was totaly agang it, conddering it exploitation by British Telecom of the addictive persondi-
ties and rdationship-breskdown epidemic among the British populace. Some people are
goparently cdling it upwards of twenty times a day. Jude, on the other hand, is strongly in favour
of 1471, but does concede that if you have just solit up with or darted deeping with someone it



doubles misery potentid when you come home: no-number-stored-on-1471-misery, to add to no-
message- on-answerphone-misary, or number-stored-turning-out-to-be-Mother's misary.

Apparently in America the 1471 equivaent tdls you all the numbers tha have rung you snce
lagt time you checked and how many times. Shudder with horror a the thought of own obsessve
cdling of Danid's number in early days being exposed in this way. The good thing over here is
that if you did 141 before you ring, it stops your number being stored on the other person's phone.
Jude says you have to be careful, though, because if you have an obsessve crush on someone and
ring accidentdly when they are in, then ring off and no number is sored they might guess it was
you. Must make sure Daniel does not find out about any of this.

9.30 p.m. Decided to nip round comer for cigarettes On way up stairs heard phone ringing.
Suddenlv redizing had forgotten to put answerphone back on when Tom rang, tore up dairs,
emptied contents of handbag on floor to find key and threw sdlf across from to phone a which
point phone stopped. Had just gone into loo when phone rang again. Stopped when got to it. Then
started ringing again when went away. Findly got it.

'Oh, hdllo, darling, guess what? Mum.

'What? | said, miserably.

'I'm taking you to have your colours done And don't keep saying, "what", please, darling. Color
Me Beautiful. I'm sck to death of you wandering round in dl these dingy durries and fogs. You
look like. something out of Chairman Mao.’

'Mum. | can't redly talk, I'm expecting . . ."

'‘Now come dong, Bridget. | dont want any dlliness' she sad in her Genghis-Khan-at-haght-
of-evil voice. 'Mavis Enderby used to be dl miserable in buffs and mosses, now she's had hers
done she comes out in dl these wonderful shocking pinks and bottle greens and looks twenty
years younger.

‘But |1 don t want to come out in shocking pinks and bottle greens, 'l said, through clenched
teeth.

'Wdl you see darling, Mavis is Winter. And I'm Winter, but you might be Summer like Una and
then you'll get your pastels. You cant tdl till they get the towe on your head.'

'Mum, I'm not going to Color Me Beautiful,' | hissed, desperately.

‘Bridget, I'm not ligening to any more of this. Auntie Una was just saying the other day: if youd
had something a bit more bright and cheerful on a the turkey curry buffet Mark Darcy might have
shown a bit more interest. Nobody wants a girlfriend who wanders round looking like someone
from Auschwitz, darling.” Thought better of boasting to her about having a boyfriend despite being
dressed from head to toe in durry but prospect of Danid and sdf becoming hot topic for
discusson precipitating relentless sream of feedback folk-wisdom from Mum dissuaded me.
Eventudly got her to shut up about Color Me Beautiful by telling her | would think about it.

Tuesday 17 May

9st 2 (hooray!), cigarettes 7 (v.g.), alcohol units 6 (so v.g —V. pure).

Danid is Hill being gorgeous. How could everyone have been so wrong aout him? Heed is full of
moony fanteses about living in flas with him and running adong beaches together with tiny



offgoring in manner of Cadvin Klein advert, being trendy Smug Married ingead of sheepish Sin-
gleton. Just off to meet Magda

11 p.m. Hmmm. Thought-provoking supper with Magda, who is v. depressed about Jeremy. The
night of the burglar darm and screaming row in my street was a result of a remark from Soaney
Woney, who clamed she had seen Jeremy with a girl a the Harbour Club who sounded sus-
picioudy like the witch | saw him with al those weeks ago. After that, Magda asked me a point
blank rangeif I'd heard or seen anything so | told her about the witch in the Whistles suit.

Turned out Jeremy admitted thered been a flirtation and held been very attracted to this girl.
They hadn't dept together, he dleged. But Magda was redlly fed up.

'You should make the most of being single while it lagts, Bridge,' she sad. 'Once youve got
kids and youve given up your job youre in an incredibly vulnerable postion. | know Jeremy
thinks my life is just one big holiday, but bascaly it's extremely hard work looking after a toddler
and a baby dl day, and it doesn't stop. When Jeremy comes home at the end of the day he wants to
put his feet up and be nurtured and, as | imagine al the time now, fantasize about girls in leotards
at the Harbour Club.

I had a proper job before. | know for a fact it's much more fan going out to work, getting dl
dressed up, flirting in the office and having nice lunches than going to the bloody supermarket and
picking Hary up from playgroup. But therés dways this aggrieved ar that I'm some sort of
ghadtly Harvey Nichols-obsessed |lady who lunches while he earns dl the money.’

She's s0 beautiful, Magda. | watched her toying with her champagne glass despondently and
wondered what the answer is for we girls. Tak about grass is aways bloody greener. The number
of times I've dumped, depressed, thinking how usdess | am and that | spend every Saturday night
getting blind drunk and moaning to Jude and Shazzer or Tom about not having a boyfriend; |
druggle to make ends meet and am ridiculed as an unmarried freek, whereas Magda lives in a big
house with eight different kinds of pasta in jars, and gets to go shopping al day. And yet here she
is 0 beaten, miserable and unconfident and telling me I'm lucky . . .

'‘Ooh, by the way, she said, brightening, talking of Harvey Nicks, | got the most wondeful
Joseph shift dress in there today — red, two buttons at one side at the neck, very nicely cut, £280.
God, 1 so much wish | was like you, Bridge, and could just have an affair. Or have bubble bath, for
two hours on Sunday morning. Or stay out dl night with no questions asked. Don't suppose you
fancy coming shopping tomorrow morning, do you?

'Er. Well, I've got to go to work,' | said.

'Oh,” said Magda, looking momentarily surprised. You know,” she went on, toying with her
champagne, 'Once you get the feding that therés a woman your husband prefers to you, it
becomes rather miserable being a home, imagining al the versons of that type of woman he
might run into out in the world. Y ou do fed rather powerless.’

| thought about my Mum. 'You could seize power,’ | said, 'in a bloodless coup. Go back to
work. Take alover. Bring Jeremy up short.’

'Not with two children under three,' she said resignedly.

' think I've made my bed, I'll just haveto lieinit now.'

Oh God. As Tom never tires of tdling me, in a sepulchrd voice, laying his hand on my am and
garing into my eyes with an darming look, 'Only Women Bleed.

Friday 19 May



8st 12 1/2(have lost 3lb 8oz literally overnight — must have eaten food which uses up more

calories to eat it than it gives off e.g. v. chewy Lettuce), alcohol units 4 (modest), cigarettes 21
(bad), Instants 4 (not v.g.).

430 p.m. Just when Perpetua was breathing down my neck so she didnt end up late for her
weekend in Gloucestershire at the Trehearnes the phone rang.

'Héllo, darling!" My mother. 'Guess what? I've got the most marvellous opportunity for you.'

'What? | muttered sulkily.

"Y ou're going to be on televison,’ she gushed as | crashed my head on to the desk.

'I'm coming round with the crew at ten o'clock tomorrow. Oh, darling, aren't you thrilled?

'Mother. If you're coming roundto my flat  with atelevison crew, | won't beinit.’

'Oh, but you mugt,' she said idly.

'No," | said. But then vanity began to get the better of me. "Why, anyway? What?

'Oh, darling,’ she cooed. 'They're wanting someone younger for me to interview on "Suddenly
Single': someone premenopausd and Suddenly Single who can tadk about, well, you know,
darling, the pressures of impending childlessness, and so on.’

I'm not pre-menopausa, Mother!" | exploded. 'And I'm not Suddenly Single ether. I'm suddenly
part of acouple.’

'Oh, don't be slly, darling,’ she hissed. | could hear office noises in the background.

'I've got a boyfriend.'

'Never you mind, | said, suddenly glancing over my shoulder at Perpetua, who was smirking.

'Oh, please, darling. I've told them I've found someone.

‘No.'

'Oh, pleeeeecase. I've never had a career dl my life and now I'm in the autumn of my days and |
need something for mysdlf,’ she gabbled, asif reading from a cue card.

‘Someone | know might see. Anyway, won't they notice I'm your daughter?

There was a pause. | could hear her taking to someone in the background. Then she came back
and said, 'We could blot out your face.'

'What? Put abag over it? Thanksalot.

'Slhouette, darling, Slhouette. Oh, please, Bridget. Remember, | gave you the gift of life
Where would you be without me? Nowhere. Nothing. A dead egg. A piece of space, darling.’

Thething isI've aways, secretly, rather fancied being on television.

Saturday 20 May

9st 3 (why? Why? from where?), alcohol units 7 (Saturday), cigarettes 17 (positively restrained,
considering), number of correct lottery numbers 0 (but v. distracted by filming).

The crew had trodden a couple of wine glasses into the carpet before they'd been in the house
thirty seconds, but I'm not too fussed about that sort of thing. It was when one of them staggered in
shouting, 'Mind your backs' carrying an enormous light with flaps on it, then bellowed, Trevor,
where do you want this brute? overbaanced, crashed the light through the glass door of the
kitchen cupboard and knocked an open bottle of extra virgin olive oil over on to my River Café
cookbook that | realized what 1'd done.



Three hours dfter they arived, filming had ill not begun and they were 4ill boshing around
saying, 'Can | just cheat you this way a hit, love? By the time we findly got going, with Mother
and | dtting opposite each other in semidarkness, it was nearly haf past one.

'‘And tdl me' she was saying 'in a caring, understanding voice I'd never heard before, ‘when
your husband left you, did you have — she was amost whispering now — 'suicidd thoughts?

| stared & her increduloudly.

'l know this is panful for you. If you fed youre going to bresk down we can stop for a
moment,’ she said hopefully.

| wastoo livid to spesk. What husband?

' mean, it mugt be a terible time, with no partner on the horizon and that biologica clock
ticking away," she said, kicking me under the table. | kicked her back and she jumped and let out a
little noise,

'Don't you want a child? she said, handing me atissue.

At this point there was a loud snort of laughter from the back of the room. | had thought it
would be fine to leave Daniel adeep in the bedroom because he never wakes up tiff after lunch on
Saturdays and I'd put his cigarettes on the pillow next to him.

'If Bridget had a child shed lose it," he guffawed. 'Pleased to meet you, Mrs Jones. Bridget, why
can't you get al done up on Saturdays like your mum?

Sunday 21 May

My mum is not spesking to either of us for humiliating her and exposng her as a fraud in front of
her crew. At least she might leave us adone for a bit now. So much looking forward to the summer,
anyway. Will be 0 lovely having a boyfriend when it is wam. We will be able to go on romantic
mini-breaks. V. happy.



June

Hah! Boyfriend



Saturday 3 June

8st 13, alcohol units 5, cigarettes 25, calories 600, minutes spent looking at brochures: long-haul
45, mini-break 87, 1471 calls 7 (g.).

Finding it impossble to concentrate on dmost anything in the heat except fantases about going on
mini-bregks with Danid. Heed is filled with visons of us lying in glades by rivers me in long
white floaty dress, Danid and | dtting outdde ancient Cornish watersde pub Spping pints in
matching gdriped T-shirts and waiching the sun set over the sey Danid and | eating candldit
dinners in higtoric country-house-hotel courtyards then retiring to our room to shag al hot summer
night.

Anyway. Danid and | are going to a party tonight a his friend Wicksy's, then tomorrow |
expect we will go to the pak or out to a lovely pub in the country for lunch. It is marvelous
having a boyfriend.

Sunday 4 June

9st, alcohol units 3 (g.), cigarettes 13 (g.), Minutes spent looking at brochures: long-haul 30 (g.),
mini-break 52, 1471 calls3(g.).

7 p.m. Humph. Danid has just gone home. Bit fed up, actualy. Was redly lovely hot Sunday but
Danid did not want to go out or discuss mini-bresks and ingsted on spending dl afternoon with
the curtains drawn, watching the cricket. Also the party was quite nice last night, but a one point
we went over to join Wicksy and a very pretty girl he was taking to. | did notice, as we
approached, that she looked rather defensive.

'Danid,’ said Wicksy, 'have you met Vanessa?

'No," sad Danid, putting on his most flirtatious seductive grin and holding out his hand. ‘Nice to
meet you.'

'Danid,’ said Vanessa, folding her arms and looking absolutely livid, 'Weve slept together !

God, it's hot. Quite like leaning out of the window. Someone is playing a saxophone in effort to
pretend we are dl in a film set in New York, and can hear voices dl around because everyone's
windows are open, and smdl cooking from restaurants. Hmm. Think would like to move to New
York: though probably, come to think of it, not v. g. aea for mini-bresks. Unless mini-break
actualy isto New Y ork, which would be pointless if one were dready in New Y ork.

Will just ring Tom then get down to work.

8 p.m. Just going round to Tom for aquick drink. Just for haf an hour.

Tuesday 6 June

9st 2, alcohol units 4, cigarettes 3 (v.g.), calories 1326, Instants O (excellent), 1471 calls 12 (bad),
hours spent asleep 15 (bad, but not self's fault as heatwave).



Managed to persuade Perpetua to let me stay at home to work. Certain she only agreed because
she wants to sunbathe too. Mmmm. Got lovely new mini-bresk brochure: 'Pride of Britain:
Leading Country House Hotels of the British Ides. Mavdlous. Going through al pages one by
one imagining Danid and me being dternately sexud and romantic in dl the bedrooms and dining
rooms.

11 am. Right: am going to, concentrate now.
11.25 a.m. Hmmm, got a bit of a scratchy nail.

11.35 am. God. | just started having paranoid fantasy for no reason about Danid having an affair
with someone dse and thinking up dignified but cutting remarks to make him sorry. Now why
should that be? Have | sensed with awoman'sintuition thet heis having an affair?

The trouble with trying to go out with people when you get older is that everything becomes so
loaded. When you are partnerless in your thirties, the mild bore of not being in a reaionship —
no sx, not having anyone to hang out with on Sundays, going home from parties on your own dl
the time — gets infused with the paranoid notion that the reason you are not in a rdationship is
your age, you have had your last ever reationship and sexud experience ever, and it is al your
fault for being too wild or wilful to settle down in the first bloom of youth.

You completely forget the fact that when you were twenty-two and you didn't have boyfriend or
meet anyone you remotely fancied for twenty-three months you just thought it was a bit of a drag.
The whole thing builds up out of dl proportion, so finding a reaionship seems a dazzling, amost
insurmountable god, and when you do dart going out with someone it cannot possbly live up to
expectations.

Is it that? Or is it that there is something wrong with me being with Danid? Is Danid having an
affar?

1150 am. Hmmm. Nal redly is scrachy. Actudly, if dont do something about it I'll Start
picking a it and next thing I'll have no fingernail left. Right, 1'd better go and find an emery board.
Come to think of it, this nall varnish generdly is looking a bit scrotty. | redly need to take it dl off
and gart again. Might aswell do it now while | think about it.

Noon. It is such a bloody bore when the westher is so hot and on€'s soi-disant boyfriend refusesto
go anywhere nice with you. Fed he thinks | am trying to trgp him into a mini-break; as if it were
not a mini-break but marriage, three kids and cleaning out the toilet in house full of sripped pine
in Stoke Newington. | think this is turning into a psychologicd criss. I'm going to cal Tom (can
adways do the catd ogue stuff for Perpetua this evening).

1230 p.m. Hmmm. Tom says if you go mini-bresking with somebody you ae having a
relationship with you spend the whole time worrying about how the relationship is going, S0 it is
better just to go with afriend.

Apart from sex, | say. Apart from sex, he agrees. I'm going to meet Tom tonight with brochures
to plan fantasy, or phantom mini-break. So | must work really hard this afternoon.

12.40 p.m. These shorts and Tshirt are too uncomfortable in this heat. I'm going to change into a
long floaty dress.



Oh dear, my pants show through this dress now. I'd better put some fleshcoloured ones on in
case someone comes to the door. Now, my Gossard Glossies ones would be perfect. | wonder
wherethey are.

12.45 p.m. In fact think might put the Glosses- bra on to maich if | can find it.
12.55 p.m. That's better.
1 p.m. Lunchtime! At lagt abit of time off.

2 pm. OK, so this afternoon | am redly going to work and get everything done before the
evening, then can go out. V. deepy, though. It's so hot. Maybe I'll just close my eyes for five
minutes. Cainaps are said to be an excdlent way of reviving onesdf. Used to excdlent effect by
Margaret Thatcher and Winston Churchill. Good idea. Maybe I'll lie down on the bed.

7.30 p.m. Oh, Bloody Hell.

Friday 9 June
9st 2, alcohal units7, cigarettes 22, calories 2145, minutes spent inspecting face for wrinkles 230.
9 am. Hurrah! Night out with girls tonight.

7 p.m. Oh no. Turns out Rebecca is coming. An evening with Rebecca is like svimming in sea
with jelyfish: al will be going dong pefectly plessantly then suddenly you get painful lashing,
destroying confidence a stroke. Trouble is, Rebeccas sings are aimed so subtly a one's Achilles
heds, like Gulif Wa missles going 'Fzzzzzz whoossssh' through Baghdad hotd corridors, thet
never see them coming. Sharon says am not twenty-four any more and should be mature enough to
dedl with Rebecca. Sheisright.

Midnight. Argor eswororrible. Am olanpassit. Face collgpan.

Saturday 10 June

Ugh. Woke up this morning feding heppy (dill drunk from lagt night), then suddenly remembered
horror of how yesterday's girls night had turned out. After firg bottle of Chardonnay was just
about to broach subject of congtant mini-bresk frustration when Rebecca suddenly said, 'How's
Magda?

'Fine,' | replied.

‘She'sincredibly attractive, isn't she?

'Mmm," | said.

'And she's amazingly young-looking — | mean she could easily pass for twenty-four or twenty-
five. You were a school together, weren't you, Bridget? Was she three or four years below you?

'She's six months older,' | said, feding the first twinges of horror.



'Redly? said Rebecca, then left a long, embarrassed pause. 'Well, Magdas lucky. She's got
redly good skin.'

| felt the blood draining from my brain as the horrible truth of what Rebecca was saying hit me.

'l mean, she doesn't smile as much as you do. That's probably why she hasn't got so many lines!

| grasped the table for support, trying to get my breath. | am ageing prematurdly, | redized. Like
atime-release film of aplum turning into a prune.

'How's your diet going, Rebecca?, said Shazzer.

Aagh. Ingead of denying it, Jude and Shazzer were accepting my premature ageing as read,
tactfully trying to change the subject to spare my fedings. | s, in a spird of terror, grasping my
sagging face.

‘Just going to the ladies’ | sad through clenched teeth like a ventriloquist keeping my face
fixed, to reduce the appearance of wrinkles.

'Areyou dl right, Bridge? said rude.

'Fn,' | replied Hiffly.

Once in front of the mirror | reded as the harsh overhead lighting reveded my thick, age-
hardened, sagging flesh. | imagined the others back at the table, chiding Rebecca for derting me to
what everyone had long been saying about me but | never needed to know.

Was suddenly overwhelmed by urge to rush out and ask dl the diners how old they thought |
was. like & school once, when | conceived private conviction that | was mentally subnorma and
went round asking everyone in the playground, 'Am | menta? and twenty-eight of them sad,
'Yes!'

Once get on tack of thinking about ageing there is no escape. Life suddenly seems like holiday
where, hafway through, everything darts accelerating towards the end. Fed need to do something
to stop ageing process, but what? Cannot afford face-lift. Caught in hideous cleft stick as both
fatness and dieting are in themsaves ageing. Why do | look old? Why? Stare a old ladies in street
trying to work out dl tiny processes by which faces become old not young. Scour newspapers for
ages of everyone, trying to decide if they look old for their age.

11 am. Phone just rang. It was Simon, to tell me about the latest girl he has got his eye on. 'How
oldisshe? | sad, suspicioudy,

Twenty-four.'

Aagh aagh. Have reaeched the age when men of my own age no longer find ther
contemporaries atractive.

4 p.m. Going out to meet Tom for tea. Decided needed to spend more time on appearance like
Hollywood stars and have therefore spent ages putting concealer under eyes, blusher on cheeks
and defining fading festures.

'‘Good God,' said Tom when | arrived.

'What? | said. 'What?

"Your face. You look like Barbara Cartland.’

| darted blinking very rapidly, trying to come to terms with the redization tha some hideous
time-bomb in my skin had suddenly, irrevocably, shrivelled it up.

| look redlly old for my age, don't 17 | said, miserably.

'No, you look like afive-year-old in your mother's make-up,’ he said. ‘Look.’

| glanced in the mock Victorian pub mirror. | looked like a garish clown with bright pink
cheeks, two dead crows for eyes and the bulk of the white cliffs of Dover smeared undernegth.



Suddenly understood how old women end up wandering around over-made-up with everyone
sniggering at them and resolved not to snigger any more.
'What's going on? he said.
'I'm prematurely ageing,’ | muttered.
'Oh, for God's sake. It's that bloody Rebecca, isn't it? he said. 'Shazzer told me about the Magda
conversation. It'sridiculous. Y ou look about sixteen.’
Love Tom. Even though suspected he might have been lying 4ill fed hugely cheered up as even
Tom would surely not say looked sixteen if looked forty-five.

Sunday 11 June

8st 13 (v.g, too hot to eat), alcohol units 3, cigarettes O (v. g., too hot to smoke), calories 759
(entirely ice-cream).

Another wasted Sunday. It seems the entire summer is doomed to be spent watching the cricket
with the curtains drawn. Fed strange sense of unease with the summer and not just because of the
drawn curtains on Sundays and mini-bresk ban. Redize, as the long hot days freskishly repesat
themsdlves, one after the other, that whatever | am doing | redly think | ought to be doing
something dse. It comes from the same feding family as the one which periodicaly makes you
think that just because you live in centrd London you should be out a the RSC/Albet Hal/
Tower of London/Royd Academy/Madame Tussauds, instead of hanging around in bars enjoying
yoursdf.

The more the sun shines the more obvious it seems that others are making fuller, better use of it
edsewhere possbly a some giant softbadl game to which everyone is invited except me; possbly
aone with their lover in a rudic glade by waterfdls where Bambis graze, or a some large public
celebratory event, probably including the Queen Mother and one or more of the football tenors, to
mark the exquiste summer which | am failing to get the best out of. Maybe it is our climatic past
that is to blame. Maybe we do not yet have the mentdity to ded with a sun and cloudless blue sky,
which is anything other than a freek incident. The inginct to panic, run out of the office, take most
of your clothes off and lie panting on the fire escgpe is il too strong.

But there, too, is confusion. It is not the thing to go out courting maignant growths any more so
what should you do? A shady barbecue, perhgps? Starve your friends while you tamper with fire
for hours then poison them with burnt yet gill quivering dices of underdone suckling pig? Or
organize picnics in the pak and end up with al the women scraping sguashed gobbets of
mozzardla off tinfoil and yedling a children with ozone ashma atacks while the men swig warm
white wine in the fierce midday sun, staring at the nearby softbal games with Ieft-out shame.

Envy summe life on the Continent, where men in smat lightweght suits and desgner
sunglasses glide around camly in smart ar-conditioned cars, maybe stopping for a citron presse
in a shady pavement café in an ancient square, totaly cool about the sun and ignoring it because
they know for a fact tha it will gill be shining a the weekend, when they can go and lie quigtly on
the yacht.

Fed certain this has been factor behind our waning naiond confidence ever snce we darted to
travel and notice it. | suppose things might change. More and more tables are on pavements.
Diners are managing to gt camly a them, only occasondly remembering the sun and turning
their faces to it with closed eyes, bresking into huge excited grins at passer-by — ‘Look, ook,



were enjoying a refreshing drink in a pavement café, we can do it too' — thelr expressons of
angt merdy brief and fleeting which say, 'Ought we to be a an outdoor performance of A
Midsummer Night's Dream?'

Somewhere a the back of my mind is a new-born, tremulous notion that maybe Danid is right:
what you are supposed to do when it's hot is go to deep under a tree or watch cricket with the
curtains drawn. But to my way of thinking, to actudly get to degp youd have to know that the
next day would be hot as wdl, and the one after that, and that enough hot days lay in tore in your
lifetime to do dl concaivable hot-day activities in a cdm and measured manner with no sense of
urgency whatsoever. Fat chance.

Monday 12 June

9st 1, alcohol units 3 (v.g.), cigarettes 13 (g.), minutes spent trying to programme video 210
(poor).

7 pm. Mum just rang. 'Oh, hdlo, daling. Guess what? Penny Husbands-Bosworth is on
Newsnight!!!"

"Who?

'You know the Husbands-Bosworths, darling. Ursula was in the year above you a the High
School. Herbert died of leukaemia. . .

'What?

'Dont say "what", Bridget, say "pardon”. The thing is I'm going to be out because Una wants to

see a dide show of the Nile so Penny and | wondered if you'd record it . . . Ooh, better dash —
there's the butcher!’

8 p.m. Right. Ridiculous to have had video for two years and never to have been able to make it
record anything. Also is mavdlous FV 67 HV VideoPlus. Smple matter of following operating
indructions, locating buttons, etc., certain.

8.15 p.m. Humph. Cannot locate operating ingtructions.

8.35 p.m. Hah! Found operating ingructions under Hello! Right. 'Programming your video is as
easy as making a phone cdl'. Excdlent.

8.40 p.m. 'Point the remote control at the video recorder.’ V. easy. 'Turn to Index." Aargh, horror
lis with Timer controlled smultaneous HiF sound recordings, ‘the decoder needed for encoded
programmes, etc. Merdy wish to record Penny Husbands-Bosworth's rant, not spend dl evening
reading treatise on spying techniques.

8.50 p.m. Ah. Diagram. 'Buttons for IMC functions. But what are IMC functions?

855 p.m. Decide to ignore that page. Turn to Timer-controlled recordings with VideoPlus: 'l.
Meset the requirements for VideoPlus' What requirements? Hate the stupid video. Fed exactly the
same as fed when trying to follow sgnposts on roads. Know in heart that sgnposts and video
manud do not make sense but Hill cannot believe authorities would be so crud as to ddiberately



dupe us dl. Fed incompetent fool and as if everyone ese in world understands something which
is being kept from me,

9.16 p.m. 'When you turn your recorder on you must adjust the clock and the cdendar for precise
TIMER-controlled recording (dont forget to use the quick-adjust options to switch between
summer and winter time). Clock menus caled with red and digital number 6.

Press red and nothing happens. Press numbers and nothing happens. Wish supid video hed
never been invented.

9.25 p.m. Aargh. Suddenly main menu is on TV saying 'Press 6. Oh dear. Redize was usng telly
remote control by mistake. Now news has come on.

Just cdled Tom and asked him if he could record Penny Husbands-Bosworth but he said he
didn't know how to work hisvideo ether.

Suddenly there is dlicking noise within video and the news is replaced, incomprehensbly, by
Blind Date.

Just called Jude and she can't work hers ether. Aaargh. Aargh. Is 10.15. Newsnight in 15
minutes

10.17 p.m. Cassette will not goiin.

10.18 p.m. Ah, Thelma and Louise isinthere.

10.19 p.m. Thelma and Louise will not come ouit.

10.21 p.m. Frenziedly press dl buttons. Cassette comes out and goes back in again.

10.25 p.m. Have got new cassette in now. Right. Turn to 'Recording’.

'Recording will start when in Tuner Mode when any button is pressed (gpart from Mem).'What,
though, is Tuner Mode? "When recording from a camcorder or Smilar press AV prog source 3 X
during abilingud transmisson press 1/2 and hold for 3 seconds to make your choice of language.’

Oh God. Stupid manud reminds me of Linguigtics professor had a Bangor, who was 0
immersed in finer points of language that could not spesk without veering off into analyss of each
individud word: Thismorning | would . . . now "would" you see, in 1570 . . .

Aargh aargh. Newsnight is garting.

10.31 p.m. OK. OK. Calm. Penny Husbands-Bosworth's asbestos leukaemia item is not on yet.
10.33 p. Yesss, yesss. RECORDING CURRENT PROGRAMME. Have done it!

Aaargh. All going mad. Cassette has started rewinding and now stopped and gected. Why?
Shit. Shit. Redlize in excitement have sat on remote control.

10.35 p.m. Frantic now. Have rung Shazzer, Rebecca, Smon, Magda Nobody knows how to
programme their videos. Only person | know who knows how to do it is Danidl.



10.45 p.m. Oh God. Danid fdl about laughing when said | could not programme video. Said he
would do it for me. Stll, a least have done best for Mum. It is exciting and historic when oné's
friendsareon TV.

1115 p.m. Humph. Mum just rang. 'Sorry, darling. It isnt Newsnight, it's Breakfast News
tomorrow. Could you st it for saven o'clock tomorrow morning. BBC 17

11.30 pm. Danid just cdled. 'Er, sorry, Bridge. I'm not quite sure wha went wrong. It's
recorded Barry Norman.'

Sunday 8 June
8st 12, alcohal units 3, cigarettes 17.

After dtting in semi-darkness for the third weekend running with Danid's hand down my bra,
fiddling with my nipple as if it were a sort of worry bead and me occasondly feebly saying, 'Was
that arun? | suddenly blurted out, "Why can't we go on a mini-break? Why? Why? Why?'

That's a good idea,’ said Daniel, mildly, taking his hand out of my dress. 'Why don't you book
somewhere for next weekend? Nice country house hotd. I'll pay.’

Wednesday 21 June

8st 11 (v.v.g.), alcohol units 1, cigarettes 2, Instants 2 (v.g.), minutes spent looking at mini-break
brochures 237 (bad).

Daniel has refused to discuss the mini-break any more, or look at the brochure, and has forbidden
me from mentioning it until we actudly st off on Saturday. How can he expect me not to be
excited when | have been longing for this for so long? Why is it that men have not yet learnt to
fantasize about holidays, choose them from brochures and plan and fantasize about them in the
way tha they (or some of them) have leant to cook or sew? The snglehanded mini-break
respongbility is hideous for me Wovingham Hal seems ided — tasteful without being over-
formd, with four-poster beds, a lake and even a fitness centre (not to go in), but what if Danid
doesn't like it?

Sunday 25 June
8st 11, alcohol units 7, cigarettes 2, calories 4587 (ooops).
Oh dear. Daniel decided the place was nouveau from the moment we arrived, because there were
three Rolls-Royces parked outsde, and one of them yelow. | was fighting a snking redization

that it was suddenly freezing cold and | had packed for 900 heet. This was my packing:

Swimauits 2.



Bikinis 1.

Long floaty white dress 1.

Sundress 1.

Trailer-park-trash pink jelly mules 1 pair.
Tea-rose-pink suede mini dress 1.

Black sk teddy.

Bras, pants, stockings, suspenders (various).

There was a crack of thunder as | teetered, shivering, after Danid to find the foyer stuffed with
bridesmaids and men in cream suits and to discover that we were the only guests staying in the
hotel who were not in the wedding party.

'Chuh! Isnt it dreadful what's happening in Srebrenica’ | chattered maniacaly to try to put out
problems in proportion. 'To be honest, | never fed I've quite pinned down what's going on in
Bosnia. | thought the Bosnians were the ones in Sargevo and the Serbians were attacking them, ©
who are the Bosnian Serbs?

'Wdll, if you spent a bit less time reading brochures and more time reading the papers you might
know," smirked Danidl.

'So what is going on?

'God, look at that bridesmaid's tits.

'And who are the Bosnian Muslims?

'| cannot believe the size of that man's lapdls,,

Suddenly | had the unmistakable feding that Danid was trying to change the subject.

'Are the Bosnian Serbs the same lot who were attacking Sargjevo? | asked.

Silence,

'Whose territory is Srebrenicain, then?

'Srebrenicais asafe area,’ said Danid in deeply patronizing tones.

'So how come the people from the safe area were attacking before?

'Shut up.'

‘Judt tell meif the Bosnians in Srebrenica are the same lot as the onesin Sargjevo.’

'Mudims,' said Danid triumphantly.

‘Serbian or Bosnian?

'Look, will you shut up?

'Y ou don't know what's going on in Bosnia gther.’

'l do.’

'Y ou don't.'

'l do.’

You don' t.'

At this point the commissonaire, who was dressed in knickerbockers, white socks, patent
leather buckled shoes, a frock coat and a powdered wig, leaned over and sad, 'l think you'l find
the former inhabitants of Srebrenica and of Sargevo are Bosnian Mudims, sr.' Adding pointedly,
'Will you be requiring a newspaper in the morning at dl, sr?

| thought Danid was going to hit him. | found mysdf droking his am murmuring, 'OK now,
easy, easy, asif he were aracehorse that had been frightened by a van.

5.30 p.m. Brrr. Ingead of lying d9de by sde with Danid in hot sun a the sde of the lake wearing
a long floaty dress, | ended up blue with cold in a rowing boat with one of the hote bath towes



wrgpped round me. Eventudly we gave up to retire to our room for a hot bath and Codis,
discovering en route that another couple were to be sharing the non-wedding party dining room
with us that evening, the femde hadf of which was a girl cdled Eileen whom Danid had dept with
twice, inadvertently bitten dangerously hard on the breast and never spoken to since.

As | emerged from my bath Danid was lying on the bed giggling. 'I've got a new diet for you,
he said.

'So you do think I'm fat."

'OK, thisis it. It's very smple. All you do is not et any food which you have to pay for. So at
the start of the diet you're a bit porky and no one asks you out to dinner. Then you lose weight and
get a bit leggy and shag-me hippy and people gart taking you out for meds. So then you put a few
pounds on, the invitations tail off and you gart losing weight again.'

'Danid!" | exploded. That's the most appdling sexig, fattist, cynical thing I've ever heard.'

'Oh, don't be like that, Bridge,' he said. ‘It's the logical extenson of what you redly think. | keep
telling you nobody wants legs like a stick insect. They want a bottom they can park a bike in and
balance apint of beer on.’

| was torn between a gross image of mysdf with a bicycle parked in my bottom and a pint of
beer baanced on it, fury a Danid for his blatantly provocative sexism and suddenly wondering if
he might be right aout my concept of my body in rdation to men, and, in which case, whether |
should have something delicious to eat straight away and what that might be.

T'll just pop the telly on,' said Danid, taking advantage of my temporary speechlessness to press
the remote-control button, and moving towards the curtains, which were those thick hotd ones
with blackout lining. Seconds later the room was in complete darkness apart from the flickering
light of the cricket. Danid had lit a fag and was cdling down to room service for Sx cans of
Fosters.

'Do you want anything, Bridge? he said, smirking. 'Cream tea, maybe? I'll pay.’



JULY

Huh



Sunday 2 July
8st 10 (continuing good work), alcohol units 0, cigarettes O, calories 995, Instants O: perfect.

7.45 am. Mum just rang. 'Oh, hdllo, darling, guess what?

T'll just take the phone in the other room. Hang on,' | said, glancing over nervoudy a Danid,
unplugging the phone, cregping next door and plugging it in again only to find my mother had not
noticed my absence for the last two and a haf minutes and was il taking.

'. .. Sowhat do you think, darling?

'Um, | don't know. | was bringing the phone into the other room like | said,’ | said.

'Ah. So you didn't hear anything?

'No.' There was adight pause.

'Oh, hdlo, darling, guess what? Sometimes | think my mother is part of the modern world and
sometimes she seems a million miles away. Like when she leaves messages on my answerphone
which just say, very loudly and clearly, 'Bridget Joness mother.

Hello? Oh, hello, darling, guesswhat? she said, again.

'What? | said resignedly.

'Una and Geoffrey are having a Tarts and Vicars party in the garden on the twenty-ninth of July.
Don't you thin that's fun! Tartsand Vicard Imagine!’

| tried hard not to, fighting off a vison of Una Alconbury in thigh boots, fishnet nights and a
peephole bra. For sixty-year-olds to organize such an event seemed unnaturd and wrong.

'‘Anyway, we thought it would be super if you and — coy, loaded pause — 'Danid, could come.
Weredl dying to meet him.'

My heat sank a the thought of my rdaionship with Danid being dissected in dose and
intimate detaill amongst the Lifeboat luncheons of Northamptonshire.

'l don't think it's redly Danid's — ' Just as | said that the chair | had, for some reason, been
baancing on with my knees while | leaned over the table fell over with a crash.

When | retrieved the phone my mother was il talking.

'Yes, super. Mark Darcy's going to be there, apparently, with someone, s0.. . ."

'What's going on? Danid was standing stark naked in the doorway. 'Who are you talking to?

'My mother,' | said, desperately, out of the corner of my mouth.

'Give it to me' he sad, taking the phone. | like it when he is authoritative without being cross
likethis

'Mrs Jones," he said, in hismost charming voice. It's Danid here!

| could practicdly hear her going dl fluttery.

This is very bright and early on a Sunday morning for a phone cdl. Yes it is an absolutdy
beautiful day. What can we do for you?

Helooked at me while she chattered for afew seconds then turned back to the receiver.

'Wdll, thatll be lovely. | shdl put that in the diary for the twenty-ninth and look out my dog
collar. Now, wed better get back and catch up on our deep. You take care of yoursdf, now.
Cheerio. Yes. Cheerio,' he sad firmly, and put the phone down.

'You see’ he said smugly, ‘afirm hand, that's dl it needs.’

Saturday 22 July



8st 11 (hmm must get 11b off), alcohol units?2, cigarettes 7, calories 1562.

Actudly | am redly excited about Danid coming to the Tarts and Vicars paty with me next
Saturday. It will be so lovely for once not to have to drive up on my own, arrive on my own and
face dl that barrage of inquigtion about why | havent got a boyfriend. It will be a gorgeous hot
day. Maybe we could even make a mini-breek of it and stay in a pub (or other hotd without
televisons in the bedroom). I'm redly looking forward to Danid meeting my dad. | hope he likes
him.

2 am. Woke up in floods of tears from, a hideous dream | keegp having where I'm dtting A-leve
French and redlize as | turn over the paper that | have forgotten to do any revison and I'm wearing
nothing except my Domestic Science aoron, trying desperatedly to pull it round me 0 Miss
Chignal won't see that I'm wearing no pants. | expected Danid to at least be sympathetic. | know-
it's dl to do with my worries about where my career is leading me but he jugt lit himsdf a cigarette
and asked me to run over the bit about the Domestic Science gpron again.

It's dl right for you with your bloody Cambridge First.' | whispered, sniffing. Il never forget
the moment when | looked at the notice board and saw a D next to French and knew | couldn't go
to Manchegter. It dtered the course of my wholelife.!

'Y ou hould thank your lucky stars, Bridge,' he said, lying on his back and blowing smoke & the
celling. "You'd probably have married some crashing Geoffrey Boycott character and spent the rest

of your life cleaning out the whippet cage. Anyway . . . ' he started laughing, ' . . . therés nothing
wrong with a degree from . . . from . . . ' (he was so amused now he could hardly spesk) ' . . .
Bangor.'

‘Right, that's it. I'm deeping on the sofa,’ | yelled, jumping out of bed.

'Hey, don't be like that, Bridge, he said, pulling me back. "You know | think youre a . . . an
intellectud giant. You just need to learn how to interpret dreams.’

'What's the dream tdling me then? | sad sulkily. That | havent fulfilled my potentid
inteflectudly?

'Not exactly.'

'What, then?

'Wdll, | think the pantless apron is a pretty obvious symbal, isnt it?

'What?

It means that the vain pursuit of an intellectud life is getting in the way of your true purpose’

'Which iswhat?

'Wel, to cook al my meds for me, of course, daling, he sad, besde himsdf a his own
amusingness again. 'And wak around my flat with no pants on.’

Friday 28 July
8st 12 (must do diet before tomorrow), alcohol units| (v.g.), cigarettes 8, calories 345.
Mmmm. Daniel was redly sweet tonight and spent ages helping me choose my outfit for the Tarts
and Vicars. He kept suggedting different ensembles for me to try on while he weighed it up. He

was quite keen on a dog collar and black T-shirt with black lace-topped hold-ups as a cross
between a tart and a vicar but in the end, after I'd walked about for quite a while in both of them,



he decided the best one was a black lacy Marks and Spencer body, with stockings and suspenders,
a French maid's-style apron which wed made out of two hankies and a piece of ribbon, a bow-tie,
and a cotton-wool rabbit's tall. It was redly good of him to give up the time. Sometimes | think he
redly is quite caring. He seemed particularly keen on sex tonight as well.

Ooh, I am so looking forward to tomorrow.

Saturday 29 July

8st 11 9v.g.), alcohol units 7, cigarettes 8, calories 6245 (sodding Una Alconbury, Mark Darcy,
Daniel, Mum, everybody).

2 p.m. Cannot bdieve what has happened. By 1 p.m. Danid had ill not woken up and | was
garting to worry because the party darts at 2.30. Eventudly | woke him with a cup of coffee and
said, 'l thought you needed to wake up because we're supposed to be there at two-thirty.'

'Where? he said.

‘The Tartsand Vicars.

'Oh God, love. Ligten, I've just redized, I've got so-much work to do this weekend. I'm redly

going to have to stay at home and get down to it.'

| couldnt believe it. He promised to come. Everyone knows when you are going out with
someone they are supposed to support you at hideous family occasons, and he thinks if he so
much as mentions the word ‘work' he can get out of anything. Now dl the Alconburys friends will
spend the entire time asking me if 1've got a boyfriend yet and no one will believe me,

10 p.m. Cannot believe what | have been through. | drove for two hours, parked at the front of the
Alconburys and, hoping | looked OK in the bunny girl outfit, walked round the side to the garden
where | could hear voices raised in meriment. As | sarted to cross the lawn they al went quigt,
and | redized to my horror that instead of Tarts and Vicars, the ladies were in Country Casuds-
dyle cdf-length flord two-pieces and the men were in dacks and V-necked swesaters. | stood
there, frozen, like, well, a rabbit. Then while everyone sared, Una Alconbury came flapping
across the lawn in plested fuchda holding out a plastic tumbler full of bits of apple and leaves.

‘Bridget!! Super to see you. Have aPmms.' she said.

'l thought it was supposed to be a Tarts and Vicars party,’ | hissed.

'Oh dear, didn't Geoff cal you? she said. | couldn't believe this. | mean, did she think | dressed
as a bunny girl normdly or something? 'Geoff,’ she sad. 'Didn't you teephone Bridget? Were al
looking forward to meeting your new boyfriend,’ she sgid, looking around. 'Where is he?

'He had to work,' | muttered.
'How's-my-little-Bridget? said Uncle Geoffrey, lurching over, pissed.
'Geoffrey,’ said Una coldly.

'Yup, Yup. All present and correct, orders obeyed, Lieutenant,” he said, saluting, then collapsing
on to her shoulder giggling. ‘But it was one of those ruddy answerphone thingummajigs.

'Geoffrey, hissed Una. 'Go-and-see-to-the-barbecue. I'm sorry, darling, you see we decided after
dl the scandals theréve been with vicars around here theréd be no point having a Tarts and Vicars
party because . . . ' she dtarted to laugh, ' . . . because everyone thought vicars were tarts anyway.
Oh dear, she sad, wiping her eyes. 'Anyway, how's this new chap, then? What's he doing working



on a Saturday? Durrr! That's not a very good excusg, is it? How are we going to get you married
off at thisrate?

‘At this rate I'm going to end up as a cdl girl,’ | muttered, trying to unpin the bunny tail from my
bottom.

| could fed someone's eyes on me and looked up to see Mark Darcy gtaring fixedly at the bunny
tal. Besde him was the tdl thin glamorous top family-law bariger clad in a demure lilac dress
and coat like Jackie O. with sunglasses on her head.

The smug witch smirked a& Mak and blatantly looked me up and down in a most impolite
manner. 'Have you come from another party? she bresthed.

‘Actudly, I'm just on my way to work, | sad, a which Mark Darcy haf smiled and looked
away.

'Hello, darling, cant sop. Shooting.' trilled my mother, hurrying towards us in a bright
turquoise pleasted shirtwaister, waving a clapper board. 'What on earth do you think you're wearing
darling? You look like a common progtitute. Absolute quiet, please, everyone, asaaand . . . ' she
ydled in the direction of Julio, who was brandishing a video camera, "action!’

In darm | quickly looked round for Dad but couldn't see him anywhere. | saw Mark Darcy
talking to Una and gesturing in my direction then Una, looking purposeful, hurried across to me.

‘Bridget, | an so sorry about the mix-up over the fancy dress’ she said. 'Mark was just saying
you must fed dreadfully uncomfortable with al these older chaps around. Would you like to
borrow something?

| spent the rest of the party wearing, over my suspender outfit, a puff-deeved, flora-sprig Laura
Adhley bridesmad dress of Janines with Mak Darcy's Natasha smirking and my mother
periodicaly rushing past going, That's a pretty dress, darling. Cut!'

I dont think much of the girlfriend, do you? said Una Alconbury loudly, nodding in Natashas
direction as soon as she got me done. 'Very much the Little Madam. Elaine thinks she's desperate
to get her feet under the table. Oh, hello, Mark! Another glass of Pimms? What a shame Bridget
couldn't bring her boyfriend. Hes a lucky chap, isnt he? All this was sad very aggressvely as if
Una was taking as a persond insult the fact that Mark had chosen a girlfriend who was & not me
and b) had not been introduced to him by Una at a turkey curry buffet. "What's his name, Bridget?
Danid, isit? Pam says he's one of these sooper-dooper young publishers.

'Danid Cleaver? said Mark Darcy.

'Yes itis actudly,’ | sad, jutting my chin out.

'Isheafriend of yours, Mark? said Una

‘Absolutely not,' he said, abruptly.

'‘Oooh. | hope he's good enough for our little Bridget, Una pressed on, winking & me as if this
was al hilarious fun instead of hideous.

'l think 1 could say again, with tota confidence, absolutely not,’ said Mark.

'Oh, hang on a tick, therés Audrey. Audreyl' sad Una not lisgtening, and tripping off, thank
God.

'l suppose you think that's clever,’ | said furioudy, when sheld gone.

'What? said Mark, looking surprised.

'Don't you "What?' me, Mark Darcy,’ | muttered.

'Y ou sound just like my mother,’ he said.

I suppose you think its dl right to dag people's boyfriends off to their parents friends behind
their back when they're not even there for no reason just because you're jedous,' | flailed.



Hestared at me, as if digracted by something dse. 'Sorry,' he sad. 'l was just trying to figure
out what you mean. Have | . . .? Are you suggesting that | am jedous of Danid Cleaver? Over
you?

'No, not over me | said, furious because | redized it did sound like that. 'l was just assuming
you must have some reason to be so horrible about my boyfriend other than pure maevolence.

'‘Mark, darling,’ cooed Natasha, tripping prettily across the lawn to join us. She was 0 tall and
thin she hadn't fet the need to put heds on, so could wak easly across the lawn without sinking,
as if dedgned for it, like a came in the desert. 'Come and tell your mother about the dining
furniture we saw in Conran.’

‘Just take care of yoursdf, that's dl, he sad quietly, 'and I'd tel your mum to watch out for
hersdf too," he said, nodding pointedly in the direction of Julio as Natasha dragged him off.

After 45 minutes more horror | thought | could decently leave, pleading work to Una.

'Y ou career girld Can't put it off forever you know: tick-tock-tick-tock," she said.

| had to have a cigarette in the car for five minutes before | was cam enough to set off. Then
just as | got back to the main road my dad's car drove past. Sitting next to him in the front seat was
Penny Husbands-Bosworth, wearing a red lace underwired uplift basque, and two bunny ears.

By the time | got back to London and off the motorway | was feding pretty shaky and back
much earlier than | expected, s0 | thought, instead of going straight home, I'd go round to Danid's
for abit of reassurance.

| parked nose to nose with Danid's car. There was | no answer when | rang, o | left it a while
and rang again in caxe it was jus in the middle of a redly good wicket or something. Still no
answer. | knew he must be around because his car was there and hed said he was going to be
working and watching the cricket. | looked up a his window and there was Danidl. | beamed at
him, waved and pointed at the door. He disappeared, | assumed to press the buzzer, so | rang the
bell again. He took a bit of time to answer: 'Hi, Bridge Just the on phone to America. Can | meet
you in the pub in ten minutes?

'OK," | sad cheefully, without thinking, and set off towards the comer. But when | looked
round, there he was again, not on the phone, but watching me out of the window.

Cunning as afox, | pretended not to see and kept walking, but insde | was in turmoil. Why was
he watching? Why hadn't he answered the door firg time? Why didn't he just press the buzzer and
let me come up straight away? Suddenly it hit me like a thunderbolt. He was with awoman.

My heart pounding, | rounded the corner, then, keeping flat againgt the wall, 1 peered round to
check he had gone from the window. No dgn of him. | hurried back and assumed a crouching
position in the porch next to his, observing his doorway between the pillars in case a woman came
out. | waited, crouched in the pogtion for some time. But then | gsarted to think: if a woman did
come out, how would | know it was Danid's flat she had come out of and not one of the other flats
in the building? Whet would | do? Challenge her? Make a citizen's arrest? Also, what was to stop
him leaving the woman in the flat with indructions to stay there until he had had time to get to the
pub?

| looked a my watch. 6.30. Hah! The pub wasnt open yet. Pefect excuse. Emboldened, |
hurried back towards the door and pushed the buzzer.

'Bridget, isthat you again? he snapped.

"The pub isn't open yet.'

There was silence. Did | hear a voice in the background? In denid, | told mysdf he was just
laundering money or deding in drugs He was probably trying to hide polythene bags full of
cocaine under the floorboards helped by some smooth South American men with ponytails.



'Let mein,' | said.

" told you, I'm on the phone.’

‘Let mein.

'What? He was playing for time | could tell.

'Press the buzzer, Danid,' | said.

Isn't it funny how you can detect someones presence, even though you cant see, hear or
otherwise discern them? Oh of course I'd checked the cupboards on the way p the stairs and there
was no one in any of them. But | knew there was a woman in Danid's house. Maybe it was a dight
amdl . . . something about the way Danid was behaving. Whatever it was, | just knew.

We stood there warily at opposite sides of the Stting room. | was just desperate to start running
around opening and dosing dl the cupboards like my mother and ringing 1471 to see if there was a
number stored from America

'What have you got on? he said. | had forgotten about Janine's outfit in the excitement.

‘A bridesmaid's dress,' | said, haughtily.

'Would you like a drink? said Danid. | thought fast. | needed to get him into the kitchen so |
could go through al the cupboards.

'A cup of tea, please.’

‘Areyou dl right? he said.

'Yes Finel' | trilled. 'Marvellous time at the party. Only one dressed as a tart, had to put on a
bridesmaid dress, Mark Darcy was there with Natasha, that's a nice shirt your wearing . . ." |
stopped, out of breath, redizing | had turned (there was no ‘was turning' about it) into my mother.

He looked a me for a moment, then set off into the kitchen a which | quickly legpt across the
room to look behind the sofa and the curtains.

'What are you doing?

Danid was ganding in the doorway-

‘Nothing, nothing. Just thought 1 might have left a skirt of mine behind the sofa’ | said, wildly
plumping up the cushions asif | werein a French farce.

He looked suspicious and headed off to the kitchen again.

Deciding there was no time to did 1471, | quickly checked the cupboard where he keeps the
duvet for the sofabed — no human habitation — then followed him to the kitchen, pulling open
the door of the hal cupboard as | passed a which the ironing board fel out, followed by a
cardboard box full of old 45s which dithered out al over the floor.

'What are you doing? said Daniel mildly again, coming out of the kitchen.

'Sorry, just caught the door with my deeve, | said. just on my way to the loo.'

Danid was dtaring a me as if | was mad, so | couldn't go and check the bedroom. Instead |
locked the loo door and darted franticaly looking around for things. | wasn't exactly sure what,
but long blonde hairs, tissues with lipstick marks on, dien harbrushes — any of these would have
been a dgn. Nothing. Next | quietly unlocked the door, looked both ways, dipped dong the
corridor, pushed open the door of Danid's bedroom and nearly jumped out of my skin. There was
someone in the room.

‘Bridge.' It was Danid, defensvely holding a par of jeans in front of him. 'What are you doing
in here?

'l heard you come in here so . . . | thought . . . It was secret assgnation,’ | said, gpproaching him
in what would have been a sexy way were it not for the flord prig dress. | leaned my head on his
chest and put my arms around him, trying to smell his shirt for perfume traces and get a good look
at the bed, which was unmade as usud.



'Mmmm, youve dill got the bunny girl outfit on underneath, havent you? he said, sarting to
unzip the bridesmaid dress and pressng againg me in a way which made his intentions very clear.
| suddenly thought this might be a trick and he was going to seduce me while the woman dipped
out unnoticed.

'‘Oooh, the kettle must be bailing, said Danid suddenly, zipping my dress up again and petting
me resssuringly in a way that was most unlike him. Usudly once he gets going he will see things
through to their logicad concluson come earthquake, tidd wave or naked pictures of Virginia Bot-
tomley on thetdevison.

'Ooh yes, better make that cuppa,’ | said, thinking it would give me a chance to get a good look
round the bedroom and scout the study.

‘After you,” said Danid, pushing me out and shutting the door so | had to wak ahead of him
back into the kitchen. As| did so | suddenly caught sight of the door that led up to the roof terrace.

'Shall we go and St down? said Daniel.

T'hat was where she was, she was on the bloody roof.

'What's the matter with you? he said as | stared at the door suspicioudly.

'No-thing,' | ang-songed gally, flopping into the Stting room. 'Just alittle tired from the party.

| flung mysdlf insouciantly on to the sofa, wondering whether to streek faster than the speed of
light down to the study as the find place she might be or just go hdl for leather for the roof |
figured if she wasn't on the roof it meant she must be in the study' in the bedroom wardrobe, or
under the bed. If we then went up on the roof she would be able to escape. But if that was the case,
surdly Danid would have suggested going up on the roof much sooner.

He brought me a cup of tea and sat down a his lagptop, which was open and turned on. Only
then did | sart to think that maybe there was no woman. There was a document up on the screen
— maybe he redly had been working and on the phone to America. And | was making a complete
prat of mysdf behaving like a madwoman.

'Are you sure everything's dl right, Bridge?

'Fine, yes. Why?

'‘Well, coming round unannounced like this dressed as a rabbit disguised as a bridesmad and
burrowing into dl the rooms in a strange way. Not meaning to pry or anything, | just wondered if
there was an explanation, that's all.’

| fdt a complete fool. It was bloody Mak Darcy trying to wreck my rdationship by sowing
suspicions in my mind. Poor Danid, it was so unfair to doubt him in this way, because of the word
of some arogant, ill-tempered, topflight humanrights lawyer. Then | heard a scrgping noise on
the roof above us.

I think maybe I'm just a bit hot | said, watching Daniel carefully. 'l think maybe I'll go and gt
on theroof for awhile'

For God's sake, will you st ill for two minutes' he ydled, moving to bar my path, but | was
too quick for him. | dodged past, opened the door, ran up the stairs and opened the hatch out into
the sunlight.

There, spread out on a sunlounger, was a bronzed, long-limbed, blonde-haired stark-naked
woman. | stood there frozen to the spot, feding like an enormous pudding in the bridesmaid dress.
The woman raised her head, lifted her sunglasses and looked a me with one eye closed. | heard
Danie coming up the gairs behind me.

'Honey, said the woman, in an American accent, looking over my head at him. 'l thought you
sad shewasthin.'



AUGUST

Disintegration



Tuesday 1 August

8st 12, alcohol units 3, cigarettes 40 (but have stopped inhaling in order to smoke more), calories
450 (off food),1471 calls 14, Instants 7.

5am. I'm fdling apart. My boyfriend is degping with a bronzed giantess My mother is degping
with a Portuguese. Jeremy is deeping with a horrible trollop, Prince Charles is deegping with
Camilla Parker-Bowles. Do not know what to beieve in or hold on to anymore. Fed like ringing
Danid in hope he could deny everything, come up with plausble explanation for the clothes-free
rooftop vakyrie — younger sder, friendly neighbor recovering from flood or smilar — which
would make everything al right. But Tom has taped apiece of paper to the telephone saying, ‘Do
not ring Daniel or you will regret it.'

Should have gone to stay with Tom as suggested. Hate being done in middle of night, smoking
and sniveing like mad psychopath. Fear Dan downgtairs might hear and ring loony bin. Oh God,
what's wrong with me? Why does nothing ever work out? It is because | am too fat. Toy with
ringing Tom again but only caled him forty-five minutes ago. Cannot face going into work.

After rooftop encounter | didn't say a single word to Danid: just put my nose in the air, dithered
past him, marched down to the Street into car and drove away. Went immediatey to Tom's, who
poured vodka sraight down my throat from the bottle, adding the tomato juice and Worcester
sauce afterwards. Danid had left three messages when | got back, asking me to cal him. Did nat,
following advice of Tom, who reminded me that the only way to succeed with men is to be redly’
horrible to them. Used to think he was cynicd and wrong but | think | was nice © Danid and look
what happened.

Oh God, birds have started singing. Have to go to work in three and a haf hours. Can't do it.
Help, help. Have suddenly had brainwave: ring Mum.

10 am. Mum was brilliant. 'Darling,’ she said. 'Of course you havent wken me. I'm just leaving
for the sudio. | cant bedieve youve got in a date like this over a supid man. Theyre dl
completely sdf-centered, sexudly incontinent and no use to man nor beast. Yes, that does indude
you, Julio. Now come dong, darling. Brace up. Back to deep. Go into work looking drop-dead
gorgeous. Leave no one-epecidly Danid-in any doubt that you've thrown him over and suddenly
discovered how marvelous life is without that pompous, dissolute old fart bossing you around and
youll befine!

‘Are you dl right;, Mum? | sad, thinking about Dad ariving a Unas paty with asbestos
widow Penny Husbands-Bosworth.

'Darling, you are sweet. I'm under such terrible pressure!’

'Isthere anything | can do?

‘Actudly, there is something,” she sad, brightening. 'Do any of your friends have a number for
Lisa Leeson? You know, Nick Leeson's wife? I've been desperate to get her for days. Sheld be
perfect for 'Suddenly Single.”

'l was talking about Dad, not 'Suddenly Single," | hissed.

'Daddy? I'm not under pressure from Daddy. Don't be silly, darling.’

'But the party . . . and Mrs. Husbands-Bosworth.'

'Oh, | know, hilarious. Made a complete slly fool of himsdf trying to atract my attention.
Wha did she think she looked like, a hamgter or something? Anyway, must run, I'm frighteningly



busy but will you think who might have a number for Liss? Let me give you my direct line,
darling. And let's have no more of this slly whining.'

'Oh, but Mum, | have to work with Danid, | —*

‘Darling — wrong way round. He has to work with you. Give him hdl, baby." (Oh God, | dont
know who she's been mixing with.) 'lI've been thinking, anyway. It's high time you got out of that
glly dead-end job where no one appreciates you. Prepare to hand in your notice, kid. Yes, darling
I'm going to get you ajob in televison.’

Am jugt off to work looking like Ivana bloody Trump wearing a suit and lip gloss.

Wednesday 2 August

8st 12., thigh circumference 18 inches, alcohol units 3 (but v. pure sort of wine), cigarettes 7 (but
did not inhale), calories 1500 (excellent), teas O, coffees 3 (but made with real coffee beans
therefore less cellulite-inducing), total caffeine units 4.

Everything's fine. Am going to get down to 8% 7lb agan and free thighs entirdy of cdlulite,
Cetan eveything will be dl right then. Have embarked on intensve detoxification program
involving no tea no coffee no acohol no white flour no milk and what was it? Oh wdl. No figh,
maybe. What you have to do is dry-skin brushing for five minutes every morning, then a fifteen
minute bath with anticdlulite essentid oils in it, during which one kneads ones cdlulite as one
would dough, followed by massaging more anticelulite ail into the cdlulite.

This lagt bit puzzZles me — does the anticdlulite oil actudly soak into the cdlulite through the
skin? In which case, if you put sdf-tanning lotion on does tha mean you get suntanned celulite
ingde? Or suntanned blood? Or a suntanned lymphatic drainage system? Urgh. Anyway. . .
(Cigarettes. That was the other thing. No cigarettes. Oh well. Too late now. I'll do that tomorrow.)

Thursday 3 August

8st 11, thigh circumference 18 inches (honestly, what is bloody point), alcohol units O, cigarettes
25 (excellent, considering), negative thoughts: approx. 445 per hour, positive thoughts O.

Head date v. bad again. Cannot bear thought of Danid with someone dse. Mind is full of horrid
fantases about them doing things together. The plans to lose weight and change personality kept
me aoft for two days, only to collgpse around my ears. | redize it was only a complicated form of
denid. Was bdieving could totdly reinvent sdf in space of smdl number of days thereby
negaing impact of Danid's hurtful and humiliating infiddity, snce it had happened to me in a
previous incarnation and would never have happened to my new improved sdif. Unfortunatdly, |
now redize the whole point of the adoof over-made-up ice-queen on anticdlulite diet paaver was
to make Danid redize the error of his ways. Tom did warn me of this and sad 90 percent of
plastic surgery was done on women whose husbands had run off with a younger woman. | sad the
rooftop giantess was not so much younger astaler but Tom said that wasn't the point. Humph.

Danid kept sending me computer messages a work. 'We should tak,' etc., which | studioudy
ignored. But the more he sent the more | got carried away, imagining that the sdf-reinvention was



working, that he redized he had made a terible, terrible mistake, had only now understood how
much he truly loved me, and that the rooftop giantess was history.

Tonight he caught up with me outsde the office as | was leaving. 'Darling, please, we redly
need to talk.'

Like afool I went for a drink with him to the American Bar a the Savoy, let him soften me up
with champagne and 'l fed so terrible | redly miss you blar blar blar.” Then the very second he got
me to admit, 'Oh, Danid, | miss you too,” he suddenly went al patronizing and businesdike and
sad, Thethingis, Suki and | .. ."

Suki? Pukey, more like' | said, thinking he was about to say, 'are brother and sster,’ ‘cousins;
'bitter enemies;’ or ‘history." Instead he looked rather cross.

'Oh, | can't explain,’ he said huffily. 'It's very specid.' | stared a him, astonished a the audacity
of hisvolte-face.

I'm sorry, love' he said, taking out his credit card and starting to lean back to get the attention
of the waliter, 'but were getting married.’

Friday 4 August

Thigh circumference 18 inches, negative thoughts 600 per minute, panic attacks 4, crying attacks
12 (but both times only in toilets and remembered to take mascara), Instants 7.

Office. Third-floor toilets. Thisisjust . . . jus . . . intolerable. What on earth possessed me to
think it was a good idea to have an affar with my boss? Cannot dedl with it out there. Danid has
announced his engagement to the giantess. Sdles reps who | didnt think even knew about our
affair keep ringing up b congratulate me and | have to explain that actualy he has got engaged to
someone dse. | kegp remembering how romantic it was when we darted and it was al secret
computer messages and trysts in the lift. | heard Danid on the phone aranging to meet Pukey
tonight and he sad in a topsy-bunny voice, ‘Not too bad . . . so far,’ and | knew he was taking
about my reaction, as if | were an emotiondly unbalanced ex-wife or something. Am serioudy
consdering face-lift.

Tuesday 8 August

9¢t, alcohol units 7 (har har), cigarettes 29 (tee hee), calories 5 million, negative thoughts O,
thoughts, general O.

Just cdled Jude. | told her a bit aout the tragedy with Danie and she was horrified, immediately
declared a gtate of emergency and said she would call Sharon and fix for us dl to meet & nine. She
couldn't come till then because she was meeting Vile Richard, whod a last agreed to come to
Reationship Counsding with her.

2 a.m. Gor eswor blurry goofun tonight though. Ooof. Tumbled over.

Wednesday 9 August



9st 2 (but in good cause), thigh circumference 16 inches (either miracle or hangover error),
alcohol units O (but body still drinking units from last night), cigarettes O (ugh).

8 am. Ugh. In physcdly disastrous dtate but emotiondly v. much cheered up by night out. Jude
arived in vixenfromhdl fury because Vile Richard had sood her up for the Rdaionship
Counsding.

"The thergpig woman obvioudy just thought he was an imaginary boyfriend and | was a very,
very sad person.’

'So what did you do? | sad sympatheticaly, banishing a rogue didoyad thought from Satan that
sad, 'Shewasright.'

'She said | had to talk about the problems | had that were unrelated to Richard.’

'But you don't have any problemsthat are unrelated to Richard,’ said Sharon.

'l know. | told her that, then she said | had a problem with boundaries and charged me fifty-five
quid.

'Why didn't he turn up? | hope the sadistic worm had a decent excuse,' said Sharon.

'He said he got tied up a work,' said Jude. 'l said to him, "Listen, you don't have a monopoly on
commitment problems. Actudly, | have a commitment problem. If you ever ded with your own
commitment problem you might be brought up short by my commitment problem, by which time
itll betoo late."

'Have you got a commitment problem? | sad, intrigued, immediaidy thinking maybe | had a
commitment problem.

'Of course I've got a commitment problem,” snarled Jude. ‘It's just that nobody ever sees it
because it's so submerged by Richard's commitment problem. Actudly, my commitment problem
goes much deeper than his!'

'Wdl, exactly,” said Sharon. 'But you don't go round wearing your commitment problem on your
deeve like every bloody man over the age of twenty does these days.’

'Exactly my point, spat Jude, trying to light up another Sk Cut but having trouble with the
lighter.

'The whole bloody world's got a commitment problem,” growled Sharon in a gutturd, amost
Clint Eastwood voice. ‘It's the three-minute culture. It's a globa attention-span deficit. It's typica
of men to annex a globa trend and turn it into a mae device to rgect women to make themselves
fed clever and usfed stupid. It's nothing but fiickwittage.'

‘Bastards!" | shouted happily. 'Shall we have another bottle of wine?

9 am. Blimey. Mum just rang. 'Darling,’ she said. 'Guess what? Good Afternoon! are looking for
rescarchers. Current affairs, terribly good. I've spoken to Richard Finch, the editor, and told him
al about you. | sad you had a degree in palitics, darling. Don't worry, hell be far too busy to
check. He wants you to comein on Monday for achat.’

Monday. Oh my God. That only gives mefive daysto learn Current Affairs.

Saturday 12 August

9st 3 (still in very good cause), alcohol units 3 (v.g.), cigarettes 32 (v.p. bad, particularly since
first day of giving up), calories 1800 (g.), lottery tickets 4 (fair), no. of serious current affairs



articles read 1.5, 1471 calls 22 (OK), minutes spent having cross imaginary conversations with
Daniel 120 (v.g.), minutes spent imagining Daniel begging me to come back 90 (excellent).

Right. Determined to be v. podtive about everything. Am going to change life become wel
informed re current affars, sop smoking entirdy and form functiond reationship with adult
man.

8:30 am. Still have not had fag. Vg.
8:35a.m. Nofagsdl day. Excdlent.
8:40 a.m. Wonder if anything nice has come in post?

8:45 am. Ugh. Hateful document from Socid Security Agency asking for £1452. What? How can
this be? Have not got £1432. Oh God, need fag to calm nerves. Mustin't. Musin't.

8:47 am. Jug had fag. But no-smoking day does not dat officidly till have got dressed.
Suddenly dart thinking of former boyfriend Peter with whom had functiond reationship for seven
years until finished with him for heartfdt, agonizing reasons can no longer remember. Every so
often — usudly when he has no one to go on holiday with — he tries to get back together and
says he wants us to get married. Before know where am, am carried away with idea of Peter being
ansver. Why be unhappy and londy when Peter wants to be with me? Quickly find telephone,
ring Peter and leave message on his answerphone-merely asking him to give me cal rather than
whole plan of spending rest of life together, etc.

1:15 p.m. Peter has not rung back. Am repulsive to all men now, even Peter.

4:45 p.m. No-smoking policy in taters. Peter findly rang. 'Hi, Bee' (We dways used to cdl each
other Bee and Waspy.) 'l was going to ring you anyway. I've got some good news. I'm getting
married.’

Ugh. V. bad feding in pancreas area. Exes should never, never go out with or marry other
people but should remain cdibate to the end of their days in order to provide you with a mentd
fallback pogtion.

'Bee? said Waspy. '‘Bzzzzzzz?

'Sorry," | sad, dumping dizzily agang the wadl. '‘Just, um, saw a car accident out of the
window.' | was evidently superfluous to the conversation, however, as Waspy gushed on about the
cost of wedding cakes for about twenty minutes, then said, 'Have to go. Were cooking Delia
Smith venison sausages with juniper berries tonight and watching TV

Ugh. Have just smoked entire packet of Silk Cut as act of sdf-annihilating exisentid despair.
Hope they both become obese and have to be lifted out of the window by crane.

5:45 p.m. Trying to concentrate hard on memorizing names of Shadow Cabinet to avoid spird of
sdf-doubt. Have never met Waspy's Intended of course but imagine giant thin blond rooftop
giantess-type who rises at five each morning, goes to gym, rubs hersdf down with sat then runs
internationa merchant bank al day without smudging mascara.



Redize with snking humiligtion that reason have been feding smug about Peter all these years
was that | finished with him and now he is effectivdy finishing with me by marying Mrs. Giant
Vadkyrie bottom. Snk into morbid, cynicd reflection on how much romantic heartbresk is to do
with ego and miffed pride rather than actud loss, dso incorporating subthought that reason for
Fergy's insane overconfidence may be that Andrew 4ill wants her back (until he marries someone
ese har har).

6:45 p.m. Was just sarting to watch the 6 o'clock news, notebook poised, when Mum burgt in
bearing carier bags. 'Now, darling,’ she sad saling past me into the kitchen. 'lI've brought you
some nice soup, and some smart outfits of mine for Monday!" She was wearing a lime green uit,
black tights and highhedled court shoes. She looked like Cilla Black on Blind Date.

'Where do you keep your soup ladles? she said, banging cupboard doors. 'Honestly, darling.
What amessl Now. Have alook through these bags while | heat up the soup.’

Deciding to overlook the fact that it was @ August b) boiling hot ¢) 6:15 and d) | didn't want
any soup, | peered cautioudy into the first carrier bag, where there was something pleated and
gynthetic in bright ydlow with a teracotta lesf design. 'Er, Mum . . . ' | began, but then her
handbag started ringing.

'Ah, thatll be Julio. Yup, yup." She was baancing a portable phone under her chin now and
scribbling. "Yup, yup. Put it on, darling,’ she hissed. "Y up, yup. Yup. Yup.'

Now | have missed the news and she has gone off to a Cheese and Wine party, leaving me
looking like a door-to-door cosmetics sdleswoman in a bright blue suit with dithery green blouse
underneath and blue eyeshadow right up to my eyebrows.

'Don't be slly, darling,” was her parting shot. 'If you don't do something about your appearance
you'll never get anew job, never mind another boyfriend!”

Midnight. After shed gone, cadled Tom, who took me to a party a friend of his from art school
was having a the Saatchi Galery to slop me obsessing.

'Bridget, he muttered nervoudy as we waked into the white hole and sea of grunge youths.
"Y ou know it's unhip to laugh at Ingalation, don't you?

'OK, OK," I said sulkily. 'l won't make any dead fish jokes!

Someone cdled Gav sad 'Hi: twenty-two maybe, sexy, in a shrunken T-shirt reveding a
chaopping-board- like midriff.

Its redly, redly, redly, really amazing, Gav was saying. 'It's, like, a sullied Utopia with these
redly redly really good echoes of, like, lost nationd identities.’

He led us excitedly across the big white space to a toilet paper roll: ingde out with the
cardboard outside the paper.

They looked a me expectantly. Suddenly | knew | was going to cry. Tom was now drooling
over a giant bar of sogp bearing the imprint of a penis. Gav was saring a me. 'Wow, that is, like, a
redly, redly, really wild . . . " he whispered reverently as| blinked back tears, . . . reponse!’

‘Just going to the loo," | blurted, rushing away past a configuration of sanitary-napkin bags.
There was a queue outside a Portdoo, and | joined it, shaking. Suddenly, just when it was dmost
my turn, | fdt ahand on my am. It was Danidl.

‘Bridge, what are you doing here?

'What does it look like? | snapped. 'Excuse me, I'm in a hurry.' | burst into the cubicle and was
just about to get on with it when | redized the toilet was actudly a molding of the indde of a
toilet, vacuum-packed in plagtic. Then Danid put his head round the door.



‘Bridge, don't wee on the Ingalation, will you? he said, and closed the door again.

When | came out he had vanished. | couldn't see Gav, Tom or anyone | knew. Eventudly |
found the red toilets, sat down and burgt into tears, thinking | wasn't fit to be in society anymore,
and just needed to get away till | stopped feding like this. Tom was waiting outside.

'‘Come and tak to Gav,' he said. 'He's redly, like, into you.' Then he took one look a my face
and said. 'Oh shit, I'll take you home.’

It's no good. When someone leaves you, apart from missing them, apart from the fact that the
whole little world you've created together Collapses, and that everything you see or do reminds
you of them, the worgt is the thought that they tried you out and, in the end, the whole sum of parts
adds up to you got stamped REJECT by the one you love. How can you not be left with the
persond confidence of a passed-over British Rail sandwich?

'Gav likesyou, said Tom.

'Gav isten. Anyway he only liked me because he thought | was crying about atoilet roll.’

'Wdl you were, in a way,’ sad Tom. 'Bloody git, Danid. If tha man turns out to be
snglehandedly responsible for al the fighting in Bosnia, | wouldn't be in the least surprised.’

Sunday 13 August

V. bad night. On top of everything else, tried to read mysdf to deep with new issue of Tatler, only
to find Mak Bloody Darcy's face smoldering out from feature on London's fifty mogt digible
bachdlors going on about how rich and marvelous he was. Ugh. Made me even more depressed in
way cannot quite fathom. Anyway. Am going to stop feding sorry for mysdf and spend morning
learning newspapers by heart.

Noon. Rebecca just rang, asking if | was 'dl right Thinking she meant al right about Danid, |
sad, 'Chuh, well it's very depressing.
'Oh, poor you. Yes, | saw Peter last night . . . (Where? What? Why wasn't | invited?) ' . . . and he
was tdling everyone how upset you were about the wedding. As he sad, it is difficult, sngle
women do tend to get desperate asthey get older . . .

By lunchtime could no longer go on with Sunday, trying to pretend everything was OK. Rang
up Jude and told her about Waspy, Rebecca, job interview, Mum, Danid and generd misery and
arranged to meet at Jmmy Beez a two for a Bloody Mary.

6 p.m. As luck would have it, Jude had just been reading brilliant book cdled Goddesses in
Everywoman. Apparently the book says that at certain times in your life everything goes wrong
and you dont know which way to turn and it is as if everywhere around you dainless sted doors
are clamping shut like in Star Trek. What you have to do is be a heroine and stay brave, without
ganking into drink or sdf-pity and everything will be OK. And that dl the Gresk myths and many
successful movies ae dl aout human beings facing difficult trids and not being wimps but
holding hard and thus coming Out on top.

The book aso says that coping with difficult times is like being in a conica shdll-shaped spira
and there is a point a each turn that is very painful and difficult. That is your particular problem or
sore spot. When you are a the narrow, pointy end of the spira you come back to that Stuation
very often as the rotaions are quite smdl. As you go round, you will go through the troubled time



less and less frequently but gill you must come back to it, so you shouldn't fed when it happens
that you are back to square one.
Troubleis now | have sobered up not sure | am 100 percent sure what she was talking abouit.

Mum rang up and | tried to talk to her about how difficult it is being a woman and having a sdl-
by date for reproduction unlike men, but she just sad, 'Oh, honestly, darling. You girls are just so
picky and romantic these days youve smply got too much choice. I'm not saying | didnt love
Dad but, you know, we were dways taught, instead of waiting to be swept off our feet, to 'expect
little, forgive much." And to be honest, darling, having children isn't dl it's built up to be. | mean,
no offense, | don't mean this persondly but given my chance again I'm not surel'd have. . ."'

Oh God. Even my own mother wishes I'd never been born.

Monday 14 August

9st 5 (great-turned into lard mountain for interview, also have spot), alcohol units O, cigarettes
many, calories 1575 (but threw up so effectively 400, approx.).

Oh God. Terrified about interview. | have told Perpetua | am a the gynecologis — | know |
should have said dentist but opportunities to torture the nosest woman in the world must not be
dlowed to dip through the net. | am admost ready and merely reed to complete my makeup while
practicing my opinions on Tony Blar's leadership. Oh my God, who's the Shadow Defense
Secretary? Oh fuck, oh flick. Is it someone with a beard? Shit: teephone. | can't bdieve it:
terrifying telephonic teenager with patronzing South London sng-song going, 'He-lo, Bridget,
Richard Finch's office here. Richard's in Blackpool this morning so he won't be able to make the
meeting.! Rescheduled for Wednesday. Will have to pretend have recurring gynecologica
condition. Might aswell take rest of morning off anyway.

Wednesday 16 August

Horrible night. Kept waking up bathed in sweat, panicking about the difference between the Ulgter
Unionists and SDLP and which of them lan Paidey wasinvolved in.

Instead of being ushered into the office to meet the great Richard Finch, | was left pouring
swedt in reception for forty minutes thinking Oh my God who's the Hedth Secretary? before being
picked up by the singsong persond assstant — Patchouli — who sported Lycra cycle shorts and a
nose sud and blanched a my Jgsaw suit, as if, in a hideoudy migudged attempt to be formd, |
had turned up in afloor-length shot-slk Laura Ashley bal gown.

'Richard says to come to the conference, know what I'm sayin? she muttered, powering off
down a corridor while | scurried after her. She burst through a pink door into a vast open_plan
office strewn with piles of scripts, TV screens suspended from the ceiling, charts dl over the
walls, and mountain bikes propped againg the desks. At the far end was a large oblong table
where the meeting was in progress. Everyone turned and stared as we approached.

A plump, middle aged man with curly blond har, a denim shirt and huge red spectacles was
jigging up and down at the end of the table.

'‘Come on! Come on!" he was saying, holding up his figs like a boxer. 'I'm thinking Hugh Grant.
I'm thinking Elizabeth Hurley. I'm thinking how come two months on theyre Hill together. I'm



thinking how come he gets away with it. That's itt How does a man with a girlfriend with looks
like Elizabeth Hurley have a blow job from a proditute on a public highway and get away with it?
What happened to hell hath no fury?

| couldnt believe this. What about the Shadow Cabinet? What about the Peace Process? He was
obvioudy trying to work out how he could get away with deegping with a progitute himsdf.
Suddenly, he was looking straight a me.

'Do you know? The entire table of grunge youths stared. "You. You must be Bridget!" he
shouted impatiently. 'How does a man with a beautiful girlfriend manage to degp with a proditute,
get found out and get away with it?

| panicked. My mind went blank.

'WdI? he said. 'Well? Come on, say something!" 'Wedl, maybe,' | said, because it was the only
thing | could think of, 'it was because somebody swallowed the evidence.'

There was a deathly hush, then Richard Finch darted to laugh. It was the most repulsive laugh
I've ever heard in my life. Then dl the grunge youths started to laugh as well.

‘Bridget Jones, sad Richard Finch eventudly, wiping his eyes. 'Wecome to Good Afternoon!
Take aseat, my darling,’ and then he winked.

Tuesday 22 August
9st 2, alcohol units 4, cigarettes 25, |ottery tickets 5.
Still havent heard anything from te interview. Don't know what to do for Bank Holiday as cannot
face remaning done in London. Shazzer is going to the Edinburgh Fedtivd, as is Tom, | think,
aso lots of people from the office. Would like to go but not sure can afford it and fear presence of
Danid. Also everyone will be more successful and having a better time than me,

Wednesday 23 August

Definitdy going to Edinburgh. Danid is working in London so no danger of bumping into him on
the Roya Mile. It will be good for me to get away ingtead of obsessng and waiting for Good
Afternoon! letter.

Thursday 24 August
I'm daying in London. | dways think I'm going to enjoy going to Edinburgh then end up only
being able to get into the mime acts. Also you dress for summer, then it's freezing cold and you

have to tegter shivering for miles up cobblestone precipices thinking everyone ese is a a hig
party.

Friday 25 August



7 p.m. | am going to Edinburgh. Today Perpetua said, 'Bridget, this is absurdly short notice, but
it's just occurred © me. I've taken a flat up in Edinburgh — 1I'd adore it if you wanted to stay." So
generous and hospitable of her.

10 p.m. Just called Perpetua and told her I'm not coming. It'sal stupid. | can't afford it.

Saturday 26 August

8:30 am. Right, I'm going to have a quig, hedthy time a home Lovey. | might finish The
Famished Road.

9 a.m. Oh God, I'm so depressed. Everybody's gone to Edinburgh except me.
9:15 a.m. | wonder if Perpetuas left yet?

Midnight. Edinburgh. Oh God. | must go to see something tomorrow. Perpetua thinks I'm mad.
She spent the entire train journey with the portable phone pressed to her ear, belowing a the rest
of us. 'Arthur Smith's Hamlet is completely booked up so we could go to the Coen brothers instead
a five but that means well be too late for Richard Herring. So shdl we not go to Jenny Eclar —
Chuh! | frankly dont know why she dill bothers — and do Lanark, then try to get into Harry Hill
or Bondages and Jdulian Clary? Hang on. I'll try the Gilded Bdloon. No, Harry Hill's booked up, so
shall we skip the Coen brothers?
| said I'd meet them at the Plaisance a six because | wanted to go to the George Hotdl and leave

a messge for Tom, and | bumped into Tina in the bar. | didnt redize how far it was to the
Pasance, and when | got there it had dtarted and there were no sests left. Secretly relieved, |
walked or rather mountaineered back to the flat, picked up a lovely baked potato with a chicken
curry and watched Casudty. | was supposed to meet Perpetua at the Assembly Rooms at nine. By
the time | was ready it was 845 but | didnt realize you couldn't ring out on the phone so | couldnt
book a taxi and by the time | got there it was too late. | went back to the George bar to look for
Tina and find out where Shazzer was. 1'd just got mysdf a Bloody Mary and was trying to pretend
| didnt mind not having any friends when | noticed a flurry of lights and cameras in one corner
and nearly screamed. It was my mother, done up like Marianne Faithfull and about to interview
Alan Yentob.

'Absolute quiet, everyone!' sheftrilled in a Una Alconbury flower-arranging voice.

'‘Aaasand action!!!! Tdl me, Alan,’ she said, looking trauméatized, 'have you ever had . . .
suicidd thoughts?

The telly's been quite good tonight, actudly.

Sunday 27 August, Edinburgh
No. of shows seen O.

2am. Can't get to deep. | bet they'redl a aredly nice party.



3 am. Jus heard Perpetua come in, giving her verdict on the dternative comedians 'Puerile . . .
completdy childish . . . just glly.! | think she might have misundersood something somewhere
adong theline.

5am. Thereisamaninthehouse | can just tell.
6 am. He'sin Debby from Marketing's room. Blimey.

9:30 am. Woken by Perpetua bellowing, 'Anyone coming to the poetry reading?' Then it dl went
quiet and | heard Debby and the man whispering and him going into the kitchen. Then Perpetuas
voice boomed out, 'What are you doing here?! | ssid NO OVERNIGHT GUESTS!

2 p.m. Oh my God. I've overdept.

7 p.m. King's Cross train. Oh dear. Met Jude in the George a three. We were going to go to a
Question and Answer session but we had a few Bloody Marys and remembered that Question and
Answer sessions have a bad effect on us. You get hypertense trying to think up a question, putting
your hand up and down. You findly get to ak it, in a semi-crouching postion and odd high-
pitched voice, then St frozen with embarrassment, nodding like a dog in the back of a car whilst a
twenty-minute answer in which you had no interest in the first place is directed a you. Anyway,
before we knew where we were it was 5:30. Then Perpetua appeared with a whole bunch of people
from the office.

'Ah, Bridget, she bellowed. 'What have you been to see? There was abig silence.

‘Actudly, I'm just about to go to. . . ' | began confidently, ' . . . get thetrain.'

'You haven't been to see anything a dl, have you? she hooted. 'Anyway, you owe me seventy-

five pounds for the room.'

'What? | stammered.

Yes!' she ydled. 'It would have been fifty pounds, but it's 50 percent extra if there are two
people in theroom.' 'But . . . but, there werent . . ."

Oh, come on, Bridget, we al knew you had a man in there,' she roared. 'Don't worry about it. It
isn't love, it's only Edinburgh. I'll make sure it gets back to Danidl and teaches him alesson.’

Monday 28 August
9st 6. (full of beer and baked potatoes), alcohol units 6, cigarettes 20, calories 2846,
Got back to message from Mum asking me what | thought about an dectric mixer for Chrigmeas,
and to remember Chrismas Day was a Monday this year so was | coming home on the Friday
night or the Saturday?
Congderably less annoyingly, there was a letter from Richard Finch, the editor of Good
Afternoon! offering meajob, | think. Thisisdl it sad:

OK, my darling. You're on.



Tuesday 29 August
9st2,, alcohol units O (v.g.), cigarettes 3 (g.), calories 1456 (pre-new-job healthy eating).

10:30 a.m. Office. Jugt cdled Richad Finch's assgant Patchouli and it is a job offer but must
gart in a week. | don't know anything about televison but sod it, I'm stuck in a dead end here, and
itisjust too humiliating working with Daniel now. | had better go and tell him.

11:15 am. | cant bdieve this Danid gdared at me, ashenfaced. "You can't do this' he said. 'Have
you any idea how difficult the last few weeks have been for me? Then Perpetua burst in — she
must have been eavesdropping outside the door.

‘Danid, she exploded. "You sdfish, sdf-indulgert, manipulative, emotiond blackmailer. It was
you — for God's sake — who chucked her. So you can just bloody well put up withit.'

Suddenly think | might love Perpetua, though not in alesbian way.



SEPTEMBER

Up The Fireman's Pole



Monday 4 September

9¢t, alcohol units O, cigarettes 27, calories 15, minutes spent having imaginary conversations with
Daniel telling himwhat | think of him 145 (good, better).

8 am. Firs day a new job. Must begin as mean to go on, with new cam, authoritative image.
And no smoking. Smoking isasign of weakness and undermines one's persond authority.

8:30 a.m. Mum just rang, | assumed to wish me luck for the new job.

'Guess what, darling? she began.

What?

'Elaine has invited you to their ruby wedding!" she said, pausing breathlessy and expectantly.

My mind went blank. Elaine? Brian — and — Elaine? Cohn-and-Elane? Elaine-named-to-
Gordon-who-used- to- be- head- of- Tarmacadamin- K ettering- Elaine?

'She thought it might be nice to have one or two young 'uns there to keep Mark company.’

Ah. Malcolm and Elaine. Begetters of the overperfect Mark Darcy.

'Apparently he told Elaine he thought you were very attractive.

‘Durr! Don't lie,' | muttered. Pleased though.

'Wdll, I'm sure that's what he meant, anyway, darling.'

'What did he say? | hissed, suddenly suspicious.

'Hesaid you werevery . . .

'‘Mother . . ."

'Wdl, the word he actudly used, darling, was 'bizarre’ But that's lovely, isnt it — ‘bizarre?
Anyway, you can ask him dl about it at the ruby wedding.'

I'm not going al the way to Huntingdon to celebrate the ruby wedding of two people | have
gooken to once for eight seconds since | was three, just to throw mysdf in the path of a rich
divorce who describes me as bizarre.’

‘Now, don't be slly, darling.’

'‘Anyway, I've got to go,' | said, foolishly since she then, as dways, began to gabble as if | were
on deeth row and thiswas our last phone cal before | was given alethd injection.

'He was earning thousands of pounds an hour. Had a clock on his desk, tick-tock-tick-tock. Did
| tell you | saw Mavis Enderby in the post office?

‘Mum. It's my first day a work today. I'm redly nervous. | dont want to talk about Mavis
Enderby.’

'Oh, my godfathers, darling!" What are you going to wear?

'My short black skirt and a T-shirt.'

'Oh, now you're not going to go looking like a sloppy tramp in dull colors. Put something smart
and bright on. What about that lovely cerise two-piece you used to wear? Oh, by the way, did | tdll
you Unas gone down the Nile?

Grrrr. Felt so bad when she put the phone down that smoked five Silk Cut in row. Nontvg start
to day.

9 p.m. In bed, completely exhausted. | had forgotten how hideous it is starting a new job when
nobody knows you, so your entire character becomes defined by every chance remark or dightly

peculiar thing you say; and you can't even so much as go to put some makeup on without asking
wherethe ladies is.



| was late through no fault of my own. It was impossble to get into the TV gudios as | had no
pass and the door was run by the sort of security guards who think their job is to prevent the staff
from entering the building. When | findly reached reception | wasn't dlowed updairs till someone
came to get me. By this time it was 9:25 and the conference was at 9:30. Patchouli eventudly
gppeared with two huge barking dogs, one of which gtarted jumping up and licking my face while
the other put its head straight up my skirt.

"They're Richard's. Aren't they, like, brilliant? she said. 'I'll just take them to the car.’

'Won't | be late for the meeting? | said desperately, holding on to the dog's head between my
knees and trying to push it away. She looked me up and down as if to say, 'So? and then
disappeared, dragging the dogs.

By the time | got in to the office, therefore, the meeting had started and everyone stared except
Richard, whose portly form was clad in a strange green woolen boilersuit.

'‘Come on, come on, he was saying, jigging and beckoning the table towards him with both
hands. 'I'm thinking Nine odock Service. I'm thinking dirty vicars. I'm thinking sexud acts in
church. I'm thinking, why do women fal for vicars? Come on. I'm not paying you for nothing.
Have an idea’

'Why don't you interview Joanna Trollope? | said.

‘A trollop? he said, staring a me blakly. "What trollop?

‘Joanna Trollope. The woman who wrote The Rector's Wife that was on the tdlly. The Rector's
Wife. She should know.’

A leary gmile spread across his face. 'Brilliant, he sad to my breasts. 'Absolutdy flicking
brilliant. Anyone got a number for Joanna Trollope?

There was a long pause. 'Er, actudly | have' | sad eventudly, feding walls of hate vibes
coming from the grunge youths.

When the meeting was over | rushed to the loo to recover my composure where Patchouli was
making hersdf up next to her friend, who was wearing a sorayed-on dress that showed her
underpants and midriff.

This isn't too tarty, is it? the girl was saying to Patchouli. "You should have seen those bitch
thirtysomethings faceswhen | walkedin .. . . Oh!’

Both girls looked & me, horrified, with their hands over ther mouths. 'We didn't mean you,
they said.

| am not sureif | am going to be able to stand this.

Saturday 9 September

8st 12 (v.g. advantage of new job with attendant nervous tension), alcohol units 4, cigarettes 10,
calories 1876, minutes spent having imaginary conversations with Daniel 24 (excellent), minutes
spent imagining rerun of conver sations with mother in which I come out on top 94.

11:30 a.m. Why oh why did! give my mother a key to my flat? | was judt-for the fird time in five
weeks-garting a weekend without wanting to stare a the wall and burst into tears. I'd got through
a week a work. | was darting to think maybe it was al going to be OK, maybe | wasnt
necessarily going to be eaten by an Alsatian when she burst in carrying a sewing machine.



'‘What on earth are you doing, slly? she trilled. | was weighing out 100 grams of cered for my
breskfast usng a bar of chocolate (the weights for the scdes are in ounces which is no good
because the calorie chart isin grams).

'Guess what, darling? she said, beginning to open and shut al the cupboard doors.

'What? | sad, sanding in my socks and nightie trying to wipe the mascara from under my eyes.

'Mdcolm and Elaine are having the ruby wedding in London now, on the twenty-third, so you
will be able to come and keep Mark company.’

I don't want to keep Mark company,' | said through clenched teeth. 'Oh. but he's very clever.
Been to Cambridge. Apparently he made afortunein America. . .’

I'm not going.'

'‘Now, come dong, darling, let's not sart,’ she sad, as if | were thirteen. 'You see, Mark's
completed the house in Holland Park and he's throwing the whole party for them, sx floors,
caterers and everything . . . What are you going to wear?

"Are you going with Julio or Dad? | said, to shut her up.

'Oh, darling, | dont know. Probably both of them,’ she sad in the specid, breathy voice she
reserves for when she thinks sheis Diana Dors.

'Y ou can't do that.'

'But Daddy and | are till fiends, darling. I'm just friends with Julio aswell.’

Grr. Grr. Grrr. | absolutely cannot ded with her when she'slike this,

‘Anyway, I'll tdl Elane youd love to come, shdl 1?7 she sad, picking up the inexplicable
sewing machine as she headed for the door. ‘'Must fly. Byeg!'

| am not going to spend another evening being danced about in front of Mark Darcy like a
spoonful of puried turnip in front of ababy. | am going to have to leave the country or something.

8 p.m. Off to dinner party. All the Smug Marrieds keep inviting me on Saturday rights now | am
done again, sedting me oppodte an increasingly horrifying selection of sngle men. It is very kind
of them and | gopreciate it v. much but it only seems to highlight my emctiond falure and
isolation — though Magda says | should remember that being sngle is better than having an
adulterous, sexudly incontinent husband.

Midnight. Oh dear. Everyone was trying to cheer up the spare man (thirty-seven, newly divorced
by wife, sample view: 'l haveto say, | do think Michael Howard is somewhat unfarly maigned.).

'Don't know what youre complaining about,’ Jeremy was holding forth to him. 'Men get more
attractive when they get older and women get less atractive, so al those twenty-two-year-olds
who wouldn't look at you when you were twenty-five will be gagging for it

| sat, heed down, quivering furioudy at ther inferences of femde sdl-by dates and life as game
of musca chars where girls without a chair/man when the music stopsthey pass thirty are 'out.
Huh. Asif.

'Oh yes, | quite agree it's much the best to go for younger partners’ | burst out, arily. 'Men in
ther thirties are such bores with their hang-ups and obsessve delusons that dl women are trying
to trgp them into marriage. These days I'm only really interested in men in their early twenties.
They're so much better ableto . . . well, you know . . ."

'Really? said Magda, rather too eagerly. 'How . . . 7

'Yes, you're interested, interjected Jeremy, glaring a8 Magda. 'But the point is they're not
interested in you.'

'Um. Excuse me. My current boyfriend is twenty-three,' | said, swestly.



There was a sunned slence. 'Well, in that case’ said Alex, smirking, ‘you can bring him to us
next Saturday when you come to dinner, can't you?
Bugger. Where am | going to find a twenty-three-year-old who will come to dinner with Smug
Marrieds on a Saturday night instead of taking contaminated Ecstasy tablets?

Friday 15 September

9¢t, alcohol units O, cigarettes 4 (v.g.), calories 3222 (British Rail sandwiches hideously
impregnated), minutes spent imagining speech will make when resigning from new job 210.

Ugh. Hateful conference with bully-boss Richard Finch going, 'Right. Harrods one-pound-a-pee
toilets. I'm thinking Fantasy Toilets. I'm thinking studio: Frank Skinner and Sir Richard Rogers on
furry seats, amrests with TV screens, quilted loo paper. Bridget, youre Dole Youths Clampdown.
I'm thinking the North. I'm thinking Dole Y ouths, loafing about, live down the line!

‘But...but.."'l sammered.

'Petchouli!” he shouted, at which point the dogs under his desk woke up and Sarted jumping
about and barking.

'Wha? yelled Patchouli above the din. She was wearing a crocheted midi-dress with a floppy
sraw hat and an orange Bri-nylon saddle-gtitched blouse on top. As if the things | used to wear in
my teens were a hilarious joke.

'Where's the Dole Y ouths OB?
‘Liverpool.’

‘Liverpool. OK, Bridget. OB crew outsde Boots in the shopping center, live at five-thirty. Get
me six Dole Y ouths'!’

Later, as | was leaving to get the train, Patchouli yelled casudly, 'Oh yeah, like, Bridget, it's not
Liverpoal, it's, like, Manchester, right?

4:15 P.M. Manchester.
Number of Dole Youths approached 44, Number of Dole Youths agreed to be interviewed 0.

Manchester-London train 7 p.m. Ugh. By 4:45 | was running hysericaly between the concrete
flower tubs, gabbling.

"Scuse me, are you employed? Never mind. 'hanks!'

'What are we doing, then? asked the cameraman with no atempt to feign interest. 'Dole
Youths,' | sad galy. 'Back in a mo!" then rushed round the corner and hit mysdf on the forehead. |
could hear Richard over my earpiece going, 'Bridget . . . where the fuck . . . ? Dole Youths' Then |
spotted a cash machine on thewall.

By 5:20 sx youths claming to be unemployed were negtly lined up in front of the camera a
crisp £20 note in each of their pockets while | flapped around trying to make oblique amends for
being middle-class. At 5:30 1 heard the signature tune bonging and crashing then Richard yeling,
‘Sorry, Manchester, were dropping you.'

'Um . .. " | began, to the expectant faces. The youths clearly thought | had a syndrome that
made me want to pretend | worked in TV. Worse, with working like a mad thing al week and



coming up to Manchester | had been unable to do anything about the no-date trauma tomorrow.
Then suddenly as | glanced across at the divine young whippersngppers, with the cash machine in
the background, the genii of an extremely moraly suspect idea began to form itsdf in my mind.

Hmm. Think was right decison not to atempt to lure Dole Youth to Cosmo's dinner party.
Would have been exploitative and wrong. Doesn't answer question of what to do about it, though.
Think will go have afag in the smoking carriage.

7:30 p.m. Ugh. 'Smoking Cariage turned out to be Monsrous Pigsty where smokers were
huddled, miserable and defiant. Redlize it is no longer possble for smokers to live in dignity,
indead being forced to sulk in the dimy underbelly of exisence. Would not have been in lesst
aurprised if carriage had myserioudy been shunted off onto siding never to be seen again. Maybe
privatized ral firms will gat running Smoking Trans and villagers will sheke their figs and
throw stones a them as they pass, terifying ther children with taes of fire-breathing fresks
within. Anyway, rang Tom from miracle-on-train-phone (How does it work? How? No wires.
Weird. Maybe somehow connected through eectric contact between wheels and tracks) to moan
about the no-twenty- three-year-old date crisis.

'What about Gav? he said.

'Gav?

"Y ou know. The guy you met a the Saaichi Gallery.

'D'you think heéd mind?

'‘No. Hewas redlly into you.'

'He wasn't. Shut-urrrrp.’

'He was. Stop obsessing. Leaveit to me!

Sometimes fed without Tom | would sink without trace and disappear.

Tuesday 19 September

8st 12 (v.g.), alcohol units 3 (v.g.), cigarettes O (too shameful to smoke in presence of healthy
young whipper snappers).

Blimey, must hurry. About to go on date with Diet Coke-esque young whippersnapper. Gav turned
out to be completdly divine, and behaved exquistdy a Alex's dinner paty on Saturday, flirting
with dl the wives fawning over me and fending dl ther trick questions over our ‘reaionship’
with the intdlectud dexterity of a Felow of All Souls. Unfortunately, | was so overcome with
gratitude* in the taxi on the way back | was powerless to resst his advances** | did, however,
manage to get a grip on mysef *** and not accept his invitation to go in for coffee. Subsequently,
however, | fdt guilty about being a prick teaser,**** s0 when Gav rang and asked me round to his
house for dinner tonight | accepted gracioudy.*****

* lugt

** put my hand on hisknee

*kk my panlc

**** could not stop sdlf thinking ‘Damn, damn, damn!’
**x*% could bardly contain my excitement



Midnight. Fed like Old Woman of the Hills. Was s0 long since had been on a date that was
completdy full of mysdf and could not resst boasting to taxi driver about my ‘'boyfriend and
going round to my ‘boyfriend's," who was cooking me supper.

Unfortunately, however, when | got there, Number 4 Malden Road was a fruit and vegetable
shop.

'Do you want to use my phone, love? said the taxi driver wearily.

Of course | didn't know Gav's number, so | had to pretend to ring Gav and find it busy and then
ring Tom and try to ask him for Gav's address in a way that wouldnt make the taxi driver think |
had been lying about having a boyfriend. Turned our it was 44 Maden Villas and had not been
concentrating when wrote it down. Conversation between me and the taxi driver had rather dried
up as we drove to the new address. I'm sure he thought | was a progtitute or something.

By the time | arrived | was feding less than assured. It was dl very sweet and shy to dart with
— a bit like going round to a potentid Best Friend's house for tea a junior school. Gav had
cooked spag bog. The problem came when food preparation and serving were over and activities
turned to conversation. We ended up, for some reason, talking about Princess Diana.

It seemed such a fairy tde. | remember stting on that wal outsde St. Paul's a the wedding,' |
said. 'Were you there?

Gav looked embarrassed. 'Actudly, | was only six a thetime.’

Eventudly we gave up on conversation and Gav, with tremendous excitement (this, | recal, the
fabulous thing about twenty-two-year-olds) began to kiss me and smultaneoudy try to find
entrances to my clothes. Eventudly he managed to dide his hand over my somach a which point
he said — it was s0 humiligting — 'Mmm. You're dl squashy.'

| couldn't go on with it after that. Oh God. It's no good. | am too old and will have to give up,
teach reigious knowledge in a girls school and move in with the hockey teacher.

Saturday 23 September

94t,, alcohol units O, cigarettes O (v.v.g.), draft replies written to Mark Darcy's invitation 14 (but
at least has replaced imaginary conversations with Daniel).

10 am. Right. | am going to reply to Mark Darcy's invitation and say quite clearly and firmly that
| will be unable to attend. There is no reason why | should go. | am not a close friend or relation,
and would have to miss both Blind Date and Casualty.

Oh God, though. It is one of those mad invitations written in the third person, as if everyone is
S0 posh that to acknowledge directly in person that they were having a party and wondered if you
would like to come would be like cdling the ladies powder room the toilet. Seem to remember
from childhood am supposed to reply in same oblique style as if | am imaginay person employed
by sdf to reply to invitations from imaginary people employed by friends to issue invitations.
What to put?

Bridget Jones regrets that she will beunable. . .
Miss Bridget Jones is distraught, that she will be unable. . .

Devastated does not do justice to the feelings of Miss Bridget Jones. . .



It iswith great regret that we must announce that so great was
Miss Budget Jones's distress at not being able to accept the
kind invitation of Mr. Mark Darcy that she has topped herself
and will therefore, more certainly than ever, now, be unable to
accept Mr. Mark Darcy'skind . . .

Ooh: telephone.

It was Dad: 'Bridget, my dear, you are coming to the horror event next Saturday, aren't you?

"The Darcys ruby wedding, you mean.’

'What dse? It's been the only thing that has distracted your mother from the question of who's
getting the mahogany ornament cabinet and nesting coffee tables since she got the Lisa Leeson
interview at the beginning of August.'

'l was kind of hoping to get out of it."

The line went quiet a the other end.

'Dad?

There was a muffled sob. Dad was crying. | think Dad is having a nervous breakdown. Mind
you, if I'd been maried to Mum for thirty-nine years I'd have had a nervous breskdown, even
without her running off with a Portuguese tour operator.

'What's wrong, Dad?

'Oh, it'sjust . .. Sony. It'sjust . . . | was hoping to get out of it too.'

'Wdll, why don't you? Hurray. Let's go to the pictures instead.’

Its . . . ' he broke down agan. 'lt's the thought of her going with that greasy beperfumed
bouffant wop, and dl my friends and colleagues of forty years saying ‘cheers to the pair of them
and writing me off as history.’

‘They wont..."

'Oh yes, they will. I'm determined to go, Bridget. I'm going to get on my glad rags and hold my
head up highand . . . but . . . " Sobs again.

'What?

'l need some mora support.’

11:30 a.m.
Miss Bridget Jones has great pleasure. . .
Ms. Bridget Jones thanks Mr. Mark Darcy for his. . .
It iswith great pleasure that Miss Bridget Jones accepts. . .
Oh, for God's sake.
Dear Mark,
Thank you for your invitation to your ruby wedding party for Malcolm and Elaine. | would

love to come.

Yours,



Bridget Jones
Hmmm.

Yours,
Bridget

or just
Bridget
Bridget (Jones)

Right. Will just copy it out neatly and check spellings then send it.

Tuesday 26 September

8st 13, alcohol units O, cigarettes 0, calories 1256, lottery tickets 0, obsessive thoughts about
Daniel 0, negative thoughts 0. Am perfect saint-style person.

It is great when you dart thinking about your career ingead of worrying about trivid things —
men and reationships. It's going redly wel on Good Afternoon! | think | might have a gift for
popular televison. The-redly exciting news is that | am going to be given a tryout in front of the
camera.

Richard Finch got this idea into his head at the end of last week that he wanted to do a Live
Action Specid with reporters atached to emergency services dl over the capitd. He didn't have
much luck to gart with. In fact people were going round the office saying he had been turned
down by every Accident and Emergency unit, Police and Ambulance force in the Home Counties.
But this morning when | arrived he grabbed me by the shoulders yelling, ‘Bridget! Were on! Fire.
| want you on-camera I'm thinking miniskirt. I'm thinking fireman's hdmet. I'm thinking pointing
the hose!'

Eveything has been totd mayhem ever since, with the everyday business of the day's news
utterly forgotten and everyone gibbering down the phone about links, towers and OBs. Anyway, it
is dl happening tomorrow and | have to report to Lewisham fire station a 11 o'clock. I'm going to
ring round everybody tonight and tell them to watch. Cannot wait to tell Mum.

Wednesday 27 September

8st 11 (shrunk with embarrassment), alcohol units 3, cigarettes 0 (no smoking in fire station) then
12 in 1 hour, calories 1584 (v.g.).

9 p.m. Have never been so humiliated in my life. Spent al day rehearsng and getting everything
organized. The idea was that when they Cut to Lewisham | was going to dide down the pole nto
shot and start interviewing a fireman. At five o'clock as we went on air | was perched at the top of



the pole ready to dide down on my cue. Then suddenly in my earpiece | heard Richard shouting,
'‘Go, g0, go go, go!' 0 | let go of the pole and dtarted to dide. Then he continued, 'Go, go, go,
Newcastle! Bridget, stand by in Lewisham. Coming to you in thirty seconds.’
| thought about dropping to the bottom of the pole and rushing back up the stairs but | was only
a few feat down s0 | darted to pull mysdf up agan ingead. Then suddenly there was a greet
below in my ear.
‘Bridget! We're on you. What the fuck are you doing? You're meant to be diding down the pole,
not climbing up it. Go, go, go.'
Hysericdly | grinned at the camera and dropped myself down, landing, as scheduled, by the
feet of the fireman | was supposed to interview.
‘Lewisham, we're out of time. Wind it up, wind it up, Bridget,' yelled Richard in my ear.
'And now back to the studio,’ | said, and that wasiit.

Thursday 28 September

8st 12,, alcohol units 2 (v.g.), cigarettes 11 (g.), calories 1850, job offers from fire service or rival
TV stations O (perhaps not altogether surprising).

11 am. Am in disgrace and am laughingstock. Richard Finch humiliated me m front of the whole
mesting flinging words like 'shambles,’ 'disgrace,’ and 'bleedin’ bloody idiot' a me randomly.

'And now back to the dudio, seems to have turned into a new catchphrase in the office.
Anytime anyone gets asked a question they dont know the answer to they go, 'Errrr . . . and now
back to the sudio,’ and burst out laughing. Funny thing is, though, the grunge youths are being
much more friendly to me. Patchouli (even!) came up and sad, 'Oh, like, don't take any notice of
Richard, right? He's like, you know, redly into control, right. You know what I'm sayin? That
fireman's pole thing was redly like subversve and brilliant, right. Anyway, like . . . now back to
the studio, OK?

Richard Finch now just ether ignores me or shakes his head disbdieving whenever he comes
anywhere near me, and | have been given nothing to do al day.

Oh God, I'm s0 depressed. | thought I'd found something | was good at for once and now it's all
ruined, and on top of everything ese it is the horrible ruby wedding party on Saturday and | have
nothing to wear. I'm no good at anything. Not men. Not socid skills. Not work. Nothing.



OCTOBER

Date with Darcy



Sunday 1 October
8st 11, cigarettes 17, alcohol units O (u.g., esp for party).

4 a.m. Sartling. One of the mogt gartling evenings of life.

After got depressed on Friday Jude came round and taked to me about being more postive
about things, bringing with her fantastic black dress for me to borrow for party. Was worried that
might split or spill on the dress but she said she had lots of money and dresses because of top job
and did not matter so not to worry about it. Love Jude. Girls are so much nicer than men (apart
from Tomrbut homosexual). Decided to accessorize fantastic dress with black tights with Lycra
and Light Shimmer (£6.95) and Pied a terre kittenrhed black suede shoes (have got mashed potato
off).

Had shock on arrival a the party as Mark Darcy's house was not a thin white terraced house on
Portland Road or smilar as had anticipated, but huge, detached wedding cake-style manson on
the other sde of Holland Park Avenue (where Harold Pinter, they say, lives) surrounded by
greenery.

He had certainly gone to town for his mum and dad. All the trees were dotted with red fairy
lights and gtrings of shiny red hearts in a redly quite endearing manner and there was a red and
white canopied wakway leading dl the way up the front path.

At the door things began to look even more promising as we were greeted by serving saff who
gave us champagne and relieved us of our gifts (I had bought Macolm and Elaine a copy of Perry
Como love songs from the year they were married, plus a Body Shop Terracotta Essentid Qil
Burner as an extra present for Elaine as she had been asking me about Essentid Oils at the Turkey
Curry Buffet). Next we were ushered down a dramatic curved pale wood stairway lit by red heart-
shaped candles on each step. Downgairs was one vast room, with a dark wood floor and a
consarvatory giving onto the garden. The whole room was lit by candles. Dad and | just stood and
stared, completely speechless.

Instead of the cocktal fancies you would expect a a paent-generationd do —
compatmentalized cut-glass dishes full of gherkins plates sporting savory dailies and  hdf
grapefruits bespined with  cheese-and- pinegpple-chunk-ladened.toothpicks — there were large
dlver trays containing prawvn wontons, tomato and mozzarella tartlets and chicken sate. The guedts
looked as though they couldn't believe their luck, throwing their heads back and roaring with
laughter. Una Alconbury looked as though she had just esten alemon.

'Oh dear,’ said Dad, following my gaze, as Una bore down on us. 'I'm not sure this is going to be
Mummy and Unas cup of tea'

‘Bit showy, isnt it? sad Una the second she was within earshat, pulling her stole huffily around
her shoulders. 'l think if you take these things too far it gets a bit common.’

'Oh, dont be absurd, Una. It's a sensationd paty,’ sad my father, hdping himsdf to his
nineteenth cangpé.

'Mmm. | agree’ | sad through a mouthful of tartlet, as my champagne glass was filled as if
from nowhere, "s bloody fantadtic.' After psyching myself up for so long for Jaeger two-piece hdll,
| was euphoric. No one had even asked me why | wasn't married yet.

'Humph,' said Una.

Mum too was now bearing down on us.

'Bridget,’ she ydlled. 'Have you said hello to Mark?



| suddenly redized, cringing, that both Una and Mum must be coming up to their ruby
weddings soon. Knowing Mum, it is highly unlikdy she will let a trifling detal like leaving her
husband and going off with a tour operator stand in the way of the celebrations and will be
determined not to be outdone by Elaine Darcy a whatever price, even the sacrifice of a harmless
daughter to an arranged marriage.

'Hold hard there, big feller,’ said my dad, squeezing my arm.

'What a lovely house. Havent you got a nice sole to put over your shoulders, Bridget?
Dandruff!" trilled Mum, brushing Dad's back. 'Now, darling. Why on earth arent you taking to
Mark?

‘Urn, wdl .. ." | mumbled.

'What do you think, Pam? hissed Unatensdly, nodding a the room.

'Showy," whispered Mum, exaggerating her lip movements like Les Dawson.

'Exactly what | said," mouthed Una triumphantly. ‘Didn't | say so, Cohn? Showy.'

| glanced around nervoudy and jumped in fright. There, looking a us, not three feet away, was
Mark Darcy. He must have heard everything. | opened my mouth to say something — I'm not
quite sure what — to try to improve matters, but he walked away.

Dinner was sarved in the ‘Drawing Room' on the ground floor and | found mysdf in the queue
on the gairs directly behind Mark Darcy.

'Hi,' | sad, hoping to make amends for my mother's rudeness. He looked round, completely
ignored me and looked back again.

'Hi," | said again and poked him.

'Oh, hi, I'm sorry. | didn't see you,' he said.

It'sagreat party,' | said. Thanksfor inviting me.'

He stared a me for a moment. 'Oh, | didnt," he said. 'My mother invited you. Anyway. Must see
to the, er, placement. Very much enjoyed your Lewisham fire station report, by the way,” and he
tuned and drode updars, dodging between the diners and excusng himsdf while | reded.
Humph.

As he reached the top of the gtars, Natasha gppeared in a stunning gold satin shegth, grabbing
his am possessvely and, in her haste, tripping over one of the candles which spilled red wax on
the bottom of her dress. 'Fack,’ she said. 'Fack.’

As they disappeared ahead | could hear her teling him off. 'l told you it was ridiculous spending
al afternoon arranging candles in dangerous places for people to fal over. Your time would have
been far better spent ensuring that the placement was. . .'

Funnily enough, the placement turned out to be rather brilliant. Mum was gtting next to neither
Dad nor Julio but Brian Enderby, whom she aways likes to flirt with. Julio had been put next to
Mak Darcy's glamorous fifty-five-year-old aunt, who was besde hersdf with ddight. My dad
was pink with pleasure at gtting next to a sunning Faye Dunaway look-aike. | was redly excited.
Maybe | would be sandwiched between two of Mak Darcy's dishy friends, top baristers or
Americans from Boston, perhaps. But as | looked for my name on the chart a familiar voice piped
up beside me.

'So how's my little Bridget? Aren't | the lucky one? Look, you'e right next to me. Una tells me
you've split up with your feler. I don't know! Dun! When are we going to get you married off?

'Wdl | hope, when we do, | shal be the one to do the deed,’ said a voice on my other sde. 'l
could do with a new vimper. Mmm. Apricot slk. Or maybe a nice thirty-nine-button souterne
from Gamirdlis'

Mark had thoughtfully put me between Geoffrey Alconbury and the gay vicar.



Actudly, though, once we al got a few drinks down us conversation was by no means ilted. |
was asking the vicar what he thought about the miracle of Indian statues of Ganesh he Elephant
God taking in milk. The vicar sad the word in ecclesadticd circles was that the miracle was due
to the effect on terracotta of a hot summer followed by cold weether.

As the med broke up and people started to make their way downgtairs br the dancing, | was
thinking about what he said. Overcome with curiosty, and keen, dso, to avoid having to do the
twig with Geoffrey Alconbury, | excused mysdf, discreetly taking a teegpoon and milk jug from
the table, and nipped into the room where the presents had — rather proving Unas point about the
showy dement of things— aready been unwrapped and put on display.

It took me a while to locate the terracotta oil burner, as it had been shoved near the back, but
when | did | smply poured a Ittle milk onto the teaspoon, tilted it and held it againg the edge of
the hole where you put the candle in. | couldnt believe it. The Essentid Oil Burner was taking in
milk. You could actualy see the milk disappearing from the teaspoon..

'Oh my God, it's a miracle' | exclamed. How was | to know that was when Mark Darcy would
be bloody well walking past?

'What are you doing? he said, standing in the doorway.

| didn't know what to say. He obvioudy thought | was trying to stedl the presents.

'Mmm? he sad. The Essentid Oil Burner | bought your mother is taking in milk,' 1 muttered
sulkily.

'Oh, don't beridiculous, he said, laughing.

It is taking in milk," | said indignantly. ‘Look." | put some more milk on the teaspoon, tilted the
spoon and sure enough the ail burner dowly started to takeit in.

'You see' | said proudly. 'It'samiracle’

He was pretty impressed, | can tell you. "Youreright,” he said softly. ‘It isamiracle’

Just then Natasha appeared in the doorway. 'Oh, hi,' she said, seeing me. 'Not in your bunny girl
outfit today, then," and then gave alittle laugh to disguise her bitchy comment as an amusing joke.

'Actualy we bunnies wear these in the winter for warmth,’ | said.
‘John Rocha? she said, staring at Jude's dress. 'Last autumn? | recognize the hem.'

| paused to think up something very witty and cutting to say, but unfortunately couldn't think of
anything. So after a bit of a supid pause | sad, '‘Anyway, I'm sure you're longing to circulate. Nice
to see you again. Byee!'

| decided | needed to go outside for a little fresh ar and a fag. It was a wonderful, warm, starry
night with the moon lighting up dl the rhododendron bushes. Persondly, | have never been keen
on rhododendrons. They remind me of Victorian country houses up north from D. H. Lawrence
where people drown in lakes. | stepped down into the sunken garden. They were playing Viennese
wadltzes in a rather smart fin de millennium sort of way. Then suddenly | heard a noise above. A
figure was dlhouetted againgt the French windows. It was a blond adolescent, an attractive public
schoolboy-type.

'Hi,' sad the youth. He lit a cigarette unsteadily and stared, heading down the stairs towards me.
'Don't suppose you fancy a dance? Oh. Ah. Sony," he said, holding out his hand as if we were a
the Eton open day and he was a former Home Secretary who had forgotten his manners. 'Simon
Darymple!

‘Bridget Jones’ | sad, holding out my hand Hiffly, feding as if | were a member of a war
cabinet.

'Hi. Yah. Redly nice to meet you. So can we have a dance? he said, reverting to the public
schoolboy again.



'Wdl, | dont know, I'm sure' | sad, reveting to pissed floozy and giving an involuntary
raucous laugh like a progtitute in a Y ates Wine Lodge.

'l mean out here. Just for amoment.’

| hestated. | was flattered, to tell you the truth. What with this and performing a miracle in front
of Mark Darcy it was dl starting to go to my head.

'Please,’ pressed Simon. 'I've never danced with an older woman before. Oh, gosh, I'm sorry, |
didnt mean . . . ' he went on, seeing my face. ‘| mean, someone who's left school,” he said, seizing
my hand passonately. Would you mind? I'd be most awfully, awfully grateful.

Smon Darymple had obvioudy been taught ballroom dancing from birth, so it was rather nice
being expertly guided to and fro, but the trouble was, he seemed to have, well, not to put too fine a
point on it, the most enormous erection I've ever had the good fortune to come across, and us
dancing so close it was not the sort of thing one could pass off as a pencil case.

'I'll take over, now, Simon,’ said avoice.

It was Mark Darcy.

'‘Come dong. Back ingde. Y ou should bein bed now.'

Simon looked completely crushed. He blushed scarlet and hurried back into the party.

'May 1?7 said Mark, holding out his hand to me.

'No," | sad, furious.

'Wheat's the matter?

'Um," | sad, flalling for an excuse for being so angry. That was a horrible thing to do to a young
whippersngpper, throwing your weight about and humiliating him like tha a a sendtive age'
Then, noticing his baffled expresson, | gabbled on. Though | do appreciate your asking me to
your party. Marvelous. Thank you very much. Fantagtic party.’

'Yes. | think youve sad that,” he said, blinking fast. The truth is, he looked rather agitated and
hurt.

1 ... He paused, then started pacing around the patio, Sghing and running his hand through his
hair. 'How'sthe. . . Have you read any good books lately? Unbelievable.

‘Mark,' | sad. 'If you ask me once more if I've read any good books lately I'm going to eat my
head. Why dont you ask me something else? Ring the changes a bhit. Ak me if I've got any
hobbies, or a view on the sngle European currency, or if I've had any particularly disturbing
experiences with rubber.’

'l..."hebegan again.

'Or if 1 had to degp with Douglas Hurd, Miched Howard or Jm Davidson which one I'd
choose. Actudly, no contest, Douglas Hurd.'

'Douglas Hurd? said Mark.

'Mmm. Yes. So ddicioudy drict but fair.'

‘Hmmm, sad Mark thoughtfully. 'You say that, but Michad Howards got an extremey
dtractive and inteligent wife. He must have some sort of hidden charms!’

'Like what, you mean? | said, childishly, hoping he would say something about sex.

'wdl . .."

He might be agood shag, | suppose, | supplied.

'Or afantadticdly skillful potter.’

'Or aqualified aromatherapist.

'Will you have dinner with me, Bridget? he said abruptly, and rather crosdy, as if he was going
to St me down at a table somewhere and tell me off.

| sopped and stared at him. "Has my mum put you up to this? | said, suspicioudy.



‘No...l..."

‘Una Alconbury?

‘No,no..."

Suddenly | redized what was going on. ‘It's your mum, isn't it?

'Wdl, my mother has. . ."

'l don't want to be asked out to dinner just because your mum wants you to. Anyway, what
would we tak about? Youd just ask me if I've reed any good books lately and then I'd have to
make up some pathetic lieand —

He stared a me in conglernation. 'But Una Alconbury told me you were a sort of literary whizz-
woman, completely obsessed with books.'

'Did she? | said, rather pleased by the idea suddenly. 'What else did she tell you?

'Well, that you're aradicd feminist and have an incredibly glamorousllife. . .'

'‘Oooh,’ | purred.
" .. with millions of men taking you out.'
‘Huh.'

'l 'heard about Danidl. I'm sorry.'
'| suppose you did try to warn me," | muttered sulkily. "What have you got against him, anyway?
'He dept with my wife," he said. "Two weeks after our wedding.'

| stared at him aghast as a voice above us shouted, 'Markee!" It was Natasha, silhouetted against
the lights, peering down to see what was going on.

'Markee!" she called again. "What are you doing down there?

'Last Chrigmas’ Mark went on hurriedly, 'l thought if my mother said the words 'Bridget Jones
just once more | would go to the Sunday People and accuse her of ausng me as a child with a
bicycde pump. Then when | met you . . . and | was wearing tha ridiculous diamond- patterned
sweater that Una had bought me for Chrismas . . . Bridget, al the other girls | know are s0
lacquered over. | don't know anyone ese who would fasten abunny tail to their pantsor . . .

'Mark!" yelled Natasha, heading down the stairs toward us.

'But you're going out with somebody,’ | said, rather pointing out the obvious.
'I'm not anymore, actudly,’ he said. 'Just dinner? Sometime?

'OK," | whispered. 'OK.’

Afterwards | thought I'd better go home: what with Natasha watching my every move as if she
were a crocodile and | was getting a bit near to her eggs, and me having given Mark Darcy my
address and phone number and having fixed to see him next Tuesday. On my way through the
dancing room | saw Mum, Una and Elaine Darcy chating animatedly to Mark — couldn't help
imagining their faces if they knew what had just gone on. | suddenly had a vison of next year's
Turkey Curry Buffet with Brian Enderby hitching up the waisband of his trousers going,
'Harumph. Nice to see the young people enjoying themsdlves, isnt it? and Mark Darcy and me
forced to do tricks for the assembled company, like rubbing noses or having sex in front of them,
like apair of performing sedls.

Tuesday 3 October

8st 12, alcohol units 3 (v.g.), cigarettes 21 (bad), number of times said word 'bastard' in last
twenty-four hours 369 (approx.).



7:30 p.m. Complete panic stations. Mark Darcy is coming over to pick me up in haf an hour. Just
got home from work with mad hair and unfortunate laundry crigs outfit on. Help oh help. Was
planning to wear white 501s but suddenly occurs to me he may be the type who will take me to a
posh scary restaurant. Oh God, do not have anything posh to wear. Do you think he will expect me
to put bunny tail on? Not that I'm interested in him or anything.

7:50 p.m. Oh God oh God. Still have not washed hair. Will quickly get into bath.

8:00 p.m. Drying har now. V. much hope Mak Darcy is late as do not want him to find me in
dressng gown with wet hair.

8:05 p.m. Hair is more or less dry now. Then just have to do makeup, get dressed and put mess
behind sofa. Must prioritize. Consider makeup most important, then mess disposal.

8:15 p.m. Still not here. V.g. Keen on a man who comes round lace, in stark contrast to people
who come round early, sartling and panicking one and finding unsghtly items ill unhidden in
the home.

8:20 p.m. Wel, pretty much ready now. Maybe will put something different on. This is ward.
Does not seem like him to be more than haf an hour late.

8:30 p.m. 9:00 p.m. Cannot quite believeit. Mark Darcy has stood me up. Bastard!

Thursday 5 October
8st 13. (bad), chocolate items 4 (bad), number of times watched video 17 (bad).

11 am. In loo a work. Oh no. Oh no. On top of humiliating standing-up debacle, found sdif
horrible center of attention at morning meeting today.

'Right, Bridget, sad Richard Finch. 'I'm going to give you another chance. The Issbela
Roslini trid. Verdict expected today. We think she's going to get off. Get yoursdf down to the
High Court. | dont want to see you climbing up any poles or lampposts. | want a hardheaded
interview. Ask her if this means it's OK for us dl to murder people every time we don't fancy
having sex with them. What are you waiting for, Bridget? Off you go.'

| had no idea, not even a dgimmer of a clue as to what he was talking about. 'Y ou have noticed
the Isabella Rossdllini trid, haven't you? said Richard. 'Y ou do read the papers, occasiondly?

The trouble with this job is that people keep flinging names and dories & you and you have a
gplit second to decide whether or not to admit you have no idea what they're talking about, and if
you let the moment go then youll spend the next haf hour desperately flaling for clues to what it
is you are discussing in depth and a length with a confident air: which is precisdy what happened
with Issbella Rossllini.

And now | must st off to meet scary camera crew a the law courts in five minutes to cover and
report on a story on the televison without having the faintest ideawhat it is abot.



11:05 a.m. Thank God for Patchouli. Just came out of the toilet and she was being pulled aong by
Richard's dogs straining at the leash.

'‘Areyou OK? she said. 'Y ou look abit freaked out.'

'No, no, I'mfine' | said.

'Sure? she dared a me for a moment. 'Ligten, right, you redize he didn't mean Isabella Rosli
at the mesting, didn't you? He's thinking of Elena Rossni, right.’

Oh, thank God and dl his angels in heaven above. Elena Rossni is the children's nanny accused

of murdering her employer after he dlegedly subjected her to repeated rgpe and effective house
arrest for eighteen months. | grabbed a couple of newspapers to bone up and ran for ataxi.

3 p.m. Cannot believe what just happened. Was hanging around outside the High Court for ages
with the camera crew and a whole gang of reporters dl waiting for the trid to end. Was bloody
good fun, actuadly. Even started to see the funny side of being sood up by Mr. Perfect Pants Mark
Darcy. Suddenly redized I'd run out of cigarettes. So | whispered to the cameraman, who was
redly nice, if he thought it would be OK if | nipped to the shop for five minutes and he sad it
would be fine, because youre adways given warning when they're about to come out and they'd
come and get me if it was about to happen.

When they heard | was going to the shop, a lot of reporters asked me if I'd bring them fags and
sweets and S0 it took quite a while working it &l out. | was just standing in the shop trying to keep
dl the change separate with the shopkeeper when this bloke waked in obvioudy in a red hurry
and said. 'Could you let me have a box of Qudity Street? as if | wasn't there. The poor shopkeeper
looked at me as if not sure what to do.

'Excuse me, does the word 'queue mean anything to you? | sad in a hoity-toity voice, turning
around to look at him. | made a weird noise. It was Mark Darcy al dressed up in his barister
outfit. Hejust stared & me, in that way he has.

'Where in the name of arse were you last night? | said.
I might ask the same question of you, he said, icily.

At tha moment the camera assstant burst into the shop. 'Bridget!' he yelled. 'Weve missed the
interview. Elena Rossini's come out and gone. Did you get my Mingrels?

Speechless, | grabbed the edge of the sweet counter for support. 'Missed it? | said as soon as |
could steady my breathing. 'Missed it? Oh God. This was my last chance after the fireman's pole
and | was buying swesets. I'll be sacked. Did the others get interviews?

'Actudly, nobody got any interviews with her,' said Mark Darcy.
'Didn't they? | said, looking up a him desperately. ‘But how do you know?

'Because | was defending her, and | told her not to give any,' he said casudly. 'Look, she's out
thereinmy car.’

As | looked, Elena Rossni put her head out of the car window and shouted in a foreign accent,
'Mark, sorry. You bring me Dairy Box, please, instead of Quality Street? Just then our camera car
drew up.

'Derek!” yelled the cameraman out of the window. 'Get usa Twix and aLion Bar, will you?
'So where were you last night? asked Mark Darcy.

'Waiting for bloody you,' | said between clenched teeth.

'What, at five past eight? When | rang on your doorbell twelve times?

'Yes, | was. .. " | sad, feding the first twinges of redlization, 'drying my hair.’

'Big hair dryer? he said.

'Y es 1600 volts, Salon Sdlectives,' | said proudly. "Why?



'Maybe you should get a quieter hair dryer or begin your toilette a little earlier. Anyway. Come
on," he said laughing. 'Get your cameraman reedy, I'll sesewhat | can do for you.'
Oh God. How embarrassing. Am complete jerk.

9 p.m. Cannot believe how mavdoudy everything has turned out. Have just played the Good
Afternoon! headlines back for the fifth time.

'And a Good Afternoon! exclusve,’' it says. 'Good Afternoon!: the only televison program to
bring you an exclusve interview with Elena Rossni, jus minutes after today's not guilty verdict.
Our home news correspondent. Bridget Jones, brings you this exclusive report.”

| lovethat bit: 'Our home news correspondent, Bridget Jones, brings you this exclusive report.”

I'll just play it back once more, then I'll definitely put it away.

Friday 6 October

9st. (comfort eating), alcohol units 6 (drink problem), lottery tickets 6 (comfort gambling), 1471
calls to see if Mark Darcy has rung 21 (curiosity only, obviously), number of times watched video
9 (better).

9 p.m. Humph. Left a message for Mum yesterday to tell her al about my scoop so when she rang
tonight | assumed it would be to congratulate me, but no, she was just going on about the party. It
was Una and Geoffrey this, Brian and Mavis that and how marvelous Mark was and why didn't |
tak to him, etc., etc.? Temptation to tell her what hgppened amost overwheming but managed to
control mysdf by envisaging consequences. screaming ecstasy a the making of the date and brutd
murder of only daughter when she heard the actua outcome.

Keep hoping he might ring me up and ask me for another date after the hair dryer debacle.
Maybe | should write him a note to say thank you for the interview and sorry about the hair dryer.
It's not because | fancy him or anything. Smple good manners demandsit.

Thursday 12 October

9st 1 (bad), alcohol Units 3 (both healthy and normal), cigarettes 13,fat Units 17 (wonder if it's
possible to calculate fat unit content of entire body? | hope otherwise), lottery tickets 3 (fair),
1471 callsto seeif Mark Darcy hasrung 12 (better).

Humph. Incensed by patronizing article in the paper by Smug Married journaist. It was headlined,
with subtle- as-a Frankie- Howerd- sexud- innuendo-gyle irony: The Joy of Single Life!

‘They're young, ambitious and rich hut their lives hide an aching londiness . . . When they leave
work a gaping emotional hole opens up before them . . . Lonely style-obsessed individuals seek
consolation in packeted comfort food of the kind their mother might have made.’

Huh. Bloody nerve. How does Mrs. Smug Married-at-twenty-two think she knows, thank you
very much? I'm going to write an article based on 'dozens of conversations with Smug Marrieds:
'When they leave work, they adways burst into tears because, though exhausted, they have to ped
potatoes and put al the washing in while their porky bloater husbands dump burping in front of
the footbal demanding plates of chips. On other nights they plop, wearing ungtylish pinnies, into



big black holes after their husbands have rung to say they're working late again, with the sound of
creeking leatherware and sexy Singletons tittering in the background.'

Met Sharon, Jude and Tom after work. Tom, too, was working on a furious imaginary article
about the Smug Marrieds gaping emotiornd holes.

Their influence affects everything from the kind of houses being built to the kind of food that
gocks the supermarket shelves' Tom's agppaled article was going to rant. 'Everywhere we see
Anne Summers shops catering to housewives trying patheticdly to smulate the thrilling sex
enjoyed by Singletons and ever-more exotic foodstuffs in Marks and Spencer for exhausted
couples trying to pretend they're in a lovely restaurant like the Singletons and don't have to do the
washing up.’

'I'm bloody sick of this arrogant hand-wringing about single lifel" roared Sharon.

'Yes, yes' | sad.

"Y ou forgot the fuckwittage," burped Jude. "We aways have fuckwittage.’

‘Anyway, were not londy. We have extended families in the form of networks of friends
connected by telephone,’ said Tom.

'Yed Hurrah! Singletons should not have to explain themsdlves dl the time but should have an
accepted status — like gasha girls do," 1 shouted happily, durping on my tumbler Of Chilean
Chardonnay.

'Geisha girls? said Sharon. looking a me coldly.

'Shut up, Bridge' durred Tom. 'You're drunk. Youre just trying to escape from your yawning
emotiond hole into drunk.’

'Wdll, so'sbloody well Shazzer,' | said sulkily.

'I'snot,’ said Sharon. "You'sblurr are," | said.

'Look. Shuddup,’ said Jude, burping again. ‘Shagernothebol Chardonnay?

Friday 13 October

9st 3 (but have temporarily turned into wine bag), alcohol units O (but feeding off wine bag),
calories0 (v.g.).*

* Actually might as well be honest here. Not really v.g. as only 0 because puked up 5876 calories
immediately after eating.

Oh God, I'm s0 lonely. An entire weekend stretching ahead with no one to love or have fun with.
Anyway, | dont care. I've got a lovely steamed ginger pudding from M&S to put in the
microwave.

Sunday 15 October

9st (better), alcohol units 5 (but special occasion), agarettes 16, calories 2456, minutes spent
thinking about Mr. Darcy 245.

8:55 am. Just nipped out for fags prior to getting changed ready for BBC Pride and Prejudice.
Hard to believe there are so many cars out on the roads. Shouldn't they be a home getting ready?



Love the nation being so addicted. The bass of my own addiction, |1 know, is my smple human
need for Darcy to get off with Elizabeth. Tom says footbal guru Nick Hornby says in his book
that men's obsesson with footbal is not vicarious. The testoserone-crazed fans do not wish
themsdves on the pitch, clams Hornby, instead seeing their team as their chosen representatives,
rather like parliament. Tha is precisdly my feding about Darcy and Elizebeth. They ae my
chosen representatives in the field of shagging, or, rather, courtship. | do not, however, wish to see
any actua gods. | would hate to see Darcy and Elizabeth in bed, smoking a cigarette afterwards.
That would be unnaturd and wrong and | would quickly lose interest.

10:30 a.m. Jude just cdled and we spent twenty minutes growling, 'Fawaw, that Mr. Darcy.' | love
the way he taks, sort of as if he can't be bothered. Ding-dong! Then we had a long discusson
about the comparative merits of Mr. Darcy and Mark Darcy, both agreeing that Mr. Darcy was
more attractive because he was ruder but that being imaginary was a disadvantage that could not
be overlooked.

Monday 23 October

9st 2 alcohol units O (v.g. Have discovered delicious new alcohol substitute drink called
Smoothies-v. nice, fruity), cigarettes O (Smoothies removes need for cigarettes), Smoothies 22,
calories 4265 (4135 of them Smoothies).

Ugh. Just about to waich Panorama on The trend of wel-qudified femade breadwinners —
geding dl the best jobs (one of which | pray to the Lord in Heaven Above and al his Sergphims |
am about to become): 'Does the solution lie in redesgning the educationd syllabus? When |
stumbled upon a photograph in the Standard of Darcy and Elizabeth, hideous, dressed as modem:
day luwvies, draped dl over each other in a meadow: she with blond Soane hair, and linen trouser
auit, he in sriped polo neck and leather jacket with a rather unconvincing moudache. Apparently
they are dready deeping together. That is absolutely disgusting. Fed disorientated and worried,
for surdly Mr. Darcy would never do anything so vain and frivolous as to be an actor and yet Mr.
Darcy isanactor. Hmmm. All v. confusing.

Tuesday 24 October
9st 3 (bloody Smoothies), alcohol Units O, cigarettes O, Smoothies 32.

On marvelous roll with work. Ever snce Elenawhatserface interview, seems can do no wrong.

'‘Come on! Come on! Rosemary West!" Richard Finch was saying, when | got into the office (bit
late, actualy, sort of thing that could happen to anyone), holding up his fists like a boxer. 'I'm
thinking lesbian rape victims I'm thinking Jeanette Winterson, I'm thinking Good Afternoon!
doctor, I'm thinking what lesbians actudly do. That's it! What do lesbians actudly do in bed?
Suddenly, he was looking straight a me.

'Do you know? Everyone dsared @& me 'Come on, Bridget-fucking- late-again,’ he shouted
impatiently. "What do leshians actudly do in bed?



| took a deep breath. 'Actudly, | think we should be doing the off-screen romance between
Darcy and Elizabeth.'

He looked me up and down dowly. 'Brilliant, he sad reverently. 'Absolutely fucking brilliant.
OK. The actors who play Darcy and Elizabeth? Come on, come on,’ he said, boxing a the
mesting.

'Cohn Firth and Jennifer Ehle | said.

'You, my darling, he said to one of my breads, ‘are an absolute fucking genius.' | dways hoped
| would turn out to be a gmius, but | never believed it would actudly happen to me — or my left
breast.



NOVEMBER

A Criminal in the Family



Wednesday 1 November

8st 13lb 80z (yesss! yesss!), alcohol units 2 (v.g.), cigarettes 4 (but could not smoke at Tom's in
case set Alternative Miss World costume alight), calories 1848 (g.), Smoothies 12 (excellent
progress).

'Just went round to Tom's for top-level summit to discuss the Mark Darcy scenario. Found Tom,
however, in a complete lather about the forthcoming Alternaive Miss World contest. Having
decided ages ago to go as'Miss Globa Warming,' he was having a crisis of confidence.

I havent got a hope in hdl,” he was saying, looking in the mirror, then flouncing to the window.
He was wearing a polystyrene sphere painted like map of the globe but with the polar ice caps
melting and a large burn mark on Brazil. In one hand he was holding a piece of tropica hardwood
and a Lynx aerosol, and in the other an indeterminate furry item which he clamed was a dead
ocelot. ‘Do you think | should have amelanoma? he asked.

'Isit abeauty contest or afancy dress contest?

‘That's jugt it, | dont know, no one knows' said Tom, throwing down his headdress — a
miniature tree which he was intending to st dight during the contest. ‘It's both. It's everything.
Beauty. Origindity. Artigry. It'sdl ridiculoudy unclear.'

'Do you have to be a pouff to enter? | asked, fiddling with a bit of polystyrene.

'‘No. Anyone can enter: women, animds anything. That's exactly the problem,” he sad,
flouncing back to the mirror. 'Sometimes | think 1I'd stand more chance trying to win with a redly
confident dog.'

Eventudly we agreed that though the globa waming theme in itself was faultless, the
polystyrene sphere was rot, perhaps, the mogt flattering shape for evening wear. In fact in the end
we found we were thinking more toward a fluid sheath of shot-glk-effect Yves Klein blue,
floating over smoke and earth shades to symbolize the meting of the polar ice caps.

Deciding | wasn't going to get the best out of Tom over Mark Darcy just a the moment, |
excused mysdlf before it got too late, promising to think hard about Swim and Daywear. When |
got back | cdled Jude but she darted telling me about a marvelous new orientd idea in this
month's Cosmopolitan cdled Feng Shui, which helps you get everything you want in life. All you
have to do, gpparently, is clean out dl the cupboards in your flat to unblock yoursef, then divide
the fla up into nine sections (which is cdled mapping the ba-gua), each of which represents a
different area of your life career, family, rdationships, wedth, or offspring, for example
Whatever you have in that area of your house will govern how that area of your life performs. For
example, if you keep finding you have no money it could be due to the presence of a wastepaper
basket in your Wedlth Comer.

V. excited by new theory as could explain a lot. Resolve to buy Cosmo a earliest opportunity.
Jude says not to tdl Sharon as, naturdly, she thinks Feng Shui is bollocks. Managed, eventudly,
to bring conversation round to Mark Darcy.

'Of course you don't fancy him, Bridge, the thought never crossed my mind for a second,” sad
Jude. She said the answer was obvious: | should have adinner party and invite him.

It's perfect,’ she said. 'It's not like asking him for a date, o it takes away dl the pressure and
you can show off like mad and get dl your friends to pretend to think you're marvelous.

‘Jude,’ | said, hurt, 'did you say, ‘pretend'?



Friday 3 November
9st2 (humph), alcohol units 2, cigarettes 8, Smoothies 13, calories 5245.

11 am. V. excited aout dinner party. Have bought marvelous new recipe book by Marco Fierre
White. At last understand the smple difference between home cooking and restaurant food. As
Marco says, it is dl to do with concentration of taste. The secret of sauces, of course, apart from
taste concentration, lies in rea stock. One must boil up large pans of fish bones, chicken carcasses,
etc., then freeze them in form of ice-stockcubes. Then cooking to Michdin star standard becomes
as easy as making shepherd's pie eader, in fact, as do not need to ped potatoes, merdy confit
them in goose fat. Cannot believe have not redized this before.

Thiswill be the menu:

Vdouté of Cdery (v. smple and chegp when have made stock).

Char-grilled Tuna on Vdouté of Cherry Tomatoes Coulis with Confit of Garlic and Fondant
Potatoes.

Confit of Oranges. Grand Marnier Creme Anglaise.

Will be marvelous. Will become known as brilliant but apparently effortless cook.

People will flock to my dinner parties, enthusng, 'It's redly great going to Bridget's for dinner,

one gets Michdin dar-style food in a bohemian setting.” Mark Darcy will be v. impressed and will
redize | am not common or incompetent.

Sunday 5 November

Ost (disaster), cigarettes 32, alcohol units 6 (shop has run out of Smoothies---careless bastards),
calories 2266, |ottery tickets 4.

7 p.m. Humph. Bonfire night and not invited to any bonfires Rockets going off tauntingly left
right and center. Going round to Tom's.

11 p.m. Bloody good evening & Tom's, who was trying to ded with the fact that the Alternaive
Miss World title had gone to Joan of Bloody Arc.

"The thing that makes me redly angry is that they say it isn't a beauty contest but redly it is. |
mean, I'm sureif it wasnt for thisnose. . . ' said Tom, staring a himsdf furioudy in the mirror.

'What?

‘My nose.’

'What's wrong with it?

'What's wrong with it? Chuh! Look at it.'

It turned Out there was a very, very tiny bump where someone had shoved a glass in his face
when he was seventeen. 'Do you see what | mean?

My feding was, as | explained, tha the bump in itsdf couldnt be blamed for Joan of Arc
snatching the title from directly beneath it, as it were, unless the judges were usng a Hubble
telescope, but then Tom started saying he was too fat as well and was going on adiet.

'How many calories are you supposed to egt if youre on adiet? he said.

'‘About a thousand. Well, | usudly am for a thousand and come in a about fifteen hundred,’ |
sad, redizing as| sad it that the last bit wasn't Srictly true.



‘A thousand? said Tom, increduloudly. ‘But | thought you needed two thousand just to survive.'

| looked a him nonplussed. | redized that | have spent sO many years being on a diet that the
idea tha you might actudly need cadories to survive has been completely wiped out of my
conscious- ness. Have reached point where bdieve nutritiona ided is to est nothing a dl and that
the only reason people eat is because they are s0 greedy they cannot stop themselves from
bresking out and ruining their diets.

'How many caoriesin aboiled egg? said Tom.
'Seventy-five!

'‘Banana?

‘Large or smdl?

'Small.’

'Pecled?

'Yes.'

'Eighty,’ | said, confidently.

'Olive?

'Black or green?

‘Black.’

'Nine.'

‘Chocolate biscuit?

‘A hundred and twenty-one.'

‘Box of Milk Tray?

"Ten thousand eight hundred and ninety-six.'
'How do you know all this?

| thought about it. 'l just do, as one knows one's aphabet or times tables:
'OK. Nine eights,’ said Tom.

'Sixty-four. No, fifty-six. Seventy-two.'
'What |etter comes before J? Quick.'

'P.L, | mean.'

Tom says | am sck but | happen to know for a fact that | am norma and no different from
everyone dse, i.e, Sharon and Jude. Frankly, I am quite worried about Tom. | think taking part in
a beauty contest has garted to make him crack under the pressures we women have long been
subjected to and he is becoming insecure, appearance obsessed and borderline anorexic.

Evening dimaxed with Tom cheering himsdf up leting off rockets from the roof terrace into
the garden of the people below who Tom says are homophabic.

Thursday 9 November

8st 13 (better without Smoothies), alcohol units 5 (better than having huge stomach full of puréed
fruit), cigarettes 12, calories 1456 (excellent).

V. excited about the dinner party. Fixed for aweek on Tuesday. Thisis the guest list:
Jude Vile Richard

Shazzer



Tom Pretentious Jerome
(unlessget v. lucky and it is off

between him and Tom by Tuesday)
Magda Jeremy
Me Mark Darcy

Mark Darcy seemed very pleased when | rang him up.

'What are you going to cook? he said. 'Are you good at cooking?

'Oh, you know . . . " | said. '‘Actudly, | usudly use Marco Pierre White. It's amazing how smple

it can be if one goes for a concentration of taste.’

He laughed and then said, 'Wdl, dont do anything too complicated. Remember everyone's
coming to see you, not to eat parfaitsin sugar cages.’

Danid would never have sad anything nice like that. V. much looking forward to the dinner
party.

Saturday 11 November
8st 12, alcohol units 4, cigarettes 35 (crisis), calories 456 (off food).

Tom has disgppeared. Firs began to fear for him this morning when Sharon rang saying wouldn't
swear on her mother's life but thought $x¢d seen him from the window of a taxi on Thursday night
wandering aong Ladbroke Grove with his hand over his mouth and, she thought, a black eye. By
the time sheld got the taxi to go back he'd disappeared. Shed left two messages for him yesterday
asking if he was OK but had had no reply.

| suddenly redized, as she spoke, that | had left a message for Tom mysdf on Wednesday
asking if he was around at the weekend and he hadn't replied, which is not like him at dl. Frantic
phoning ensued. Tom's phone just rang and rang, so | caled Jude who said she hadn't heard from
him ether. | tried Tom's Pretentious Jerome: nothing. Jude said sheéd ring Simon, who lives in
next sreet to Tom, and get him to go round. She cdled back twenty minutes later saying Smon
had rung Tom's bell for ages and hammered on the door but no reply. Then Sharon rang again.
Sheld spoken to Rebecca, who thought Tom was supposed to be going to Michad's for lunch. |
cdled Michad who said Tom had left a weird message talking in an odd distorted voice saying he
wasn't going to be able to come and hadn't given a reason.

3 p.m. Sating to fed redly panicky, a the same time enjoying sense of being a center of drama
Am practicdly Tom's best friend so everyone is ringing me and am adopting cam yet deeply
concerned air about whole thing. Suddenly occurs to me that maybe he's Jus met someone new
and is enjoying honeymoontstyle shag hideaway for a few days. Maybe it wasn't him Sharon saw,
or black eye is just product of livdy enthudastic young sex or postmodern- gyle ironic
retrogpective Rocky Horror Show makeup. Must make more phone cals to test new theory.

3:30 p.m. Generd opinion quashes new theory, since it is widely agreed to be impossble for Tom
to meet new man, let aone dat affar, without ringing everyone up to show off. Cannot argue



with that. Wild thoughts ranging through head. No denying that Tom has been disturbed lately.
Start to wonder whether am redly good friend. We are dl so sdfish and busy in London. Would it
be possible for one of my friends to be so unhappy that they . . . ooh, that's where | put this
month's Marie Claire: on top of fridge!

Asflicked through Marie Claire sarted fantasizing about Tom's funerd and what | would wear.
Aaargh, have suddenly remembered MP who died in a plastic bag with tubes around neck and
chocolate orange in mouth or something. Wonder if Tom has been doing weird sexud practices
without telling us?

5 p.m. Jugt cdled Jude again.

'Do you think we should cal the police and get them to bregk in? | said.

'| dready rang them,' said Jude.

'What did they say? | couldn't hdp feding secretly annoyed that Jude had rung the police
without clearing it with mefirgt. | am Tom's best friend, not Jude.

‘They didnt seem very impressed. They sad to cdl them if we gill couldnt find him by
Monday. You can see their point. It does seem a bit darmist to report that a twenty-nine-year-old
sgngle man is not in on Saurday morning and has faled to turn up for a lunch paty he sad he
wouldn't be corning to anyway.'

'Something's wrong, though, | just know,' | said in a mysterious, loaded voice, redizing for the
firg time what an intensdy indinctive and intuitive person | am.

' know what you mean,’ sad Jude, portentoudy. 'l can fed it, too. Something's definitely
wrong.'

7 p.m. Extraordinary. After spoke to Jude could not face shopping or smilar lighthearted things.
Thought this might be the perfect time to do the Feng Shui so went out and bought Cosmopolitan.
Caefully, usng the drawing in Cosmo, | mapped the ba-gua of the flat. Had a flash of horrified
redization. There was a wastepaper basket in my Helpful Friends Corner. No wonder bloody Tom
had disappeared.

Quickly rang Jude to report same. Jude said to move the wastepaper basket.

'Where to, though? | said. 'I'm not putting it in my Relationship or Offspring Corners!’

Jude said hang on, shed go have alook at Cosmo.

'How about Wealth? she said, when she came back.

'Hmm, | don't know, what with Chrismas coming up and everything, | said, feding redly mesan
even asl sad it.

'Well, if that's the way you look at things. | mean you're probably going to have one less present
to buy anyway . . . ' said Jude accusingly.

In the end | decided to put the wastepaper basket in my Knowledge Corner and went out to the
greengrocer to get some plants with round leaves to put in the Family and Helpful Friends Corners
(spiky-leaved plants, particularly cacti, are counterproductive). Was just getting plant pot out of
the cupboard under snk when heard a jangling sound. | suddenly hit myself hard on the forehead.
They were Tom's spare keys from when he went to |biza.

For a moment | thought about going round there without Jude. | mean, she rang the police
without telling me, didn't she? But in the end it seemed too mean, o | rang her and we decided
wed get Shazzer to come as well, because shed raised the dert in the first place. As we turned
into Tom's dreet, though, | came out of my fantasy about how dignified, tragic and aticulate |
would be when interviewed by the newspapers, dong with a pardld paranoid fear that the police



would decide it was me who had murdered Tom. Suddenly it stopped being a game. Maybe
something terrible and tragic actualy had happened.

None of us spoke or looked at each other as we walked up the front steps.

'Should you ring first? whispered Sharon as | lifted the key to the lock.

I'll doit, said Jude. She looked at us quickly, then pressed the buzzer.

We sood in slence. Nothing. She pressed again. | was just about to dip the key in the lock
when avoice on the intercom said, 'Hello?

'Who'sthat? | said tremuloudy. "Who'd you think it is, you daft cow.'
‘Tom!" | bellowed joyfully. 'Let usin.'

'Who's us? he said suspicioudy.

‘Me, Jude and Shazzer.'

'I'd rather you didn't come up, hon, to be honest.'

'Oh, bloody hdl,” said Sharon, pushing past me. "'Tom, you slly bloody queen, you've only fad
haf London up in arms ringing the police, combing the metropolis for you because no one knows
where you are. Bloody wdll let usin.’

'l don't want anyone except Bridget, said Tom petulantly. | beamed bestificaly at the others.

'Don't be such a primabloody donna,’ said Shazze.

Silence. 'Come on, you slly sod. Let usin.'

There was a pause, then the buzzer went. 'Bzzz.'

'Are you ready for this? came his voice as we reached the top floor and he opened the door.

All three of us cried out. Tom's whole face was distorted, hideous yelow and black, and
encased in plaster.

"Tom, what's happened to you? | cried, clumgly trying to embrace him and ending up kissng
his ear. Jude burst into tears and Shazzer kicked the wall.

'Don't worry, Tom,' she growled. "WEell find the bastards who did this!

'What happened? | said again, tears beginning to plop down my cheeks. 'Er, wdl . . . ' said Tom,
extracting himsdf avkwardly from my embrace, ‘actudly |, er, | had anose job.’

Turned out Tom had secretly had the operation on Wednesday but was too embarrassed to tell
us because wed dl been so dismissive about his minuscule nasal bump. He was supposed to have
been looked after by Jerome, henceforth to be known as Creepy Jerome (it was going to be
heartless Jerome but we al agreed that sounded too interesting). When, however, Creepy Jerome
saw him &fter the operation he was 0 repulsed he sad he was going away for a few days,
buggered off and hasn't been seen or heard of since. Poor Tom was so depressed and traumatized
and 0 werd from the anaesthetic that he just unplugged the phone, hid under the blankets and
dept.

'Wasit you | saw in Ladbroke Grove on Thursday night, then? said Shazze.

It was. Apparently e had waited till dead of night to go out and forage for food under cover of

darkness. In spite of our high spirits that he was dive Tom was gill very unhappy about Jerome.

'Nobody loves me," he said.

| told him to ring my answerphone, which hed twenty-two frantic messages from his friends,
al distraught because he had disappeared for twenty-four hours, which put paid to al our fears
about dying done and being eaten by an Alsatian.

'Or not being found for three months.. . . and bursting al over the carpet,’ said Tom.

Anyway, we told him, how could one moody geek with a stupid name make him think nobody
loves him?



Two Bloody Marys later he was laughing a Jerome's obsessve use of the tern 'sdf-aware,’ and
his sintight cdf-length Cadvin Klein underpants. Meanwhile, Simon, Michael, Rebecca, Magda,
Jeremy and aboy claming to be called Else had al rung to see how he was.

' know were dl psychotic, sngle and completely dysfunctiond and it's dl done over the
phone,’ Tom durred sentimentally, 'but it's a bit like afamily, isn't it?

| knew the Feng Shui would work. Now-its task completed — | am going to quickly move the
round-leaved plant to my Relationship Corner. Wish there was a Cookery Corner too. Only nine
daysto go.

Monday 20 November

8st 12 (v.g.), cigarettes O (v. bad to smoke when performing culinary miracles), alcohol units 3,
calories 200 (effort of going to supermarket must have burnt off more calories than purchased, let
alone ate).

7 p.m. Just returned from hideous middle-class Singleton quilt experience a supermarket,
danding a checkout next to functiond adults with children buying beans, fish fingers, dphabetti
Spaghetti, etc., when had the following in my tralley:

20 heads of garlic

tin of goose fat

bottle of Grand Marnier

8 tuna steaks

36 oranges

4 pints of double cream

4 vanillabeans at £1.39 each.

Have to start preparations tonight as working tomorrow.

8 p.m. Ugh, do not fed like cooking. Especidly deding with grotesque bag of chicken carcasses:
completdy disgudting.

10 p.m. Have got chicken carcasses in pan now. Trouble is, Marco says am supposed to tie flavor-
enhancing leek and cdery together with string but only dring have got is blue. Oh wdl, expect it
will be OK.

11 p.m. God, stock took bloody ages to do but worth it as will end up with over 2 gdlons, frozen
in ice-cube form and only cost £1.70. Mmm, confit of oranges will be ddicious dso. Now dl have
got to do isfindy dice thirty-Sx oranges and grate zest. Shouldn't take too long.

1 am. Too tired to stay awake now but stock is supposed to cook for another two hours and
oranges need another hour in oven. 1 know. Will leave the stock on v. low heat overnight, so
oranges on lowest oven setting, so will become v. tender in manner of a stew.



Tuesday 21 November

8st 11 (nerves eat fat), alcohol units 9 (v. bad indeed), cigarettes 37 (v.v. bad), calories 3479 (and
all disgusting).

9:30 am. Just opened pan. Hoped-for 2-gdlon stock taste-exploson has turned into burnt
chicken carcasses coated in jelly. Orange confit looks fantagtic, though, just like in picture only
darker. Must go to work. Am going to leave by four, then will think of answer to soup criss.

5 p.m. Oh God. Entire day has turned into nightmare. Richard Finch gave me a red blowing-up a
the morning meeting in front of everyone. 'Bridget, put that recipe book away for God's sake.
Freworks Burns Kids. I'm thinking maming, I'm thinking happy family ceebratiions turned into
nightmares. I'm thinking twenty years from now. What about that kid who had his penis burnt off
by firecrackers in his pockets back in the sixties? Where is he now? Bridget, find me the
Freworks Kid with no Penis. Find me the Sixties Guy Fawkes Bobbit.'

Ugh. | was just grumpily making my forty-eighth phone cdl to find out if there was a burnt-off-
penis victims support group when my phone rang.

'Hello, darling, it's Mummy here." She sounded unusudly high-pitched and hysterical.
'Hi, Mum.'

'Hello, darling, just called to say 'bye before | go, and hope everything goes well.’
'‘Go? Go where?

'Oh. Ahahahaha. | told you, Julio and | are popping over to Portugd for a couple of weeks, just
to see the family and so on, get a bit of a suntan before Christmas.’

'You didn't tel me!’
'Oh, don't be a slly-willy, darling. Of course | told you. You mus learn to listen. Anyway, do
take care, won't you?
'Yes!'
'Oh, darling, just one more thing.'
'What?
'For some reason I've been so busy | forgot to order my travelers checks from the bank.’
'Oh, don't worry, you can get them at the airport.’

‘But the thing is, darling, I'm just on my way to the arport now, and I've forgotten my banker's

card.’
| blinked at the phone.

'Such a nuisance. | was wondering . . . You couldn't possbly lend me some cash? | mean not

much, just a couple of hundred quid or something so | can get some travelers checks!'
The way she sad it reminded me of the way winos ask for money for a cup of tea.
'I'm in the middle of work, Mum. Can't Julio lend you some money?

She went dl huffy. 'l can't believe youre being so mean, darling. After dl I've done for you. |
gave you the gift of life and you can't even loan your mother a few pounds for some travelers
checks.!'

‘But how am | going to get it to you? I'll have to go out to the cash machine and put it on a
motorbike. Then it will be stolen and itll Al be ridiculous. Where are you?

'‘Oooh. Well, actudly, as luck would have it I'm ever so close, so if you just pop out to the
NatWest opposite I'll meet you there in five minutes," she gabbled. 'Super, darling. Byee!'



‘Bridget, where the fuck are you off to? yeled Richard as | tried to snesk out. 'You found the
Banger Bobbit Boy yet?

'Got a hot tip,' | sad, tapping my nose, then made a dash for it. | was waiting for my money to
come, freshly baked and piping hot, out of the cash machine, wondering how my mother was
going to manage for two weeks in Portugd on two hundred pounds, when | spotted her scurrying
towards me, wearing sunglases, even though it was pissng with rain, and looking shiftily from
gdeto sde.

'Oh, there you are, darling. You are sweet. Thank you very much. Must dash, going to miss the
plane. Byee!' she said, grabbing the banknotes from my hand.

'What's going on? | said. 'What are you doing outsde here when it's not on your way to the
arport? How are you going to manage without your banker's card? Why cant Julio lend you the
money? Why? What are you up to? What?

For a second she looked frightened, as if she was going to cry, then, her eyes fixed on the
middle distance, she adopted her wounded Princess Diana look.

T'll be fine, darling." She gave her specid brave amile. Take care she sad in a fatering voice,
hugged me quickly then was off, waving the traffic to a tandtill and tripping across the road.

7 p.m. Jug got home Right. Cdm, cadm. Inner poise. Soup will be absolutely fine. Will amply
cook and purée vegetables as ingtructed and thento give concentration of flavor-rinse blue jdly
off chicken carcases and boil them up with cream in the soup.

8:30 p.m. All going marveloudy. Guests are dl in living room. Mark Darcy is being v. nice and
brought champagne and a box of Belgian chocolates. Have not done main course yet apart from
fondant potatoes but sure will be v. quick. Anyway, soup isfird.

8:35 p.m. Oh my God. Just took lid off casserole to remove carcasses. Soup is bright blue.

9 p.m. Love the lovely friends. Were more than sporting about the blue soup, Mark Darcy and
Tom even making lengthy argument for less color prgudice in the world of food. Why, after dl, as
Mark said — just because one cannot readily think of a blue vegetable — should one object to
blue soup? Fish fingers, after dl, are not naturdly orange. (Truth is, after dl the effort, soup just
tasted like big bowl of boiled creem which Vile Richard rather unkindly pointed out. At which
point Mark Darcy asked him what he did for a living, which was v. anusing because Vile Richard
was sacked lagt week for fiddling his expenses) Never mind, anyway. Man course will be v.
tagty. Right, will start on velouté of cherry tomatoes.

9:15 p.m. Oh dear. Think there must have been something in the blender, eg. washing-up liquid,
as chary tomao purée seems to be foaming and three times origind volume. Also fondant
potatoes were meant to be ready ten minutes ago and are hard as rock. Maybe should put in
microwave. Aargh aargh. Just looked in fudge and tuna is not there. What has become of tuna?
What? What?

9:30 p.m. Thank God. Jude and Mark Darcy came in kitchen and helped me make big omelette
and mashed up haf-done fondant potatoes and fried them in the frying pan in manner of hash
browns, and put the recipe book on the table so we could al look a the pictures of what



chargrilled tuna would have been like. At least orange confit will be good. Looks fantastic. Tom
sad not to bother with Grand Marnier Creme Anglaise but merely drink Grand Marnier.

10 p.m. V. sad. Looked expectantly round table as everyone took first mouthful of confit. There
was an embarrassed silence.

'What's this, hon? said Tom eventudly. 'Isit marmaade?

Horror-struck, took mouthful mysdlf. It was, as he sad, marmdade. Redize &fter dl effort and
expense have served my guests.

Blue soup
Omelette
Marmalade

Am disagtrous falure. Michedin-star cookery? Kwik-fit, more like.
Did not think things could get any worse after the marmalade. But no sooner was the horrible

medl cleared away than the phone went. Fortunately | took it in the bedroom. It was Dad.

'Are you on your own? he said. 'No. Everyone's round here, Jude and everyone. Why?

' — wanted you to be with someone when . . . I'm sorry, Bridget. I'm afraid there's been some
rather bad news.’

'What? What?

'Y our mother and Julio are wanted by the police.’

2 am. Northamptonshire in single bed in the Alconburys spare room. Ugh. Had to st down
and get my breath back while Dad sad, 'Bridget? Bridget? Bridget? over and over agan in
manner of a parrot.

'What's happened? | managed to get out eventudly. 'I'm afraid they — possbly, and | pray,
without your mother's knowledge — have defrauded a large number of people, including mysdf
and some of our very closest friends, out of a great ded of money. We don't know the scale of the
fraud a the moment, but I'm afraid, from what the police are saying, it's possble that your mother
may have to go to prison for a considerable period of time.”

'Oh my God. So that's why she's gone off to Portugd with my two hundred quid.'

'She may well be further afield by now.'

| saw the future unfolding before me like a horrible nightmare: Richard Finch dubbing me Good
Afternoon!'s 'Suddenly Single's Jalbird's Daughter, and forcing me to do a live interview down the
line from the Holloway vistors room before being Suddenly Sacked on air.

'What did they do?

‘Apparently Julio, usng your mother as — as it were — ‘front man,’ has relieved Una and
Geoffrey, Nigd and Elizabeth and Madcolm and Elane (oh my God, Mark Darcy's parents) 'of
quite condderable sums of money-many, many thousands of pounds, as down payments on time-
share apartments.’

'Didn't you know?

'No. Presumably because they were unable to overcome some dight vedtigid embarrassment
about doing business with the greasy beperfumed wop who has cuckolded one of their oldest
friends they omitted to mention the whole businessto me.'

'So what happened?



‘The time-share gpartments never exised. Not a penny of your mother's and my savings or
penson fund remans | dso was unwise enough to leave the house in her name, and she has
remortgaged it. We are ruined, destitute and homeless, Bridget, and your mother is to be branded a
common crimind.’

After that he broke down. Una came to the phone, saying that she was going to give Dad some
Ovdltine. | told her I'd be there in two hours but she said not to drive till I'd got over the shock,
there was nothing to be done, and to leave it till the morning. Replacing the receiver, | dumped
agang the wal curang mysdf fecbly for leaving my cigaettes in the living room. Immediady
though, Jude appeared with aglass of Grand Marnier.

'What happened? she said.

| told her the whole story, pouring the Grand Marnier straight down my throat as | did. Jude
didn't say aword but immediately went and fetched Mark Darcy.

'l blame mysdf,’ he said, running his hands through his hair. 'I should have made mysdf more
clear a the Tarts and Vicars party. | knew there was something dodgy about Julio.’

'What do you mean?

'l heard him taking on his portable phone by the herbaceous border. He didnt know he was
being overheard. If I'd had any idea that my parents were involved I'd . . . He shook his head. 'Now
that 1 think about it, | do remember my mother mentioning something, but | got 0 upset a the
mere mention of the words 'timesharé that | must have terrorized her into shutting up. Where's
your mother now?

'l don't know. Portugd? Rio de Janeiro? Having her hair done?

He gtarted to pace around the room firing questions like atop barrister.

'What's being done to find her? 'What are the sums involved? 'How did the matter come to
light? 'What is the polices involvement? 'Who knows about it? 'Where is your father now?
'Would you like to go to him? 'Will you dlow me to take you? It was pretty damn sexy, | can tell
you.
Jude appeared with coffee. Mark decided the best thing would be if he got his driver to take him
and me up to Grafton Underwood and, for a flegting second, | experienced the totdly nove
sensation of being grateful to my mother.

It was dl very dramatic when we got to Una and Geoffrey's, with Enderbys and Alconburys dl
over the shop, everyone in tears and Mak Darcy dgriding around making phone cals. Found
mysdf feding guilty, snce pat of sdf — despite horror — was hugdy enjoying the fact of
norma business being suspended, everything different from usua and everyone dlowed to throw
entire glasses of sherry and sdmon-paste sandwiches down their throats in manner of Chrismas.
Was exactly the same feding as when Granny turned schizophrenic and took dl her clothes off,
ran off into Penny Husbands-Bosworth's orchard and had to be rounded up by the police.

Wednesday 22 November

8st 10 (hurrah!), alcohol units 3, cigarettes 27 (completely under standable when Mum is common
criminal), calories 5671 (oh dear, seem to have regained appetite), Instants 7 (unselfish act to try
to win back everyone's money, though maybe would not give them all of it, come to think of it),
total winnings,10, total profit ,3 (got to start somewhere).



10 am. Back in flat, completdly exhaugted after no deep. On top of everything else, have to go to
work and get told off for beng late. Dad seemed to be rdlying a little when | left: dternating
between moments of wild cheerfulness that Julio proved to be a bounder so Mum might come
back and gart a new life with him and degp depresson that the new life in question will be one of
prison-visting using public transport.

Mak Darcy went back to London in smal hours. | left a message on his answerphone saying
thank you for heping and everything, but he has not rung me back. Cannot blame him. Bet
Natasha and smilar would not feed him blue soup and turn out to be the daughter of crimind.

Una and Geoffrey said not to worry about Dad as Brian and Mavis are going to stay and help
look after him. Find mysdf wondering why it is dways 'Una and Geoffrey' not 'Geothey and Und
and yet 'Madcom and Elane€ and '‘Brian and Mavis' And yet, on the other hand, 'Nigd and
Audrey' Coles. Just as one would never, never say 'Geoffrey and Una so0, conversely, one would
never sy 'Elane and Macolm.! Why? Why? Find «f, in spite of sdf; trying out own name
imagining Sharon or Jude in years to come, boring thelr daughters rigid by going 'You know
Bridget and Mark, darling, who live in the big house in Holland Park and go on lots of holidays to
the Caribbean.” That's it. It would be Bridget and Mark. Bridget and Mark Darcy. The Darcys. Not
Mark and Bridget Darcy. Heaven forbid. All wrong. Then suddenly fed terrible for thinking about
Mark Darcy in these terms, like Maria with Captain Von Trapp in The Sound of Music, and that |
must run away and go to see Mother Superior, who will sng 'Climb Every Mountain’ to me.

Friday 24 November

8st 13, alcohol units 4 (but drunk in police presence so clearly OK), cigarettes 0, calories 1760,
1471 callsto seeif Mark Darcy hasrung 11.

10:30 p.m. Everything is going from bad to worse Had thought only slver lining in cloud of
mother's crimindity was that it might bring me and Mark Darcy closer together but have not heard
a peep from him snce he left the Alconburys. Have just been interviewed in my flat by police
officers. Started behaving like people who are interviewed on the televison after plane crashes in
therr front gardens, taking in formulaic phrases borrowed from news broadcasts, courtroom
dramas or smilar. Found mysdf describing my mother as being ‘Caucasian’ and 'of medium build.'

Policemen were incredibly charming and reassuring, though. They stayed quite late, in fact, and
one of the detectives said hed pop round again when he was passing by and let me know how
everything was going. He was redly friendly, actudly.

Saturday 25 November

9¢t, alcohol units 2 (sherry, ugh), cigarettes 3 (smoked out of Alconburys window), calories, 4567
(entirely custard creams and salmon spread sandwiches), 1471 calls to see if Mark Darcy has

rung 9 (g.).

Thank God. Dad has had a phone cdl from Mum. Apparently, she said not to worry, she was safe
and everything was going to be dl right, then hung up immediately. The police were a Una and



Geoffrey's tapping the phone line as in Thelma and Louise and sad she was definitdy caling from
Portugd but they didnt manage to get where. So much wish Mak Darcy would ring. Was
obvioudy completdly put off by culinary disasters and crimind dement in family, but too polite to
show it a time Paddling-pool bonding evidently pades into inggnificance dongside theft of
parents savings by naughty Bridget's nasty mummy. Am going to see Dad this afternoon, in
manner of tragic spingter spurned by al men ingead of in manner to which have been accustomed:
in chauffeur-driven car with top barrister.

1 p.m. Hurrah! Hurrah! Just as | was leaving had phone cdl, but could not hear anything but
beeping sound a the other end. Then the phone rang again. It was Mark, from Portugd. Just
incredibly kind and brilliant of him. Apparently he has been tdking to the police dl week in
between being top barister and flew out to Albufeira yesterday. The police over there have found
Mum and Mark thinks she will get off because it will be pretty obvious she had no idea wha Julio
was up to. They've managed to track down some of the money, but havent found Julio yet. Mum
is coming back tonight, but will have to go draight to a police gation for questioning. He said not
to worry, it will probably dl be OK, but hes made arrangements for bail if it turns out to be
necessary. Then we got cut off before | even had time to say thank you. Desperate to ring Tom to
tell him fantastic news but remember no one is supposed to know about Mum and, unfortunately,
lagt time | spoke to Tom about Mark Darcy | think 1 might have implied he was a cregpy mummy's
boy.

Sunday 26 November

9st 1, alcohol Units O, cigarettes 1/2 (fat chance of any more), calories God knows, minutes spent
wanting to kill mother 188 (conservative estimate).

Nightmare day. Having first expected Mum back last night, then this morning, then this afternoon
and having amost st off to Gatwick a total of three times, it turned out she was ariving this
evening a Luton, under police escort. Dad and | were preparing ourselves to comfort a very
different person from the one we had last been told off by, naively assuming that Mum would be
chastened by what she had gone through

‘Let go of me, you silly billy," a voice rang out through the arrival lounge. 'Now were on British
soil I'm certain to be recognized and | dont want everyone seeing me being manhandled by a
policeman. Ooh, d'you know? | think I've left my sun hat on the airplane under the sesat.’

The two policemen rolled their eyes as Mum, dressed in a Sixties-style black-and-white checked
coat (presumably carefully planned to coordinate with the policemen), head scarf and dark glasses,
zoomed back towards the baggage hdl with the officers of the lav wearily tagging &fter her.
Forty-five minutes later they were back. One of the policemen was carrying the sun hat.

There was nearly a sland-up fight when they tried to get her into the police car. Dad was Stting
in the front of his Sierra in tears and | was trying to explain to her that she had to go to the gation
to see whether she was going to be charged with anything, but she just kept going, 'Oh, don't be
dlly, darling. Come here. What have you got on your face? Haven't you got atissue?

'Mum," | remongtrated as she took a handkerchief out of her pocket and spat on it. 'Y ou might be
charged with a crimind offense | protested as she started to dab a my face. 'l think you should go
quietly to the station with the policemen.’



'Well see, darling. Maybe tomorrow when I've cleaned out the vegetable basket. | left two
pounds of King Edwards in there and | bet they've sprouted. Nobody's touched the plants,
gpparently, the entire time 1've been away, and | bet you anything Unas | eft the hegting on.’

It was only when Dad came over and curtly told her the house was about to be repossessed,
vegetable basket included, that she shut up and huffily dlowed hersdf to be put in the back of the
car next to the policeman.

Monday 27 November

9¢t 1., alcohol units 0, cigarettes 50 (yesss! yesss!), 1471 calls to see Mark Darcy has rung 12,
hours of dlegp 0.

9 am. Just having last fag before going to work. Completely shattered. Dad and | were made to
wat on a bench in the police Sation for two hours last night. Eventudly we heard a voice
goproaching dong the corridor. 'Yes, that's right it's mee! 'Suddenly Singleé every morning! Of
course you can. Have you got a pen? On here? Who shdl | put it to? Oh, you naughty nan. Do
you know I've been dying to try one of thoseon.. . ."

'Oh, there you are, Daddy,’ sad Mum, appearing round the corner wearing a policeman's
helmet. 'Is the car outside? Oof, dyou know — I'm dying to get home and get the kettle on. Did
Una remember to turn on the timer?

Dad looked rumpled, startled and confused and | didn't fedl any less so mysdlf.

'Have you walked free? | said.

'Oh, dont be dlly, darling. Walked free! | don't know!" said Mum rolling her eyes at the senior
detective and bustling me out of the door ahead of her. The way the detective was blushing and
fussing around her | wouldn't have been in the least surprised if shed got hersdlf off by giving him
sexud favorsin the interview room.

'So what happened? | said, when Dad had finished putting dl her suitcases, hats, straw donkey
(" lsnt it super?) and cadtanets in the trunk of the Sera and had darted the engine. | was
determined she wasn't going to brazen this one out, sweep the whole thing under the carpet and
dart patronizing us again.

‘All sorted out now, darling, just a dlly misundersanding. Has someone been smoking in this
car?

'What happened, Mother? | said dangeroudy. 'What about everyone's money and the time-share
gpartments? Where's my two hundred quid?

‘Durr! 1t was just some slly problem with the planning permisson. They can be very corrupt,
you know, the Portuguese authorities. It's dl bribery and baksheesh like Winnie Mandda So
Julio's just pad dl the depodts back. We had a super holiday, actualy! The weather was very
mixed, but . . ."

'Whereis Julio? | sad, suspicioudy.

'Oh, he's stayed behind in Portugd to sort out dl this planning permission paaver.’

'What about my house? said Dad. 'And the savings?

'l don't know what you're talking about, Daddy. There's nothing wrong with the house!'

Unfortunately for Mum, however, when we got back to The Gables dl the locks had been
changed, so we had to go back to Una and Geoffrey's.



'Oof, do you know, Una, I'm so exhausted, | think I'm going to have to go dtraight to bed,' said
Mum after one look at the resentful faces, wilting cold collation and tired beetroot dices.

The phone rang for Dad.

‘That was Mark Darcy,' said Dad when he came back. My heart legped into my mouth as | tried
to control my features. 'He's in Albufeira Apparently some sort of ded's been done with . . . with
thefilthy wop . . . and they've recovered some of the money. | think The Gablesmay besaved . . .

At this a loud cheer went up from us dl and Geoffrey launched into 'For He's a Jolly Good
Fdlow.' | waited for Una to make some remark about me but none was forthcoming. Typicd. The
minute | decide | like Mark Darcy, everyone immediately stops trying to fix me up with him.

Is that too milky for you, Cohn? said Una, passng Dad a mug of tea decorated with gpricot
flord frieze.

'l don't know . . . | don't understand why . . . | don't know what to think,' Dad said worriedly.

'Look, therds absolutely no need to worry, sad Una, with an unusud ar of camness and
control, which suddenly made me see her as the mummy I'd never redly had. 'It's because I've put
abit too much milk in. I'll just tip a bit out and top it up with hot water.'

When finaly got away from scene of mayhem, drove far too fast on way back to London,
smoking fags dl theway as act of mindless rebdlion.



DECEMBER

Oh, Christ



Monday 4 December

9st 2 (hmm, must get weight off before Christmas gorging), alcohol units a modest 3, cigarettes a
saintly 7, calories 3876 (oh dear), 1471 calls to see if Mark Darcy has called 6 (g.). Just went to
supermarket and found sdf unaccountably thinking of Chrigmas trees, firesdes, carols, mince
pies, etc. Then | redized why. The ar vents by the entrance which usualy pump out baking bread
andls were pumping out baking mince pies andls ingead. Cannot believe cyniciam of such
behavior. Reminded of favorite poem by Wendy Cope which goes.

At Chrigmeslittle children sing and merry bellsjingle.

The cold winter air makes our hands and facestingle.

And happy families go to church and cheerily they mingle,

And the whole business is unbdlievably dreadful if youre sngle.

Sill no word from Mark Darcy.

Tuesday 5 December

9st 2 (right, am really going to start dieting today), alcohol units 4 (start of festive season),
cigarettes 10, calories 3245 (better), 1471 calls 6 (steady progress).

Repeatedly disracted by 'Stocking Filla catdogs tumbling ou of the newspapers. Paticularly
keen on the shidd-shaped burnished metd ‘funfur-lined Spectacles Holder stand: 'All too often
spectacles are put down flat on a table, inviting an accident.’ Couldn't agree more. The deekly
designed 'Black Cat' Key-Chain Light does indeed have a smple flip-down mechanism, as it ‘casts
a powerful red light on the keyhole of any cat lover." Bonsai Kitsl Hurrah. 'Practice the ancient art
of Bonsal with thistub of preplanted Persian Pink Silk Tree shoots.' Nice, very nice.

Cannot hep but fed sad about the brutd trampling on the pink dSlk shoots of romance
burgeoning between me and Mark Darcy by Marco Pierre White and my mother, but trying to be
philosophical about it. Maybe Mak Darcy is too perfect, clean and finished off at the edges for
me, with his cgpability, inteligence, lack of gmoking, freedom from dcoholism, and his
chauffeur-driven cars. Maybe it has been decreed that | should be with someone wilder, earthier
and more of a flirt. Like Marco Pierre White, for example, or, just to pick a name totadly at
random, Danid. Hmmm. Anyway. Must just get on with life and not fed sorry for sdf.

Just cdled Shazzer, who sad it has not been decreed that | must go out with Marco Pierre
White and certainly not with Danid. The only thing a woman needs in this day and age is hersdf.
Hurrah!

2 am. Why hasnt Mark Darcy rung me? Why? Why? Am going to be esten by Alsatian despite
dl effortsto the contrary. Why me, Lord?

Friday 8 December



9st 5 (disaster), alcohol units 4 (g.), cigarettes 12 (excellent), Christmas presents purchased 0
(bad), cards sent 0, 1471 calls 7.

4 p.m. Humph. Jude just rang and just before we said good-bye she said, 'See you at Rebeccas on
Sunday.'
'Rebeccas? Sunday? What Rebeccas? What?
'Oh, hasn't .. .. ? Shesjust having afew . . . | think it'sjust a sort of pre-Christmas dinner party.’
I'm busy on Sunday, anyway,' | lied. At lass — a chance to get into those awkward corners with
the dudter. | had thought that Jude and | were equd friends of Rebecca so why should she invite
Jude and not me?

9 p.m. Popped to 192 for refreshing bottle of wine with Sharon and she sad, 'What are you
wearing for Rebeccas party?
Party? So it isa party party.

Midnight. Anyway. Must not get upset about it. This is just the sort of thing that is not important
in life anymore. People should be dlowed to invite who they want to their parties without others

pettily getting upset.

5:30 am. Why hasn't Rebecca invited me to her party? Why? Why? How many more parties are
going on that everyone has been invited to except me? | bet everyone is a one now, laughing and
gpping expensive champagne. No one likes me. Chrismas is going to be a totd party-desert, apart
from a three-party pile-up on December 20th, when | am booked into an editing sesson dl
evening.

Saturday 9 December
Christmas parties to look forward to O.

7:45 am. Woken by Mum. 'Helo, darling. Just rang quickly because Una and Geothey were
asking what you wanted for Christmas and | wondered about a Facia Sauna.'

How, after being totaly disgraced and narrowly escgping severd years in custody, can my
mother just plop back into being exactly like she was before, flirting openly with policemen and
torturing me.

‘By the way, are you coming to . . . ' for a moment my heart legped with the thought that she
was going to say Turkey Curry Buffet' and bring up, in a manner of spesking, Mark Darcy, but no
"...theVibrant TV party on Tuesday? she continued brightly.

| shuddered with humiliation. | work for Vibrant TV, for God's sake.

'l havent been invited, | mumbled. There is nothing worse than having to admit to your mum
that you are not very popular.

'Oh, darling, of course you've been invited. Everyone's going.'

'l haven't been.’

'Wéll, maybe you haven't worked there long enough. Anyway —*

'But, Mum," | interrupted, 'you don't work there at dl.’

'Well, that's different, darling. Anyway, Must run. Byeee!'



9 am. Brif momet of paty oass when an invitation arived in the post but turned out to be
party mirage: invitation to asae of designer eyewear.

11:30 a.m. Cdled Tom in paranoid desperation to see if he wanted to go out tonight.

‘Sorry," he chirped, 'I'm taking Jerome to the PACT party at the Groucho Club.’

Oh God, | hate it when Tom is happy, confident and getting on wel with Jerome, much
preferring it when he is miserable, insecure and neurctic. As he himsdf never tires of saying, 'It's
aways 0 nice when things go badly for other people.’

'I'll see you tomorrow, anyway," he gushed on, 'at Rebeccas.’

Tom has only ever met Rebecca twice, both times a my house, and I've known her for nine
years. Decided to go shopping and stop obsessing.

2 p.m. Bumped into Rebecca in Graham and Greene buying a scaf for £169. (What is going on
with scarves? One minute they were stocking filler-type items which cost £9.99 next minute they
have to be fancy velvet and cost as much as a tdevison. Next year it will probably happen to
socks or pants and we will fed left out if we are not wearing £145 English Eccentrics knickers in
textured black velvet.)

'Hi,' | sad excitedly, thinking at last the party nightmare would be over and she too would say,
'See you on Sunday.’

'Oh, hdlo, she said coldly, not meeting my eye. ‘Can't stop. I'min ared rush.

As she |eft the shop they were playing 'Chestnuts roasting on an open fire and | stared hard a a
£185 Phillipe Starck colander, blinking back tears. | hate Chrismas. Everything is designed for
families, romance, warmth, emotion and presents, and if you have no boyfriend, no money, your
mother is going out with a missng Portuguese crimind and your friends dont want to be your
friend anymore, it makes you want to emigrate to a vicious Mudim regime, where a least all the
women are treated like socid outcasts. Anyway, | don't care. | am going to quietly read a book al
weekend and listen to classcd music. Maybe will read The Famished Road.

8:30 p.m. Blind Date was v.g. Just going for another bottle of wine.

Monday 11 December

Returned from work to icy answerphone message.

‘Bridget. This is Rebecca. | know you work in TV now. | know you have much more glamorous
parties to go to every night, but | would have thought you could a least have the courtesy to reply
to an invitation from afriend, even if you are too grand to deign to come to her party.’

Frantically called Rebecca but no reply or answerphone. Decided to go round and leave a note
and bumped into Dan on the gairs, the Austrdian guy from downgtairs who | snogged in April.

'Hi. Merry Chrismas," he said leerily, standing too close. 'Did you get your mail? | looked at
him blankly. 'I've been putting it under your door so you dont have to get cold in your nightie in
the mornings.’

| shot back updtairs, grabbed back the doormat and there, nestling underneath like a Christmas
miracle, was alittle pile of cards, letters and invitations dl addressed to me. Me. Me. Me.



Thursday 14 December

9st 3, alcohol units 2 (bad, as did not drink any. units yesterday-must make up extra tomorrow to
avoid heart attack), cigarettes 14 (bad? or maybe good? Yes. a sensible level of nicotine units is
probably good for you as long as do not binge-smoke), calories 1500 (excellent), lottery tickets 4
(bad but would have been good of Richard Branson had won non-profit-making lottery bid), cards
sent 0, presents purchased 0, 1471 calls 5 (excellent).

Paties, parties, parties Plus Mait from the office just rang asking if I'm going to the Chrismas
lunch on Tueday. He can't fancy me — I'm old enough to be his great-aunt-but then why did he
ring me in the evening? And why did he ask me what | was wearing? Must not get over-excited
and dlow party casbah and phone cal from fdler-me-lad to go to self=s head. Should remember
old saying 'once bitten twice shy' as regards dipping pen in office ink. Also must remember what
happened lagt time snogged whippersnapper: ghastly 'Ooh, youre al squashy' humiligtion with
Gav. Hmmm. Sexudly tantdizing Chrigmas lunch followed bizardy by disco dancing in the
afternoon (such being editor's idea of a good time) involves severe outfit choice complexity. Best
ring Jude, | think.

Tuesday 19 December

9st 7 (but still nearly one week to lose 7 Ibs. before Christmas), alcohol units 9 (poor), cigarettes
30, calories 4240, lottery tickets 1 (excellent), cards sent O, cards received 11, but include 2 from
paper boy, 1 from dustman, 1 from Peugeot garage and 1 from hotel spent night in for work four
years ago. Am unpopular, or maybe everyone sending cards later this year.

9 am. Oh God, fed awful: horrible sck acidic hangover and today is office disco lunch. Cannot
go on. Am going to burst with pressure of unpeformed Chrigmas tasks, like revison for finds.
Have faled to do cards or Chrissmas shopping apart from doomed panic-buy yesterday lunchtime
as redlized was going to see girlsfor last time before Christmas at Magda and Jeremy's last night.

Dread the exchange of presents with fiends as, unlike with the family, there is no way of
knowing who is and isnt going to give and whether gifts should be tokens of affection or proper
presents, s0 dl becomes like hideous exchange of seded bids. Two years ago | bought Magda
lovely Dinny Hal earings, rendering her embarrassed and miserable because she hadn't bought
me anything. Last year, therefore, | didn't get her anything and she bought me an expensive bottle
of Coco Chand. This year | bought her a big bottle of Saffron Qil with Champagne and a
distressed wire sogpdish, and she went into a complete grump muttering obvious lies about not
having done her Chrismas shopping yet. Last year Sharon gave me bubble bath shaped like Santa,
0 lagt night | jus gave her Body Shop Algae and Polyp Oil shower gd a which point she
presented me with a handbag. | had wrapped up a spare bottle of posh olive oil as a generadized
emergency gift which fel out of my coat and broke on Magdas Conran Shop rug.

Ugh. Would that Chrismas could just be, without presents. It is just so supid, everyone
exhauding themsdves, misarably hemorrhaging money on pointless items nobody wants no
longer tokens of love but angdt-ridden solutions to problems. (Hmm. Though must admit, pretty
bloody pleased to have new handbag) What is the point of entire naion rushing round for sx



weeks in a bad mood preparing for utterly pointless Taste-of-Others exam which entire nation then
fals and gets stuck with hideous unwanted merchandise as fdlout? If gifts and cards were
completely eradicated, then Chrismas as pagandyle twinkly festivd to didract from lengthy
winter gloom would be lovely. But if government, religious bodies, parents, tradition, etc., ingst
on Chrigmas Gift Tax to ruin everything why not make it that everyone must go out and spend
£500 on themsdlves then didribute the items among their rdatives and friends to wrap up and give
to them ingtead of this psychic-failure torment?

9:45 am. Just had Mum on the phone. 'Darling, I've just rung to say I've decided I'm not doing
presents this year. You and Jamie know there isnt a Santa now, and were al far too busy. We can
just appreciate each other's company.'

But we adways get presents from Santa in sacks a the bottom of our beds. World seems blesk
and gray. Won't seem like Christmas anymore.

Oh God, better go to work — but will not have anything to drink a disco-lunch, just be friendly
and professond to Matt, stay till about 3:30 p.m., then leave and do my Christmas cards.

2 am. Course is OK — everyone drunks office Chrismas parties. Is a good fun. Must gust deep
— doen maur about clothesoff.

Wed 20 December

5:30 am. Oh my God. Oh my God. Wheream 1?

Thursday 21 December

9st 3 (actually, in funny sort of way there is no reason why should not actually lose weight over
Christmas since am so full that — certainly any time after Christmas dinner it is perfectly
acceptable to refuse all food on grounds of being too full. In fact it is probably the one time of
year when it is OK not to eat).

For ten days now have been living in date of permanent hangover and foraging sub-existence
without proper meals or hot food.

Chrigimas is like war. Going down to Oxford Street is hanging over me like going over the top.
Would that the Red Cross or Germans would come and find me. Aaargh. It's 10 am. Have not
done Chritmas shopping. Have not sent Chrissmas cards. Got to go to work. Right, an never,
never going to drink again for the rest of life. Aargh — fidd telephone.

Humph. It was Mum but might as wdl have been Goebbels trying to rush me into invading
Poland.

'Darling, | was just ringing to check whet time you're arriving on Friday night.'

Mum, with dazzling bravado, has planed schmdtzy famly Chrismas, with her and Dad
pretending the whole of last year never happened ‘for the sake of the children' (i.e, me and Jamie,
who is thirty-seven).



'Mum, as | think weve discussed, I'm not coming home on Friday, I'm coming home on
Chrigmas Eve. Remember dl those conversations weve had on the subject? That first one . . .
back in August — '

'Oh, dont be slly, daling. You cant gt in the fla on your own dl weekend when it's
Chrismas. What are you going to eat?

Grrr. | hate this. It's as if, just because youre single, you don't have a home or any friends or
responsibilities and the only possible reason you might havefor not being a everyone elsgs beck
and cal for the entire Christmas period and happy to deep bent at odd angles in degping bags on
teenagers bedroom floors, ped sprouts dl day for fifty, and ‘tak nicely' to perverts with the word
'Uncl€ before their name while they sare fredly at your breasts is complete selfishness.

My brother, on the other hand, an come and go as he likes with everyone's respect and blessing
just because he happens to be able to somach living with a vegan Ta Chi enthusast. Frankly, |
would rather st fireto my flat dl on my own than St in it with Becca

Cannot believe ny mother is not more grateful to Mark Darcy for sorting everything out for her.
Instead of which he has become part of That Which Must Not Be Mentioned, i.e. the Great Time-
Share Rip-Off, and she behaves as if he never exiged. Cannot help but think he must have
coughed up a hit to get everyone their money back. V. nice good person. Too good for me,
evidently.

Oh God. Mugt put sheets on bed. Disgusting to deep on uncomfortable button-studded mattress.
Where are sheets, though? Wish had some food.

Friday 22 December

Now it is nealy Chrigmas, find sdf feding sentimental about Danid. Cannot believe have not
had Chrigmas card from him (though come to think of it have not managed to send any cards yet
myself). Seems weird to have been so close during the year and now be completely out of touch.
V. sad. Maybe Danid is unexpectedly Orthodox Jew. Maybe Mark Darcy will ring tomorrow to
wish me Happy Chrigmas.

Saturday 23 December

9t 4, alcohol units 12, cigarettes 38, calories 2976, friends and loved ones who care about self
this festive tide 0.

6 p.m. So glad decided to be festive Home Alone Singleton like Princess Diana.

6:05 p.m. Wonder where everybody is? | suppose they are al with their boyfriends or have gone
home to ther families Anyway, chance to get things done . . . or they have families of own.
Babies. Tiny fluffy children in pgamas with pink cheeks looking a the Chrigmas tree excitedly.
Or maybe they are dl a abig party except me. Anyway. Lotsto do.

6:15 p.m. Anyway. Only anhour till Blind Date.



6:45 p.m. Oh God, I'm so lonely. Even Jude has forgotten about me. She has been ringing al
week panicking about what to buy Vile Richard. Musint be too expendve suggests getting too
serious or an dtempt to emasculate him (vg idea if ask sdf); nor anything to wear as taste-geffe
minefidd and might remind Vile Richard of lagt girlfriend Vile Jlly (whom he does not want to
get back with but pretends Hill to love in order to avoid having to be in love with Jude — creep).
Latest idea was whisky but combined with other smdl gift O as not to seem cheapskate or
anonymous-possibly combined with tangerines and chocolate coins, depending on whether Jude
decided Chritmas Stocking conceit over-cute to point of nausea or terrifyingly smart in its Pog-
Modernity.

7 p.m. Emergency: Jude on phone in tears. Is coming round. Vile Richard has gone back to Vile
July. Jude blames gift. Thank God stayed home. Am clearly Emissary of Baby Jesus here to help
those persecuted at Christmas by Herod-Wannabees, eg. Vile Richard. Jude will be here at 7:30.

7:15 p.m. Damn. Missed dat of Blind Date as Tom rang and is coming round. Jerome, having
taken him back, has chucked him again and gone back with former boyfriend who is member of
chorusin Cats.

7:17 p.m. Simon is coming round. His girlfriend has gone back to her husband. Thank God stayed
a home to receive chucked friends in manner of Queen of Hearts or Soup Kitchen. But that's just
the kind of person | am: liking to love others.

8 p.m. Hurrah! A magic-of-Chrisgmas miracle. Danid just cdled 'Jonesh’ he durred. 'l love you,
Jonesh. | made tebble mishtake. Stupid Suki made of plastic. Breast point north a al times. | love
you, Jonesh. | comin' round to check how your skirts is' Danid. Gorgeous, messy, sexy, exciting,
hilarious Danidl.

Midnight. Humph. None of them turned up. Vile Richard changed his mind and came back to
Jude, as did Jerome, and Smon's girlfriend. It was just over-emationd Spirit-of-Chrissmas Past
making everyone wobbly about ex-partners. And Daniel! He rang up a 10 o'clock. ‘Listen, Bridge.
You know | dways watch the match on Saturday nights? Shdl | come round tomorrow before the
footbd|? Exciting? Wild? Hilarious? Huh.

1 am. Totdly done. Entire year has been falure.

5am. Oh, never bloody mind. Maybe Chrismas itself will not be awful. Maybe Mum and Dad
will emerge radiantly shag-drunk in the morning, holding hands shyly and saying, ‘Children, weve
got something to tdll you," and | could be a bridesmaid at the reaffirming of vows ceremony.

Sunday 24 December

9st 4., alcohol units | meadly glass of sherry, cigarettes 2 but no fun as out of window, calories 1
million, probably, number of warm festive thoughts 0.



Midnight. V. confused about what is and is not redity. There is a pillowcase a the bottom of my
bed which Mum put there a bedtime, cooing, 'Let's see if Santa comes' which is now full of
presents. Mum and Dad, who are separated and planning to divorce, are deegping in the same bed.
In sharp contrast, my brother and his girlfriend, who have been living together for four years, are
desping in separae rooms. The reason for al this is unclear, except that it may be to avoid
upsetting Granny who is &) insane and b) not here yet. The only thing that connects me to the redl
world is that once again | am humiliaingly spending Chrismas Eve done in my parents house in
a gngle bed. Maybe Dad is a this moment atempting to mount Mum. Ugh, ugh. No, no. Why did
brain think such thought?

Monday 25 December

9st 5. (oh God, have turned into Santa Claus, Christmas pudding or similar), alcohol units 2 (total
triumph),.cigarettes 3 (ditto), calories 2657 (almost entirely gravy), totally insane Christmas gifts
12, number of Christmas gifts with any point to them whatsoever 0, philosophical reflections on
the meaning of the Virgin Birth O, number of years since self was Virgin, hmmm.

Staggered downgtars hoping hair did not smel of fags to find Mum and Una exchanging politica
views while putting crosses in the end of sprouts.
'Oh yes, | think what's-his-nameisvery good.’

'Well, he is, | mean, he got through his what-do-you-mer-cdl-it clause that nobody thought he
would, didn't he?

'Ah, but then, you see, you've got to watch it because we could easily end up with a nutcase like
what-do-you-mer-cdl-him that used to be a communist. Do you know? The problem | find with
smoked salmon is that it repeats on me, especidly when I've had a lot of chocolate brazils. Oh,
hello, darling,” said Mum, noticing me. ‘Now, what are you going to put on for Chrissmas Day?

This' | muttered sulkily.

'Oh, don't be slly, Bridget, you can't wear that on Christmas Day. Now, are you going to come
into the lounge and say hdlo to Auntie Una and Unde Geoffrey before you change? she sad in
the specid bright, bresthy isn'teverything-super? voice that means, ‘Do what | say or I'l Magimix
your face.

'So, come on, then, Bridget! How's yer love lifel' quipped Geoffrey, giving me one of his
gpecia hugs, then going dl pink and adjusting his dacks.

'Fine'

'So you il haven't got achap. Durr! What are we going to do with you!'

'Isthat a chocolate biscuit? said Granny, looking straight at me.

'Stand up straight, darling,” hissed Mum.

Dear God, please hdp me. | want go home. | want my own life again. | don't fed like an adult, |
fed like ateenage boy who everyone's annoyed with.

'So what are you going to do about babies, Bridget? said Una.
'Oh look, a penis,’ sad Granny, holding up a giant tube of Smarties.

'Just going to change!' | said, smiling smarmily & Mum, rushed up to the bedroom, opened the
window and lit up a Silk Cut. Then | noticed Jami€'s head sicking out of window one floor below,
ds having fag. Two minutes later the bathroom window opened and an auburn-coiffed head
stuck out and lit up. It was bloody Mum.



12:30 p.m. Gift exchange was nightmare. Always overcompensate for bad presents, yeping with
delight, which means | get more and more horrid gifts each year. Thus Becca — who, when |
worked in publishing, gave me a worsening series of book-shaped clothes-brushes, shoehorns and
har ornaments — this year gave me a clapperboard fridge magnet. Una, for whom no household
task must reman ungadgeted, gave me a series of mini-spanners to fit different jar or bottle lids in
the kitchen. While my mum, who gives me presents to try and make my life more like hers, gave
me a do-cooker for one person: 'All you have to do is brown the meat before you go to work and
dick a bit of veg in.' (Has she any idea how hard it is some mornings to make a glass of water
without vomiting?)

'Oh look. It isn't apenis, it's a biscuit,’ said Granny.

'l think this gravy's going to need Seving, Pam,' caled Una, coming out of the kitchen holding a
pan.

Oh no. Not this. Please not this.

I don't think it will, dear,’ Mum said dready spitting murderoudy through clenched teeth. 'Have
you tried dirring it?

'Don't patronize me, Pam,” said Una, amiling dangeroudy. They circled each other like fighters.
This happens every year with the gravy. Mercifully there was a didraction: a greet crash and
scream as afigure burst through the French windows. Julio.

Everyone froze, and Unalet out a scream.

He was unshaven and clutching a bottle of sherry. He sumbled over to Dad and drew himsdf
up to hisfull height.

'Y ou deep with my woman.’

'‘Ah," replied Dad. 'Merry Christmas, er . . . Can | get you a sherry — ah, got one dready. Jolly
good. Mince pie?

'Y ou deep,’ said Julio dangeroudy, ‘with my woman.'

'Oh, he's 0 Latin, hahaha' said Mum coquettishly while everyone else gared in horror. Every
time I've met Julio he has been clean and coiffed beyond dl sense and carrying a gentleman's
handbag. Now he was wild, drunk, unkempt and, frankly, just the type I fill for. No wonder Mum
seemed more aroused than embarrassed.

"Julio, you naughty person,’ she cooed. Oh God. She was il in love with him.

'You deep,’ sad dulio, 'with him." He spat on the Chinese carpet and bounded upgtairs, pursued
by Mum, who trilled back at us, 'Could you carve, Daddy, please, and get everyone sitting down?

Nobody moved.

'OK, everybody, sad Dad, in a tense, serious, manly sort of voice. There is a dangerous
crimina upgtars usng Pam as a hostage!

'Oh, she didn't seem to mind, if you ask me' piped up Granny in a rare and most untimely
moment of clarity. 'Oh look, therés a biscuit in the dahlias!’

| looked out of the window and nearly jumped out of my skin. There was Mark Darcy dipping,
lithe as a whippersnapper, across the lawn and in through the French windows. He was swesting,
dirty, his hair was unkempt, his shirt unbuttoned. Ding-dong!

'Everyone keep completey Hill and quiet, as if everything is normd,’ he sad softly. We were dl
0 dunned, and he so thrillingly authoritative, that we darted doing as he sad as if hypnotized
zombies.

'Mark," | whispered as | waked past him with the gravy. 'What are you saying? There is no
normal.’



'I'm not sure whether Julio's violent. The police are outsde. If we can get your mum to come
downgtairs and leave him up there they can go in and get him.'
'OK. Leaveittome,' | said, and walked to the bottom of the gairs.
'Mum!' | yelled. 'l can't find any savory doailies!’
Everyone held their breath. There was no response.
"Try again,’ whispered Mark, looking a me admiringly.
'Get Una to take the gravy back into the kitchen,' | hissed. He did whet | sad, then gave me a
thumbs-up. | gave him athumbs-up back and cleared my throat.
'Mum? | shouted up the stars again. ‘Do you know where the Seve is? Unds a bit worried
about the gravy.’
Ten seconds later there was a pounding down the stairs and Mum burst in, looking flushed.
The savory doilies are in the savory doily holder on the wall, you glly willy. Now. What's Una
done with this gravy. Durr! We're going to have to use the Magimix!'
Even as she spoke there were footsteps running up the stairs and a scuffle broke out above us.
‘Julio!" shrieked Mum and started to run for the door.
The detective | recognized from the police station was standing in the living room doorway. "All
right, everyone, keep cam. It'sal under control,’ he said.
Mum let out a scream as Julio, handcuffed to a young policeman, gppeared in the hdlway and
was bundled out of the front door behind the detective.
| watched her as she collected herself and looked round the room, appraising the Stuation.
'Well, thank goodness | managed to cam Julio down,” she said galy after a pause. 'What a to
do! Areyou dl right, Daddy?
'Y our top — Mummy — isinsde out,’ said Dad.
| stared at the hideous scene, fedling as though my whole world was collgpsing around my ears.
Then | felt asrong hand on my arm.
'‘Come on,' said Mark Darcy.
'What? | said.
'Don't say 'what', Bridget, say 'pardon,’ hissed Mum.
'Mrs. Jones said Mark firmly. 'l am taking Bridget away to celebrate what is left of the Baby
Jesus birthday.'
| took abig breath and grasped Mark Darcy's proffered hand.
'Merry Christmas, everyone,' | said with agracious smile.
'l expect well seeyou al at the Turkey Curry Buffet.'

Thisiswhat happened next:

Mark Darcy took me to Hintlesham Hal for champagne and late Chrismas lunch, which was
v.g. Paticularly enjoyed freedom to pour gravy onto Chrigmas turkey for firgt time in life without
having to take ddes about it. Chrisgmas without Mum and Una was a strange and wonderful thing.
Was unexpectedly easy to tak to Mark Darcy, especially with Festive Julio Police Siege Scene to
dissect.

It turns out Mark has spent quite lot of time in Portugd over the last month, in manner of
heartwarming private detective. He told me he tracked Julio down to Funcha and found out quite
abit about where the funds were, but couldn't cgole, or thresten, Julio into returning anything.

‘Think he might now, though,' he sad, grinning. He's redly v. sweet, Mark Darcy, as well as
being rocky smart.

'How come he came back to England?



'Wdll, sorry to use acliché, but | discovered his Achilles hed .

'What?

'Don't say 'what, Bridget, say 'pardon,’ he said, and | giggled. 'l redized that, dthough your
mother is the most impossible woman in the world, Julio loves her. He redly loves her.’

Bloody Mum, | thought. How come she gets to be the irresstible sex goddess? Maybe | should
go to Color Me Beautiful after all.

'So what did you do? | said, stting on my hands to stop mysdf shouting "What about me? me?
Why doesn't anyone love me?'

'l smply told him that she was spending Christmas with your dad, and, I'm afraid, that they'd be
desping in the same bed. | just had a feding he was crazy enough, and stupid enough, to attempt
to, er, undermine those plans.’

'How did you know?

‘A hunch. It kind of goes with the job.' God, he's cool.

‘But it was s0 kind of you, taking time off work and everything. "Why did you bother doing all
this?

'Bridget,' he said. 'Isnt it rather obvious?

Oh my God.

When we got updtairs it turned out he had taken a suite. It was fantastic, v. posh and bloody
good fun and we played with dl the guest festures and had more champagne and he told me dl
this stuff about how he loved me the sort of suff, to be honest, Danid was dways coming out
with.

'Why didnt you ring me up before Chrigmas, then? | sad suspicioudy. 'I left you two
messages.’

'| didn't want to talk to you till I'd finished the job. And | didn't think you liked me much.’

"What?'.

'Well, you know. You stood me up because you were drying your hair? And the firg time | met
you | was wearing that stupid sweater and bumblebee socks from my aunt and behaved like a
complete clod. | thought you thought | was the mogt frightful tiff.

'Well, | did, abit,' | said, ‘But. . ."

‘But what. . . ?

'Don't you mean but pardon?

Then he took the champagne glass out of my hand, kissed me, and said, 'Right, Bridget Jones,
I'm going to give you pardon for,’ picked me up in his ams, caried me off into the bedroom
(which had a four-poster bed') and did dl manner of things which mean whenever | see a
diamond- patterned V-neck swesater in future, | am going to spontaneoudy combust with shame.

Tuesday 26 December

Have findly redized the secret of hgppiness with men, and it is with deep regret, rage and an
ovewhedming sense of defeat that | have to put it in the words of an aduteress, crimind's
accomplice and G-lig celebrity:

'Don't say ‘what,' say 'pardon,’ darling, and do as your mother tellsyou.'



January - December

A Summary



Alcohol units 3836 (poor)

Cigarettes 5277

Calories 11,090,265 (repulsive)

Fat units 3457 (approx.) (hideousidea in every way)
Weight gained 5st 21b

Weight lost 5st 3lb (excellent)

Correct lottery numbers 42 (v.g.)

Incorrect lottery numbers 387

Total Instants purchased 98

Total Instants winnings £110

Total Instants profit £12 (Yessss! Yessss! Have beaten system while supporting worthwhile causes
in manner of benefactor)

1471 calls (quite a lot)

Valentines 1 (v.g.)

Christmas cards 33 (v.g.)

Hangover-free days 114 (v.g.)

Boyfriends 2 (but one only for six days so far)
Nice boyfriends 1

Number of New Year's Resolutions kept 1 (v.g.)

An excellent year's progress.



