November 2003

30 November 2003 8:23 PM GMT 

That Which Should Not Be


I caught it stretching at 4am this morning. 
Wickedex came over, and after some coercion, she agreed to go into the hall and smite the spider. 


Where the chimping hell had it hidden those legs? 
See the size of its teeth? 
Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr. 

She left it playing amongst the wet russet leaves in the yard. She went out there barefoot. Madness.
I know it'll be back. See how one leg is reaching for me? 

29 November 2003 3:29 PM GMT 

Buy Silly Things


It's Buy Nothing day today. 
I really wanted to make my stand against the consumerism bukkake* that is Crissmuss, but I woke this morning with the devil dancing across my forehead, and forgot the damn thing. £442.90 pence. 
So far today, in reverse order, I've guiltily bought: 

A sugary feast: a litre of Vanilla Coke, 8 packets of crisps, a 12 pack of chocolate bars, a chocolate cheesecake, and a box of Belgian chocolates. If I'm not going to drink to excess, I'm damn well going to overdo it in whatever other arena I can. The come-down alone was worth it. Cat food, washing powder and AA batteries, too, because I'm a boring practical bastard ............ £15.00 
35 gallons of diesel fuel at the Jet garage in Leyton. No nibblies! How self-abnegating of me ....... £40.00
Two video tapes (and yet more Blockbuster's overdue fines) to watch at Duch's house, to put her off from making coal fires and telling me where to buy a flat .......... £8.00 
Two tickets to see Mourning Becomes Electra, a four hour shocker of a Freudian re-write of Euripides' Oresteia, at the National Theatre, despite having no idea whether jatb can make that date or not, and for the superficially acceptable reason that it's had amazing reviews, but the real underlying reason that it's all sexual frustration and Helen Mirren's cleavage .............. £68.00
A car insurance policy, after I defaulted payment on two policies, simultaneously, in the last week. I dunno how anyone can fuck up their finances as thoroughly as I can. I only need one - why did I have two? And it's illegal to even park the damn car without any, so given I was double-covered, how the hell could I forget to pay either of them? ......... £220.00
A copy of the Grauniad, after the local radio station told me how disgusting it was that they publicised magic mushroom shops on their front page, and which I donated to the over-hyped fashionable cafe I read it in .......... £1.10
Two fried eggs on toast with bacon, a coffee, and a squeezily squeezed orange juice in a trendy Isle of Dogs converted church cafe, where people sip cappucinos, wear their metrosexual weekend casualwear, work on their novels, smoke a lot, and eye each other up .........£7.00
A new central locking system, door repair, and brake light for the car that gets broken into four times a month ........ £80.00
A number 369 bus ticket from Barking to Creekmouth in Dagenham, from a flirty but aged bus driver ....... £0.70pee
A takeaway americano coffee from the Barking station Costa Coffee concession, where the nice old French lady who serves me is beginning to treat me like a local, but who hasn't yet noticed that I can tell when she mutters in French to the coffee machine monkey that the other customers are bitches ....... £1.40
A tube ticket to Barking, from an overcrowded machine, which made me drop all my coins (well, okay, it didn't make me - not unless the thing is possessed, which it might well be) at 1.71 Kilometre End tube station, where I waved at Kat, who was busy working the bothersome fools / public who stalk the barriers, and shivered at the big yellow police sign informing you it's a 'Local Crime Hotspot' (think I don't know that? Tonight's Mastermind Contestant: Bethnal Green Nick; Specialist Subject: Stating the Bleedin Obvious. Stop commissioning stupid yellow signs that some Hoxton pillock will one day make into Art, and go catch the fuckers who keep burgling my car, willya?) ............ £1.70

Things I haven't Bought:
A house
Any proper food 

[*tm Bitter Little Man] 

28 November 2003 10:52 PM GMT 

Spider


No, not the movie by Cronenberg (tagline: 'the only thing worse than losing your mind is finding it again'). 
It's this thing, which was lifeless on the ceiling of my hallway for five months. I made sure it was dead, by poking a cat up towards the ceiling, on the end of a pole, and shouting "eat it! eat the spider!" 
The cat meowed, as if to say "touch me again and I'll rip your fucking face open", so I assumed there was no nutritional value left within the insect's mildewed husk. 

Until.... one day last week, I glanced up to see it suspended eight inches down on a thread. I thought it had slipped the surly bonds of its mortal coil, and was hanging by a weakly tessellated arse thread (hair takes longer to decay, dunnit?), but the next day it was back in its death-spot eight feet up, on the ceiling. 
Now it descends only when I have a really bad, dark day. I get to the top of the stairs, shoot a haunted look upwards, mutter "the fuck you did", and shuffle past. But what is it? 
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life-size
What is it? 

Where did the other legs go? 

Is it dead? 

Why is it collecting ginger hairs? 

Why has it moved twice in seven months? 

Will the ginger hairs allow it to regenerate? 

27 November 2003 9:38 PM GMT 

A Year Ago


Yes, but I've become increasingly belligerent since giving up drinking. I started this week (my second week of abstemiousness) in the right spirit by emailing Looby "an you can fuck off an all", which was less than polite. Tonight I got home from Dagenham (had to take the car to be repaired after its fourth burglary in a month) - (clue to would-be burglars - first steal the car, THEN fiddle with the odometer. Trying to rig the mileage before you get the steering wheel lock off is silly) to find a relatively reasonable email from the Wickedex asking about potential buyers viewing the flat. The time she chose coincided with the next journey to Dagenham (it's made two hours longer each time by the witlessness of always picking the wrong train and ending up in Upminster without a ticket), so I replied with an ill-advised un-proofed torrent of invective about how my life is rubbish and it's all her fault. Still...
So, to cheer myself up before I open the letter from the car insurers (that I know is about defaulting on the payments), I thought I'd look back at the calendar, which passed its year mark this autumn. 
A year ago today, I was on strike. I recall watching Quincy and drinking coffee a lot. No picketing, because I disagreed politically with the strike, I was simply too lazy to not strike. My ears were probably still buzzing and slightly dulled after my first big stadium concert - the Foo Fighters at Wembley Arena, with a mate. (Wickedex had commented that I might as well start listening to Iron Maiden and refused to come.) The concert itself was technically, musically quite blah, as you could barely see the band. But the moral weight of a really large crowd simultaneously foot-stamping and chanting was scarythrilling, in the same way as that moment that the undercarriage lifts from the tarmac when a plane takes off, the plane banks steeply upwards, and you feel slightly pressed against your seat. Even as a calm fearless flyer, your palms grow a little moist clamminess.
The weekend after, I took the Eurostar for a night in Paris, to visit the lovely and talented Toulouse. Which is such a coincidence, just last night I booked tickets to go over there again. God, I must be predictable - Christmas ... Paris. Perhaps it looks better in the dark. Or more probably, I do. 

I remember it being much much colder than this year has been - I'd nearly frozen to death under two coats and a thick scarf at London Zoo with my family earlier, and had to stuff myself silly with cabbage products and vodka at a Russian tearoom in Primrose Hill after. (mmmmm..... I picked up a dreadful pierogi habit when I was in Poland, that always has me jonesing for cabbage and dumpling in winter.)
That fortnight, I'd also gone clubbing in Birmingham with a load of people I knew from years of talking crap online, and we'd gotten utterly trashed after ritualistically eating raw meat and vomit. Well, it smelled like vomit, anyway. 
I'd also driven 200 miles to Swindon and back in one evening, to see a Peter Kay show; the tickets had been for my sister's birthday, but it had turned out that she was the only one in the family who had no idea who Peter Kay is. I'd spotted my childhood English teacher in the row in front. He looked the same, except I wasn't this time sitting at crotch height, which weirdly figured in my teenage memories of him a lot. Wickedex didn't attend any of these things - oh except the Paris trip - and was away working in Yorkshire and Devon as usual for half the month. Hmmm, foreshadowing? 

Not totally, we'd just come back from a holiday driving around Switzerland. We drove from the Alps (that's the Eiger behind me), to a sunny vineyard on the banks of Lake Geneve in the Valais, to a cheese infested dairy farm in the Emmental, having started off in a cloud. 
The gigantic muffling grey groggy cloud was the reason I'd wanted to go to Switzerland - the (politically despised) Millennium Expo there was in its final weekend, and I wanted to visit one particular exhibit at Yverdon-les-Bains - a man-made cloud in the middle of a lake, centred around a pier. It was fantastic - everything you imagine when you stare out along the wing of the plane and look down at a cloud carpet. Most of all, I loved saying to people at work that I was going to Switzerland to sit in a cloud. 
It was wet, white, steamy, cold, tasty, quiet (just a steady small hissing sound), and every twenty minutes they purposely let the cloud drop, so it would disperse and you'd see the contrast of a sunny clear lakeside, before the cloud would re-form. Gorgeous. A lake-wide rebirthing tank, almost. 

Any parallels? I was keeping busy. Perhaps there's a lesson there. 

26 November 2003 6:16 PM GMT 

narrow squeak


What's the definition of a narrow squeak? A thin mouse.
Groan. 

Today could have been terrible - three late nights, despite sleeping pills that punish you for late nights by making you feel godawful (a pavlovian approach that feels puritan enough to work for me); having to lead a shitty five hour training session which turned into five hours of me arguing with everyone, then saying "I'm sorry you feel like that; nevertheless, you're all going to do it my way."
Plus I can tell the next bit of Verbal from the bosslady is coming for taking too much time off this year. It's still bloody raining. It's cold and dark all the time. It had all started so despondently, the day looked reassuringly foreboding and hopeless. 

Yet, traipsing out of the house this morning, I suddenly realised how great it is to be alive: 




I dunno if you can see it very well, but the red car seven yards in front of the major natural disaster is mine. The large black spindly stripe of divine retribution across the centre is the three storey high tree that was outside my bedroom window. It didn't uproot - it snapped at the base. It's at least two feet in diameter, as the owners of those cars found to their horror. Those branches punctured directly through the roof and the seats below.
Poor old Woman Opposite had no insurance to cover it, and had just done a grand's worth of repairs to her car. It was all I could do not to grin in her face. I offered her some platitudes about how it could be worse, she could have been sat in it, and thanked my lucky stars.
I heard nothing all night. Blimey, but those sleeping pills must be strong. 

25 November 2003 6:32 PM GMT 

DisOrganised


Dammit, dammit, DAMMIT. 
I just cooked a 'serious' meal (vegetables, and everything), then realised I said I'd go see Kinky in Old Kent Road in an hour's time. He's cooking, too. God dammit. I ate a real lunch and a real breakfast, too. Now I'll eat two real evening meals (Kinky cooks really nice stuff) and probably hurl on the way home. 
And I did three hours of overtime, trying to get ready the two or three hours of training I have to deliver to grumpy fractious misbehaving adults tomorrow, then forgot to find or copy the list of what I want them to do. 
I forgot to sign a cheque for the electricity bill a month ago, and still haven't sent it back. I owe four people return phone calls.
I tried to switch bank account on my car insurance, and ended up cancelling both debits by mistake. 
And now there's no time to blog what I was going to blog.
I just ate a hundredweight of grapes. That'll make me feel better, nuh?
Dammit. 

Later on - Much Later

Ooopsy, I realised I hadn't seen Kinky for at least two years. Last Monday, I met Jogger for an hour on her way back to York, and realised I hadn't seen her for three years, which is a downright shame.
Kinky fed me delicious things - duck crispy pancakes, ice cream with M&Ms and Revels thrown in. I didn't vom, but I am one fat pudgy Vanessa, now - four meals in one day beats the usual round of toast by miles.
I was surprised that Walworth is only thirty minutes from here. I should really call round more often, especially as Kinky, like K, is another of those terribly wise people who says things that make you think about things all the time. He went through a much messier more traumatising break-up than mine three years ago, and we discussed it tonight. It was weird to hear the fine detail of things I only knew about remotely at the time they happened (he was in the States then). He had all the friends who don't call because they don't know what to say, the fear that too many choices will be immobilisingly scary, the wanting not to make the same emotional mistakes again, and again. 
His verdict was not to keep wishing your life ahead to 'when everything will be all right again', but just to experience things as they are now. Maybe looking for somewhere to live will actually be interesting. Maybe I could enjoy it.
He also helped me look through the maps and flat adverts pile, to decide what area of London to live. And in the rain, in the dark, in a speeding car, even Bermondsey didn't look too bad.
24 November 2003 11:08 PM GMT 

Cancel Crissmuss, Please


I've been trying to write distant, objective, non-toomuchinformation blog for a long dull week now, while my sleep average racked back up to near normal, and while I came to grips with stage one in the latest challenge. For someone who didn't percieve themselves as drinking very much at all, it was a bit of a shock when my doctor told me to stop. After splitting up with Wickedex I was drinking about three, maybe four bottles a week of wine in total (and that's including nearly every weekend out on the piss). The week before last (the waking up with head in the cat litter week), it went up to seven bottles. The doc helpfully pointed out that what with all the other stuff going on at the moment (oooh, being poor, getting dumped, having nowhere to live, and all - that sort of thing), perhaps this was putting an unreasonable strain on myself. And on my sense of reality. When I 'fessed up about the seven bottles he shouted 'oh my god! you are killing yourself! do you want to lose your job?!' in that typically vague, calming Sri Lankan tone of understatement that he has.
So last Monday, I decided to give up the booze. 
This precipitated a fearsome bout of hysteria that ended with me puking up a KFC dinner outside the Edward Lear Hotel in Marble Arch at midnight. But let's not get into that. (If that's your hotel, I apologise. It tasted really minging, you know.)
He told me to stay dry for two months. My conversations with everyone for the past week have thusly reiterated: 'Two months! Two months! Christ! That includes Crisssmusss....... New Year! I'm going to be LITERALLY Bored to Death. Ah shit oh shit oh shit' ... you get the idea. A Crissmuss without even a tot of Bailey's? Jebus wept, it'll be one long round of Ken Dodd on telly, inedible stodge, and slitting my wrists.
Turns out he was letting me down gently - tonight he revised his prognosis to 'a minimum of six months. And then some!' Fuck. 
I thought about throwing away all the alcohol in the house. Then I didn't.
It was like losing a mate, somehow. People would ring up and invite me out. 'Wait. I can't drink.'
Ah.
I brightened up a bit when I realised it also meant I could drive - no more £70 taxis from improbable places for me or any of my mates. But that only ever happened when we were bladdered anyway. 
Cripes, maybe I'll be so bored I'll be giving lifts back to Brighton, or York?
Hurrah for the steadfast true friends who responded with 'okay, you're coming here at Crissmuss then.' Or alternatively, 'You won't mind if I get bleeding trollied though, will you?'
As I said the other day, HarvardBoy recommended leaping back in the dating scene. Quite apart from the ridiculousness of the casual sex suggestion, the idea of meeting unknown dykes without some dutch courage terrifies me.
Hey, I'm not a weed - I spent half the summer going out and making mates out of women I barely knew, and who terrified. I was rimmed to the eyeballs every time. I've never *seen* the dyke scene work without copious quantities of drugs AND alcohol.
So that's it, I'm reduced to quietly wondering if exes of exes will go for a mercy fuck, till next July. Aargh. 

I had once tried to cut down on the daily glass or five of wine before - I was on the only diet I've ever done, and had lost two stone, then 'plateaued'. If I dropped down by one glass per day, then my calorific intake would reduce to that of Starvin Marvin, and my body would be shocked into losing the rest of the blubber I needed to shed at the time.
Trying to drink just one less glass per day had unbelievably disastrous consequences. After four months of regimented rabbit food, suddenly I had the self control of a puppy in a field of ADHD gerbils. I would gorge on two or three tubs of ice cream a day, usually interspersed with whiskey and jaffa cakes, before a nightly pizza snack.
Trying to analyse - through the crumbs, choc ices, and smears of cream - what was going wrong, I realised that I was able to cut my food intake by maintaining focus on the goal (losing weight), but if I tried to drop the alcohol intake, I automatically felt I was *denying* myself something. And all the normal barriers dropped in defiance of the injustice of it all.
I started back on the glass of wine a day, and *poof* (fnarr fnarr), the diet became easy peasy once more. 

This Thursday my efforts to eat vegetables or at least one meal every other day toppled to the ground, and I ate fifty seven cream cakes instead. Jeez. At this rate, I'd be alcohol-free but thirty stone heavier by next summer.
The weekend was the worst. I knew I'd be shattered on Friday night. Shattered, cold, menstrual, worried about money. I thought maybe taking up teev again would help - possibly with the help of a blanket and some wintry elaborately prepared tasty dishes. No such luck - Children in Need, (a godawful UK annual telethon) was on. No way was I switching that crap on and watching people pretend to be happy when *they* were okay, they're in the meeja and are all quite patently Charlied up to their eyeballs. Anyone over the age of 14 shouldn't have to endure that sober.
The alternative was a long bath with a book. 
But.Not.With.Wine.
Or sleeping. (But drink-induced coma is a fun way of sleeping!) 
But.Not.With.Wine. (awwwww...)
I ended up making excuses to open the fridge door just so I could see the light glint as it refracted through the fucking bottle. 

Saturday I went out with yidaho. Being a good-natured sort, she agreed to go to a comedy club, with food, and then clubbing after. All of which are Things To Do that use up your mouth or your hands so you're not drinking. I drove, so I'd have to stay sober.
The comedy was great, and the evening was fun. But I knew the point where everyone is too pissed to dance straight was coming. The point where the real comedy starts, during bar five of 'YMCA'. The point where it doesn't really matter how shit the talent or the music is, cos you've drunk so much that you suddenly think doing the conga with midgets is hilarious. 
I knew straight clubs were godawful, but bloody hell - a straight club full of stag parties - older men stag parties - on the night of the England Rugby win, when you've drunk nothing but mineral water is a sight to behold. The only thing that kept me from stabbing them with my chicken kebab skewer is that I, at least, didn't have to see the pigeon-toed rhythm-deficient torpid old wankers naked.
I rewarded my self with large amounts of chocolate eclair toffees and coffee, and got home around 6am.
For society's sake, and in the total absence of any medical hangover requirement, I spent the entire next day in bed. All twenty four hours of it. That'll stop me from downing the four quarts of gin in the cupboard, oh aye. 

Strangely, it's made all the other things I have to do - pick up the phone when it rings, get up and go to work in the mornings, open the mail, restrain urges to stab memebers of the public, sell the house, communicate civilly with Wickedex without screaming - even harder. 
The most alarming thing is that there's no excuses left for me; if I'm boring, it's me who's boring, not the Drunk. If I'm stupid. If I'm annoying or rude - no hiding behind anything and blaming it apologetically the next day. (My Telling People to Go Fuck Themselves Quotient has risen massively within that one week.) If I'm too crap to get out of bed that day, it's not a hangover. It's me. I'm crap.
I'm surprised that the Doc was right, and this is actually already a difficult habit to break. 
Presumably, he was also right, then, that given the circumstances, it was going to get worse. 
It's scary to lose my crutch, though. Real scary. 
It's unadulterated me, for weeks and weeks and weeks and fucking boring bloody weeks and fucking fucking weeks of it. It feels like someone's died. Like the interesting part of me has left. They say the devil has all the best tunes, but I've got enough stupid racy stories to tell - I don't need to down some more of them.
And that bottle's still in the cupboard. 

23 November 2003 2:13 PM GMT 

City


It's been raining for seventy two hours in London. Daylight pitches into darkness by four o'clock. The tree outside my window - the huge screening tree that obviates the need for curtains - is bare. 
"Bare ruined choirs". Do I notice this. Do I buggery. 
Last night, preparing to go out, I'm dancing my little heart out in my strapless bra and knickers while drying my hair in the kitchen. I glance over at the big window. Without a leafy screen, I look directly into the startled eyes of Bloke Opposite, all too obviously dancing his little heart out while ironing in his blue underpants.
Aw.
My eyes snap back down, shifty, horrified, and I crab-walk out of there. 

22 November 2003 4:26 PM GMT 

Precis


One of the things I have to do as part of my |genericjob| at the moment is to ruthlessly, unemotionally whittle great works of literature down into four easily digestible scenes. 
Frankenstein - creation, Felix's cottage, meeting in caves of ice, storm at the Pole.
Great Expectations - the marshes, Gargery kitchen, Havisham, Wemmick.
Romeo and Juliet - initial fight, party scene, second fight, Juliet weeps. 

Bish bash bosh. There's yer 'eritage, roight, missus? 

It's a mockery of an affrontery of a shambles of a sham, to be sure, but once you've done it a few times, it's tempting to apply the same callous process to the books you're reading -- which breeds an impatience.
Do I really have to wade through the narrator's first few years in Haiti while reading The Comedians? Surely it's better to skip from the Ton Ton Macoute killing in the pool straight to the Comtesse's death scene? 

In a more innocent, historic age, I used to daydream about how awful it might be to write film scripts for Merchant Ivory and spend your days butchering whole passages of slow, meandering, precious explanation; but now I merely wonder if the trick would work on a real life - can you precis your memories in as brutal a fashion? 
Think not? Bet your grandmother can. "A sickly child. Pigeon-toed. Moved to That London. Never as bright as Our Derek." 
Looking forward to that family crissmuss lunch muchly, now, eh?

22 November 2003 4:05 PM GMT 

The Gay Divorcee


Phone call from Hamburg the other night; HarvardBoy rang and was deeply supportive. (weird, his ex, Kinky, also emailed me at almost exactly the same time; I have sad memories of going with H-boy up to Wales to sort through their combined belongings in Kinky's dad's attic years ago, when they split - all that piteous wrangling stuff about who gets the nice cushions...) 
He recommended mercenary focus on getting money from Wickedex rather than trying to understand her motives. He also insisted I'd feel much better if I started going out frequently and having much casual sex.
Sigh. Casual sex. Lesbians don't do casual sex. Lesbians move in on the third date, then do the Lesbian Merge on the fourth. Casual. The very idea.
Sometimes I think lesbians and gay men will never understand each other.
21 November 2003 7:12 PM GMT 

Fatigue


Medicated dreaming.
This is new. 
Last night I discovered that only a really bloody stupid moron would take pills to make them sleep, then force themselves to stay awake till two o'clock, working and writing, long epistolary discussions about how reality sometimes seems like a set of russian dolls. 

This morning fell on my head like a bloody sledgehammer. Ten minutes groaning on the side of the bath. Moving like a moth through cement. If time at six o'clock normally passes thus:
oh.
My morning slowed right down to:
o.o.o.o.o.o.
o.o.h.h.h.h.h.h.
h.h.
Concussed. 
Still, it renders you usefully placid with the general public. An average meaninglessly confrontational exchange with a stranger at the |genericjob| became:
he: "What the FUCK are you looking at?"
me: Easy. Big, dr-e-a-m-y smile, and walk away. 

Got home at half-four (ray! nearly still daylight), and didn't even make it as far as the bedroom. I think I'd tried to stagger the one foot from the door to the bathroom before I spied the forbidden bliss, the spare bed, calling to me. 

I came to (two claws in my scalp and one wet muzzle shoved in my eye, thanks for asking) around two hours later, sprawled over the spare bed, still muffled in my winter coat, eiderdown dragged over me. Hair an interesting new flavour of damp curl. Groggily groggily. 

And now it's time for the next pill. 

20 November 2003 8:54 PM GMT 

How to Be a Cat

Yes, I am that sad piss-stained woman who ends up envying the cat. 
1am: Sniff the air, repeatedly, like a Bisto kid. Do nothing. 

2am: Abruptly scramble and plunge around the flat, sounding the drumming thunk of 18 paws, rotating on an axle. 

3am: Chase other, evil, cat across the Vanessa's pillow. Do not fear to tread on face.
Dive under the duvet and try to nestle against a hot rump. If the Vanessa farts, claw her viciously. 

3.30am: Try to find warmth and succour atop duvet for Phase One of Seventeen Hour Sleepathon. The archetypal arrangment will force the Vanessa's limbs into contorted circular shapes that afford fortress-like protection from enemies.
Other, evil, cat looks at you funny. Fight her. 

4am: Cold will force you into an interim alliance with other, evil, cat. Dismiss your differences through ritual headlocks, bum-sniffing and grooming until able to comprise a Large Cat Puddle, of two to three feet in diameter. 
Wake the Vanessa through vigorous over-grooming. 

5am: Patrol the house. Wail piteously at exterior door - it may spontaneously open? Time for the Noisy Scratching Poo. 

5.30am: Claw holes in the centre skull of the Vanessa. Try to find areas not already encrusted from yesterday. 

6am: Other, evil, cat should join forces in unholy alliance, and support the cause by placing a wet muzzle against the Vanessa's lips; if fruitless, replace with rear end.
Become overwhelmed with curiosity as to what exactly other, evil, cat's rear end smells of. 
Investigate. 

6.15am: Demand profusion of Cat Pats.
Become wildly over-stimulated and develop twisty purring frenzy. Tail should bush out tempestuously, keeping other, evil, cat at bay.
If other, evil cat receives pats, hiss balefully. Time for the Stinking Scratchy Poo. 

7am: Stare reproachfully from the Vanessa to the food bowl, to the Vanessa, to the cat litter, to the Vanessa, to the cat toy, to the Vanessa, to the door, until all targets meet your satisfaction.
Studiously and meaningfully aim to visualise tinned cat food. Biscuits are unacceptable. Should Biscuits occur, stalk away with nose in the air. 

7.15am: Seventeen hours of slumber await. Break at ten to scrutinise local birds and make a chattering noise. 

Apologies to Alex's Diary... 

19 November 2003 3:39 PM GMT 

ignis fatuus


I haven't been posting very much since the weekend, have I? It's difficult to fit it all in, what with my twelve or thirteen hours a day of sleep. I visited a doc and asked about the 'insomnia' (ie, not bothering to go to bed, more than not wanting to go to bed). 
Voila! From a two hours a night girl, now I sleep all the time.
On the upside, I do look about five years younger suddenly. On the weird side, I dream more often than I actually do anything. So currently, I'm either looking at houses I might buy, listening to the mutant ten foot squirrels in the attic (they were moving their sideboard to the other side of the nest this morning, by the sound of it), or I'm dreaming about being trapped in the houses I just looked at. 
I've been trying to look at weird places to live only, reasoning that the fact I don't require an over-bleached hypoallergenic kitchen or a sodding yellow-ducky-covered baby-room makes me a more powerful buyer.
Yesterday I looked at this one place, and it had a converted attic. Not tall enough to stand in, but it had been made into a living space all the same, with a scary fifteen foot shaky ladder to get there. The building itself was very old and tall, and the upper levels of the place had to fit inside a very gothic exterior - turrets and things, you know? 
Therefore its attic was in the shape of a three branched cross, and sloping ceilings tipped and careened off dramatically on each branch of the crucible. Yes, like a crypt would do.
The flat downstairs had been cluttered by animal effigies made out of dried twigs tied together, and the owner seemed to have a predilection for adding beds in odd places - notably on suspended platforms one foot from the ceiling in each room. (But there's no accounting for taste, and I'm sure my own liking for late fifties decor isn't to everybody's fancy, either.)
The crypt - sorry, attic - was painted a deep blood red, lit by a single dicoloured light bulb near the trap door. On branch right of the triptych, a mini computer hole - weird. Remember, there's not enough room to do more than crouch or crawl up here. (That's exactly how I'd assume most people experience the net - immured in a murky chthonic hellhole in an overly religious unlit attic.)
Branch left of the triptych, loads of junk, a few signs of mice. 
Normal. 
The third arm of the triptych was an altar. With a bed on it. 
I've lived (a whole decade ago) with priests and monks. I'm already accustomed to secret rooms beneath the wainscoting that conceal furtive altars (usually of a variant religion to the one that's meant to be practised).
This wasn't any Christian altar. It wasn't any of the big seven religions. Suddenly the nearness of the Meridian Line, the striking views of the park and the Thames, but particularly all those home-lashed twig stags that littered the hallway seemed to have a deeper meaning. 

For twelve hour's dreamtime last night I lived in a blind phantasm of that house, in that sinister garret room. 
All I shall say is that my shabbytat furniture didn't match. 

18 November 2003 2:21 PM GMT 

back to the crucial issues of life


I apologise for trivialising your day, but I've been temporarily stunned that there are people out there who Do Not See It My Way. Paralysed by a sense of horror that there could be others out there this misguided, I have to turn to you, the indolent public of cyberspace for authority. 
Which of these slices of toast has been toasted to the correct degree? 
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Postscript: Pop Quiz is over. 

You all failed. I lost all my faith in humanity, now. 
Click here for the TRUE answer, and pray to scourge your tawdry cynical souls. 
You're not worthy of the holy bread products. 

17 November 2003 3:32 PM GMT 

Mrs Rochester


Something is alive in my attic space. The thumping, banging and knocking just gets louder. Particularly when it's windy, quiet, or I'm watching a late night horror movie.
I am definitely too scared to go and look.
Please please please let it be an animal ... or a trapped bird ... and not an outward manifestation of all my earthly sins or something.
Just a thought.
17 November 2003 9:23 AM GMT 

F*ck Everything


Fuck sparrows. 
I spent half the weekend sticking up bird feeders. The tree outside my window looks like a Crimble tree full of waxy seedy crap in wire hangers. And where are the fucking birds? Fucking ingrates.
My cats are bored - those birds are failing in a duty of care to provide entertainment. 

Fuck milk. 

You don't eat the stupid porridgey-cereal, it takes too long to get through the pint, the stupid fucking milk goes off. And.... black coffee. Urgh. Even the good honey is gone. 

Fuck not sleeping. 

Three hours kip means I couldn't go to work today. Okay, you weaselling quisling bastards, I could have gone to work, but I'd have killed someone on the twelve mile drive to work, and then you'd all have been down on me about it. Oh yes.
Decided this at six. Faxed everything required into work at seven. Had to sit about waiting for doctor's surgery to open at nine. Fuck them, I preferred the routine where I totally fail to get a doctor's note, but actually caught up on my sleeping. 

Fuck the landlord at the local hostelry. 

I've been going there for five years, and without exception, each visit he invites me to consider moving into this area because it's so friendly, local and welcoming, and all the neighbours know each other. 

Fuck doctors. 

Just when you adapt to their new take-no-prisoners approach to denying all patients an appointment, they fuck it all up by giving you one. At a convenient time. Bastards! I took the day off to argue with you! 

Fuck vegetables. 

Alright, I have tried to eat one relatively normal meal at least every second or third day. And you know what? The sparsity of the experiment renders the result clear sharp and lucid: vegetables make you fart like a wildebeest. Fuck that. 

Fuck the crunch in my neck when I swivel. 

Sometimes it's satisfying. Sometimes it encourages you to enjoy a stretch. 
Sometimes you just want to snap the fucker. 

Fuck Monday. 

Just fuck Monday. Jeez, do I need a reason? 
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[AOL] "your fuck." [/AOL]
Well at least I can spell, you moronic Quizilla clagnut. 

What swear word are you?
brought to you by Fucking Quizilla, who else?
Edit this Post | Delete this Post 
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Apparently I planned it all


This is the latest theory of Wickedex and her friends. That I masterminded breaking up with her, and had been planning it for months.
Here, then, is a visualisation of my meisterwerk - The Grand Plan to do the moneygrubbing larcenous icy cow out of her rightful fortune: 
Stage 1 - Easter 
Temporarily split up with Wickedex, have nervous breakdown, nearly lose job.
Forward thinking: minus 40 points.
Grand strategy score: minus 10. 

Stage 2 - Spring 
Pull life together, lose two weeks' wages after not turning up to the |genericjob| - it interrupted my nervous breakdown schedule. Regain sanity. Use up a year's promotion pay to fund Wickedex's ten week holiday in Australia as an early birthday gift. Receive a fake birthday present in my turn that ends up costing me sixty pounds, because she forgot to get me anything.
Approach whole Oz trip thing with trepidation as Wickedex morphs into Scrooge. "Why the hell are you buying that shampoo?! Don't you know I have a trip to Australia to save up for?"
Reason for paying for her trip: wanted her to stop being with me out of habit. Wanted her to be with me out of choice. Had intended to pay another eight hundred pounds to join her there for part of the trip - until I crash the car. Wickedex refuses to pay any money towards replacing it. "Don't you know I have a trip to Australia to save up for?" New car costs £5K. Lambasted for being jealous of her trip. Fuck me. I don't want to go to Australia. I can get racism in Bermondsey, mate.
Forward thinking: minus 20 points.
It could be that I faked the car crash as a convenient excuse. From the grassy knoll.
Grand strategy score: minus 30.
Hitler would have been too poor to annexe Austria at this rate. 

Stage 3 - Summer 
Spend a summer blogging, overheated, immobile, and being fairly drowned in tedium.
Wickedex effervesces with lengthy descriptive emails while alone in New Zealand, but once back in Sydney has more important things to do than email me. Gets annoyed that I invited round four friends she doesn't like. How dare I forget the rules about not mentioning my friends, etc.
Doesn't telephone as it would "cost too much money". 
Have to spend time convincing people that although the blog may sound action packed, leaving the house once every fortnight doesn't actually constitute a giddy social whirl.
Everyone I know tells me to stop whingeing on about missing her. The frostiness penetrates even my thick skull though, and when people set dates for late September, I begin my reply, "it depends if I get dumped or not..." (no unregistered friends rule, remember?)
Forward thinking: 40 points.
Good choice not to blog the seventeen all-night lesbian orgies. Then my lies and deceit would have become transparent. And - aha! I mentioned "dumped"! Could it have been any clearer what I was up to? 
Grand strategy score: minus 10.
Weak. 

Stage 4 - early Autumn 
Wickedex returns. Is furious that I didn't skip work to collect her from the airport 25 miles away, and that the freeholder changed the lock on the front door. Everything I say is wrong; if I speak, eyes are rolled, if I enter a room, she clucks her tongue. Apparently jet lag makes one do this. Privately, I resolve that if this continues for more than a fortnight (jet lag's supposed to be over in 48 hours, isn't it?) then we probably need to split.
Wickedex gazumps me. She dumps me within six days flat. I am told how cruelly ignorant I am of the sheer pressure of doing a temp job for three months. (Those three years I temped to fund my travelling do not count.)
Tiny flat seems smaller. Two people who are supposed to loathe each other, suddenly. Not good.
Forward thinking: 20 points.
Aha! Clear, crystal evidence that I planned it - had the date set all along. [This is not at all comparable to pretending that jet lag makes you bitchy for weeks on end.] 
Grand strategy score: minus 20.
Shoulda thought about the somewhere to live option . . . 

Stage 5 - late Autumn 
Not wanting to be homeless, I agree to buy the jointly owned flat we live in. Ooops. Worst point in the market to do so - prices are high. Wickedex sets the price at well over £200,000. Easily five times my salary. At which point I wig out, and demand she leaves. She does so.
Spend large amounts of time ill. Overcome previous problems with opening mail or using the phone. Manage to find a fool who will lend me that sort of money, and a willing victim to rent a room from me. Still, it's pretty near the breadline; will have no disposable income ever again (working for local councils catches few big raises). Wickedex posits getting back together again. I refuse.
Despite the fact that she dumped me, everyone I know is under the remarkably coincidental impression that I've made her homeless, jobless and penniless, and that her life is ruined.
Forward thinking: 50 points.
It's so pleasant, here in her flat, surrounded by all her things, knowing that every weekend she's going to turn up and smash things at random. I don't need holidays or clothes, surely. All has turned out beautifully. 
Grand strategy score: 50.
Patently, I'm making a bundle out of the poor woman. 

Stage 6 - Winter 
She demands I pay her half of the mortgage. I refuse. Wickedex will not countenance a lodger in "her" property. When I offer to reimburse half her current rent once the flat is sold, am instructed to pay half her rent now. Not sure what that means, as she's living rent free and bill free with my friends. Wickedex protests how poor she is. I point out that I know full well she has enough cash on hand to pay a deposit and two month's rent right away. Saying this out loud is construed as a Very Very Bad Thing. Must not contradict the doctrine that She Is The Victim Here.
I give up, and agree to sell. The Wickedex Moneymaking Machine moves into action, and the place is besieged by moneygrubbingbastard agents. Who say it's overpriced. They suggest dropping the price to £220,000 for the one and a half bedroom flat.
I offer to move out and let her live here. Things in the flat keep breaking. She's here when I'm not, and things are moved; yesterday I came home to a definite instinct that she'd been in my bed.
I point out that I could afford the flat myself, if the price drops. "Well, you think about that." Am unable to stop crying and the lack of a lockable door is sending me mad. Am told by a third party that I planned this all along.
Forward thinking: minus 20 points.
Should have thought about the going mad part back when you planned the whole 'Steal Wickedex's Earthly Fortune' campaign, back in January. 
Grand strategy score: 150.
I'm not sure how. 

So there you have it. How to make yourself homeless, turn all your friends against you, and send yourself mad, in six easy months.
Fergawdssakes, I planned it ... ? A mongoloid chimp could have planned better than that. 
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crying, eating, walking, speaking ...


Conversation last week with Wickedex:
"Did you smash my new camera?"
"The cat did it."
"Oh. Did you go a bit mentallist, then?"
"Believe me, you've never even seen mentallist."
"oh. I don't want to see it, really."
"Really. You haven't a clue how mentallist I can be."
"I'm no longer under any obligation to see you being mentallist, though. I can do without it."
"Oh. I guess." 
***

Why the hell did I wear stilettos? It just draws attention to the fact I haven't ironed my suit. Without glasses, there's not even a reason to visualise freakish sex.
I hate when short guys turn away as you approach. As if - if they can't see you, then no-one can see that they're short. They could just start muttering and shaking / twitching, instead - it's no less clear that they have a problem. I never had a problem dating blokes shorter than me as a teenager - I find it odd that grown men - men who are short every single day - can't get over themselves on this one. 

***

I need to eat more. I think I ate rawish steak last night, but most of the evening is a total blank, so I can't be sure. But I do have a trace memory of sitting on the bus home and realising my legs had the look of a pipe-cleaner woman. Besides, if I eat more, I might not end up crying so much. You never know. 

***

Footnote about crying all the time: 
Perhaps it's hormonal. It doesn't feel any worse than not crying, and I'm certainly no more upset than when I'm not crying. It just sort of comes out. 
Usually I'm pretty circumspect about that sort of thing. If someone cries in front of me, it's a shortcut way to get me to be nasty to them, because I automatically assume it's an attempt at emotional manipulation. It's a little galling to keep being the damp over-emotional person myself. 
Helpfully, the |genericjob| is engrossing and interesting enough to take my mind off it. Also, I find very very loud singing can prevent it (useful when driving - I'm sure crying before an accident would invalidate the insurance.) Might be frowned on upon the tube, though. 

Strange how I have no such self consciousness about vomiting on the tube though.
Having lived in central London through all of a particularly wild twenties, I estimate I've splash-backed on about sixty to seventy perfect strangers. Tube etiquette being what it is (the madder anyone behaves, the more fixedly one stares at a safe spot behind their head), not a one of them complained. Four have even offered medical assistance. Bless. They don't do that when you're crying. 

But anyway - the crying references - I'm not blogging them for piteousness, or as another bloody way to mope. It's just something that's happening.
Do feel free to take the piss. 
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Barely Ever Asked* Questions


Why do I have to smash my mobile so bloody often that it has to be wrapped in clingfilm? 
Why can't I get through a five hour stretch without crying? 

Why is losing your home so fucking personal? It's not the possessions. Might not even be the place. It's the door. Why does that have to be so fucking important to me that I can't function without it? 

Why do we have to tolerate all our old friends' foibles and idiosyncrasies, just because they're our circle of friends? Why do old groups of pals keep acting like we're out of a Richard Curtis movie script, where we all swear and wisecrack continuously, but nobody says anything important? 

Why can't she apologise? 

Why is music so powerful? It's like a torture and a retreat at the same time. 

Why do I spend my time deadening things? What's wrong with experiencing what you feel? 

(*probably because it makes for a shit, whiney blog) 
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restoring order


Woke up at six today, to the sound of an alarm clock further away than it should have been. Realised I was curled in the hallway around a sleeping cat, head all but in the litter tray. No memory, but location alone indicates I must have come in, shut the door, slid down it crying and stayed that way. 
So all told, I think I've done relatively well to get up at eleven, cancel appointments, open a week's mail, fix the bog, wash up, tidy up the flat so the Wickedex (for she is no longer a DH, oh no, not even an ex-DH, and transitional though Wickedex may be as a name, it's what four hour crying jags caused by her larceny deserve. Give me some credit, I didn't call her Shylock) could show the moneygrubbinglyingbastardagents the place at three, when I will thankfully be absent, and buying frilly knickers in Selfridges. I'm sure to be told again how selfish and lazy I am, but I couldn't care less. She wants her top price, she can tidy for it. 

Last night I went to a "banging" bar to meet fmc and her new beau, Swansea. He coped admirably when I began to call him by the name of a previous boyf of hers, and I think was only feigning tears when fmc also picked up the habit (accidental, surely, he's much nicer than the fat boring blimp he replaced). Several bottles of loonyjuice later, even Swansea was accidentally calling himself Simon. He paid for the privilege of this abuse by coughing up for the whole meal. 
That's what I call a good sport. 
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Dwelling on Freakishness


Blogging on the tube -- cripes, I hope no-one reads over my shoulder. 
Was ranking people on the platform by height and width. I do this whenever I'm wearing stilettos. Heels tip me just over six feet tall, so I tend to amuse myself by crowing about the fact; stalking about the place trying deliberately to clatter past short people.
(Politically correct is 'petite' is it not? Petite makes me think of Sindy-size. If I were below five foot, frankly I'd prefer to be 'stunted' than 'petite'.) 

It struck me that whenever I see a tall good-looking bloke and a short woman, I can't help but imagine sexual congress occurring between the two. 
Similarly, walking past really really short but foxy chicks. It's quite an involuntary reaction to try to judge their lofty bearing against the height of my minge. It's a little like the reflex response when you see a really stereotypically introverted minging person, you always imagine snogging them.
Go on, try to contradict me - you know it's true. The more Elephant Man the features, the more 'trapped in a prison of my unreal skin' their haunted eyes look, the more the sudden mental snoggage occurs. 

Might explain why I've not taken that hot Luis Guzman DVD back to the shop yet, then. 
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I know you are reading this poem 
late, before leaving your office 
of the one intense yellow lamp-spot and the darkening window 
in the lassitude of a building faded to quiet 
long after rush-hour. I know you are reading this poem 
standing up in a bookstore far from the ocean 
on a grey day of early spring, faint flakes driven 
across the plains' enormous spaces around you. 
I know you are reading this poem 
in a room where too much has happened for you to bear 
where the bedclothes lie in stagnant coils on the bed 
and the open valise speaks of flight 
but you cannot leave yet. I know you are reading this poem 
as the underground train loses momentum and before running up the stairs 
toward a new kind of love 
your life has never allowed. 
I know you are reading this poem by the light 
of the television screen where soundless images jerk and slide 
while you wait for the newscast from the intifada. 
I know you are reading this poem in a waiting-room 
of eyes met and unmeeting, of identity with strangers. 
I know you are reading this poem by fluorescent light 
in the boredom and fatigue of the young who are counted out, 
count themselves out, at too early an age. I know 
you are reading this poem through your failing sight, the thick 
lens enlarging these letters beyond all meaning yet you read on 
because even the alphabet is precious. 
I know you are reading this poem as you pace beside the stove 
warming milk, a crying child on your shoulder, a book in your hand 
because life is short and you too are thirsty. 
I know you are reading this poem which is not in your language 
guessing at some words while others keep you reading 
and I want to know which words they are. 
I know you are reading this poem listening for something, torn between bitterness and hope 
turning back once again to the task you cannot refuse. 
I know you are reading this poem because there is nothing else left to read 
there where you have landed, stripped as you are. 

Adrienne Rich - From 'an Atlas of the Difficult World' 

Thanks to Lux whose blog made me read this poem. 
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What the hell is Vanessa PLAYING at post


I did explain the whole project, but things are upside down on a blog, so the explanation possibly merits reposting, especially given the grief I've received over this. So here's the skinny: 
I usually loathe blog entries based around google search terms of yore -- shock, horror: people use the internet to fuel their sexual perversities. You blogged about wanking onto a Caesar salad, are you surprised your site figured in the tally?
Nevertheless, I'm going to make an exception today, because, well, the rules don't apply to me, 'cos I'm just so fucking different -- okay? 

In the spirit of catering to the needy, isolated, minging and unfulfilled (my brethren!), I feel compelled to do more than my usual meaninglessly disconnected bullet pointed data burst. 

Today, what was searched for shall be found.
So there you have it. I listed the search terms that brought up my site in Google, and retrospectively made up a post for each one.
Below is a set of links to each of the posts. The idea was that I had to do them all within twenty four hours, while still doing a full day's work, and going out in the evening to sort out with the ex-DH whether we sell the flat I live in or not. Diversionary tactics much? 

Anyway, I failed a little on number 8 , I cheated somewhat by blegging for guest bloggers on numbers 11, 10 , and 6. And my personal favourite got knocked quickly from the front page, so probably nobody ever read it - it's number 2 . 

Google Fruition Frission: 
0 why i did it
1 duch rabbit pictures
2 smog in london in the edwardian times
3 vanessa's lunch box
4 groped in public
5 vanessa bell, a conversation
6 cat deely in rubber
7 scarygirls
8 GREEK NUDIST COLONY
9 squealing belt 'washing machine'
10 virgin gynaecologist
11 vanessa's french feet 

12 November 2003 2:32 AM GMT 

Fruition 11: "vanessa's french feet"


Guest photo blog of my feet, donated by Yidaho:
[image: image8.jpg]



Guest blog donated by my stalkee: Three Jugs of Cocktails: 

Sarsparilla's [sic] reluctance to blog this entry herself is entirely understandable. 
On her continental sojourn, she passed through many different regions, including at one point Alsace.
In those days, times were hard, not like the good times she now knows so well, so to pay for her next night on the campsite, some temporary employment had to be sought. 
The local artisans needed help with their recolte that year, due to unexpected high milk yields from the franco-germanic cows. 
The traditional method of making Munster requires using the toes to manually-form the traditional round shape. This gives the product its famous "dimpled" appearance. 
Sarsparilla removed her shoes and started to fondle the cheese gently with her toes. 
For this, the remuneration was a sprightly four francs per hour. Six hours would be enough for a square yard of field for the night and a glass of vin de pays. 
I may not have mentioned the particularly fragrant aroma that Munster propagates. I may not also have mentioned that, sadly, use of the washroom facilities at the campsite was extra. And this is where the still-famous throughout Alsace appellation controlée 'Vanessa's French feet' obtained its name. 
The cows, however, were not best pleased with this outcome. They retaliated accordingly. 

Google Fruition Frission: 0 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10 11 
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Fruition 10: "virgin gynaecologist"

Guest blog by Vic Jameson 

I've read my fair share of pornography, thumbed through discarded copies of 'Razzle' and 'Electric Blue', and well before the age of sixteen I had seen my fair share of punani. No matter how often my mother found and promptly binned my copies of 'Mayfair' I would always manage to find replacements from one place or another and it simply served to increase my poontang-tally. Naturally when I reached the age of sixteen and of legal age to observe real life ladies in the nude and interact with them I assumed it would happen. None the less I would still keep my magazine collection close to my bed for those odd occasions when I couldn't find a girl to interfere with, if indeed that were ever to happen. Sadly reality and expectation were two complete opposites, and my magazines were there to show me what I was missing, and so I became rather attached to them, as some of the pages were to each other for some reason. I started to notice the idiosyncrasies in the vaginal structure, the differences between coiffured mounts, their curved buttocks without a hint of tan-line, it was fascinating. This state of sexual interaction with women of a printed nature was surely as educational as any kind of medical degree on the external characteristics of minge. By all rights I should have been a professional gynaecologist practicing on the most beautiful women alive, but I wasn't, what had gone wrong? 

Years later I was to discover the truth with my first sexual encounter with a real life girl, who wasn't in my mind or on a bit of paper, she was real and there and in front of me. I knew what to expect, I had educated myself well in the way of the gigolo in theory if not in practice, I knew exactly what was beneath those clothes, I could close my eyes and literally see it. The moment of unveiling came, and to my horror I realised I had been lied to. Breasts should be pert and perfect surely, not like fried eggs nailed to a plank. Pubic hair should be trimmed back and well maintained, everyone knows that, not a ravenous brush scrub running down the inside of the thighs and across the buttocks. I can't even bring myself to write of the further disappointment when my patient revealed that the labia is not always a well behaved small strip of flesh just budding from its hiding place. Needless to say I have well and truly learned my lesson and the number of partners that have allowed my interference truly do qualify my for my position of gynaecologist now. My practice is open from Wednesday to Friday, and my fees are very reasonable. 

Dr. Vic Jameson 

Google Fruition Frission: 0 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10 11 
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Fruition 9: "squealing belt 'washing machine' "

1. Panic/blog: 

Vanessa says: ack, I'm never going to get this bloody blog written in time / write me a blog entry will you?
yidaho says: long as it's not sorebum massacre
yidaho says: get out.. i can't even find the time to do my own this week / too busy watching the idiots on Addictz
Vanessa says: write me one on 'squealing belt washing machine'/ pleeeeeeeeeeeeeease / I have no ideas for that one at all
yidaho says: lol, i've not suffered a squealing belt problem before..
Vanessa says: me either. I've made them make a slapping sound that's quite satisfying, but not a squeal - I think that's a 'dom' too far for me
yidaho says: can't you make one up..
Vanessa says: MAKE ONE UP!? sacrilege. wash your marf art.
yidaho says: you shrunk a fabric belt in the washing machine.. and wearing it made you squeal?
Vanessa says: that's asinine!
yidaho says: lol
Vanessa says: Go on....... pleeeeeeeease write it for me; pleeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeease
yidaho says: lol
Vanessa says: stop not answering 'yes', you; you could write about that washing machine wank advert - where she's on the machine for a bit *too* long. She squeals in that.
yidaho says: lol, trooo
Vanessa says: Go onnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn, do it. You know you want to
yidaho says: are all these posts about search strings? i didnt read through them properly. I was saving it for when i got on holiday.. you know, print it off and take it on a 10hr flight to USA, or something..
Vanessa says: Pah; I don't care if nobody reads them, I had a reason for writing them
yidaho says: oh?
Vanessa says: Anyway, anyone repeats those searches, they'll get ME; hahaha
yidaho says: lol, i noticed that too
Vanessa says: have you not noticed that when people do a search string entry, the next week or so, their blog is awful racy -- not in style, just the odd words / trying to get the perverts onside?
yidaho says: most of my visitors arrive by mistake 
Vanessa says: rubbish! 

2. Further research reveals 
That 'washing machine tv wank advert' was for a mobile phone company, and their official site encourages mucho sex with household appliances. I quote: 
"welcome to orgasmatic washing machine, where the spin cycle is saucy and the rinse rampant." 
Apparently it was the first ever orgasm shown on a British advertisement. They kindly allow you to watch the advert online, and offer a 'win an orgasm' competition. Weird.
But not as weird as the 'which sex doll fits you?' quiz one finds if you google for the mobile phone shop's company logo, 'are you ashamed of your mobile?' 

Before Martin turns it up, here's some proper research (sponsored by the same ever-liberal phone company) on UK incidence of sex with kitchen gadgets. 
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Fruition 8: "GREEK NUDIST COLONY"


1. Panic/blog: Aargh. This is the one I failed on - failed to finish the post within the twenty four hours. Dammit. Damn my eyes. 
Okay, okay, it's coming, it's coming. 
And it's all true, I'll have you know. 
2. Actual/blog: 

Google Fruition Frission: 0 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10 11 
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Fruition 7: "scarygirls"


I thought this particular search string may just have referred to that goth girlie site that attempts to atone for its very very soft pornishness by having dominant looking pale geek-bunnies wearing scary shoes and piercings (all skinny as hell, though, whereas hard experience teaches you that most goth girls weigh 18 stone, and go on about healing auras in west country pubs before drunken crying jags) ... but it turns out I was quite quite wrong. The truth is actually rather refreshing. Here are your scarygirls. Bagsy the fox in green. 
(don't fancy yours much.) 

Google Fruition Frission: 0 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10 11 
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Fruition 6: "cat deely in rubber"


1. Panic/blog:
dammit, dammit, dammit, I emailed this one from my phone, and ..... lost in the ether. Dammit! 
Just picture the rubber gear and be quiet. 
2. Guest photo blog by: Yidaho! 
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3. Actual/blog:
Errr, it was something deep and meaningful that wondered who is the target market for celebrity culture: teenagers, gay men, adult males, mums, or me. 
I decided it was all my fault, particularly because I dislike the idea of celebrity yet the idea of knowing the truth behind Prince Charles' buggery rumours, or having access to sleb before and after plastic surgery pics is something i find deeply worryingly satisfying. 
FS, I know someone who has Scary Spice's old boob implant, and is waiting for a disaster to befall so she can ebay it at the highest price. Blame me. 
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Fruition 5: "vanessa bell, a conversation"


Vanessa Bell and Virginia Woolf, sisters and members of the Bloomsbury set. Here's Bell's painting of herself and Woolf at Kew, 'The Conversation': 
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"The people in Woolf's work talk about paintings and people, objects and sights we cannot see. The people in Bell's paintings speak words we cannot hear" 

"Vanessa paints many figures that are faceless. This is exactly what we see Woolf doing when she attacks linear plot in her novels." 

"In [Between the Acts], she shows her characters...between time present and time past, between creation, recreation and the frustrations of repetition. In a brilliant phantasmagoria, she could drain her own visions, empty it of colour, light, sight, rhythm, sound. How shocking it is, when she suddenly takes it all away. She had brought it all up so close, with her seductive synaesthesia - her crooning, buzzing sounds, her shifting perspectives, her resonant colours, her gentle, shimmering light - that while we were reading it, we thought it was ours, we thought it was real. How reassuring it is when she resumes her narrative each time, and each time brilliantly extends her vision. Art for the post-impressionist is illusory, a complex, complicit conjuring trick on the parts of both artist, viewer, and reader" (Roe ) 

"Readers can really see the influence of art on her writing. When we describe her novels it is as if we are describing a Cézanne, perhaps. Painting was imprinted on the mind of Woolf and appeared throughout most of her novels. She attacked her fiction through a painter's eye, too. She wrote of Orlando that she has "scrambled & splashed, & the canvas shows through in a thousand places. " She also said when she was editing Mrs. Dalloway that it is "as thus one works with a wet brush over the whole, & joins parts separately comprised & gone dry". Finally by the time we reach her last novel Between the Acts, she writes that luckily she is only, "covering...a small canvas" (Gillespie). The painting that Woolf mocked early on in her life had now become an integral part in every aspect of it."
Source 
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Fruition 4: "groped in public"


It's said that travel broadens the mind. On the contrary, travel tops up your intolerance.
As a seventeen year old I hitched and backpacked around the middle east. I say this not to show off, but to underline how dense I was at that age.
Secure inside that peculiarly insular pocket of The World of The Lonely Planet Guidebook, barely any contact at all is made beyond the hermetic bubble of the 'likeminded' traveller. Looking back, the arrogance of the Generation X backpacking culture was amazing: you are a tourist, I am a traveller. You distort and destroy your host environment. I support and treasure indigenous culture, as long as 
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they conform to a panoply of liberal orthodoxies,
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I can take grainy 6 by 8 shots of poor people, and
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the German girls get their knockers out.

Given the ease with which the children of the {wealthybutpoliticallycrippledbyguilt} left are marshalled and shepherded into 'souks', 'authentic' local fare, and relieved of our dough in carpet buying rituals, we were no less a source of steaming manure-brained fools to scam to the locals than any package coach tour.
Frequently one would encounter the same fellow faces in a Budapest hostel as in Alexandria or Marrakesh. They could be Mexican, British, Canadian, whatever; the common currency was: rich enough to do this, with poverty enough of imagination not to do it well. 

Accordingly, the cultural strictures and conventions of your host country tend, after a few months to feel pretty, but inconvenient. Eventually, the guys at the hostel would hang out in bollock revealing shorts, the girls a bikini top, simply on the basis that, jeez, the other kiwis here don't mind.
The effect is to delete any contact with native culture beyond the clammy grasp of the professional shyster. In the middle east the shyster is a profession taken so seriously by its adherents as to be practically institutionalised (gimme baksheesh and I'll tell you different). In Rio, they use a knife to take away all you own. In Cairo, a smile.
So in reality, the only true, unpoliticised, honest contact a Western tourist / traveller (Travest?) has with their host culture is located in the groping. 

I can't speak for men, I have no idea what their experience abroad might be. Women? They all know what I'm referring to. jatb told me tales of The Speeding Grope perfected in India. It necessitates the groper be cycling toward the gropee. The standard self-defensive western female self-protective shrug ensues - after all, we've been here before, we know full well what is coming. The opportunity for grope passes, Travest heaves relief, uncrosses arms - and a left arm flashes out from behind at the final opportunity. One quick honk, and he's gone. It struck to me as a more seemly, fair play sort of a grope than the more traditional sixth sense that tells the gropee that the man standing behind in the not so crowded square really isn't forced to be pressed against your nether regions; the same peripheral vision that tells you obliquely that the meat in his hands is not a hot dog. Masters of this art are Turkish winos, who, faced with a scantily clad Travest moving sharply away in a petrified fashion, will follow doggedly, as if this were part of some normal bedroom seduction routine. 

Whatever city you visit, any female user of public transport has been groped in public - watch out gropers, though, as the most effective crowded bus response is to quietly judge groper position then aim a hard punch in the solar plexus region. You get some dirty wounded looks (and a side order of panicky guilt that you've hit the wrong man), but to date, the grope has never continued past this stage.
The worst public groper I've encountered is The Worldly Wise Groper. A guy who will loudly commiserate with your troubles, lament the sexist attitudes of his unenlightened countrymen, invite you to explain in graphic detail the horrors to which you've been subjected, including lengthy descriptions of clothing worn, grope technique, regularity of offences ... only to introduce some pressing compulsion to expose himself to you. 

Naturally, many of us don't grope in public. And it's not a sex-pest life sentence if you do - it'd be a dull long trawl through the days if you never ever did cop a sly feel sometime. To a certain degree, overly naive tourist / travellers bring it upon themselves, too. By the very nature of being a Travest, they're either too young or too stupid to avoid worse scrapes at home, and have been sent out into the world to be safe*.
(* ~ In many respects, the outside world is far safer for a teenager than staying at home: safe from pregnancy, safe from child brides, from alcohol induced psychoses and injuries, TWOC, perverts, and safe from the stultifying danger of the nine to five McJob - all far more irreparable horrors than a five knuckle shufty on the trans-Siberian railroad.) 

I seem to have argued myself into a corner, so I'll curl up with my sarcastic notebook and stay there. Go in peace, fellow Travesties - grope with abandon, be free. 
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Fruition 3: "vanessa's lunchbox"

Once, two years after leaving a |genericjob| I had abhorred, upon comprehending that the grass was no greener - in fact most grass elsewhere had a sallow, post apocalyptic tinge - I swallowed my pride and took up the same post I had left behind.
As it turned out, it was the best decision I've ever made about any employment. I really enjoy my job. It may be |generic| but it's utterly fulfilling.
That's to jump ahead, though .... at the time of my return to the Hellhole As Was, I felt meek and vanquished. Shamefaced in fact. I'd spent two years blaming this |genericjob| for being everything tawdry, demanding and inescapable in my life and now here I walked nonchalantly back into The Pit.
They'd tried to entice me, sway me, reassure me, naturally; but precious little can quieten that small, unfaltering twinge in the depths of our bellies that tells us we've failed.
The first day progressed quickly, but still the twinge crept over my innards. 
Back in The Pit. The Hellhole As Was. You didn't excape.
Downhearted, I reached under my desk, to fill - prosaically - my misgivings with food, carbonated drinks, caffeine. It had been my intention to grind up the lunch hour masticating, and leave no pockets of air in which to think.
Reaching down, there were two packs beneath the office desk. One dustier than the other.
It seemed familiar. In the pack was a plastic box, lightly dusted inside with a greenish-black powder - some solids, too. 

Realisation slowly dawned. Two years had passed, but the box remained. It was vanessa's lunchbox that had dwelt in The Pit all along, its egg sandwich mouldering alongside my soul's decay, waiting to be reclaimed. 
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Fruition 2: "smog in London in Edwardian times"

Awwww. I like this one. I like the idea that my worthless bloody blog could be linked here somehow, however tangentially. (I'm going to maintain the stubborn fiction that this isn't someone's geography homework.)
I'm going to seek assistance by looking to my best source / authority on Edwardian London smog, Peter Ackroyd.
"Smog in London in the Edwardian Times" -- the redoubtable Mister Ackroyd only gives one reference to smog in his opus (London: a Biography) - although he does helpfully suggest 'fogs' as an alternative (and I know he indexes the books himself, longhand, hopefully before repairing to a pub). But there's no poetry in fog, Mr A. 

That's what I had foolishly assumed, anyway. The quotation will be lengthy, I warn you. I really can't stop myself urging you to read the entire chapter 'A Foggy Day' (chapter 47"). But as ever, every word will count as gold: 

"The very texture and colour of the city carried all the marks of its fog ... Heinrich Heine [described how] ... 'this overworked London defies the imagination and breaks the heart.' (1828) ... [he] observed that the streets and buildings were 'a brown olive-green colour, on account of the damp and coal smoke.' So the fog had become part of the physical texture of the city, this most unnatural of natural phenomena leaving its presence upon the stones. Perhaps in part the city defied the imagination ... because in that darkness 'which seems to belong to the day not to the night' the world itself was suspended; in the fog it became a place of concealment and of secrets, of whispers and fading footsteps." 
"When Carlyle called the fog 'fluid ink' he was rehearsing the endless possibilities of describing London through the medium of the fog, as if only in the midst of the unnatural darkness could the true characteristics of the city be discerned." 
"[Sherlock Holmes sees] 'a dun coloured veil hung over the housetops looking like a reflection of the mud-coloured streets beneath.' [A Study in Scarlet]"
"[In The Strange Case of Doctor Jekyll and Mister Hyde:] the taste of changing identities and secret lives takes place within the medium of the city's 'shifting insubstantial mists'. In many respects the city itself is the changeling, its appearance altering when 'the fog would be quite broken up, and a haggard shaft of daylight would glance in between the swirling wreaths.' Where good and evil live side by side and thrive together, the strange destiny of Dr Jekyll does not seem quite so incongruous. Then for a moment the mist melts and the curtain lifts, revealing a gin palace, an eating-house, a 'shop for the retail of penny numbers and two penny salads', all this life continuing beneath the canopy of darkness like a low murmur of almost inaudible sound. Then once again, 'the fog settled ... as brown as umber, and cut him off.' ...
This also is the condition of living in London - to be 'cut off', isolated, a single mote in the swirl of fog and smoke. To be alone among the confusion is perhaps the single most piercing emotion of any stranger in the city."
"The fog that Tacitus described in the first century AD still hovers over London."

You can buy Ackroyd's urban biography of London here. 
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Fruition 1: "duch rabbit pictures"

I have in my mind Musical Youth, all bright scrubbed naivety, singing "pass the duchy on the left hand side." That song mystified me as a child.
Up in darkest Merseyside (ethnic minority population in 1980: 1) nobody in our small town had the foggiest. I had to move down south*, lose my innocence, and get into fights before I would pick up a grubby dog-eared Smash Hits magazine (then edited by a Pet Shop Boy who barely concealed his repugnance for the target market of 11-13 year old girls) and find that a duchy was a cooking pot. 

Shyah, right. As an adult, I conscripted the ex-DH while working in NJ to get me a Dutch Oven from Macy's. I can't lift that fucker, let alone pass it one-handed to the side. How could a little perky bright-eyed rapping boy pass a whole dutch oven of stew to the left? And they were by a campfire on TOTP, that 'duchy' was hot.
Man, I know a secret code when I see one. 

Anyway, duch rabbit pictures (see how I cheated? right there?): in my imagination, these innocent little singing gimps have a huge hot cast iron stewpot to get round that campfire somehow. And what's the obvious mental image of a really ferociously overboiled bubbling stewpot (...sorry ... duch?)? Manifestly, only the boiling bunny wabbit from Fatal Attraction can fit this chimera. 

Let us not forget logic. Why would the toothy tunesome preteens be hefting a seething scorching cast iron stovepot filled with dead pet rabbit across the campfire to their left? Simple.
Any good catholic knows you seat the person you like least to your left at dinner. (Think back, now...) 

Anyway, those are my nearest mental duch rabbit pictures. It could be that a bunny tail or somesuch is common usage amongst Dutch dyslexics to represent a fluffier than expected minge. I like my version. It involves torturing pets and burning ten year old child stars. 

* ~ Okay, Musical Youth may not have been the sole motive... 
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Fruition?


I usually loathe blog entries based around google search terms of yore -- shock, horror: people use the internet to fuel their sexual perversities. You blogged about wanking onto a Caesar salad, are you surprised your site figured in the tally?
Nevertheless, I'm going to make an exception today, because, well, the rules don't apply to me, 'cos I'm just so fucking different -- okay? 
In the spirit of catering to the needy, isolated, minging and unfulfilled (my brethren!), I feel compelled to do more than my usual meaninglessly disconnected bullet pointed data burst. 

Today, what was searched for shall be found. 
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What I Could Buy:


I've been house-hunting, in forlorn desperation that I will never afford to buy this place from the ex-DH, and may well have to leave. 
100 yards' walk from my flat, I can buy:

A neon sign. A driving lesson.
Someone's old gold from the pawnbroker's shop.
A powder from the ex-flyweight boxer, Charlie Magri, called 'Get Off My Grass'.
Charlie Magri also sells a spray: [Viz] 'Stay Off My Grass' [/Viz]
If I could stand the wide open frightened deer eyes and super funky brand new threads of the freshers at the university ten yards down the road, I could buy bread, chocolate, milk and beer at Budgens.
I can buy what I'd consider an overpriced artsy fartsy curry, but you would consider cheap and subtly spiced (unless you're reading this in Brum).
I could spend £10 to stuff myself with as much fine sushi, sake and singapore noodles as anyone could ever want.
If I buy some petrol, the old hindu granpa who sweeps the forecourt and is a drumming uncle of my Builder neighbour will stop and chat about his dog.
Maps. Hysterically partial local papers (each column must be prefixed 'East End' - when UK Passport offices delayed processing new applications for minors, the headline that ran was 'East End Kids Denied Passports' - strewth!). A flouncy overfrilled sofa. The cheapest street heroin in the country. German brand biscuits. The best chips in the East End (frying overseen by yet another portrait of Charlie Magri). A contract killing (according to Kray legend), a Jack the Ripper sightseeing tour, a lock-in, an evening of old-time jazz, or a good time, no rubber.
A vegan nouvelle cuisine organic meal. With vegan organic beer. And vegan organic wine. Vegan organic tampons in the toilet machine. Crisps that smell of wet dog. Cough syrup. Pie and mash. 

10 yards' walk from the flat in Greenwich that I viewed tonight, I can buy:

A Domino's pizza from downstairs. An Iceland bargain bucket anything. Body piercings and nail art. Charity shop pee-stained overcoats, overpriced spectacle, Monday Mega Meat offer from the Co-op convenience store. 
Live crabs and iron hatchets from the Chinese supermarket that got done for food hygiene violations. An under aged whore. A Raleigh bicycle. 
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Not sleeping is becoming a problem.
I got three hours kip a night every night last week, five hours on Friday, and eleven hours on Saturday, but only because I bailed on two different events, which I'd equally wanted to attend. (clubbing with yidaho, and a birthday nosh with my sister.)
By yesterday, the mirror revealed distinct air of beagle. 
It's not that I can't sleep. It's that the hours I work are stupidly early. It's just ten o'clock now, and I'm halfway through my working day. And it's also that I'm naturally nocturnal. I feel like I'm missing out if I go to bed. 
"There's nothing subversive or militant about my persistent nocturnalism" ~ Ethernautrix (had to quote her; bereft of her blog since an imposed hiatus.)
"If you don't slow yourself down and learn to manage stress, nature will do it for you." ~ BeenThere.

Not anymore.
Last night, I couldn't sleep till 4am. That sets last night's sleepwatch at two hours total. 
Eventually I did manage some shut eye - only by throwing open every window all the way, and letting the freezing air and London mist in. 

I watched Salem's Lot as a kid. I know what'll get me if I keep doing that. 

No hot water again this morning.
Dammit, I even ate vegetables yesterday (like I want a prize), this is not fair. (I'd been impressed enough by the smells of N/C cooking proper food to actually chop some mouldy plants when I got home. Chili con veggie, with disappointingly ungelatinous arborio rice.)
Looking for a 'through-line' (as Lactose Incompetent calls it), I'm trying to be a grown-up - really trying! I open mail 'n' shit. (Found out I pay two lots of car insurance simultaneously yesterday - £2K a year on a car that doesn't exist any more. Jeeeez. I see the point of opening mail, now.) 
I even bought a new phone, and I'm gonna answer it if I can...
So: no shower, and no sleep. 

Two hours, though. I know Looby has blogged his experiences of regular sleep deprivation, in the past. It feels like I'm permanently asleep and dreaming - that there's a big grey somnambulist soap bubble barrier between me and the world. 
I've seen people sectioned through neuroses brought about by lack of sleep. But it's probably hypochondria to worry about that. 
After a time, you become somewhat accustomed to it, and it's the days you do get some sleep that you look like shit and show the worst temper.
Life awake is one long process of dodging, of coping mechanisms best described as ill-judged, of wondering if you've morphed into Larry Olivier's Marathon Man yet. Isssss it sssssafe? 
I pity the fool who crosses me at work today. 

Slap forehead moment: Today's when I asked ex-DH to have The Big Property / Money Talk. Oh frig. 

Edit this Post | Delete this Post 

09 November 2003 3:34 PM GMT 

Pump Up


If only thinking about exercising had even a tenth of the effect that actually exercising does.
I see now why when I was in my early twenties I could eat anything and never balloon to whale proportions: I would eat the 'anything' and not the actual nutritious meals. Jeez, I thought a pot noodle was a square meal.
Now that I live alone, eating some form of vegetable - heck eating anything - has become a daily challenge. Combined with no sleep, and the drop in food intake has the same effect that took a year's worth of painful dieting to achieve two years back.
So, I can snack on chips, bacon sangas, sashimi, chocolate bars all day, and not gain any weight again. All I have to do is not eat square meals. Hmmm. Doesn't sound the best recipe for healthy living.
Although, true to form, still not pleased with the skinniness. My stomach's not flat. Well, it's fairly flat, but you poke a finger and it feels squishy flesh, not bouncy muscle, under the skin. It's slim, but not toned. Fit sounds better than slim to me.
I know full well that a quick blast of situps or pressups (ouch) a few times a week would tighten the muscles. But..... thinking about it seems so much more sensible and easy to fit into your life than actually doing it.
Arrrgh. If I slept more, I could start running again. Well, no, make that if I were a completely different person who didn't procrastinate and make excuses, I could start running again.
I did manage to eat some carrots last Thursday. It was only two days since I'd microwaved them. Gotta count for something. 
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Feel like my head has developed its own internal syncopation.
Had a joyful time drinking myself into a stupor with Lettuce and Melons last night. It's an unusual experience going out on the piss with scarygirls (Melons' phrase) - they're both tall, skinny, foxy, trendy and wearing very scary stillettos. 
Pub landlord's greeting: "Hey. Are you going to start a fight this week, ladies?" See - scary!
Usually at the pub, I'm hanging out with a load of blokes, or it's a gay bar; this sort of attention is a new thing.
Mid-way through Lettuce's explanation of her tinyurl project (see how many swear words you can get out of an active link - yayy! Geektalk), some young trendy guys started hitting on us. This is so far out of my experience I was momentarily gobsmacked. 
Stumbling around after girls, trying to engage them in sad convos about sculpture, check. Edging along the seat while someone you previously felt quite comfortable drinking with gets overemotional and starts drooling, check. The pub weirdo decides to tail you about the place in order to waffle about his stamp collection, check. Random blokes grabbing your arse from behind and making conversation later, check.
Actual real goodlooking blokes wandering up out of the blue and desperately trying to make chatter out of 'sorry to interrupt. What do you do?' - new thing.
Melons and Lettuce iced them out. I think we were meant to giggle or something. Interact. 
No, a ten minute frosty glare period ensued, while blokes mumbled eight apologies and sank ever deeper in to their fancy european girlie beers. 
Melons: "well really, why try it with us, we were patently the scariest women in the pub."
Okay, so I'm going to try wearing stilettos in Barking now. 
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txt msg conversation


Orange: "what time r u getting 2 pub? were waiting" 
Virgin: "sorry not coming. decided 2 stay in and blog" 

Orange: "that's all right. hope u r okay? take care" 

Virgin: "not really - am walking 2 pub now" 

Virgin: "u believed me! -- u daft twat" 

Orange: "cunt" 

That's the fastest, most tersely phrased txt msg exchange I've had in years. 
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What Milkshake are You?


Three facts:
The Soham Murder trials have begun, and it's now offically okay for the British press to fetishise every last possible detail of the murder of children. Charles Causley is dead. Born on the 1117th day of WW1, and now dead. I'll have to look out Charlotte Dymond again.
I can't remember the third fact, which only goes to show you shouldn't eat one potato over a two day period then go out drinking without assuming you'll be blotto. 
On my three hour journey back from the suburban hellhole that is Barking, I spotted some fruit smoothies on sale at Blackfriar's station. 
"Honey and Vanilla Bean Thickies." 

Mental chime time. Thought about |genericjob|. Thought about |genericwankycolleagues|. 

Honey and Soured Tart Thickies. 
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Apology accepted, November


[Smitten wrote it so well that I had to rip it off] 
for making the alarm go off ten minutes before I have to leave, no matter what time I set it for; 

for waking me up to four piles of fresh acrid cat vomit this morning; 

for breaking the hot water boiler twenty four long stinky hours before my gynaecologist had to don a gas mask; 

for distracting me from my true purpose (coffee consumption) just long enough to enable |genericwankycolleagues| to drink all the four pints I brewed. Twice; 

for closing down my local garage, run by the only other man I ever completely trusted; for sending me all the way to Barking at six in the morning to find a replacement mechanic who comes with recommendations; 

for encouraging my number phobia by making it impossible to buy a wrist watch that has numbers on it, when you know I still can't tell the time in under a minute; 

for positioning that seagull to shit on the car windscreen today; 

for making my one early night this week coincide with Guy Fawkes, so I could catch up on my slumber in the heavy artillery fire of a warzone; 

I forgive you November, for that fucking two weeks of flu and fever, for the tears and the drama, for the cold, the dark, and the stink of gunpowder, But only because you brought me these leaves. 
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List


Inspired by something I once wrongly assumed about Looby, I keep a paper blogpad, and write my daily over-personal tripe while mouldering in a traffic jam somewhere on the Canterbury road. It stops me from spending every minute of the evening on the peecee, and means I get a chance to read other blogs when I'm online (thusly spending every minute of the evening on the peecee). 
I was sat in a cafe eating old potato tonight, listening to the deafening roar of a thousand trillion Guy Fawkes celebrations; bored of the trash that passes for news in the local paper, I flicked through the blogpad, wondering if those congealed baked beans could be worked up into something half as good as what Smitten or Eurotrash have been churning out lately. Turning the page, I found this mysterious looking list: 

cleaning
lesbian dinner party
cat pictures
pisscards
pictures 

Is it a To Do List? An Action Plan? Christmas Wish List? My Unique Selling Points? A forgotten Personals ad? Perhaps a truncated curriculum vitae?
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Five Bad Habits


1. Being rude to people. 
2. Picking the black London snot from my nose at 7 am traffic lights. But I pride myself that I'm one flick above the guy in the white Corsa who picked and munched last week. 

3. Forgetting that being rude is bad enough, but being articulate and rude is often considered deeply personal. 

4. Reheating old coffee in the microwave. 

5. Resenting ever having to be reasonable. It was my bloody chocolate muffin, don't you forget it. If I can't eat it, no-one will. 
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Wake Up to Yourself


Another confessional diary piece... it's personal. Deeply. 
I felt really shit, lonely and unwanted when I went to bed last night.
I'd failed for the third time in a row to get to see Toulouse before he returns to France. I was jealous of how much support he'd given ex-DH and not a little paranoid that he really preferred not to see me. By phone, I felt he'd been very judgemental and unfair about my treatment of ex-DH. Why can't I be civilised about it. Why make such a scene. He'd implied the party on Friday had been an excruciating experience for all present because I was creating such an atmosphere. I gave up on the conversation and cried myself to sleep, because :
whinge1. it's not true about the party;
whinge2. it's unfair that all ex-DH's friends decide I'm the nasty villain of the piece, and therefore unclubbable;
whinge3. if she hadn't been the architect of the icy atmosphere at the party, she wouldn't have apologised for it to me;
whinge4. true to form, three hours sleep a night means that negative comments make paranoia kick in. 

If Toulouse is reading, I hope he doesn't stop just there, because thankfully, this morning I woke up to myself a little. Toulouse has been feeling pretty ill, and he's stuck himself slap in the middle of a bad situation, with not much of a way out (as has Duch, incidentally). He must be sick to death of trying to defend me to ex-DH, and, defend ex-DH to me. Poor bloke. It's a big, messy, break-up. Both of us are going to do things that are indefensible, and that, too, is part of the process. Don't get caught in the crossfire, Toulouse.
So, I talked obliquely to him today, deliberately trying to focus on chatting about religion, culture, France, films. He sounded so relieved. And so, in a way, was I. (Of course, then poor Duch got it in the neck with a three hour phone call, but hey, real progress is always slowly made.) 

Nothing's the worst it can possibly be, not till you're dead and dusted. I'm not going to pretend I've not been feeling miserable and down - but you know what? Eventually it's going to hurt less. So it's repetitive? That's because the emotions are powerful, and they're all too real. It seems uncivilised? No, uncivilised is hiding what you feel from your best friends, pretending you care about them without allowing them to care about you. Remembering the good bits should hurt, perhaps. 
It's not the hurt that I want to forget - it's the repetition, the going over and over things in your head, the panic. Just hurting is part of a spectrum. It's the same spectrum that lets us feel that kind of all-encompassing absorption in another person that makes you look at them for days and not want to turn away. That makes you lose your job rather than climb out of their bed, because money doesn't matter. That full investment in being in another human's personal space, that makes even sharing beans on toast or their closeness on a riverside bench a rich experience. That total full body ache when you're near them, because you so want them to look at you. The shivering thrill you get when they might touch your arm. The way you can give them your whole attention, unblinking, unwavering. That absorption in another that allows you to 'know' when they lift one finger to touch you at five in the morning, because you were lying awake all night just to experience their presence, their nearness, their smell. Some people never feel this kind of love. The need for someone that makes you press for full body contact, as long as possible, when they say goodbye. The knowledge that they're drinking in every detail about you. The full physical intensity of being enthralled by someone - not bored, not marking time, not merely being sociable, or amused - but fully loving someone - it's amazing. You're fool's gold lucky if you get that once, I think. I've loved six people now - fully, properly, generously enjoyed their presence. I've felt them consume my attention, and draw me away from the world. 

It's amazing, and it comes from the same store of emotion as the hurt. From now on, if I cry, I'm not pitying myself - I'm experiencing life as it's meant to be lived. Not alone, through people. With the lows that prove the highs. The hurt is precious - I don't want to give it up speedily. It reminds me of my huge capacity for loving other people. It's not an end, it's a reminder. Life goes on. 

Armed with this new positivity, I rang the ex-DH and told her it's high time she got her own place, instead of staying with Duch, that her inability to grasp the full range of her choices was a choice in itself, that all her high drama is unreal, and it's time for her to move on. 
No doubt that hurt her horribly - she slammed the phone down. Again I'm the villain. But I loved her, and someone had to say it. 
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Divorce Me 6


Deep in the wildest undergrowth of yesterday's comments , Darren's questions prompted some thoughts that I hadn't formed into words so far:
"Were you this deeply unhappy when you and DH were together?"
"There were too many prescriptions on my life. I need more freedom than I had. I'm not being facile, I was biding by more rules and regs than a teenager usually has. There wasn't enough communication. When you don't communicate, it's not the case that you don't communicate, you simply impute more wildly wrong motives to the other person's behaviour. Over time, this can lead to some wild, weird-wrong apprehensions about the other person. And there were too many old arguments to be raked up that I and she were never going to be able to get over. Until those grudges are firmly in the past, we'd never move forward. Both of us need to grow up a little before it would actually work, rather than pootle along making the same mistakes.
You're right, I love her, she loves me. But we're both just wasting time if we're making each other miserable. She deserves better. I certainly deserve better. I intend to get 'better'. Seriously I do. Whether that involves difficulties, being alone, or financial problems - I only get one shot at this. I'm not spending my time being underestimated, fucking about as if I'm a bit-actor in a third rate soap opera, or being ignored. It's not good enough for me". 
Having run like a weasel away from the flat when ex-DH returned to pick up some stuff / lie face down on things, I wondered if some things out of place were merely my paranoia when I got back.
Item: vase full of flowers thrown against wall;
Item: my new camera lens broken open;
Item: the largest kitchen knife out on the shelf. 

Am I paranoid? Am I? 
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extending rubber family


My cousin, Troy, lives one street away from me. I don't know what number house she lives at, because I've purposely forgotten, and she doesn't know which house I live in because I've banned anyone from telling her. 
It's not that I don't like Troy - far from it, she's the most interesting, entertaining member of a huge extended family. It's just that I don't seem to 'do' family very well. 
I remember the last time I bumped into Troy at the local market, while ex-DH's super-quiet tiny sister Mouse was visiting. We agreed to meet up that night to go clubbing in (at the time) hyper-trendy Shoreditch. 
Which, not ever having been one to really socialise with the hundreds of relations who also live and work in London (gerroff! It's my city ... I was here first ... et cetera), I regarded as a pretty pro-family, modern thing to do.
Having steeled Mouse with the information that Troy was a little bonkers, that (until I'd taken up the mantle by outing myself at a deeply catholic family wedding as a screaming bender), she'd been the twenty time winner of Black Sheep of the Year.
Given that all my friends are gobby, loud and opinionated (sorry guys, but you are. *grin*), this was probably no great shock to Mouse. However, I was a little paranoid that she might perhaps report back to exmotherinlaw that not only was I scary, the rest of my family were both too loud and squint.
This was before Troy moved into the next street from here. So we trollied over to Troy's slightly-trendier-place-than-now, and rang the bell. (While watching the local six year old vandals run screaming through a disused factory wielding burning brands - see what I mean about living in gunpowder-related lawlessness?) Mouse was already sinking well below her collar with trepidation, and ex-DH was desperately trying to gee her up that it was a mere five minutes of house party, that soon we'd move on. 

Troy, who, like me, is taaaaaaallllllllllllllllllllllll, threw open the door, screaming a greeting. She was in five inch platform shoes with stack heels, and a tiny tiny tiny rubber nurse's uniform. 
Judging by the daisy-stalk neck and pinprick pupils, she was coked out of her skull. 
"It's mah cuzzzzen!" she shrieked in a Mancunian accent, flung open the door and stomped inside without further ceremony.
"Guyys! Guyyyys! This is mah cuzzzzen! Where's the vodka - lez drink vodka! Eeeeeeeeee!!!!"
Deep intake of breath, and I followed her inside. This is the fucking thing about family. There's nothing you can do. Certifiable or not, they don't go away.
Fifteen minutes passed: during which cocktails of cocaine, prozac and one pint of vodka were consumed, and we seriously considered swimming in the minging, stinking February canal out back, before I realised that the front door was still wide open, and neither Mouse nor ex-DH had come in. 

They were sat in the dark on the wall outside, where ex-DH was trying to talk Mouse down out of a full-on panic attack. A panic attack brought on merely by the sight of my cousin towering in the doorway. Teeth had been clenched, nails had dug into breezeblock, and the words "I can't go in there" had been hissed like venom. This is the fucking thing about family. There's nothing you can do. 

Needless to say, we all went clubbing, Troy offered to pay the ancient taxi driver with services of an - ahem - non-monetary nature, and the only person who actually scored either man or beast was Mouse. 

I have sixteen living aunts / uncles / godparents, not including their relatives. That adds up to twenty cousins, and they mostly haven't even bred yet. Half the family still seem to live in or around the same valley, oop north, still feuding about the same things as when I was a kid. 
Tomorrow, my parents are coming up to visit. Please god don't let them pop into Troy's flat to say hello on the way .... 
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Which to blog? Good, or bad?


Bad points of the day: 
Was out till three this morning driving people home to various corners of London. Had to ask them to hang around while I put petrol in the car, 'cos I knew I'd be too scared to do that at 3am in an East London garage forecourt on my own. Never good to arrive home stone sober in the small hours, thinking about that sort, that 'will anyone even notice when I'm murdered' variety, that flavour of being on my own.
Crying (sigh. Sorry. I know, it's pathetic) at the Hallowe'en party because ex-DH was there, but she'd decided to pretend she couldn't see me in the same room as her.
But only a little bit.
At four in the morning, not content with having watched Ringu at home alone the day before (even despite the strange nightly thumping sounds in the attic), I watched Ringu 2. Alone. Through the creepy evilhourofyourdoom attic banging. Now I feel all macho and tough, but I can't look at a VCR without kissing a rabbit's foot and throwing salt over my shoulder.
Duch came round today and went a bit odd at me. It was when I showed her the pics of last night's party. Apparently, taking her photo and showing it to her has scarred her forever. I should never have done such a thing (actually, I didn't, Ulp did - but: meh) and it's all because of me that she'll need plastic surgery now. Duch was super uber hyper lovely to be around yesterday, but today was too damn highly strung.
She brought here with her the ex-DH, who came to pick up more clothes (the house is still crammed full of her things), and to hug up the peskycats. I'd wanted to be out when she got here - and to be honest, I think after last night she'd wanted me to be out as well. It's now twenty-one days since we split up and seeing an ex three times in one week is just sillypainfulfoolishness. 
I ran into the shower as soon as she got here. When I came out, ex-DH was lying face down. On the bed. Not good.
That's as much past as the present can stand. I left the house, pronto.
My car was vandalised again. Yeah, the car whose locks were drilled last week by the friendly local tea-leaf. The three month old car I bought to replace the one that (a combination of my crashing it and) thieves totalled in June. They'd used a screwdriver to try to jemmy the rear window off.
This is a P-reg, wagon-sized, diesel-fuel, old, staid, pikey-car. The only thing attractive about it is that it's coloured red. Can I just quietly mutter an "ack"? 

Good points of the day (read this one first): 

Hallowe'en. There's no bloody point to it! Yayy.... 
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The East End genetically criminal obsession with gunpowder means that from Diwali to Christmas, the sky hereabouts is alive with explosions every night, and at weekends through most of the day, too.
My cats are smaller, sweeter, cuddlier and softer than Berlioz's stinky puppy.
I haven't met anyone English who can spell 'sarsparilla' yet. Purely for the purpose of this declaration, Tristan is now Spanish, and doesn't count.
Now I know that my car is hard to break into. Cool! 
Instead of me hanging out with the ex-DH and crying, or skulking about with our joint friends tonight (and secretly crying), Dave let me hide at his house and eat roquefort on toast / drink Earl Grey / read uber calming lists of Nineties record collections for most of the evening, which was immensely more cheering. And involved zero amounts of crying.
I've realised that if you gather enough people in their early thirties together in one room, between you you can piece together the entire musical history of New Kids on the Block.
My word, but the Dartford crossing is pretty at night. 
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1.61 Kilometre End Does Gunpowder-Related Lawlessness Well, Unsurprisingly
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Great fireworks, good company down the pub after, swapping shrapnel tales and corny digi-pics with Dave and his pals, bizarre journey with Duch through three counties to get to party. Nice puppy at party, shame it kept doing so many cabbage farts. Good to see people I've known for years and years. And they forgave me for forgetting the 1am appointment with their whiskey bottle on Thursday. Realised Berlioz looks funny as hell in glowing pumpkin deely-boppers, his puppy has him trained well, that Melons still has great legs after all these years, that Toulouse doesn't like it when you shout 'hairy arse' at him, Ulp can sing Wham's back catalogue like an angel, and when Ballerino brags about the worth of his drunken directions-giving, it's a fool who will actually try to follow those instructions.
Slightly spoilded by presence of ex-DH in 'I'm ignoring you' mode, which made it a little annoying / upsetting / maudlin by turns. So I'll learn from that - new focus for next week: shit happens, you learn from it. Lesson 1: when someone gives you a thirty mile lift home, it's rude to pretend to be asleep just because you don't know what to say. Blimey, though, I already knew that. 
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