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So, this one time we went to a nightclub. There was me, my sister and her best friend, an 

older woman. Kate was forty to my nineteen and Sue’s twenty-three and recently divorced. 

She’d married too young; was now hell-bent on making up for all the missed clubbing years.  

Anyway, as I say, this one time we went out to a nightclub. I was single – had never 

not been single – and looking to change my status, as they say. I’d read magazine articles and 

asked for advice and had made an effort, curling my hair a bit, applying make-up (bright red 

lipstick, lashings of mascara, painstakingly applied eyeliner) and dressing with more care 

than usual.  

Three girls at a club will always attract attention and we were no exception.  

It’s just that I was the one left at the table with a hasty ‘Watch my coat while I dance 

with your sister?’ or an invocation to get another round in while they grooved to Ace of Base 

or R Kelly. Frustrated, I despaired, with 19-year-old angst, of ever finding someone. On a 

group visit to the lav, I mentioned my dilemma to my sister.  

Sue laughed it off. ‘There’s loads of boys around, just pick one!’ 

I tried. I smiled, I flirted as best I could; smiling hopefully at potentials, tensing ready 

to leap up should they invite me dance; I played with my hair – a sure sign of sexual 

attraction, according to Cosmo – but nothing. Not a nibble. 

Sue had been watching. ‘You’re intimidating,’ she said. ‘Try giggling a bit more, 

don’t take things so seriously. Be silly.’ 

‘I don’t know how to be silly, I’ll feel stupid…’ 

‘Do your best…’ She patted me on the back, then vanished with Kate to join a pair of 

lads on the dance floor as the opening bars of the Macarena sounded. 

Nope.  

I began to see a lifelong future as Guardian of Handbags and Keeper of Coats. 

Eventually, we headed home, the three of us squeezed into the back of a taxi, the 

other two laughing happily and comparing conquests. I was silent, cramped behind the 

driver’s seat. 

‘You’re very quiet,’ said Kate. 

‘Yeah, I’m okay.’ I didn’t want to dampen their spirits, but… 

‘Are you still worried about no one liking you?’  

Cheers,  Sue. ‘A bit.’ I hoped the shortness of my answer would end the conversation, 

but they started giving me advice: ‘Cut your hair into a fun style,’ ‘Learn some pick-up lines,’ 

‘Unbutton a bit – literally, show some cleavage.’  

I liked my hair, found pick-up lines cheesy and was quite happy to keep my weird 

cleavage under wraps. So that kind of killed the conversation for a couple of miles. Then, 

trying to lighten the mood as we pulled into our driveway, I said dryly, ‘I guess, I just haven’t 

got any sex appeal.’ 

Without missing a beat, Sue turned to me and offered, in all seriousness, ‘You can 

borrow my shirt.’ 
 


