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            Introduction

         
         So, welcome to my second collection of writing. Hello! I embrace you. I am sorry about the smell. I get very sweaty when I
            write. I don’t know why. One day, I will learn how to varnish my armpits, and it will be easier to be my friend again. Until
            then—I apologize.
         

         
         I’ve been a columnist for twenty-three years now. I started when I was seventeen, at The Times, when I faxed them a speculative column from the fax machine at the Stars newsagent on Warstones Drive, Wolverhampton.
         

         
         The Times offered me a job, so I moved down to London and started writing about what I knew: pop music, TV, film, radio. Life stuff,
            like “What to do in a nightclub” (always work out a dance routine in advance; keep your money in your bra) and “How to smoke
            a cigarette in a cool way” (always make sure you put it in your mouth the right way round; the taste of smoldering filter
            is deeply unpleasant).
         

         
         Mainly, I just tried to be funny. And I stayed away from anything political—because politics wasn’t for seventeen-year-old
            girls trying to be funny. That was for serious adult men, in suits, who knew people in Parliament, or had been politicians
            themselves, or wanted to be politicians in the future. Politics was for the political people, and I was not one of them.
         

         
         Anyway, the years passed and I grew up, and, as one does, I read the newspapers, and I watched the news, and I started to
            have opinions on politics—this is stupid! that is amazing! why are we not doing this?—but still I didn’t write about politics: because I wasn’t a Professional Politics Person. I thought that “the grown-ups”
            would round on me if I did—that they would read that column and point out that I did not have the education, or knowledge,
            to have an opinion on these things, and I would be shamed for writing something foolish, or ignorant, or which didn’t go into
            huge details about the Whig government of 1715.
         

         
         But then, in 2011, I wrote How to Be a Woman in a huge, five-month frenzy. I had spent years wanting to write a book about feminism, but had thought it would be the same
            deal as with politics: that feminism was a job for Professional Feminist People, and that it wasn’t something you could rock
            up to unless you’d been to the right university, joined the right groups, read the right books, and learned the right history
            and terminology. Maybe you’d even need to know about the Whig government of 1715 here, too. I didn’t know. It was entirely
            possible.
         

         
         However, the arrival of my daughters viscerally overrode that fear: as they began school, I became so wild with panic that
            they would, as they started to go out in society, have to deal with all the same crushing, debilitating, time-wasting, unjoyous
            bullshit I’d had to deal with when I was their age—the same, anxious, enraging, dull deforming of the female spirit—that I
            wrote the book anyway. I wanted to write something that laid out, all in one place, as much as I was able, why the world is
            as it is for women, and pass on as many tools as I was able for them to analyze it, and deal with it, while at the same time
            detailing all the times I’d been a massive knobhead, so they could, maybe, avoid perhaps half of all the mistakes I’d made.
         

         
         And when How to Be a Woman took off, in the most unexpected way—despite me not being a Professional Feminist Person—I started to think, “Maybe there’s
            something to learn here. Maybe you don’t need to be the ‘right’ kind of person to write about big things. Maybe anyone thoughtful, and making an effort, can contribute to the debate. Maybe there are thousands of us who are not thinking, and
            not writing, and not talking—just because we think we are the wrong kind of person. So—I am going to write about politics now. Firstly, because I think I should; and secondly, because I’m old enough now not to care
            if people think I can’t. I love getting older. You might lose skin elasticity, but you also lose the amount of fucks you give.
            It’s awesome.”
         

         
         So I rang my editor at The Times and told her that I would now like to give up my humorous column in the Magazine, and move to the Op-Ed pages—because that’s where all the Professional Political People write—and that I would write only serious
            political pieces from now on. Because you can’t write a column for a glossy magazine where, one week, you detail how much
            you hate printers and then, the next, Syria. That’s just not one of the careers on offer.
         

         
         And she replied, “You massive idiot. Of course you can do both. In fact, you should do both. There’s a whole section of people who’ll never read the Op-Ed pages, because they don’t think politics is for them—but
            they’ll read it if they come across it accidentally, in a glossy magazine. Really, it’s the only place you should write about politics if you want to reach as many people as possible. I’m going to say it again—you’re a
            massive idiot.”
         

         
         So, I stayed—and this collection is the result of that conversation.

         
         To my great relief, I didn’t have to give up the fun, joyous stuff—and so half of what follows is getting drunk with Benedict
            Cumberbatch; boggling over the rainy, catastrophic Queen’s Jubilee; hangovers; cystitis; and being quite angry about the utter
            betraying motherfuck properties of printers. It’s reviewing documentaries about David Bowie and falling in love with him all
            over again, and sharing all my hard-won advice about dealing with people on the 5:2 diet.
         

         
         And the other half is about the wider world, which starts to feel far less abstract, and closer, and more pressing as you
            get older: Syria, abortion, welfare, rape, the death of Margaret Thatcher, FGM, renewable energy, ironic bigotry, refugees,
            austerity, and inequality. The things which shape the outside world—which seem distant, merely “issues”—but which at any minute
            can come into your house, or that of those you love, and blow all their plans away. The stuff we think we can escape when
            we shut the front door—only to find it has come in through the kitchen window and is sitting on the table, waiting for you.
            Setting fire to your books, and your calendar, and your life.
         

         
         And as I collected all these pieces together for this book, I started to see that a lot of what I was saying all seemed to . . .
            join up a bit. That these things interconnect—of course they do! everything in the world is interconnected! the primary point
            of that Kevin Bacon game was to teach us this!—and that my instinct was to start trying to lay these things out in some form
            of worldview, in which I might make suggestions for how I think things might change.
         

         
         Basically, I thought it would be cowardly not to. After twenty-three years of commenting on things, you’re not really just
            commenting on things anymore. You’re starting to . . . suggest alternatives. You’re forming a plan. And once you’ve thought
            of the word “Moranifesto” you know what you have to do. Make a cup of tea, roll up a ciggie, put on David Bowie, and play
            that classic working-class game: “How I would change the world.”
         

         
         But alongside this blatant attempt at world domination, this book is a snapshot of where we are now, sixteen years into the
            new century: why hipsters should be loved, how Lena Dunham’s Girls changed all the rules of television, how bacon rules the Western world, and why it’s a toss-up between
            the urethra and the face as to which is the most problematic part of a modern woman’s body.
         

         
         I hope you enjoy reading it. I ate a lot of cheese writing it—not that I regret this decision at all. If I have any motto, in my later years, it is “Never regret the
            cheese.” Je ne regrette Brie-en.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Part One

         
         
            Only a crisis—actual or perceived—produces real change. When that crisis occurs, the actions that are taken depend on the
               ideas that are lying around. That, I believe, is our basic function: to develop alternatives to existing policies, to keep
               them alive and available until the politically impossible becomes the politically inevitable.
            

            —Milton Friedman

         

         Oh my god, a change is coming—can you feel it?

         
         Of course a change must come! All the signs are there. We have wealth inequality that has returned to Victorian times. We
            have fifty million refugees across the world—the most people in transit since the Second World War ended. Regardless of where
            you stand on climate change—with, on the one side, the 97 percent of scientists who say it’s a certainty or, on the other,
            Donald Trump taking advice from his wig, like the deludo chef with the rat under his hat in Ratatouille—you can’t argue with the fact that we’re demonstrably running out of lions, fish, glaciers, and sparrows. I’d like to think
            they’ve all just popped down the shops to get the papers and some fags, but I suspect they’re kind of . . . extincting.
         

         
         With industry in terminal decline in both the UK and America—replaced by financial services and banking—the best contribution
            the average, low-wage citizen can make to the economy is to get in debt. Debt was what hectically fueled the economy before
            the 2008 crash—and that economic reliance on debt is still there now, as the economy slows, picks up again. The basic underpinning
            of the economy has not changed. Your country needs you to accrue loans for your education, to take out a large mortgage, to
            max your credit card. According to Fortune, the average debt for a US citizen is $204,992 in mortgages, credit cards, and student loans, on a median household income
            of $55,192. That’s a debt-to-income ratio of 370 percent. And this huge national debt is a key part of our current economic
            model. We are now an economy largely based on people buying money. It’s seen as normal. But it is, of course, incredibly risky
            behavior—because if interest rates go up, so will the number of people in financial ruin. This seems like . . . a bad plan.
         

         
         And then, of course, there’s inequality: the frankly mortifying underrepresentation of the working classes, women, people
            of color, and the LGBT community in any seat of power—business, government, finance, or media. The underrepresentation of
            the majority of people, in other words.
         

         
         Things are . . . unbalanced. There are too many monopolies and bottlenecks. The spread of power—of ideas—is puckered and lumpy.
            The upward generational rush of social and economic improvement—the hallmark of the twentieth century—has ended: my children
            and your children, are, by all indices, set to fare worse than my parents, or your parents. If history has taught us anything,
            we know that, by necessity, a change will have to come.
         

         
         Because a change is always just about to come. One of the delightful delusions we have as a species is that changes only occur very rarely—and when they
            do, they are seismic, and sudden. In between these seismic changes, everything is still, and peaceful. Old maids cycle to
            church, and the thwack of cricket bat on ball, etc., etc.
         

         
         In reality, change is constant. We are a species that is always on the move—all our civilizations were built on the run. There
            is no walking pace. There is no rest. Change was happening yesterday, and last year, and now, and tomorrow.
         

         
         You are, infinitesimally, changing things now, by Tweeting, or drinking Fairtrade tea, or booking a flight, or talking to
            your child about Equal Marriage—or, more likely, listening to your child tell you about Equal Marriage, because your children are often far ahead of you. They cannot remember the past, and they see more of
            the future, because they will be in it for longer than you. That’s why they’re posting pieces about teenage coders in Ghana
            on their Facebook pages, or telling you what “vontouring” is. (Don’t look it up. It’s plastic surgery for your vagina. You
            don’t want to know. Just imagine your flaps looking like the Bride of Wildenstein and leave it at that.)
         

         
         So! A change is coming—and there’s no change there. As far as humanity is concerned, change is business as usual.

         
         
            “Revolution Number 2”—The Song the Beatles Never Wrote

            I have heard, in the last five years, the word “revolution” mentioned more times than I did in the preceding twenty. In protest
               groups, at meetings, and, overwhelmingly, online, I have heard people talking about “revolution” as if it is a coming thing—a
               necessary thing. Occupy, Syriza, Podemos, the Arab Spring, the near breakup of the United Kingdom during the Scottish referendum—we
               slip into talk of revolution easily these days. It’s where the heat is. When Russell Brand wrote a book called Revolution, it sold over half a million copies, and his interview on Newsnight was watched by eleven million people—twice the number who regularly watch EastEnders. For a man discussing the overthrow of the entire political system, dismantling multinationals and setting up anarchist collectives!
               Not even the drunkest gambling addict would have put their money on that in 2000.
            

            
            Personally, I’m thrilled with the current modishness of “revolution,” because I like the word “revolution.” It’s my third
               favorite, after “cathedral” and “shagreen.”
            

            
            But, I should make clear, I like the word “revolution” as defined in the second entry in the dictionary, and not the first.
            

            
            The dictionary’s first definition of “revolution” is: “Rebellion, revolt, insurrection, mutiny, uprising, riot, insurgency,
               overthrow, seizure of power, regime change, anarchy, disorder.”
            

            
            Personally, I’m not up for that. The kind of people who are up for mutinies, and riots, tend to be young men—the kind for
               whom an afternoon of being kettled by six hundred Metropolitan policemen before breaking free and wanging a brick through
               the window of Greggs feels like a life-affirming alternative to sports.
            

            
            I, however, am a forty-year-old woman with very inferior running abilities and two children. I don’t like riots. I don’t like
               anarchy. I’ve read enough history books to be resoundingly unkeen on extreme politics of either the left or the right, breakdowns in society, anarchy, overthrows, seizures of power, and disorder. They tend to work out badly for women
               and children. They tend to work out badly for everyone.
            

            
            My general rule of thumb is that you’re always a little bit closer to the conditions that led to the outbreak of the Second World War than you think you are—which is why I’m all
               for political and economic stability, nontumultuous cultural change, the bins continuing to be being emptied on time, etc.,
               etc.
            

            
            I like order. I like calm. I like not Googling “how to get/hide gun cache in case of breakdown of society.”

            
            That’s why the revolution I like is the second dictionary definition: “Revolution: sea change, metamorphosis, transformation, innovation, regrouping,
               reorientation.”
            

            
            Now that’s a revolution I can get behind—metamorphosis. Sea change. A revolution that sounds like the moment The Wizard of Oz goes from black and white into color, Cinderella’s ball gown appearing around her in a blaze of Fairy Godmother magic. Not
               upheaval, but an upgrade. Even the most entrenched conservative would find it difficult to argue with the idea of a notable upgrade to the way we
               do things. Capitalism has been the defining political movement of my age—but it’s not really gone through a thoughtful, planned
               improvement in my lifetime.
            

            
            By way of contrast, I’ve lived through ten OS upgrades on my Mac—and that’s just something I use to buy playsuits from Topshop.com,
               and piss around on Twitter. Capitalism is, surely, due an upgrade or two. Snow Leopard capitalism. Yosemite capitalism. Isn’t
               that the fundamental point of capitalism, anyway? Of competition and markets? Constant product improvement and more choice?
               It’s kind of weird that, under market-led capitalism, we can get three hundred different kinds of latte but only one kind
               of market-led capitalism, with all the main political parties save the Greens peddling pretty much the same basic model.
            

            
            It’s almost as if the current political system doesn’t see itself. It just believes it exists—that it sprang fully formed,
               via evolution, as the natural way of things. It doesn’t see itself as so many others do, as something that was constructed
               by human beings—fallible, faulty human beings—and so therefore could be changed by human beings. We don’t even really have
               a name for this current economic and political system—to call it “neo-liberal capitalism” is seen as an inherently left-wing labeling;
               it marks you out as, well, a Marxist. And when you can’t even name a system, you can’t have a conversation about it—which is proven by the general confusion, and feeling of being tongue-tied,
               in most voters when they discuss how things are, and how they’d like them to change. When you live in a social and economic
               system that is presented merely as the system, you prevent people from naming and inventing new ones.
            

            
            But we do need to start talking about new systems. This restless feeling—that’s what it is.

            
            So, we’re due an upgrade. What would this upgrade be? Where will this upgrade come from?

            
            Well, it’s us. If we’re talking about a basic upgrade of the operating system of the earth, there’s one huge, untapped resource
               which would allow a light-speed jump in progress—and it’s us. We are the big, obvious resource of our age.
            

            
            And we are the key and unique resource of our age—for, in all of history until now, most of our processing power has gone
               to waste. Unless a brilliant mind was born into the fortunate circumstances of (a) being male, (b) not dying of a terrible
               disease before the age of three, (c) being able to afford education, and (d) being in a social situation—usually predicated
               on location and wealth—which enabled him to disseminate these ideas, then, without that, all this potential died with its
               owner.
            

            
            This, then, is the ultimate argument for the urgency and necessity of equality. For equality isn’t some fabulous luxury we
               treat ourselves to when we’re rich enough—the legislation and infrastructure we get round to after we secure our economies, or wrangle our foreign policy. Equality isn’t humanity’s cashmere bed socks. It’s not a present we
               treat ourselves to, like champagne. It’s a fundamental necessity, like water.
            

            
            In the twenty-first century, humanity’s greatest resource isn’t oil, or titanium, or water, or gold: it’s brains. It’s people’s
               brains. The reason the more unequal countries are so troubled is, to be brusque, because they are more stupid. They disregard
               their female population—thereby halving their potential brainpower—and then limit themselves to a problem-solving elite made
               up of a tiny percentage of the remaining 50 percent.
            

            
            And so while we keep these billions of tons of brains offline, we put humanity in an illogically difficult position. By believing
               some people are naturally superior, we make our species, as a whole, inferior. Weaker. To be frank: stupider.
            

            
            And this weakness extends into our politics. The “poli” in politics, the “demo” in democracy—they both mean “people,” and
               that’s what’s currently missing. Us. Despite all the hot talk of revolution, when it comes to voter turnout the problem of
               apathy is rampant. Even with the highest voter turnout since 1997, over 40 percent of young voters (18 to 25) did not vote
               in the last UK election—arguably the demographic that should be most politically engaged, as the business of politics is inventing
               the future they are going to live in.
            

            
            And just as huge swathes of the population are missing at the polling booth, so they are in Westminster. Out of 650 constituencies,
               just 191 are represented by women.
            

            
            Britain’s nonwhite population is also seriously underrepresented—just forty-one MPs to represent 13 percent of the British
               population. And when it comes to working-class representation in Westminster, 33 percent went to private schools, compared
               to 7 percent of the population.
            

            
            Out of 260 new candidates in 2015, forty-seven had previously been “consultants,” twenty-nine barristers, and nineteen journalists.
               Sometimes, on bad days, it does seem that, if you have the right two hundred people in your social circle, you’ve got a roughly
               fifty-fifty chance of being the next prime minister.
            

            
            However you look at it, that’s not a wide, healthily diverse mix coming into Westminster as fresh blood, and bringing in new
               conversations and ideas.
            

            
            And little wonder we have such a small, incestuous slice of the population representing us—for politics has been terribly
               devalued. These days, if your child announced that they wanted to be a politician, most people would react as if they had
               come down to the breakfast table and said, “Mother, Father—I’ve decided to become a massive pervert.”
            

            
            Our default belief is that politicians are venal, shifty, double-dealing liars, out to serve the interests of their friends
               and business associates. It’s hard for an honorable man, woman, or asexual to say that they wish to run for government without
               instantly being suspected of slight . . . evil. And that is, to use the scientific phrase, balls. There’s no point in us having a democracy if we distrust everyone who wants to engage with it officially. If, in the very act of trying to gain power, you
               lose the trust of the people you wish to represent. That by wanting to stand for something you are presumed to be standing
               only for yourself.
            

            
            There, the entire notion of being a public servant—a key tenet of the modern age—fails.

            
            So: the problems are, as it stands, who engages in politics and what they do. That the idea of politics has become threadbare and dirty, the debates clownish and
               off-puttingly pugilistic, the participants limited and lackluster. The system’s borked.
            

            
            The good news is, we have a billion ways to improve it. Us. For we are the point of democracy. We are democracy. We are the conversation. We are the climate. We set the tone—we make the spaces where conversations turn into ideas,
               which then turn into action. We are the drivers—not just at the polling booth, every few years, but in the choices we make
               every day in what we buy, what we eat, the language we use, the ideas we share, the comments we make, and the connections
               we make across the world.
            

            
            In many ways, culture and society are a billion times bigger than politics. The coming of the Internet—and the rapid surge
               towards everyone being connected and being able to talk to each other—means there is a whole other world of power, influence,
               and knowledge operating independently from the conventional old institutions of power, knowledge, and influence—Westminster,
               Holyrood, Stormont, universities, the City, the media—and on a vastly larger scale.
            

            
            In many ways, social media already is the media, and in a way that can only accelerate as the years go on—even the biggest news organization in the world, the BBC,
               has only 3,500 employees. Facebook and Twitter, on the other hand, have 1.3 billion between them: 1.3 billion reporters, photographers,
               hackers, opinion writers. These days, we both receive and broadcast. There is no such thing as a passive audience anymore. We all wish to have our say—whether our “say” is a six-thousand-word
               blog entry, or just the simple act of intellectual dissemination and approval that is pressing “Like” or “Re-Tweet.” I enjoy
               bringing Karl Marx into conversations, so I’ll just point out that, in this respect, the Internet is Marxist: it has seized
               the means of production—producing news—but only because monolithic capitalistic multinational corporations like Google, Facebook, and Twitter have enabled it in the first
               place. There’s a pleasingly knotty paradox for the next time you’ve had three gins.
            

            
            Look at one of the biggest stories on social media in the last year: racism in the USA. By all accounts, white cops have been
               beating and shooting black citizens for years—and the reporting of it by mainstream media was cursory and short-lived. Twenty
               years after the savage beating of Rodney King, these incidents were still being presented on TV and in newspapers as isolated
               events.
            

            
            In 2015, however, social media took on this story and made it huge. It set the climate. Advances in technology mean that people
               have been able to film violent incidents, and finally show the world what is happening. Activists blog, start hashtag campaigns—#blacklivesmatter,
               #icantbreathe—and even in the simple act of re-Tweeting these stories, the topic has been pushed to the forefront of the news
               agenda, and stayed there all year. Questions about racism in America are now being asked in a way that has become pressing
               and urgent. In a recent poll, 53 percent of Americans said they believed that racism had become worse in the last five years.
               No. It’s just that we’re talking about racism more. We’re finally seeing it—in iPhone footage posted to blogs of white, armed cops pinning down crying fourteen-year-old black girls in bikinis, crying
               for their mothers; in Eric Garner in a chokehold, gasping his last words: “I can’t breathe.”
            

            
            Many of the things I will be discussing under the heading of politics are, in fact, cultural, social, and technological. Society
               and culture often marches faster, and longer, and harder, than politics. They frequently effect change fastest, and in the
               coolest way possible.
            

            
            One of my favorite examples is that of Doctor Who. Russell T. Davies convinces the BBC to revive Doctor Who, because he loves it. Into the first season he writes in a character, Captain Jack Harkness, who is a hot, charismatic, pansexual
               superhero. Essentially a Han Solo who’ll do it with anyone.
            

            
            In one episode, he kisses the Doctor, full on the lips. This is a primetime BBC show—screened at teatime—watched by families.
               Not only was there not one letter of complaint, but on Monday morning, in my children’s playground at school, there were ten-year-old
               boys fighting to play the role of Captain Jack in their Doctor Who games.
            

            
            Now, that’s something that, with the best will in the world, no piece of legislation, or equalities minister, could have achieved—making
               ten-year-old boys think bisexual superheroes are cool. Not overnight. Not without any arguments. Not done entirely with love,
               and fueled with joy, and almost as a by-product of a show that wanted to entertain, dazzle, make you laugh and cry and gasp.
            

            
            I can draw a fairly straight line between that kiss in Doctor Who in 2007 and the passing of the 2013 Marriage (Same-Sex Couples) Act in the UK—for what elected representative can vote against human
               rights for a section of the population that their children, and grandchildren, totally accept?
            

            
            So much of the groundwork for change is done simply through human creativity, joy, and a willingness to consider future and
               parallel worlds. The BBC made that show, and we watched it, and in a small way—while we were at play, while we were happy—the world was changed.
            

            
            For the first time ever, thanks to the explosion of social media, the world can talk to the world—unmediated. Information
               known by one person can be shared around the world in less than an hour—as evidenced by WikiLeaks. Voices that previously
               would never have been heard can lead the debate—as happened in the UK with the Daughters of Eve anti-FGM campaign that led
               to changes in legislation.
            

            
            Through the Internet of the world, we have, finally, gained a global sentience that was unthinkable even in the era of the
               satellite-phone linkup, or the fax. Someone observing the Earth from space would have noticed that, since social media opened
               up the skies, conversations and introductions and information and networks have lit up the globe with a trillion golden skeins.
               The whole world is firing up, like a teenage brain—burning neural pathways across the globe, making connections, expanding,
               leaping. Previous spiritual, or religious, notions of a collective human consciousness now look like simple predictions of
               the future. We are now in a collective consciousness. That’s the ultimate purpose of the Internet. Oh my God. I’m going to
               have a fag.
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            No One Wants to Go Out

         

         . . . a scientifically provable, universal truth.


         
         We’re sitting on the sofa with the kids, watching You’ve Been Framed. I haven’t seen the show for years. Coming to it fresh, it seems to be an unspeakable montage of horrific testicular injuries,
            and unstable toddlers being terrified by massive dogs. All I can see is pain, and fear. It’s like some awful illustration
            of the fragility of human existence. With rewinds. The children are laughing at it, joyously.
         

         
         “He fell!” Nancy gurgles. “On his head!”

         
         “What time is it?” my husband asks, staring at the screen.

         
         “Nearly six,” I reply. “We should start getting ready.”

         
         The babysitter is due—we’re both going out tonight. My husband is off to see the KPM All Stars Big Band—a collection of TV
            theme-tune composers who gig four or five times a year, rolling out all their big hits: Countdown, Grange Hill, Dave Allen at Large, Channel 4 News. Apparently, last time they played everyone sang along to the Channel 4 News theme, with the spontaneously composed lyrics of “Channel 4 / Channel 4 / Channel 4 / Channel 4 / Channel 4 / NEWS!”
         

         
         I, meanwhile, am going to a gay club in Vauxhall, where—if it’s anything like the last time I went—I will end up soaked in
            sweat, dancing to Azealia Banks with a bearded man in a rubber dress, margined on gin.
         

         
         We have both chosen our nights out to cater exactly to our interests and desires. These nights have been on the calendar for
            months. They are our rewards for being hardworking employees and parents.
         

         
         “I don’t want to go,” my husband says.

         
         “Neither do I,” I say.

         
         We continue sitting on the sofa.

         
         “I’m really tired,” my husband says, piteously.

         
         “Vauxhall is so far away,” I weep. “It’s practically in France.”

         
         There is a pause. A man falls off a chalet roof and crumples his thoracic vertebrae. The kids scream with laughter.

         
         “The thing is,” I say, “no one ever wants to go out.”

         
         My husband nods sadly.

         
         “No one ever wants to go out,” I continue. “At the point when you write down the night out in your calendar, that’s the most
            excited you’ll ever be about it. After that, every day that passes, you become a little less enthusiastic about the whole
            endeavor. This reaches its finite point on the morning of the night out itself, when you wake up to find that the engagement
            is lying across your face like the body of a dead horse. It is like a warning. A terrible, terrible warning.”
         

         
         “Why have I put something in my life in the slot where I would usually be having a hot bath, and a bowl of cereal, then watching
            BBC4?” Pete says, miserably. “What was I thinking I would achieve? Something better than that? There’s nothing better than that. I have made a terrible error, viz. the other side’s grass.”
         

         
         I think back over my social life. One of the most enjoyable drunken nights I’ve ever had with my friend Grace was both of
            us admitting we’d spent the whole afternoon wishing the other one would cancel.
         

         
         “I was sitting at home, going, ‘She’s not had cystitis for ages. That bitch must be due a bout by now.’ I was praying you’d
            got it. Not in a bad way,” she clarified, as we ordered more drinks and stayed out until three a.m.
         

         
         I found her feelings perfectly understandable. Once, a hen night I was due to go on was canceled with five hours’ notice.
            I think it might actually be the best phone call of my life. I spent the evening watching reruns of Come Dine with Me—chuckling in the way that Wile E. Coyote does when he feels he’s got one over on the Road Runner. I felt like a winner. A
            social-engagement-less winner.
         

         
         I’m sure that this universal feeling—sleepy four p.m. dread over seeing “the guys” at eight p.m.—is why adults rely on alcohol.
            It’s not for the booze. We don’t really care about the booze. It’s for the sugar, instead. We need the calories—for energy.
            City nights are essentially full of massive, tired thirty-something bees drinking shots of boozy sugar for the rush. Until
            we get stuck against a window, buzzing, and have to be herded into taxis by bouncers wielding rolled-up newspapers. We are
            bees. And bees should sleep when it’s dark. It’s all wrong.
         

         
         The babysitter arrives, bang on time. I go, wearily, to back-comb my hair. I should never have said yes to this night out.

         
         Five thirty a.m. I get into bed—hair standing on end, eyes pointing in different directions. I think my nightie might be on
            backwards. Pete wakes.
         

         
         “Good night?” he asks.

         
         “Yes!” I say. I am flying. I have laughed so much I am practically mute with hoarseness. “We danced in the pouring rain, I’ve
            gone deaf, and a gay man pretended to have sex with me while I queued up for my coat. You?”
         

         
         “They played Grandstand three times,” he says, happily. “We went right down the front and pumped our fists to the brass bits—I think nonironically.”
         

         
         “I love a great night out,” I say.

         
         “A great night out,” Pete agrees.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            I Can’t Stop Listening to “Get Lucky”

         
         I like a binge. I’m a classic binge drinker—nothing for two weeks, then HELLO, GIN. I can get through half a kilo of cheese
               in an evening; I apply my eyeliner using a roller. And when I like a song, it becomes an almost medical problem.


         
         I’m listening to “Get Lucky” right now. Don’t be scared. It’s totally safe. I am absolutely capable of both working and listening to “Get Lucky” without any impairment to my faculties. This is because, for the last three weeks, I’ve been doing everything while listening to “Get Lucky”—working, parenting, cooking, being drunk. My iTunes informs me I’ve listened to it 113 times.
            It’s taken over my life. I’d call for help, but it’s the happiest I’ve been since Amy Winehouse’s “Back to Black” came out
            in 2006. Eventually, I listened to that 427 times. To be sure.
         

         
         Here is my “Get Lucky” addiction diary. They said I would need to write a full confessional before I went to rehab. Apparently it helps, with the
            “problem.”
         

         
         
            Day 1 of “Get Lucky”

            19 April. My husband comes into the kitchen, looking a little bit shocked, and says, “The new Daft Punk single’s been uploaded
               to YouTube. It sounds like it might be . . . utterly perfect.”
            

            
            As he’s a rock critic, I’m used to him coming in and making dramatic pronouncements like this over things I subsequently find
               to be absolute and utter balls. He once said this about a song called “I’m Considering a Move to Memphis” by the Colorblind
               James Experience, which was so awful, I took it out of the CD player and threw it out of the window. We both watched as a
               street cleaner then ran it over.
            

            
            “I’m not sorry about that,” I said, just to make things clear. “I am not sorry about that at all.”
            

            
            Anyway, he plays me “Get Lucky” to, initially, a reception of absolute indifference. By the end, however, even I could see it was quite good.
            

            
            “That’s a good rip-off of disco legends Chic,” I say.

            
            “That’s because Nile Rodgers from disco legends Chic is playing guitar on it,” he replies.

            
            And that was the first time I listened to “Get Lucky.”

            
         
         
            Day 2 of “Get Lucky”

            I see some friends discussing “Get Lucky” on Twitter. “I can’t stop playing it,” one says.

            
            “I think it might be perfect,” the other replies.

            
            Prompted by this second, intriguing reference to its “perfection,” I go on Spotify, press “Play,” and—THE WHOLE WORLD EXPLODES.

            
            Within seconds, it becomes apparent that the initial listen to “Get Lucky” acts by way of a massive decoy. Because that’s when they get you. While you’re busily, self-importantly going, “Meh meh meh, it sounds like Chic!” with your stupid music-expert face on, Daft
               Punk reduce down to the size of nanobots, fly as vapor up your nose, access your nervous system, and lay six thousand tiny
               invisible disco mines right up your spine.
            

            
            Subsequently, the second—and, indeed, the following million—times you listen to “Get Lucky,” the disco mines all trigger, one after another, in a whiteout chain of hooks, offbeat misfootings, and melody. You’ve got
               adrenaline and oxytocin and Nile Rodgers going off all over the shop. It’s like the Fourth of July. You have never felt this warm inside.
            

            
            And the minute it ends, you suddenly feel cold and shaky—like you need to put it back on again right away. Or else you’ll just shiver and freeze to death, right here, in the kitchen.
            

            
            Of course, at that point I don’t know how many times I will need to listen to it again, in order to regain my normal body temperature. I thought it might be one of those
               “five times in a row and then you’re done” jobs. Like “Milkshake” by Kelis.
            

            
            Seventeen times later—that is one hour and eight minutes of solidly listening to “Get Lucky”—I realize I am in trouble. I take to Twitter to voice my concern for me.
            

            
            “I wonder at what point I’ll get ‘Get Lucky’ poisoning, and die?” I ask, morosely, while still—of course—chair-dancing to the song at the same time.
            

            
            Terrifyingly, my timeline instantly turns into some kind of makeshift emergency help line—full of wide-eyed, sweaty people
               admitting to being similarly, utterly disabled by their obsession with “Get Lucky.”
            

            
            My friend Robin has a particularly bad case of “Get Lucky”: “For the first three days after it came out, I sat around in my pants doing amyl to it, over and over,” he admitted. In common
               with all people discussing their profound powerlessness in the face of “Get Lucky,” he also sounds deliriously happy about this fact.
            

            
         
         
            Day 13 of “Get Lucky”

            So far, I’ve only heard “Get Lucky” playing on the tiny speakers of a laptop or a taxi. Tonight, however, I go to the after-show
               party for the Star Trek premiere, where the DJ “drops” it, just after midnight.
            

            
            In my life I have, of course, seen rooms “go off.” I was, after all, of a generation to be a terrified onlooker in the corner
               of Acid House, murmuring, “This is all a bit sweaty. Can’t we sit down and have a nice chat, instead?”
            

            
            Unlike those days, however, this is not a room full of scallies boxed off their minky on wobbly eggs. Instead, it’s filled
               with incredibly famous people, in very expensive outfits, who’ve just had two drinks. And they go nuts when the song comes on—they absolutely lose it. It’s the first time I’ve ever seen people properly cheer a song. Shouting “HURRAH!”—literally the word “HURRAH!”—and dancing in a manner so joyous, it recalls Snoopy capering on the
               roof of his kennel. Everyone is dancing at each other—everyone is as happy as they’ve ever been in their lives. This is an Olympic level of communal bonding. I’m watching
               Captain Kirk dancing to “Get Lucky.” I am the legend of the phoenix! I’m going to have nine more drinks! I’m up ALL NIGHT TO GET LUCKY!
            

            
         
         
            Day 14 of “Get Lucky”

            Terrifying hangover. Hot sweats. Play “Get Lucky” in lieu of codeine. Start to wonder what would happen if you could actually
               eat “Get Lucky.” Surely, you would poo out sleek, gleaming disco panthers. Disco panthers wearing glitterballs as earrings.
               That is the “legend” the phoenix was talking about. The pooing out of the disco panthers.
            

            
            As I float the idea of disco panthers on Twitter, people keep asking me if I’ve seen the Alan Partridge/Peter Serafinowicz
               tributes to “Get Lucky.” I watch them. My hangover instantly deepens—into vicious fear. Yes, these are very funny videos. These are very funny indeed.
               But when people have to make their own films to cope with how obsessed they are with a song, the general impression is of mankind being gradually overwhelmed by a force
               it cannot control. I begin to wonder, darkly, if society will ever recover from “Get Lucky.”
            

            
         
         
            Day 21 of “Get Lucky”

            My husband finds me on the Internet, researching musicology blogs that rigorously, nerdishly analyze the composition of “Get
               Lucky” in order to work out why it’s so catchy. I am, of course, listening to “Get Lucky” as I do this.
            

            
            “Pete,” I say. “Do you know why you feel like you have to keep listening to ‘Get Lucky’? Apparently it’s because it’s in a minor key—thus giving the feeling of dissatisfaction and irresolution—and it uses alternating
               syncopation of bass, guitar, lyric, and melody to provide a hook every 3.75 seconds! We could never have resisted those kinds of stats. NEVER! ‘Get Lucky’ was always going to win!”
            

            
            Pete looks at me. I’m very pale. I’m twitching as I listen to “Get Lucky.” During my speech to him I’ve had to break off a couple of times in order to mouth along to key lyrics—“Up all night till the
               sun,” “Up all night for good fun,” and the falsetto bit on “So let’s raise the bar / And our cups / To the stars.”
            

            
            “Cate,” he says. “This is like ‘Back to Black’ again. You need to get out of the house. I’m taking you to the park.”
            

            
            He puts me in the car and we drive towards Regent’s Park. He puts on a song that is not “Get Lucky”—“No, no, love—it’s not
               called ‘Not Get Lucky.’ This is Pentangle.”
            

            
            Slowly, I start to adjust to life outside of “Get Lucky.” The sun is out. This song is rather wonderful. I have listened to “Get Lucky” 113 times in three weeks. That is probably enough, now. I should probably stop.
            

            
            As we drive down Kentish Town Road, I start to feel the warm afterglow of the song finally leaving my system. Like some brief,
               incredibly sexually intense affair, me and “Get Lucky” have now burned out, leaving me, yes, changed forever—but also filled with good memories. I will now move on. I wish “Get
               Lucky” nothing but good luck.
            

            
            As we approach the crossing by Royal College Street, I see, on the right, a girl and her boyfriend waiting to cross the road.
               She’s dancing on the spot and singing “Get Lucky” at him. I can tell this, even from a hundred yards away.
            

            
            Scrambling across Pete with all the urgency of an asphyxia victim, I wind down his window.

            
            “I’M UP ALL NIGHT TO GET LUCKY!” I scream at her.
            

            
            “I’M UP ALL NIGHT TO GET LUCKY!” she screams back at me. We beam at each other, in pure joy. She keeps dancing.

            
            We are as one. We’ve come too far to give up who we are. We’re up all night to get lucky.

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            In Defense of Hipsters

         
         And all that oppression I was talking about at the beginning? All the minorities who are looked down upon, and belittled?
               Well, I will come to the defense of all of them. Even the hipsters.


         
         There was a report last week which I looked at for a bit and went, “Yeah, yeah—that definitely wins the ‘Most 2013’ report
            of 2013.”
         

         
         NBCnews.com ran a story about how animal sanctuaries, from California to New York, are being “overrun” by pet chickens—“dumped”
            when their urban hipster owners “can’t cope” with them anymore.
         

         
         “They’re put on Craigslist all the time when they don’t lay anymore,” said Farm Sanctuary national shelter director Susie
            Coston. Who was, to be clear, talking about the chickens—not the hipsters.
         

         
         Mary Britton Clouse, who runs the Chicken Run Rescue in Minneapolis, concurred: “It’s the stupid foodies,” she said, presumably
            surrounded by sad-looking chickens. “We’re just sick to death of it.”
         

         
         Now it may be that while you, as a Times reader, know perfectly well what “a chicken” is, you may not be totally clear as to what “a hipster” is. You may be too busy running an international conglomerate, finessing government
            policy, or writing an angry letter how Kim Kardashian’s bum-shots are corrupting a nation.
         

         
         Allow me to thumbnail for you. Hipsters are, currently, one of the most reviled subspecies in the Western world. Have you
            seen one? In all probability, yes. For instance, if you have, recently, seen a young gentleman walking around with a beard
            that looks like a badger stapled to his chin, wearing a pair of deck shoes in an “ironic” manner, and playing Robin Thicke’s
            “Blurred Lines” on a tiny ukulele with an expression on his face that says, “Yes! I’m playing Robin Thicke on a ukulele! Can you handle this
            level of archness?”—then that was not, as you thought, an attention-seeking lunatic who’d recently seen all his proper clothes and shaving gear burned to the ground, in a fire, and was in the throes of a nervous breakdown, but a hipster, instead.
         

         
         This “Festival Missed Connections” advert—on hipster music online Pitchfork—gives an even more poignantly accurate insight into the working modes of hipsters: “During Waxahatchee on the Blue Stage
            you were eating vegan Vietnamese food out of a little container. I was the girl in the overalls with the rainbow bikini top,
            French braid and braces. Hope to hear from you.”
         

         
         Perhaps, after reading this, you feel that you, too, are now the kind of person who would—along with the creators of the “I
            Hate Hipsters” Tumblr—happily spend half an hour imagining the best way to kill the hipster who has just moved their sit-up-and-beg
            bicycle and soon-to-be-abandoned chicken into your apartment block (maybe dying under a landslide of ironic vintage T-shirts
            in Beyond Retro—the ultimate ironic death).
         

         
         But! Actually! No! For I would like to speak out on behalf of the hipster! I wish to defend them in the cultural kangaroo court they find themselves dragged into. I will answer all
            charges thus:
         

         
         
            	“This wearing of secondhand ironic clothing, particularly the T-shirts—this is annoying. A childless mustachioed twenty-six-year-old
                  media studies graduate drinking cocktails out of a jam jar in a pop-up Peruvian diner in Shoreditch while wearing a ‘Super
                  Dad’ T-shirt? NO! STOP!” But come on—no one else is going to wear that T-shirt. No one else has use for it. This is the First World equivalent of you and your favela scavenging for used batteries and bottle tops off
               a teetering city dump. Ironic hipster T-shirts are the bottom-line reality of the necessity of recycling. Without them we
               would drown in “Hurrah for Benjamin’s Bar Mitzvah!” T-shirts, which we would be compelled to wear in all seriousness. The system is better this way.
            

            
            	“They keep hens in one-bedroom flats in Hackney. This is both impractical, and done for effect.” But Lord Byron kept a bear and an eagle at Cambridge and we think he’s a total legend. We’ve got to have a consistent viewpoint on young, drug-addled people keeping pets in unsuitable locations.
               Otherwise it’s just not fair.
            

            
            	“Hipsters ruin all music by claiming that they were into it before you.” You know what—they probably were. And thank God. After all, someone has to go out there and forage for new bands, in horrible clubs, in the middle of nowhere, at one a.m., and subsequently make
               them famous enough for me to simply listen to them on Magic FM in a minicab, instead. I’m perfectly happy for hipsters to
               put in all that vexatious spadework, in exchange for a bit of ZERO FINANCIAL GAIN smugness afterwards. This is the cultural
               ecosystem. Hipsters aerate the rock Earth. They pollinate Pitchfork. They do . . . whatever it is that wasps do. Let them carry on. It is Mother Nature’s plan.
            

            
            	“I’m sorry, I still want to kill them with a suitably old-fashioned retro agricultural implement—such as they will have reverently
                  yet ironically put on the wall of their local coffee shop. Maybe a thresher, hay baler, or scythe.” Oh, come now! This makes us sound, frankly, spoiled. How jaded have we become that we cannot enjoy the sight of a young man
               with a handlebar mustache wearing a Second World War flying helmet and riding a penny-farthing to the Apple Store with a very
               self-conscious expression? How can we—P. G. Wodehouse fans—love Bertie Wooster but not a hipster? Let’s face it—having a go
               at hipsters is just basically picking on well-meaning young people trying to be different—as all young people are wont to
               do. “Ah,” you reply. “But I don’t really hate them. I don’t actually want them to die. I’m just being a bit snarky and ironic about it, because, to be honest, I’m a bit bored.” Well, if that
               is the case, my friend, I must inform you that “being a bit snarky and ironic because you’re bored” is a classic hipster trope, and suggests you are desperately trying to crush the tiny unicycle-riding hipster inside you.
            

            
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            I Am Hungover Again

         
         The thing is, if you hang out with hipsters, drinking ironic cocktails—“Death of a Cucumber Salesman”—from jam jars, you will, eventually,
               get a hangover.


         
         Once you have realized that you will never be a reasoned and disciplined drinker, it all gets easier, really.

         
         It’s the years where you keep thinking it might be possible to go out, have two glasses of wine over dinner, and be safely
            in bed by eleven p.m.—flossed and serene—that are the hardest. The constant collapse of intentions confuses you. You are discombobulated
            by the regularity of the chaos. You don’t know why it’s happening again.
         

         
         Last time you spoke to yourself in the restaurant it was 9:38 p.m., and you were in the toilets, going, “Hey, dude! There
            we are, in the mirror. I will be honest with us—I feel pretty sober, tbh. The wine seems unexpectedly . . . thin tonight.
            I think we might need to have a third glass—just to see this thing off properly. Maximize the potential. Promote the healthful
            sleep, etc. Still totally on for that ten thirty p.m. bus, though, amigo! This isn’t one of those nights! We remember it’s Tuesday! Or Wednesday! Whichever day it is! It is that day!”
         

         
         Five hours later, and you’re standing in the alleyway behind a Spanish bar, smoking a brand of cigarettes you’ve never seen
            before, which seem very dry, and which you bought off a passing tramp for a pound. (“Kind sir! Let us come to some manner
            of agreement of equal benefit to us both!”)
         

         
         The last ten minutes have consisted of a rant about Marxism, which jolted—with the jump-cut high-flying magic that alcohol
            brings—into an equally passionate display of how you can boost the volume levels of the speakers on the iPhone by putting
            it in your mouth.
         

         
         You are now triumphantly pointing at your face, issuing muffled cries of “See! See! LOUD!,” while your head transmits a pounding
            version of “Now That We Found Love” by Heavy D and the Boyz.
         

         
         Your schedule has been far too busy—two bottles of red wine, three gins, a shot of vodka, and whatever the hell this is in
            this glass right now: Fernet-Branca? Aquavit?—to really check in with yourself again, but you do remember seeing yourself,
            dimly, in the dark window glass, halfway up the stairs, coming back from the toilet.
         

         
         You only looked yourself in the eye for a moment, mouthing the words, “Tuesday. It is Tuesday,” to which you replied, “I am
            going to kill tomorrow for tonight. I will make the beautiful sacrifice.” And then you passed again, and you saw yourself
            no more.
         

         
         After, in the morning—in the terrible morning—years ago, you would have panicked. In your twenties, or early thirties, you
            were shocked fresh that you were always crashing in this same car.
         

         
         “When will I stop doing this?” you asked yourself, under the shower—washing your hair clean in the way you wish you could
            wash your lungs.
         

         
         And you would spend the day berating yourself—making the panicky, sweating promise that last night was, obviously, by way
            of a wake for drinking. Last night was the night you toasted the toasts—raised the glass for the last time—as you are now,
            surely, too old to do this anymore.
         

         
         Certainly, when you look at your hands—veins raised, and everything of a mauvish hue—they appear to belong to a two-hundred-year-old.

         
         But years later—now—you know there is no ending. You will never learn to have just two glasses, because you don’t want to
            have just two glasses—you don’t want to miss a trick; you will ride every tiger that passes by the pub door, until you know
            them by name, and call them in from the street.
         

         
         As intimations of the grave occur—the child now up to your shoulder, the wondering horror of remembering something from twenty-five years ago—a hangover seems a slight prospect, in comparison. Indeed, it seems kind of necessary.
         

         
         Because you don’t fight these hangovers, now—you don’t deny them, or try to wash them away. Instead, you lie perfectly limply
            in the beast’s jaws until it takes you for a corpse—and finally moves on, around five p.m.
         

         
         You offer no resistance—you sit squarely in the center of the thermonuclear sweats, the urine like treacle, the sporadic pulses
            of self-loathing where you must find a mirror in order to tell yourself, “Dude, no. You are not an international terrorist,”
            and you let them have their full head. You allow the full horror.
         

         
         And you say to yourself, “I am currently in the kiln, being burnished. My enamel is being baked. This is where I become truly
            powerful, and unafraid. Every one of these I sit through, unblinking, takes me up a level. So that, when Death finally comes,
            I will just treat him as nothing more than a hangover, too. I will come to him in the doorway in this cheap polyester slip,
            with this disheveled hair, and this sausage sandwich, and simply say to him: ‘Dude, do you know where I left my purse last
            night? I think I left it in the cab.’”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            I Don’t Know What to Do When I’m Alone

         
         Until I was eighteen I don’t think I’d ever spent more than four hours on my own. There were eight children, two adults, and
               three large, demented Alsatian dogs in our house, and so “learning how to cope when alone” was a skill I never really had
               the chance to develop. Not even when on the toilet—where the shower curtain could suddenly and dramatically be pulled back,
               revealing three children staring at you from a bath full of Mr. Bubble. Perhaps that explains why I’m traumatized by it now.


         
         My husband went away with the kids for the weekend, leaving me to hit a big deadline. After doing my traditional farewell—standing
            in the doorway, wailing, “DON’T GO! I CANNOT TOLERATE THE LONELINESS! DO NOT LEAVE ME OR I WILL DIE, I WILL LITERALLY DIE!”—I
            went back into the silent, empty old house and turned into someone completely different.
         

         
         You’re different when you’re alone. Well, I am. There’s a whole other me that lives a whole other life when I’m the only one
            around. Obviously I smoke in the kitchen, watch Antiques Roadshow (“Mum, this is boring—it’s just a man saying a chair is old”), and live on the sofa; slowly building a castle wall of dirty cereal bowls and teacups
            while wearing a dressing gown that is so repulsively stained and funky that I now fear putting it in the washing machine,
            lest it make the drum smell forever.
         

         
         Essentially—as all people on their own are apt to do—I turn into The Dude from The Big Lebowski, but without his rigorous sporting lifestyle (bowling while drinking beer and eating chips).
         

         
         However, in addition to all my quotidian “lonely behaviors,” there are several other things I do when I’m alone which are
            a bit more . . . specialist. For instance:
         

         
         
            	I listen to Jeff Buckley. I don’t know why I feel embarrassed to listen to him when my husband is around—this is a man who
               has fifty thousand records, is insanely open-minded about all music, and also had a childhood crush on the Dooleys. He is
               the last person to find me listening to Jeff Buckley and sneer about it—not least because he has Jeff Buckley records himself.
               And yet—if my husband walked into a room where I was playing “Lover, You Should’ve Come Over,” I would feel more mortified than if he’d found me, I dunno, taking a “sexy” selfie, or leaving the comment “When will the
                  Pulitzer committee honor this amazing woman?” under one of my articles online. Loving Jeff Buckley is such a . . . woman thing to do, with his beautiful face, and his falsetto voice, and his tragic early death in the Mississippi River. I like
                  to cry when listening to Jeff—cry while watching my reflection in the window and pretending I’m in the video for the song.
                  I also like to pretend I’m Jeff by singing along, and I like to pretend that what I am doing is “weaving intoxicating modal
                  harmonies” around my own original vocal take—rather than, as is the actual case, semihitting random notes in a barrage of
                  unpleasant noise, in an empty house. Whilst crying.
               

               
            

            
            	Not going out and seeing people. I don’t do that when I’m alone—even though that would, obviously, stop me from being alone—because
               it would mean coming back to an empty house. And on some level I fear that the house—having been utterly empty for the evening—might
               kind of seal up and not let me back in, and I would be reduced to kneeling in front of the letterbox, calling out to the cats to vouch for
               me. Yes—I am basically worried my house won’t love me anymore if I leave it. Oh God, that’s projection, isn’t it? Is the house
               my mum? I can’t work it out. Also, I can’t leave the house.
            

            
            	I start liking the cats. Normally, my relationship with the cats is, at best, frosty. I find them needy and stupid—after seven
               years, they still haven’t grasped that not only will kneading my leg not yield the delicious mother-cat milk which they so obviously desire but also leads to them being lightly chucked across the room. After seven years of flying across the room, they still haven’t learned this. Seven years. They also keep trying to kind of get inside my hands when I’m typing, stand on the stairs stupidly where my foot is about to land, and scratch my new chair. I find them utterly
               vexing.
               However, within twenty minutes of my husband and children leaving, I will hunt through the house to find the cats, bring them
                  downstairs, and drape them over my shoulders. I dote on them. “Come over here, little matey!” I’ll cry, sitting on the sofa.
                  “Come and see if you can get the delicious mother-cat milk out of my leg! Scratch away!”
               

               
            

            
            	I can’t sleep. Normally I’m out like a light by ten p.m. With my husband away, however, two a.m. will roll around and I’ll
               still be depressingly wakeful. 
               I’ve worked out, with science, what’s going on—my husband must emit some kind of soporific miasma, like human valerian, that
                  minutely regulates my body clock, and this is part of the reason I was initially attracted to him.
               

               
               Still, it is best that I can’t sleep—given that I need to be awake to hear the burglars and murderers in the kitchen, making
                  small, weird noises. The number of burglars and murderers who troop through the house when I’m alone is astonishing. Perhaps
                  they all come together, on a minibus. Burglars and murderers don’t like being alone, either.
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“If you don’t know who Caitlin Moran
is, it may be time to find out.”






