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Chapter 1: Weighty
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“I feel overweight...” I say as to put my hands on my waist, touching all the bulges that are trying to escape from my dress.

“You’re not overweight dear, you’re fat. Overweight is when you have a bit of meat on you. Not layers of fat.”

I look at her whilst she scans the menu, wondering why we’re having lunch on my day off? The funny thing is, I asked her — the wrong person to ask. I mean, Mom never minces her words, she comes out and says exactly what she feels all the time. I just don’t need it today. Well, actually any day really, but today I looked at the kids as they left for school and decided that I needed to think about a change. Not sure how, but I need a change, that’s for sure. The kids will be leaving soon, they’re getting older by the minute and I’ll be home alone and miserable. 

“I just don’t feel sexy anymore.”

“That’s because you never were, Kimberley. I mean, when was the last time you went shopping? You’ve been wearing the same dress — every time you go out — for the last five years.” She whispers as she leans across the table, “And it’s not even a nice dress!”

She’s referring to the shift dress I bought five years ago. It’s not nice, is that what she’s saying or are my ears deceiving me again? I look around at the women in their summer dresses and all of a sudden I feel uneasy. I’ve been wearing the same dress to nearly every party, dinner, kids birthday and even a couple of weddings for the past few years and now she says it’s not even a nice dress.

“OK, so you told me I’m fat and now you expect me to eat?” I ask, shocked by her insistence on me eating.

“You’ve got to eat, dear. Just don’t eat everything in one go, that’s your problem. I bet you have a full tub of Haagen Daz in your freezer. You’ll probably go home and eat it.” 

I forgot, she’s also psychic.

“Anyway, have a salad. You can eat them anytime you want, they’re better for you,” she says while reaching over the table and holding my hand. “You can borrow one of my dresses. Hmm, maybe not,” she said, taking it back. “They probably won’t fit. OK, on the weekend I’ll take you shopping, how about that?” she asks as she nods, hoping to do the agreeing for me.

The only thing I want to agree to is going back home and sobbing into my pillow, like I was doing before she called and asked me how I was spending my day off.

I’ve an escape route, “Eric’s birthday party is this weekend. We can’t go shopping,” I sigh with relief. At least I have a valid excuse for not spending more time with her, this lunch is enough to last me a few weeks. At least with the party, my sisters will be there to spread the tension. As soon as one of us has had enough of her we turn her attention to the other one. Jen, the diplomatic one, never seems to have too much of Mom.

“Oh, yes,” she looks around nervously, knowing that she’s getting on my nerves. Feeling the tension across the table, I give her one of my Mom, you are killing me looks. She’s hoping for a distraction. I can’t remember the last time I was happy. I took a day off thinking I was going to be shopping for Eric’s birthday party — 13 already, he’s turning into such a big boy.

“And let’s not talk about your hair,” she continues. 

Damn, what do I need to do, does she want me to start crying, will that help her get the message?

She shakes her head and says, “My mop is in better condition! When was the last time you went to a hair stylist? Do you even know who they are anymore?”

I shake my head. I can’t even deny that one. I thought the same thing myself as I was getting ready to come out. I put some gel and tried to tie it up in a bun, but it’s so thin. I never realized how much its changed, and I have no reason — or time — to. I don’t need to, I go to work, pick up the kids, take them out. 

I suppose it’s the wrong attitude, I need to start looking after myself. I used to have a full set of hair. It was bouncy, wavy and long, now it is stringy and has lost life. I’m even sure what color it is anymore. Before it used to have blond highlights but now it’s a mousy brown. I suppose that like everything else on my body, it just died. 

“You need a man,” she says as she claps her hand like she has discovered the cure for cancer.

I look at Mom, with her perfect bobbed hair shaped nicely, and I feel out of place. If anyone saw us together they would assume I was the Mom and she was the daughter. I mean, she hasn’t got expensive taste, but she is wearing a nice summer dress which hangs on her body and doesn’t squeeze it like mine does to me. I’m scared to eat in case the love handles bulge out too much. They say you should wear black, they say it makes you look thin, well I’m not feeling it, especially now.

“Mom, the last thing I need is a man,” I say as the waiter comes to take our order. 

I love this little Italian bistro, it’s one of my favorite places in Seattle. I don’t get out much and never have enough money to really enjoy it so I spend most of my time admiring it from a distance.

We order, or rather Mom orders for me, and the waiter looks at me, sizing me up. I can tell that I need a man, and he can too, either that or he heard Mom blurt it out, like everyone else in our proximity. He is sighing and looking at me with pity, thinking I need something, and not just a man. Maybe he’s discerning that there’s no way I could get a man. I shift my weight from side to side on the chair, I sense that everyone’s staring at me. 

As he leaves our table he walks past one of the waitresses and stops, he whispers something in her ear. She looks at our table and nods in agreement. Then she walks over and asks Mom, “Would you and your Mom like our wine special for today?” 

Did we just not order? What is with all this unwanted attention today?

Mom looks at her and smiles, “No, my daughter and I are fine. Thank you.”

As she folds her napkin on her lap she looks me in the eye and says, “Let’s be honest with each other, if you wanted sympathy and a shoulder to cry on then you should have called your sister, Jenny. If you wanted no response, then you should have called your Pops — though you’ll be lucky if he even leaves the house. Old age has treated him unkindly, unlike me. Lastly, if you wanted a pep talk you should have called your sister, Chrissie. She takes after me, she would tell you straight. After all, she’s as frank as me, and as good looking. I’m sorry to say dear that you take after your father in that department. Makes me wonder why I married him.”

It makes me wonder why he married you. It was obvious why he was always in the house, to get away from her. The thing about Mom is that she’s retired but she has one heck of a social life. I’m surprised she was in the house today.

“I mean you’re so lucky dear. You know Grace?”

She stops for confirmation that I recall her friend Grace. Sure, I know Grace — body of a twenty year old and face of a ninety year old. I nod in acknowledgement.

“Well, usually we’d be playing tennis together today. Luckily for you she twisted her ankle last week. She says it was in a squash game, but I have my suspicions she was doing something else.”

She winks at me and all I can think is, wow even the ninety year old is at it.

“She’s making up for being married for forty years, now that Carl has passed away she seems to be making up for her grieving time.”

“What, a week?”

“Don’t be silly dear, it was not a week, it was a month and a half.”

“Oh.” Four and a half weeks more, silly me.

Now I think about it, I never called her, she called me. I was not going to bring that up now. I tried to get out of lunch but she insisted, saying I should not be stuck in the house on my day off. The last thing I wanted to do was dress up and go out when I’ve got ironing, washing and cleaning to do. Also, the whole point of me having the day off was to spend it shopping for Eric’s birthday. Even though he had said I shouldn’t bother, because he had his cool Auntie Chrissie to sort it out for him.

“What I’m trying to say to you dear is—”

Wow, was she still talking? I was too busy enjoying my salad, pretending I was anywhere but listening to her.

“Life is what you make it. If you want to walk around all day in old, tired clothes and be over-weight—” she says that very slowly “—then accept that that’s your life and get on with it. But, if you want to have fun and enjoy life like me and Chrissie — even your father on occasion — then you need to learn to change.”

With those words, I look hard at her and wonder if she has changed? Has my real mother been abducted and replaced by someone who actually makes sense? No, this can’t be, there must be someone else in there.

She knows I am thinking this through because she is squinting her eyes at me through her Prada glasses. Gosh, even her glasses are stylish. She’s right, I really don’t have a clue. What does this all mean, what has gone wrong? I’m lost in my thoughts as I eagerly wait for the waiter to put down our dishes and leave. He’s too busy giving me the sympathy look again. What is wrong with people today?

“You do realize why Tom left you, don’t you?”

Oh, that name, why does she have to remember that name? I can’t stand that man. They call them ex’s so you never have to see them again, to hear that name again or think about them again. They’re not in your life anymore, which is why they’re an ex.

“No, Mother, but we all know you are about to tell me,” I say, irritated at the bashing she’s giving me today. It was supposed to be a day that I got things done, not a day to feel even more deflated than I do every single day of the week.

She places pieces of salad in her mouth. She ordered the same for me, but after her little speech I don’t want to eat anything else.

“Well, he left you, because since you had the kids the spark you had just died.”

“Course it died. I had 3 kids to look after, and he wasn’t exactly any help.”

“That may be so dear, but do you remember your Pops being any help when you were a child?”

I shake my head. I remember Mom working as a teacher full-time and having homework, chores and parents meetings, but still finding the time to do the cooking and cleaning, looking as if she was always on top of everything. She’s right, I am not built like that. I do take after Pops. Sometimes, when he is watching TV, I need to put my finger under his nose to see if he’s still breathing and I’ve done that since I was 12 years old. 30 years later, I still do it.

“I did not let life get me down and I was happy. You were never happy, Kim, even with him there, and when he left you seemed to be even more unhappy. I mean, I’ve tried so many times to get you back on track, but you never seem to want it. You focus too much on the kids and never yourself. Remember: you came into this world alone and you go out of it alone.”

Seriously, what has this alien done with my Mom, because she is seriously somewhere else? On second thoughts, they can keep her. I like this new mom and when I get home the first thing I’m going to do is finish that tub of Haagen Daz, because after this salad I’m still going to be hungry. Probably even more so. I mean, who goes to an Italian restaurant and only eats salads? Women like me who’re too scared to eat anything else in front of their own mom. That’s who!
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Chapter 2: Popcorn
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“That’s an idea” Megan says, as she passes round the popcorn to her sister and brother on the sofa. Friday night after an exhausting week of being victimized by my Mom and I’m suspicious that I’ll have the same thing from my cunning daughter. She’s up to something, that cheeky grin on her face is a big giveaway.

“Didn’t you see the commercial?”

“No, I was too busy wondering if I should make my own popcorn, because you’re holding it like your life depends on it.”

“Well, it was about online dating. Matching.com or something like that.”

I laugh and then sigh, kids today, they don’t have a clue, “Okay, so did any of those women look like they were my age?”
They shake their heads.

“Did any of them have a figure like mine?”

Again, they shake their heads. As I look from left to right at my three kids, I wonder what planet they’re all on.

“But, they all have the same thing in common with you: loneliness.”

I sit up abruptly, offended that my youngest son thinks I’m lonely. “Who says I’m lonely?”

“What woman your age is sitting in on a Friday night with their three kids, eating popcorn and watching re-runs of Terminator?” he questions as he looks me straight in the eye, waiting for an answer. 

Sometimes, I think he’s too sensible to be my real son. One thing for sure, he certainly doesn’t take after his father. That useless so and so, that I’ll have the displeasure of seeing tomorrow at Eric’s birthday party. I shake my head at the idea of having to behave myself in his company. This is the part I don’t get, he cheats and leaves me, yet I am the one who is constantly reminded to behave in public. I do it for the kids, but even ten years on it still hurts, especially because he ran off with my best friend. Out of all the women in the world, why her?

“Not sure, have you interviewed them all?” I reply, a little offended. I was wishing that Terminator would come back on so we can get on with the rerun and forget the interrogation. 

My prayers are answered, I sit and watch but my mind is so far from the show. In fact, I am starting to think that maybe he is right, I am lonely. Normally, I am too busy to realize the truth, I’m always worrying about what needs to be done for one child, then the second, and the third. Then there’s the bills, the house and anything else life throws at me. Also, I work full-time. If I do find a partner, how will he deal with all of this, all of me? 

I’m not lonely, I just need to lose a few pounds and get more organized — that’s my problem. Finally, the show finishes and all my thoughts stop racing.

Eric gives me the biggest kiss on the cheek and says, “We love you Mom. Good-night.”

I sit there in shock. I’m alone but his affection made me feel like I have everyone I needed. I have the warmest feeling inside of me as I sit back and think about the fact that a kiss from my little one has made me all tingly inside.

***
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The kids are in their room and I am in mine. My laptop on my bed is teasing me while I’m in my PJ’s. Should I, should I dare? That’s the only thing running around my mind at the moment. I’m single and I’m a consenting adult. Sure, I’ve got 3 kids but that doesn’t mean I’m dead. Well, at times, I do behave like someone who isn’t alive. Tonight’s going to be different. I’m going to log on and sign up for Matching.com.

Or am I?

Damn, when did I become so indecisive? I was so tempted to have a smoke and I haven’t been tempted in over 10 years since I quit. Okay, so I’m searching for Matching.com. Right, searching, wait — need to lock the door. Think I’ll die if one of the kids comes in and see what I’m up to.

Great, doors locked, back to the action plan: Matching.com. Why do I keep repeating it in my head like I’m chanting it or something? I just need to get on with it and do it, sign up — how hard can it be?

As I tap my fingers on the keyboard and look at the different payment plans, I can see how hard it’s going to be. So, do I sign up for the 3 months plan or the year plan? Why would you sign up for a whole year? If you can’t find someone after 3 months then you certainly won’t in a year, right?

Great, I wish I could call Chrissie right now, she’ll know what to do. It’s past midnight, although she wouldn’t be sleeping, she’ll working from home or studying, keeping herself busy.

It occurs to me that I should call Mom. I could just imagine her: You can’t be searching on the Internet looking like that, you need to put on some make-up and do your hair. Sometimes she hasn’t got a clue, although right now, I’m the clueless one.

OK, so I’m signing up for the one month trial. Think that’s enough time for me to decide if this is the right thing to do. Then again, I am signing up at this time of night — anyone on here at midnight on a Friday night is going to be sad and lonely!

That’s me in a nutshell. Sad, lonely and overweight. 

I used my card to pay for the membership. 

Damn, they ask too much questions. 

I skipped half of them, from bra size to eye color. I thought it was a dating website, not a medical exam. If you meet someone casually do they need to know all those details before they ask you out? Do you even notice every physical detail of the person before you agree to go out with them? Of course not, so why all the questions? That’s technology for you, it takes all the fun out of surprise. Then again, do I want the surprise of a 90 year old granddad talking dirty to me all night long? I suppose it would be nothing new, it seems to happen to me on a monthly basis.

One day one of them was in a walker, running after me. Okay, so he wasn’t exactly running, because he was using the frame. He was shouting for me, saying how me and him could grow old together and how I was just the right age for him. The feeling was far from mutual. I had to start taking the long way to work just because I didn’t want to bump into him.

Mom said I should have gone for it, beggars can’t be choosers and company is company. I did mention that he was older than Pops, to which her words — again — were, “Beggars can’t be choosers,” and. “at least you’ll be well looked after until he’s gone.”

Wow, now comes the difficult part. Interests. Nothing much to put in this section. 

Sports — no. God no. Really, is golf a sport?

Animals – Wow, they really don’t miss a trick. Do I want a man that is interested in spiders? Hell no!

Music — not really, can’t remember the last time I listened to a song let alone bought one.

Movies — they’re too old. 

Did I put in my real age or not? Can’t remember now. All these questions are giving me a headache.

Books — wow, am I expected to read? I can’t deal with an intellect. There are too many in my family. I’m the only one that didn’t graduate, as Mom likes to remind me.

Leisure — what’s that? Need to check the drop down on that one. Theatre— I did see Megan in Annie. She was great. Does that count? Travel — I travel to work, home, school, parents, sisters, Little League and the tennis club. I travel loads, does that count?

Please let me tick something, anything, this is getting beyond pathetic.

Others: Cards — I can play snap, does that count? Although I haven’t played it with the kids in years. Knitting — no, but I could get lessons from Mrs Hunt next door, I see her with her knitting group once a week. Gaming — please, is this a matchmaking site for adults, or what?

Are you part of any groups? If so, please specify.

What, like the AA? Is that what it means? Seriously, my head hurts just trying to fill in all these things. I’m sure it is a conspiracy. I look at the URL again to check I’m still on Matching.com. Why all the questions?

Do I want a man with kids? This is tricky. I write that I have kids but want a man with none. 

How tall am I? Damn, not sure. That would mean getting up and measuring myself. Right now I can barely sit up, let alone stand up.

Do I know how tall I want the man to be? Really, this feels like one of those physics tests when I was younger that I knew I was going to fail. All the questions felt wrong and my answers to them was pure guesswork, knowing the result would end in a fail.

I grab my glass of whiskey and lemonade which I made to put me in the mood. I decide that everything will be filled in as Do not want to specify, otherwise I would just chicken out. Not being able to answer these questions is giving me even more of a headache and makes me think that I need to go back and fill in the year membership just to give me time to sign up. 

Heck, at this rate I may need the lifetime membership loyalty card.

Oh my gosh, I just thought of something. I was going to have to put my photo in there. I can’t remember the last time I took one, let alone a decent one. There was my sister, Jen’s, wedding, but that was over eleven years ago. I suppose I better dig that one up because it’s been downhill since then. Not that it was particularly uphill before then. I did look nice on that day, everyone said so, even Tom, and he never gave me any compliments.

At last I made it, after taking a few swigs of the whiskey and going for it, I’m ready to put in my photo. Now I just have to find the pictures. I start searching in the folders and all I can see are family pictures of everyone but me, because I always insist on taking the photo. After 30 minutes of searching, I can’t even find one photo of me taken during the last ten years. 

Oh, there’s one. Me, at Megan’s 13th birthday party, standing at the back trying to hide from the camera — great. My hair covers my face and I’m standing directly behind Megan who was quite tall at that age.

I know Chrissie looks hot that day. I’ll use hers, she won’t mind and will never find out. I’ll take a photo soon and replace it with my own. In the meantime, she looks as hot as ever in our last family holiday. I’ll tell her tomorrow, if I remember. At this rate the whiskey is going to my head. Time to publish the picture and be done. 

I press the publish button and sink my head on the laptop. Shit, I’m a bit drunk. Nope, very drunk, there was more whiskey in that glass than lemonade.
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Chapter 3: Birthday Party 
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Great, the party guests are arriving and I haven’t changed.

“Wait one minute!” I shout as I rush towards the stairs. I halt before going down, just in case it’s not the guests. I have no idea who is there but I pop my head down and see that it’s my sisters, Jennifer and Christine. They have come early to help. 

They said they would, but I forgot. I give them a big kiss especially but have a really bad hangover from last night. What was I doing? It’s like a train ran through my head.

As I embrace them, I feel glad for the help, support and love that we share. My sisters are fab. As usual Christine gets straight down to business doing what she always does, which is to tell me off or tell me gossip.

“So, have you heard about John?”

“No, I haven’t. What?” Has he finally realized that after all these years that I’m the one he loves? Is he getting a divorce, meaning we will be together forever like we should have been? Oh my gosh, this is the best party ever I think as I look at her in excitement — maybe a bit too much excitement. She grabs my hands and tells me slowly, “He got a big job in Australia. He is moving away.” 

“That’s not the news I was expecting.” Seriously, how can I be excited about that? She really thinks that I need to hear this today of all days. It’s bad enough having to spend a whole afternoon with Tom, never mind hearing about John moving away. 

I sigh and they both say, “We know.” Then, they both let out a sigh.

They see the look on my face and quickly turn the conversation to what needs doing in the house. I’m not sure why I’m upset. John and I haven’t spoken for ten years or more. Knowing he was near made me feel safe, we used to bump into each other on occasion. It wasn’t much, but it was enough to get me excited. When he moved out of Seattle I saw him less, now he was going and all I could think was, Why did I never marry him?

Stupidity, that’s why. It’s always the same reply whenever I ask myself that question. Mom, Dad, Jen, Chrissie and Megan have all told me the same as well. 

My little man and youngest child, Eric, is thirteen today. He walks in and sees the look on my face as I stand grabbing Chrissies arm. He misunderstands it and says, “Mom, look, I know I haven’t been helpful with my party, but I’m willing to try. What can I do, how can I help? If you want, I can do the balloons and put the decorations up with Hannah and Megan. You can relax before they all come. I’m too excited
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