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  Any Girl Can Be a CandyKiss Girl!


  Her full name is Dolores Candykiss. Dolly for short; or Lolly; or Lo. It helps to put a name to your typical consumer; it gives you the impression that you’re designing for a real person rather than some marketgenerated product with no dreams and no personality. Because CandyKiss (that’s our fashion house) is all about personality. That’s what makes my own range so popular (I design for Dolly, the youngest of our CandyKiss girls); it makes the consumers identify with her, love her  maybe even envy her a little. Of course, I’m just one of her designers, one of many in Dolly’s Summer Scandals range; but even so I feel I know her  love her  intimately.


  Her features are unclear. She could be blonde. On the other hand, she might be a brunette or a redhead. We try not to project too much visually; as we always say, there’s a CandyKiss outfit for every girl, whatever her shape, size or colouring. Instead, we concentrate on Lifestyle and Personality, the two strands that have made CandyKiss the leading youth designer of the decade.


  Dolly’s an independent, feisty, modern miss. She knows what she wants, and isn’t afraid to ask for it; and the new summer fashions reflect this. Cropped tops, sexy slogans and audacious contrasts (leather and lace, rubber and chiffon) are worn over pelmet skirts and hot pants in a sexy take on urban retro.


  She isn’t afraid of her feelings; one moment a siren, the next a naughty little girl, she uses her clothes to express her innermost self. Plunging necklines get a modern twist in burgundy leather or gold chainmail; and this season’s new-look silver bondage boots provide a witty throwback to the glorious days of sci-fi glamour. But Dolly has a sense of humour, too. She enjoys original pairings (white topless minidress with fur trim, matched with green booties with ‘Lips’ detail), ironic post-feminist slogans (I’m proud to say that my very own design, the SCREW ME, YOU UGLY SON OF A BITCH T-shirt sold out in a single day), and for parties, she likes the all-out, no-holds-barred glamour-puss look, with its cinched waists, embroidered crotchless denims and figure-hugging Neoprene sheaths in fleshpink, black or tangerine.


  Of course, we have had our share of critics. But there has always been an element of revolt in the fashion world, and today’s avant-garde is the vintage classic of tomorrow. The popularity of the Dolly range speaks for itself; already last year’s pink rubber mini-dress (that was one of mine, you know) is being hailed as a collector’s piece, and the witty range of accessories  bags, boots, scarves and panties all sporting the CandyKiss logo (pink lips sucking on a red lollipop)  has appeared to rave reviews in Rogue, Huzzah and Girlz4Us!


  But I do find the criticism of our design ethos particularly, personally hurtful. The grotesque caricature of Dolly, the CandyKiss mascot (said the Guardian in September) is especially vile. A plastified, cynical little madam in her designer wear and crippling shoes, she represents everything that is loathsome about today’s youth: the loss of innocence, the loss of beauty, and most of all, the loss of dignity.


  Now that hurts. It really does. Because I love my Dolly. I love all our CandyKiss girls, and my great pleasure is to imagine new and delightful things in which to allow them to express themselves. The adult world will always be contemptuous of the tastes of the younger generation; it feels threatened, both sexually and emotionally, and this fever of hate and resentment towards my poor Dolly and her siblings shows to what extent this threat has been perceived. Of course they think she’s too young. The voice of adulthood, seeing a lovely young thing clad in our striking designs, yawps in alarm: You can’t go out in that! The voice of envy, repeated over generations.


  At CandyKiss, however, we listen to the consumer, not her parents. We know her frustrations, her desire for revolt. That’s why the Summer Scandals range  my own baby, and one I’m very proud of  will revolutionize the youth market around the world. Logo’d G-strings in lime or fuchsia, T-shirts with our new SEXY BUT SHY slogan, trendy matching boots and clever one-pieces in the classic CandyKiss print will form the firm basis for a collection that will, I hope, at last propel me into the big league. Because Dolly, much as I love her, is only the beginning. Her siblings (Lolly and Lo, from our sister range) have far fewer restrictions in terms of size and design, and if I can manage to get myself promoted into Lolly  or even Lo  then I can really spread my wings. Dolly’s such fun, you know, and such a challenge; but I really think a man like me is wasted on Babywear. Just give me a chance at Pre-Teen or Eleven-Plus, and I’ll show you what I can really come up with.


  This nasty little tale came to me as I was shopping with my daughter. In one clothes shop, we came across a girl who was wearing a cropped top with the printed slogan CANDY KISSES FOR LITTLE MISSES  SEXY BUT SHY. She couldn’t have been more than five years old.


   Tea with the Birds


  Some people spend their lives without ever raising their eyes from the ground. Others dream of flying.


  The funny thing about Mortimer Street is that noone really seems to know anybody else. It’s one of those places; busy without being comfortable; crowded without being friendly. The big stucco-fronted houses at the far end are too remote; the ones of us who live in the terraces feel diminished by them, even though they are past their best, like a row of wedding cakes left out in the rain.


  The terraces are closer together; but the people in them live like birds in cages, bickering over parking spaces and pecking at each other from behind the net curtains. Gossip is currency  the more slanderous the better  and the worst crime of all is to be an outsider.


  I should know; I’m one myself. Wrong face, wrong clothes, wrong voice. I’m a completely different race from my neighbours, and it makes them suspicious that I should choose to live here among them, on the second floor of a big back-to-back terrace which has been converted into four bedsits.


  People assume, with an instinctive contempt that hides fear, that I’m a student. In fact there are no students in these cheap lodgings; the people for whom they were intended prefer their own digs in Stanbury, where there is a theatre and a cinema and a noisy row of pubs. There is something a little cold about Mortimer Street; a reluctance to get involved.


  At first its coldness suited me. Two years in a psychiatric hospital had given me a fierce need for privacy, for silence. I took joy in the solitude of my little room, the quietness of the nights, spent hours in my private bathroom, cooked slow deliberate meals in my tiny kitchen. Some evenings I did voluntary work for the Samaritans. It was rather dull work; I only persevered because my therapist recommended it. The rest of the time I earned money waitressing. Again, my therapist approved. It kept my mind from flights of fancy.


  But at home  if Mortimer Street was home  I enjoyed my seclusion too much to share it willingly. The gossips had nothing on me. They watched me going to work in the evenings, my drab coat buttoned to the neck, and concluded that I was a student nurse. I never denied it. I gained the reputation of being ‘snobby’  possibly because I refused to babysit the child of a neighbour I barely knew  and after a few half-hearted attempts to breach my defences, they left me in peace.


  Then, to my dismay, someone moved into the flat opposite mine. A Mr Juzo Tamaoki, the name on the letterbox said; another foreigner, said the Mortimer Street grapevine, with barely concealed disapproval. I didn’t care about that. I only hoped he would be a quiet neighbour, and that he would leave me alone.


  For a while he did. For days


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  


We hope you enjoyed these stories. If you want to read more stories by Joanne Harris, try her other contributions to the Storycuts series such as
Auto-da-fé/Free Spirit/Fule’s Gold 9781448125562

Class of ’81/Come in, Mr Lowry, Your Number Is Up! 9781448125661

A Place in the Sun/Al and Christine’s World of Leather/The Spectator 9781448125609

Alternatively, read the original parent collection, Jigs & Reels 9781407056562.
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