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Introduction

In winter of 2018 I counted the clothes in my wardrobe.

This is what I found:

 

·   22 coats

·   35 dresses

·   5 full-length evening gowns

·   34 jackets

·   37 skirts

·   17 pairs of trousers

·   16 shirts

·   7 not-immediately-categorizable tops

·   12 cardigans

·   18 sweaters

·   35 T shirts

·   4 sweatshirts

·   3 swimming costumes

·   6 bikinis

·   8 sarongs

·   1 pair of shorts

·   3 track suit tops

·   4 track suit bottoms

·   31 knickers

·   35 bras

·   5 slips

·   5 vests

·   4 pyjamas

·   2 nightdresses

·   24 pairs of tights

·   7 leggings

·   4 dressing gowns

·   21 pairs of socks

·   16 scarves and shawls

·   4 hats

·   9 gloves

·   4 fur tippets

·   6 pairs sneakers or trainers

·   8 pairs long boots

·   3 pairs ankle boots

·   34 pairs heeled shoes

·   24 pairs flats

·   6 pairs slippers

·   37 handbags

I didn’t really know what to do with this information once I had it. The tally had been made with no plan in mind. It was more of a diversionary tactic than anything else, in the hope that it would help me work out what this book could be. I knew that I wanted to write, in some way or other, about my life as Editor of Vogue, but burdened by a rubbish memory, and having no desire to write an autobiography, I was floundering around. Clothes, I thought perhaps, might be a start.

Since I left university at 23 I had dressed to go to work – and more specifically, most days, to go to an office. That winter was the first since I was a student when I would be spending more time at home. When I wouldn’t be driven in my choice of what to wear by my job. By that point I had been out of Vogue for about six months and already there was a huge change in how I felt about clothes. Not only did I feel more free in my life, but also in the way I dressed. For the first time in years I was really enjoying my clothes, now that they weren’t such an enormous part of my job.

For more than 25 years clothes had been an integral part of my professional life. Vogue is foremost a fashion magazine. A place to find inspiration and information about clothes. I had loved working with the very best photographers, stylists and writers. And I adored the activity of putting a magazine together, publishing images and stories I felt were important and chronicling life through the Vogue filter. But being surrounded by all those clothes had made them the stuff of work, not of my personal pleasure.

What I found when I went through my cupboards made me think about what those clothes – all clothes – had meant to me. Many of the dresses and skirts were very precious and beautiful. They were like a fine china tea set brought out perhaps twice a year for a special occasion, which demands a laid tray rather than a couple of mugs plonked on the table. Others – knitwear, pencil skirts, dresses, jackets, high heels – I wore to the office but rarely dressed in otherwise. While still others were the clothes that I would put on to slough off Vogue – the responsibility, the office politics, the endless continuum of making things happen – when I came home in the evenings or on holiday or on weekends. Contemplating them all, I realized how many things there were that I couldn’t imagine having the opportunity to wear again. Or certainly no need for so many. All those navy jackets, the full-length gowns, even the fur tippets.

At the date of the count I was spending much of my time at home, and, it being mid-winter, much of the time in thick sweaters and socks, discovering for myself, as my boyfriend and son had often complained, how cold the house was on weekdays when the heating was off! So many of the clothes on that list were for a different life – of centrally heated offices, of bustling restaurants, of expense-account cars, of red-carpet evenings and of business breakfasts.

As I thought about what to do with the clothes, I became more interested in what the different items had meant to me. About why I had bought them. What I hoped I might feel wearing them. Why some things I had bought again and again. Why we wear the things we wear and why some we keep and get rid of others. Which we attach an emotional value to and why. And what could be said about the world we live in by looking at the clothes we wear.

I may have worked in the fashion industry for many years but my relationship with clothes was established long before that. For most of my life they have mattered hugely to me. Like many children, I cared deeply about the way I was dressed and still remember the joy of the moment when I was allowed to choose my own clothes – a great deal later on than children do now. No more tartan ‘trews’ as our mother called the sack-like Viyella trousers we were often seen in. No more white socks cutting into my legs. As soon as I could I spent most of my spare time wandering around shops and any cash I had on clothes. I was always excited by a new piece of clothing. How it always did, and now does again, make me feel it is much more than just a piece of cloth. As I see a floral dress, an indigo shirt, a checked coat hanging there I also see the whole, improved life that I am going to live in it. They offer a thrilling potential.
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The more I thought about the book the more I realized how intricately clothes are bound up with our roles. And it is those roles I am interested in just as much as the clothes I have worn when living them: privileged London child, arty teenager, thriving media girl, magazine executive, mother, wife, lover, friend, sister, daughter.

Clothes don’t fit into simple timelines and so there are none here. The story jumps around, sometimes dipping back into the history of a garment, sometimes looking at how a specific piece became emblematic of a certain point in time and of my life. There are periods where clothes seem to have been much more important and where my recollection is more vivid. And months, even years, where frankly I have no idea what I wore at any given time.

The pieces I write about have been chosen because they have at some time or other meant something to me. A few are utterly idiosyncratic, others part of many women’s collections. Ultimately, though, this book is entirely personal. How much can be traced through the contents of our wardrobes – in my case, 556 pieces? These clothes are the story of my life and my preoccupations; like everyone’s, they are unique.


1.

Red Shoes

Children take their original surroundings for granted. It never occurred to me that the walk from the London flat where we lived to Harrods, where we were taken to buy our school shoes, was anything other than the kind of expedition everybody did. We would cross the big garden squares where we bicycled and played ‘ring-a-ring o’ roses’, and march up the cream stucco streets of Belgravia, home to Greek shipping dynasties and American film producers; they were immaculate and quiet.

The best bit was when we reached Knightsbridge and turned into Hans Place, where we could look into the window of a pet shop in the street, a window that was always filled with treacly-eyed puppies, before reaching the gigantic red brick emporium round the corner. There we would take the ornate gilded cage of a lift, with a uniformed lift boy who handled the brass ‘going UP’ levers, laconically reciting the content of each floor.

The children’s shoe department was not far from the lift, and as we approached you could see the small red chairs where you sat and could twirl around as if on a fairground ride. It was a rewarding activity as we waited for the shoes to be boxed up and payment to be made – another exciting moment involving a pneumatic tube whooshing down to a mystery destination.

Our red shoes were always Start-rite. Their famous logo of two woollen-hatted children seen from behind, as they walked along their straight, tree-lined, golden path to a future, was as familiar to me then as the double C of Chanel and the G of Gucci would become in later life. Even though this logo was designed in the Fifties, their outfits were unisex enough to please the most gender fluid advocate of now. They both wear trousers and the child on the left, in a green all-in-one, is only differentiated from his friend (or more likely sibling) on the right by her hair; she is clearly a girl because, if you look closely, she has plaited hair, while he has a completely bare neck under the hat. At the time I didn’t question this, but the way they were dressed looked nothing like anyone I knew – all of us girls wore dresses or skirts and the boys mostly wore shorts with shirts tucked in.

The measuring process for my new shoes was always miserable. Although my feet were of perfectly normal length, the sight of the kneeling shop assistant as they stretched the tape over the sliding measure around the widest part of my foot was always a grim moment. ‘I’m afraid…modom,’ they would say, ‘she’s a double E.’ The words double E would not in themselves have struck me as so terrible were it not for that loaded ‘afraid’, followed by a pause that indicated, even to a child, that bad news was on the way.

As time passed, the implications of double E became clear. Rarely were the delicate, pointed-toe styles of our ‘indoor’ red school shoes available in double E. My best friend, Jane, with her slim feet, had these more stylish versions decorated with sharp diamond cut-outs, while I was stuck with the uglier round-toed version, where the smaller, indeterminate-shape cut-outs lacked the crisp prettiness of hers.

It was obvious that shoes like mine were less glamorous, though I would not have been able to articulate what glamour was. But even at eight years old I knew that it was my broad and indelicate double-E size feet that were barring me from being someone I would have preferred to be.

And so it is that red shoes are almost the only colour shoes that have no place in what has always been my substantial shoe collection. Stamped with these childhood associations, my plodding, bulky feet never had the magical dancing allure that many associate with shoes this colour.

Hans Christian Andersen’s story ‘The Red Shoes’ tells of the vain Karen, who is condemned to dance forever in her own pair, unable to remove them or to still the motion. Her buying them is intended to show her to be wealthy, indulged and frivolous. They lead to her eternal damnation.

It’s a harsh positioning of a piece of clothing, but red shoes are undeniably show-off. There is never anything quiet about them. From scarlet to carmine, pillar box to rose, a pair of red shoes have the urgency of the red light, the spark of heat. They will dominate any outfit, attract attention and wordlessly tell those looking at your feet – as people always do when you wear red shoes – that it’s here the real story lies.

It’s why red shoes have often been a favourite of women who dress soberly for reasons to do with their profession or because it’s simply how they feel most comfortable appearing. Teachers, doctors, academics, lawyers – for them the red shoes can announce what the rest of their outfit disguises. That they have another playful, provocative side to them. The filmmakers of The Wizard of Oz knew exactly that when they changed the colour of Dorothy’s slippers to ruby from silver, so that they would stand out gloriously and memorably on the Yellow Brick Road.
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2.

Sloppy Joe

Today I am wearing a loose-knit sweater in a disrupted rainbow of faded colours. When I bought it I had thought it would make me feel nurtured and enveloped in the darkest days of the winter we were then suffering. The muted shades slide from a mottled lemon to a dusty blue and then into a rose. They are soft, gentle colours. The sleeves are overlong, reaching to my fingertips in a burnt umber that merges with a speckled green, and the whole baggy jumper hangs to mid-hip.

I had bought the sweater for myself as a post-Christmas treat, previously considering it as a potential gift for my niece. But when I sent the online link to my sister – her mother – to examine, she replied immediately that she didn’t really think it was to my niece’s taste, although she could see why I liked it. She thought it was very me. That reminded me of how, when I suggested a song we might play at our father’s funeral, she said the same thing. The recherché cover version of Leonard Cohen’s ‘If It Be Your Will’ was very me. Not very him.

Oversized, swampy sweaters should be worn curled up by the fire with a cup of something scented and soothing. They are not the kind of thing you wear to go out and get things DONE. No, they are the kind of thing you wear to avoid getting on with life and instead spend time, as an example, in a Spotify labyrinth starting with ‘Ode to Billie Joe’ by Bobbie Gentry that can lead you on to music by Lucinda Williams, Gene Clark and Mercury Rev. As it happens, my favourite version of that Gentry song is by Sinéad O’Connor, who nails her colours to the mast on the pressing question of what it really was that the narrator and Billy Joe threw off the Tallahatchie Bridge. In her recording you hear the brief, small cry of a baby. This is the kind of music that you listen to and the things you think about when you wear these sweaters, a type that used to be called Sloppy Joes. I doubt that anybody wears a Sloppy Joe to listen to the high voltage music of Cardi B or Calvin Harris or Dua Lipa. And in the unlikely event they might, they certainly nowadays wouldn’t call it by that name.

The big attraction of oversized knits is that they make us small. In reality they don’t, but we imagine they do. They envelop us and yet don’t confine or restrict us. They are go-tos for when you wish to disappear, to retract like a snail into your shell. And it’s not only teenagers who pull the long sleeves down over their hands for angsty fiddling and feel comforted by the whole garment covering bosoms, bottom, stomach, thighs – all the areas that so many women of all ages question about themselves. Sloppy Joes are deliberately asexual because they disguise the body and are therefore comforting to wear at times when sex is not something you want to have to deal with. Not just when you don’t want to have it, such as after eating too much dinner or when a new episode of Killing Eve is infinitely more to your taste. But when you don’t even want the notion of it to be part of your life.

When I was a teenager I had a much-treasured cream Aran sweater which was bought, like many of my clothes at that time, from Laurence Corner, a well-known army surplus store off the Euston Road. It reached my thighs and I wore it most weekends. The first trip I was allowed to take abroad without adults was to Paris, and I have a photograph of myself, wearing the sweater and a Biba silk scarf, staring over the Seine from the Pont Neuf with my great friend Caroline. The previous week in London, Caroline (and it was she not us because, believe me, she was nymph-style gorgeous) had been picked up when we were hanging around on the Kings Road by some much older guy who had said, over the cup of tea he bought us, that funnily enough he and his friend Alan were going to be in Paris that weekend too. Why didn’t they take us out? And we had said, sure.

John, as we learned was his name, telephoned me the evening before we left, to say that he and this friend would be taking us to a restaurant called the Tour d’Argent and since it was smart we should take something smart to wear. Not jeans. I took the call standing in the hall at home where the telephone was and I remember telling my parents about his message and them saying that yes, it was a very smart restaurant. It was famous for its fraises du bois. They did not say, why on earth is some wealthy guy you haven’t even met taking you two 17-year-olds out to a wildly expensive restaurant in Paris?

Anyway the Aran was ditched in the Hôtel de Nesle, then a flophouse somewhere off Saint-Germain where we were staying, and we headed out for dinner. Caroline wore a satin Forties-type dress and was regrowing the eyebrows she had shaved off in tribute to David Bowie the previous year, and I wore something stitched together from vintage scarves. At the Tour d’Argent, in a dining room high above the river with vast sparkling chandeliers, painted ceilings and many rococo-style mirrors, we were served their trademark pressed duck – the first duck I had ever tasted and rather terrifying in appearance – and had the fraises du bois for pudding. It emerged that the guy we hadn’t met, the one who was paying, was a member of a wealthy retail family in London, and the other, who was by far the chattier, was it later turned out a kind of procurer for the former, regularly patrolling the Kings Road in search of fresh young flesh. Both had short hair and standard Euro-style blazers, ties and loafers.
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They had a chauffeur-driven car and after dinner they suggested we go to Régine’s nightclub. I am now and I was then the kind of girl who wears Sloppy Joes and not the kind of girl who feels at all at home in a famously hedonistic Parisian nightclub. Let alone in the company of strangers who were at least a decade older and clearly wanting only one thing. I tried to say no, that it was very kind of them but it was time we headed back to the hotel. But Caroline, who was then and no doubt still is exactly the kind of girl who was at home in any nightclub anywhere in the world, was having none of it. She was raring to go.

So we went – speeding along the riverside Quai to the club, with its disco lights and dancefloor and a table that had been set aside for us. Caroline was straight onto the floor. She was a brilliant dancer. Tall and slender with a liquid-gold bob, her large mouth painted crimson, singing as she undulated. The men watched as she performed entirely for herself, not, as they thought, for them. But I was miserable. Unwilling to dance near this vision of pulchritude, I was left with the option of sitting with the two guys, arms snaking closer to me across the back of the banquette as they ogled Caroline, knowing that at some point, in an hour or maybe two, but at some stage, sure as eggs were eggs, the payback moment would come. I was a virgin and this was not the way I intended to change that condition, indulging in some creepy sex with unattractive older guys we were never going to have anything to do with again. When there was a short break in the disco relay of ‘Jive Talking’, ‘Love To Love You Baby’ and Gloria Gaynor’s ‘Never Can Say Goodbye’ – all the hits of the time – I dragged an objecting Caroline off, shouting to our hosts that we were leaving. John was furious, as I recall. Did they let us use the chauffeur? Don’t remember that.

Many years later, I was going to the couture shows in Paris and as the Eurostar train pulled up at the Gare du Nord a man approached me and introduced himself. It was John. He offered to help with my cases, and when we were on the platform I asked him how he could have behaved the way he did all those years back? He gave a strange noncommittal smile, didn’t reply and walked away with a light shrug.

This was many years before the explosion of women’s outrage that created #MeToo and Time’s Up, when women in every profession came forward, one after the other, with tales of sexual harassment, of casting couch negotiations, of inappropriate abuse of power. When men in all walks of life were accused of making unwanted sexual approaches. When, if you are a woman of my generation, you can find yourself conflicted in your reactions to all of this.

So many of us have been felt up or propositioned or had to navigate clumsy not-safe-in-taxi passes which we accepted as part and parcel of our existence. Should we retrospectively be analysing our reactions to that? Were we wrong to think that usually they were an embarrassing bore, although occasionally they could veer into the much more difficult dark side of being wanted and desirable, which were, let’s face it, what most of us sought to be? The friend of a friend’s parent who fondled my breasts late at night on a summer holiday, the Rasta DJ who stalked me day and night outside my flat, the cherished older male mentor who one night lunged as he dropped me home. And the terrifying, creepy paedophilia of a Jeffrey Epstein who could, incidentally, so easily have been our date at the Tour d’Argent.

Viewed through today’s lens the episode in Paris was at best sordid, but at that time it didn’t occur to us that it was wrong to be expected to take part in a sexual transaction, for that was surely what it would have been. We had imagined that we could handle the trade-off of the possibility (not, mind you, the actuality) of sex with a couple of schoolgirls for an evening of true jet-set living. As it happened, Caroline could. But when it came down to it, jammed into a plush booth late at night in a foreign city with these predatory guys, all I yearned for was to be back at home with a half of lager and lime in some Hammersmith pub and wearing something utterly unglamorous and asexual like my Sloppy Joe. Something that was safely off-putting, if a voluptuous babe was what you were after one night.

A few years later, I knitted a Sloppy Joe on large needles. It was no more than four pale green wool rectangles, stitched together to make a sweater. The neck was a totally straight line and the sleeves were huge wide things. So really not very nice as such. It was perfect though for my first term at university where everyone was wearing homespun-looking clothes and drank out of brown pottery mugs and tried to grow grass on their bedroom window ledges in the university halls.

I was allocated Andrew, a sponsor from the year above, to look after me. He had an earring and cropped black hair, and we drank endless cups of tea in the corridor kitchen. Andrew came from further up north than I had ever visited in my narrow south-eastern life and was gently mocking of my voice and ways. I have often wondered what shape his life has taken. When he saw me in that Sloppy Joe, which I wore most days, he said his aunt had knitted one just like that. But she only had one arm. I have never known whether that was true or not.


3.

The Bra

There’s a point in most women’s lives when shopping for bras is consigned to one of those special places in hell. Not, I imagine, the same spot as Donald Tusk had in mind for Brexiteers who had no plan of how to leave the EU, nor the same place that Madeleine Albright suggested women who didn’t help other women should end up. But, all the same, an unpleasant destination.

Shopping for bras is not of course the same as buying them. Buying is simply a monetary transaction. Shopping is a whole other ball game. It involves finding the right bra among the millions of options out there: balcony, minimizer, T shirt, bralet, strapless, padded, underwired, push-up. And at some point it is going to involve stripping down, trying it on and exposing your body to self-scrutiny.

A word here before I go further. I did once have nice breasts. On one level they were my best physical asset. They pleased me. So the wearing, or not, of bras has always been something I have given thought to.

Buying your first bra is a rite of passage. It’s a material manifestation of the dramatic changes that are happening to your body – underarm and pubic hair appear, pimples and spots suddenly sprout, the new smells, often not entirely pleasant, of humanity replace the sweet scent of childhood. But into this gloomy landscape come bras. They are an exciting addition to life. The first bra is an indication that there will come a time, even if it hasn’t come soon enough, when you will be liberated from the many indignities of early adolescence: having to talk to your parents, having your bedtime monitored, having to eat what you are given, having your friends scrutinized. And being told things. All the time. Told what to do, what to say, how you should think. ‘If I’ve told you once I’ve told you a thousand times.’ That’s what parents say. And what (memo to those of you not yet initiated) to your horror you too will find yourself saying if you become one.

So a bra is that piece of clothing that shows you are on track to the future. To becoming a woman. Personally, though, I had always wanted to keep absolutely everything about becoming a woman completely private. I had no desire for a public announcement when my first period arrived – actually, I had no idea on earth what was happening. We weren’t a family who discussed bodily functions of any kind. I hadn’t heard of such a thing. It was terrifying. As I sat on the loo I thought I had some kind of catastrophic bowel condition and couldn’t decide how to alert my mother to the ghastliness of what had occurred. If anything, the emergence of my breasts, although not quite as traumatic, was also a matter of extreme embarrassment.

But all the same, owning a bra was a bit of a status symbol, and I was the first to get one among my friends, all of whom were still wearing vests. Nobody actually said that they were wildly jealous of my having breasts. But since we did all want to be grown up, it followed that wearing a bra was some compensation for the acute discomfort I felt at my body changing when no one else’s seemed to be.

Bras didn’t always carry sexy or glamorous connotations. The early versions of what might be considered bras began their existence as hygienic items to prevent the grubby business of skin contaminating clothes. They weren’t supporting of breasts but suppressors. For centuries, stiff bodices held bosoms in place to ensure no visible movement, which was another way of saying that they should be hidden. The nearest thing to our notion of a bra was a cloth binding that would also add warmth.

You could argue that change came with the acceptance and admiration of cleavage, which propelled the bra into today’s widespread item of underwear. Cleavage, which so clearly defines the breasts as two separate objects, had little public exposure until well into the 20th century. Sculptures and paintings of women throughout history would often feature bare breasts but they were always portrayed high on the torso, relatively small and self-contained. They never intruded sloppily and droopily outside their own zone. When the breast appeared covered, in clothes or drapery, there was usually no hint of cleavage.

Even by the mid-1800s, when artists like Winterhalter were painting formal portraits of the women society was supposed to admire, such as Queen Victoria and Empress Eugénie, they were given magnificent bare shoulders but the neckline of their gown was always draped over a monobreast. One of the many controversial aspects of Sargent’s Madame X – his portrait of the French banker’s wife Virginie Gautreau – must have been the daring way that the deep black V of the gown, suspended on the slimmest straps, plunged between her white breasts. But even then – no cleavage. It took several decades and a world war for bras that divided the breasts, pushed them up, squished them in, padded them out, to become a big business.
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John Singer Sargent’s Madame X, 1883–4



At the time I was getting my first bra – 1969 – bras were of course becoming the symbol of a very different kind of liberation to my longed-for escape from childhood. Not the actual bras, but getting rid of them. A new wave of feminism rejected the bra as a hated symbol of the tyranny of the male gaze. It wasn’t regarded as a woman’s aide in the creation of a desirable figure, but an accomplice in the denial of all that women naturally were, moulding them into the shape men wanted them to be. In her famous polemic The Female Eunuch, Germaine Greer urged the sisterhood to ‘refuse to wear undergarments which perpetuate the fantasy of pneumatic boobs, so that men must come to terms with the varieties of the real thing’.

The notorious bra burning, so often referred to as a moment in women’s liberation, never happened in reality – instead, a young woman protesting a 1968 Miss America pageant tossed her bra into a ‘Freedom Trash Can’. But by the end of the Sixties young women who regarded themselves as cool, intelligent and questioning were rethinking their attitudes to bras. Why were we wearing them? They were restrictive, and often uncomfortable. Whose idealized shape were they moulding us into?

It is, though, wrong to suggest that women do not derive their own pleasure from bras. Not so much from their shape-altering properties but from the way the fabric can feel on your skin, the secret deliciousness of this layer between your body and what the world can see. There is something delightful about knowing your underwear is an object of beauty only revealed to yourself and who you choose. There are countless examples, including that of my friend Marie Colvin, the brave Sunday Times foreign correspondent slaughtered in Syria, who would take sustenance and pleasure from wearing something delicate and beautiful under their clothes, no matter how brutal a world their work can take them into.

But this wasn’t how I felt at 17, when I stopped wearing a bra and didn’t start again until after my son was born 20 years later. It wasn’t anything to do with lofty feminist ideals but simply that I hated how they felt; the straps that weighed on my shoulders, the clasp at the back. And I liked the fact that my breasts were just there – a scrap of fabric away from nudity rather than encased in a protective cage.

The only downside was the unavoidable issue of nipples. While I wasn’t bothered by it being obvious I wasn’t wearing a bra, even so I was less comfortable with the attention-seeking way my nipples would pop up. Inconveniently, this would often be at a time when I particularly didn’t want it to happen – say, the morning conference when I was Women’s Page editor on the Sunday Telegraph, in a room full of male journalists pitching news stories like Gorbachev’s new world order or the horror of the Piper Alpha oil rig disaster. It was mortifying enough having to announce that the Women’s Page contribution to the news of the day was a piece on finding the perfect white T shirt without the realization that one’s erect nipples were attracting a certain amount of covert attention.

Fast forward 30 years and I am now the owner of 35 bras, a fact I find hard to believe, especially since I don’t love a single one of them. There is a cyclamen cotton scrap and two white lace numbers. Ten black bras in ever-diminishing skimpiness and a beautiful crimson velvet pair of triangles which is really only there for me to look at, rather than wear, since it scarcely contains even half of one of my breasts. They lie in chaotic piles – purple and turquoise, flesh and chocolate, navy and emerald – but none of them manage to do what I want them to do, which is to give me back the breasts I had in those braless times.

That won’t happen, I know, but nonetheless with each new bra I hope. I try to find slivers of satin straps rather than things that look like a tree surgeon’s pulley. I want a slim band at the back and cups where my breasts are balanced rather than cups that reach nearly to my collarbone. When was it that I became a person who emerged from the M&S changing room, as I did recently, with four bras substantial enough to house a children’s tea party? When, in a panic because I was miserable seeing a rash of skin tags on my torso, a bulge of back fat and the disconcerting way my breast seems to have spread to my underarm in the grim changing room mirrors, I bought all of them one size too large.

But that’s what it’s like in this particular corner of hell. You lose any sense of perspective about your own body and how it has been fortunately healthy, has breastfed a child, is desired by your partner, transports you around. You forget to be thankful for these and many other physical aspects of being that so many people
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