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______________________








I hated that Rolls Royce from the word go. During the 1980’s the business was doing so well, Dad bought a second hand Rolls Royce - a browny colour, but the press prefer to call it gold. He isn’t that interested in cars, the opposite of David, a caraholic - but my dad had a difficult childhood and a Rolls Royce was his dream.





We had the mickey taken out of us so much. We used to beg my dad to take us in the van, but it was like talking to a fridge. He says now that we didn’t go in the Rolls very often, only when he was on his way to see a client. But that car blighted my life. Why couldn’t we have a Maestro like Amanda Davies? With her glasses and high heels she had everything I wanted; me and Louise looked like that advert for Startrite shoes. Polished and matching.





I turned up for class on the first day at St Mary’s with the right bag, the right shoes, the right socks, the right tie. You had a choice of a pleated skirt or kilt. I had both. You had a white shirt. Mine was always ironed. In winter, you either didn’t have a coat and froze or had a mac, or a duffel coat with a green hood that did up like Paddington bear. I thought the mac would be more trendy. But I had the Paddington Bear because my mum and dad said I’d be warmer “standing around in the playground”.





How right they were. Because while everybody else was mucking about and gossiping with their friends, I was on my own in the corner of the playground with this Paddington Bear coat, toggles all done up, like a geek.





 When it came to PE, I’d be the one standing against the wall that no-one would pick. I was the one that no-one wanted to sit next to in class. What did I care? I didn’t need friends. I had my family. Who would want to be like them anyway, shirts hanging out, buttons missing, shoes scuffed. What do they think they looked like?





But it hurt. For them, going out into the playground was the best part of the day. For me it was like being sent out on to the ice at the North Pole.





______________________








They’re already halfway through seeing people when this girl comes crashing through the double doors, half tripping on what looks like Vivienne Westwood platform shoes, and original 1960’s handbag spilling make-up and keys all over the place. We turn and stare. She’s wearing this purple coat with marabou feathers round the neck and really, really tight deep purple 1970’s-style Farrahs, slightly flared. And this auburny hair half up and half down, loads of make-up, sparkly eyes, brilliant skin. Tiny, really skinny and obviously very, very scatty. This was Geri.


I recognised her from about a month ago. Again it had been an open audition at a cinema in Leicester Square. I’m standing next to Geri in the queue and we started chatting immediately, she was really bubbly and friendly. She was wearing ripped shorts, ribbed fishnet tights and hair tied in knots like a cannibal from an old Rupert Bear annual.





So we’re in the foyer and all of a sudden Geri disappears and comes back with a box of popcorn. And she’s stolen it. She had to, she tells me, because she has a low sugar level and no money. She offers me some and I say : “No thank you.” I’m too scared.





Then this woman comes over and starts shouting at me, thinking I had nicked it. I can feel my face go red. Obviously I can’t say anything about Geri, so I just say “I swear it wasn’t me.” Over and over. She goes, and Geri carries on popping the popcorn into her mouth, grinning. And there’s me, so square I don’t want to be seen eating stolen property.





______________________








