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MY DIARY. IF FOUND PLEASE RETURN TO:

Jacqueline M. Pane... I’m not saying what the M stands for... anyway it’s not important. I just use it because it makes my name sound better and more interesting, OK?

Address: Flat B, 17 Saint Bartholomews Road, London, NW6. Look, if you’re returning this to my home address and it’s during the day, I’ll be at work, so try the bell for Flat C, Mrs Mellish, the old lady who lives across the hall from me. She’s very deaf, but keep trying, she’ll definitely be in – she’s housebound. If you don’t get an answer from her and you can hear Coronation Street then she’s got the telly turned up so loud you might as well give up. Anyway, on no account give it to Downstairs Man, the bloke who lives in Flat A, on the ground floor. Even if he’s in DO NOT GIVE HIM THIS DIARY, it’s got things about him and his loud sex life in it, I’d have to sell my flat if he saw this – so please, please don’t give it to him, even as a joke.

You could drop it in to my work, The Pellet Corporation, 130 The Strand, London, WC2. But absolutely do not leave it with the Conference Department secretary – New Secretary Sarah, she’s far too pleasant and over-confident for my liking. I’ve got nothing concrete against her yet but she laughed at a joke I made the other day, so there must be something wrong with her. I don’t want to see a knowing smirk on her lips as she hands over my lost diary – ‘This was dropped off for you, Ms Pane.’ Best thing would be if you asked to see the Senior Conference Organiser – that’s me. By the way, although my job title says Senior, it isn’t as grand as it sounds. There’s only three of us in the department and I’ve been there the longest, so they kind of had to make me the Senior one, it’s not because I’m great or important or anything. I’ve just thought, it’s not Senior because I’m close to retirement age either, I don’t think it means Senior as in old... God, maybe it does and that’s why they gave me the title...

Anyway, look, on second thoughts, I’d rather not see you face to face if you’ve read any of this diary, so could you just ask for...erm...Clare in New Accounts...no...can’t trust her, she’s too thin... erm... WHAT ON EARTH AM I THINKING OF?? Forget everything I’ve said, just put it into a heavily sealed envelope, use gaffer tape – it’s impossible to steam off – and leave it (only if you can’t get to my house) at the main reception, write on the envelope that it’s very urgent and confidential. Also, by the way, wrap it in some newspaper or tissue or something, otherwise someone might notice that the packet is diary-shaped and cotton on. Look, on second thoughts, I’ll just spend the rest of my life looking at strangers on the bus and thinking ‘Is it you? Are you the one that has read my innermost thoughts? Are you giving me a funny look because you’ve read my diary and think I’m pathetic?’ so just burn it, OK?

IN CASE OF EMERGENCY CONTACT:

Mrs Sheila Pane (they divorced six years ago but she still calls herself Mrs)

Swallow’s Flight (not my idea, I can assure you)

Birch Hollow

Warwickshire

This is my mum – for the love of God, don’t contact her unless it really is an emergency, otherwise I’ll never hear the end of it.

OR

Ralph Pane

31 Priory

Mansions MacIntosh Road

London SW6

Looks like a posh address, I know, but you can’t swing a cat in there. They are looking for a house abroad at the moment but meanwhile my Dad’s wife, Jennifer, insists they live within a four-pound taxi-ride radius of Harvey Nichols. By the way, unless you have a death wish, if you find this diary, do not give it to my stepmother.
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