OK. Don’t panic. Don’t panic.

I'll escape from this. Of course I will. It's not like I'll be
trapped here in this hideous confined space, with no hope of
release, for ever . . . is it?

As calmly as possible, I assess the situation. My ribs are
squashed so that I can hardly breathe, and my left arm is
pinned behind me. Whoever constructed this ‘restraining
fabric’ knew what they were doing. My right arm is also
pinned at an awkward angle. If I try to reach my hands
forward, the ‘restraining fabric’ bites into my wrists. I'm stuck.
I'm powerless.

My face is reflected, ashen, in the mirror. My eyes are wide
and desperate. My arms are criss-crossed with black shiny
bands. Is one of them supposed to be a shoulder strap? Does
that webbing stuff go around the waist?

Oh God. I should never ever have tried on the size 4.

‘How are you doing in there?’ It’s Mindy, the sales assistant,
calling from outside the cubicle curtain, and I start in alarm.
Mindy is tall and rangy with muscled thighs that start three
inches apart. She looks like she probably runs up a mountain
every day and doesn’t even know what a KitKat is.

She’s asked three times how I'm doing and each time I've
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just called out shrilly, ‘Great, thanks!” But I'm getting
desperate. I've been struggling with this ‘Athletic Shaping All-
in-One’ for ten minutes. I can’t keep putting her off for ever.

‘Amazing fabric, right?” says Mindy enthusiastically. ‘It has
three times the restraining power of normal spandex. You
totally lose a size, right?’

Maybe I have, but I've also lost half my lung capacity.

‘Are you doing OK with the straps?” comes Mindy’s voice.
“You want me to come in the fitting room and help you adjust
it?’

Come in the fitting room? There’s no way I'm letting a tall,
tanned, sporty Angeleno come in here and see my cellulite.

‘No, it’s fine, thanks!” I squawk.

“You need some help getting it off?” she tries again. ‘Some of
our customers find it tricky the first time.”

I have a hideous vision of me gripping on to the counter and
Mindy trying to haul the all-in-one off me while we both pant
and sweat with the effort and Mindy secretly thinks, ‘I knew all
British girls were heifers.’

No way. Not in a million years. There’s only one solution
left. I'll have to buy it. Whatever it costs.

I give an almighty wrench and manage to snap two of the
straps up on to my shoulders. That's better. I look like a
chicken trussed up in black Lycra, but at least I can move my
arms. As soon as I get back to the hotel room I'll cut the whole
thing off myself with a pair of nail scissors, and dispose of the
remains in a public bin so Luke doesn’t find them and say
What's this? or, You mean you bought it even though you knew it
didn’t fit? or something else really annoying.

Luke is the reason I'm standing in a sports apparel shop in
LA. We're moving out to Los Angeles as soon as possible
because of his work, and we're here on an urgent house-
hunting trip. That’s our focus: real estate. Houses. Gardens.
Rental agreements. Very much so. I've only popped to Rodeo
Drive very, very quickly between house appointments.

Well, OK. The truth is, I cancelled a house appointment to
come to Rodeo Drive. But I had to. I have a genuine reason for
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needing to buy some emergency running clothes, which is that
I'm running in a race tomorrow. A real race! Me!

I reach for my clothes, grab my bag, and walk stiffly out of
the cubicle, to see Mindy hovering nearby:.

‘Wow!” Her voice is bright but her eyes are shocked. “You
look . ..” She coughs. “Awesome. It’s not too . . . tight?’

‘No, it’s perfect,” I say, attempting a carefree smile. ‘I'll take
it.”

‘Great!” She can barely hide her astonishment. ‘So, if you
want to take it off, I'll scan it for you ...

‘Actually, I'll wear it.” I try to sound casual. ‘Might as well.
Can you put my clothes in a bag?’

‘Right,” says Mindy. There’s quite a long pause. “You're sure
you don’t want to try the size 67’

‘No! Size 4 is perfect! Really comfy!

‘OK,” says Mindy after a silence. ‘Of course. That'll be
eighty-three dollars.” She scans the barcode on the tag hanging
from my neck and I reach for my credit card. ‘So, you're into
athletics?’

‘Actually, I'm running in the Ten Miler tomorrow afternoon.’

‘No way!" She looks up, impressed, and I try to appear
nonchalant and modest. The Ten Miler isn’t just any old
running race. It’s the race. It’s held every year in LA and loads
of high-profile celebrities run it and they even cover it on E!
And I'm in it!

‘How did you get a place?” Mindy says enviously. ‘I've
applied for that race, like, every year.

‘Well.” I pause for effect. ‘I'm on Sage Seymour’s team.’

‘Wow.” Her jaw drops, and I feel a spurt of glee. It’s true! I,
Becky Brandon (née Bloomwood), am running in the team of a
top movie star! We'll do calf stretches together! We’ll wear
matching baseball caps! We'll be in US Weekly!

“You're British, right?” Mindy interrupts my thoughts.

“Yes, but I'm moving to LA soon. I'm out here to look at
houses with my husband, Luke. He has a PR company and he
works with Sage Seymour,” I can’t help adding proudly.

Mindy looks more and more impressed.
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‘So are you and Sage Seymour, like, friends?’

I fiddle with my purse, delaying my reply. The truth is,
despite all my hopes, Sage Seymour and I aren’t exactly
friends. In fact, the real truth is, I still haven’t met her. Which is
so unfair. Luke’s been working with her for ages, and I've
already been out to LA once for a job interview, and now I'm
out here again, finding a house and a pre-school for our
daughter, Minnie . . . but have I even glimpsed Sage?

When Luke said he was going to work with Sage Seymour
and we were going to move to Hollywood, I thought we’d be
seeing her every day. I thought we’d be hanging out by her
pink pool in matching sunglasses and going for mani-pedis
together. But even Luke hardly ever seems to see her, he just
has meetings with managers and agents and producers all day
long. He says he’s learning the movie business and it’s a steep
learning curve. Which is fair enough, because previously, he’s
only advised financial companies and big conglomerates. But
does he have to be so resolutely non-starry-eyed? When I got a
tiny bit frustrated the other day, he said, For God’s sake,
Becky, we're not making this huge move just to meet celebrities.”
He said celebrities like he was saying earwigs. He understands
nothing.

The great thing about Luke and me is that we think alike on
nearly everything in life and that’s why we’re so happily
married. But we have just a few, teeny points of disagreement.
Such as:

1. Catalogues. (They are not ‘clutter’. They're useful. You
never know when you might need a personalized kitchen
blackboard with a dinky little bucket for the chalk. Plus I
like reading them at bedtime.)

2. Shoes. (Keeping all my shoes in their original boxes for
ever is not ridiculous, it’s thrifty. They’ll come back into
fashion one day and then Minnie can wear them. And
meanwhile he should look where he’s stepping.)

3. Elinor, his mother. (Long, long story.)

4. Celebrities.
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I mean, here we are in LA. The home of celebrities. They’re
the local natural phenomenon. Everyone knows you come to
LA to see the celebrities, like you go to Sri Lanka to see the
elephants.

But Luke didn’t gasp when we saw Tom Hanks in the lobby
of the Beverly Wilshire. He didn’t blink when Halle Berry was
sitting three tables away at The Ivy (I think it was Halle Berry).
He didn’t even get excited when we saw Reese Witherspoon
across the road. (I'm sure it was Reese Witherspoon. She had
exactly the same hair.)

And he talks about Sage as if she’s just another client. Like
she’s Foreland Investments. He says that this is what she
appreciates about him: that he’s not part of the circus. And then
he says I'm getting overexcited by all the Hollywood hoopla.
Which is totally untrue. I am not overexcited. I'm exactly the
right amount excited.

Privately, I'm disappointed in Sage, too. I mean, OK, we
don’t exactly know each other, but we did speak on the phone
when she was helping me with a surprise party for Luke.
(Although she’s got a new number now, and Luke won't give
it to me.) I would have thought she might be in touch, or invite
me round to her house for a sleepover, or something.

Anyway, never mind. It'll all come good tomorrow. I don’t
want to boast, but it’s totally due to my own quick wits that I'm
in this Ten Miler race. I just happened to be looking over
Luke’s shoulder at his laptop yesterday, when a round-robin
email came in from Sage’s manager, Aran. It was entitled First
come first served and read:

Dear friends,

There’s a last-minute place available on the Ten Miler team
due to an injury dropout — anyone interested in running and
supporting Sage?

My hands were on the keyboard, pressing Reply and typing
Yes please! 1 would love to run with Sage! Best wishes, Becky

Brandon before I was even aware I was moving.
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OK, so maybe I should have consulted Luke before pressing
Send. But it was ‘first come first served’. I had to act fast!

Luke just stared at me and said, “Are you nuts?” Then he
started going on about how this was a proper race for trained
athletes, and who was going to sponsor me, and did I even
possess any running shoes? Honestly. He could be more
supportive.

Although, actually, he has a point about the running shoes.

‘So, are you in the movie business too?” Mindy asks as she
hands me the receipt.

‘No, I'm a personal shopper.’

‘Oh OK. Which shop?’

‘It’s . . . actually, it’s . . . Dalawear.’

‘Oh.” She looks taken aback. “You mean, the store for ...

‘Older women. Yes.” I lift my chin. ‘It's a great store. It's
really exciting. I can’t wait!’

I'm being super-positive about this job, even though it’s not
exactly my dream. Dalawear sells ‘easy-wear clothes’ for ladies
who rate ‘comfort over style’. (It actually says that on the
poster. I might try to persuade them to change it to ‘comfort
as much as style’.) When I went to the interview, the
woman kept talking about elasticated waistbands and wash-
able fabrics and not once about directional fashion. Or even
fashion.

But the truth is, there aren’t that many personal-shopping
jobs popping up in LA at the last minute for a newly arrived
Brit. Especially a Brit who may only be in the country for three
months. Dalawear was the only store that had an opening,
because of a maternity leave. And I rocked the interview,
though I say it myself. I enthused about their ‘all-purpose
floral shirtwaister” dresses so much, I almost wanted to buy
one for myself.

‘Can I please buy some running shoes, too?” I change the
subject. ‘I can’t exactly run in these!” I gesture at my Marc
Jacobs kitten heels with a little laugh. (For the record, I did
once climb an entire mountain in a pair of shoes just like these.
But I mentioned that to Luke yesterday as proof of my athletic
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ability and he shuddered and said he’d wiped that whole
incident from his memory.)

‘Sure” Mindy nods. “You'll want our technical store,
Pump! It's right across the street. They stock all the shoes,
equipment, heart-rate monitors ... did you get a bio-
mechanical assessment in the UK?

I look at her blankly. A bio-what?

‘Talk to the guys across the street, they’ll get you set up.” She
hands me a carrier bag holding my clothes. “You must be
super-fit. I've worked out with Sage Seymour’s trainer. She’s
hardcore. And I've heard about the team regimen. Didn’t you,
like, go to Arizona for training?’

This conversation is unnerving me a tad. Hardcore? Team
regimen? Anyway, I mustn’t lose confidence. I'm perfectly fit
enough to run a race, even if it is in LA.

‘I haven't been on the regimen exactly/ I admit. ‘But
obviously I have my own ... er ... cardio ... programme ...
thing ../

I'll be fine. It’s just running. How hard can it be?

As I head back out to Rodeo Drive, I feel a swoosh of exhilar-
ation as the warm spring air hits me. I'm going to love living
in LA, I just know it. Everything people say about it is true. The
sun shines and the people have super-white teeth and the
mansions look like film sets. I've looked at several houses for
rent and they all have pools. It’s as if a pool is a normal thing,
like a fridge.

The street around me simply glistens with glamour. It’s lined
with expensive, shiny shopfronts and perfect palm trees and
rows of luxurious-looking cars. Cars are a whole different
thing here. People drive by in their colourful convertibles with
the roof down, looking all relaxed and friendly, as if you might
stroll up to them while they’re pausing at the lights and start a
conversation. It’s the opposite of Britain where everyone’s in
their own self-contained metal box, swearing at the rain.

Sunlight is glinting off all the shop windows and sunglasses
and expensive watches on people’s wrists. Outside Dolce &
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Gabbana, a woman is piling a whole load of bags into a car,
and she looks just like Julia Roberts, except with blonder hair.
And a bit smaller. But apart from that, just like Julia Roberts!
On Rodeo Drive!

I'm just trying to edge closer to see what bags she’s got,
when my phone buzzes, and I pull it out to see Gayle on the
screen. Gayle is my new boss at Dalawear, and we’re having a
meeting tomorrow morning.

‘Hi, Gayle!” I say in cheerful, professional tones. ‘Did you get
my message? Are we still on for tomorrow?’

‘Hi, Rebecca. Yes, we're all good this end ...” She pauses.
‘Except for one hitch. We still didn’t get your reference from
Danny Kovitz.’

‘Oh, right.” Drat. Danny is one of my best friends and is quite
a famous fashion designer. He promised to give me a reference
for Dalawear, only it’s been ages now and he hasn’t done any-
thing about it. I texted him yesterday and he promised he
would send an email within the hour. I can’t believe he hasn’t.

Actually, that’s not true. I can totally believe it.

‘T'll call him,” I promise. ‘Sorry about that.’

The truth is, I never should have asked Danny for a
reference. But I thought it sounded so cool, having a top
fashion designer on my résumé. And I'm sure it helped. They
couldn’t stop asking me about him in the interview.

‘Rebecca ...” Gayle pauses delicately. “You do know Mr
Kovitz? You have met him?’

She doesn’t believe me?

‘Of course I know him! Look, leave it with me. I'll get the
reference. I'm really sorry for the delay. See you tomorrow.’

I end the call and instantly speed-dial Danny, trying to stay
calm. There’s no point getting cross with Danny; he just
wriggles and becomes all plaintive.

‘Oh my God, Becky. Danny answers the phone as though
we’re mid-conversation. “You would not believe what I need
for this trek. It's like, who knew you could get freeze-dried
lasagne? And I have the cutest little tea kettle, you have to get

4

one.
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This is why Danny is even more distracted than usual at the
moment. He’s about to start training to do some celebrity
charity expedition across the Greenland Ice Sheet. Every single
person who knows Danny has told him he’s mad, but he’s
adamant he’s going to do it. He keeps saying he wants to ‘give
something back’” but we all know it's because he fancies
Damon, the lead singer from Boyz About, who’s also doing it.

Although how you get it together with someone on a
Greenland expedition, I have no idea. I mean, can you even
kiss? Do your lips stick together in the freezing air? How do
Eskimos manage?

‘Danny,” I say sternly, wrenching my mind away from an
image of two Eskimos stuck together on their wedding day,
flailing their arms around to break free. ‘Danny, what about my
reference?’

‘Sure,” says Danny without missing a beat. ‘I'm on it. How
many pairs of thermal underwear shall I take?’

“You're not on it! You promised you’d send it yesterday! I've
got to go and see them tomorrow and they don’t believe I even
know you!

‘Well, of course you know me,” he says, as though I'm an
idiot.

‘They don’t know that! This is my only chance of a job in LA
and I have to have a reference. Danny, if you can’t do it, just tell
me and I'll ask someone else.’

‘Someone else?” Only Danny can manage to sound mortally
offended when he’s in the wrong. “‘Why would you ask some-
one else?’

‘Because they might actually do it!" I sigh, trying to stay
patient. ‘Look, all you need to do is send a little email. I'll
dictate it, if you like. “Dear Gayle, I can recommend Rebecca
Brandon as a personal shopper. Signed, Danny Kovitz.””
There’s silence down the phone and I wonder if he’s taking
notes. ‘Did you get that? Did you write it down?’

‘No, I didn’t write it down.” Danny sounds indignant. “That
is the crummiest reference I ever heard. You think that’s all I
have to say about you?’
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‘Well—

‘I don’t give out personal references unless I mean them.
Unless I've crafted them. A reference is an art form.

‘But—

“You want a reference, I'll come and give you a reference.’

‘What do you mean?’ I say, confused.

‘I'm not writing three crappy lines on an email. I'm coming
to LA’

“You can’t come to LA just to give me a reference!” I start to
giggle. ‘Where are you, anyway? New York?’

Since Danny hit the big time it's impossible to know where
he’ll be at any moment. He’s opened three new showrooms
this year alone, including one in the Beverly Center here in LA.
Which you’d think would tie him down, but he’s always scout-
ing out yet more new cities or going on ‘inspirational research
trips’ (holidays).

‘San Francisco. I was coming anyway. I need to buy sun-
block. I always get my sunblock in LA. Text me the details. I'll
be there.

‘But—

‘It'll be great. You can help me choose a name for my husky
dog. We each get to sponsor one, but I may sponsor a whole
team. It's going to be, like, such a life-changing experience . .

Once Danny starts talking about ‘life-changing experiences’,
it’s hard to cut him off. I'll give him twenty minutes to talk
about Greenland, I decide. Maybe twenty-five. And then I must
go and buy my trainers.
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OK, I officially have the coolest running shoes in the world.
They’re silver with orange stripes and they have gel bits and
mesh bits and I want to wear them all day long.

This sports shop is incredible! You don’t just buy a pair of
trainers here. You don’t just put them on and walk around and
say, ‘T'll take them,” and then throw six pairs of sports socks
into your basket as well, because they’re on sale. Oh no. It’s all
very technical. You do a special running test on a treadmill,
and they take a video and tell you all about your ‘gait’, and
find the perfect solution for your athletic needs.

Why don’t they do this at Jimmy Choo? They should have a
little catwalk where you walk along to cool music and maybe
strobe lighting, and they take a video. And then the expert
would say, ‘We feel the black and white stiletto perfectly suits
your awesome supermodel gait” And then you'd take the
video home to show all your friends. I am so suggesting it, next
time I'm in there.

‘So here’s the heart monitor I was telling you about ...” The
sales assistant, Kai, reappears holding a little metal and rubber
bracelet. ‘Like I said, it's our most discreet model, new to the
market. I'm excited to hear your opinion.”

‘Cool!” I beam at him, and put it on my wrist.
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Kai has asked if I'd like to join in a customer study of this
new heart monitor, and why not? The only sticky moment was
when he asked what heart monitor I was using currently and I
didn’t like to say ‘none’, so I said “The Curve’ and then realized
that’s Luke’s new BlackBerry.

‘Would you like some more coconut water before you start?’

More coconut water. That’s so LA. Everything in this shop is
so LA. Kai himself is ripped and tanned and has exactly the
optimum amount of stubble and bright turquoise eyes which
I'm sure are lenses. He looks so like Jared Leto I wonder
whether he went to a surgeon with a picture torn out of US
Weekly and said, ‘This one, please.”

He’s already dropped into conversation that: 1. He's
modelled for Sports Illustrated; 2. He’s working on a script
about a sportswear consultant who becomes a movie star; 3. He
won Ohio’s Best Pecs three years running and has had his pecs
specially insured. He asked me within about thirty seconds
whether I worked in the film industry and when I said no, but
my husband did, he gave me a card and said, ‘I'd love to meet
with him to discuss a venture he might be interested in.” The
idea of Kai and Luke sitting at a table discussing his pecs
nearly made me snort out my coconut water.

‘So if you'll kindly step up here.” Kai ushers me on to the
treadmill. ‘T'll be taking a record of your heart rate, so we’ll
raise it with some aerobic activity and then lower it with rest
periods. Just follow the treadmill and you’ll be fine.’

‘Great!” As I step up, I notice a massive rack of exercise
clothes being wheeled on to the shop floor by two sales
assistants. Wow. They look amazing — all different shades of
purples and greys, with abstract logos and really interesting
shapes.

‘What’s that?” I ask Kai as the treadmill starts to move
gently along.

‘Oh.” He looks at it without interest. ‘That’s from our
clearance fashion floor.’

Clearance fashion floor? No one mentioned a clearance fashion
floor. Why didn’t I know about the clearance fashion floor?
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‘Weird.” He peers at his computer screen. ‘Your heart rate
just spiked and we didn’t even start the intense activity yet. Oh
well.” He shrugs. ‘Let’s get going.’

The treadmill starts to move along more briskly, and I up my
walking pace to match. But I'm distracted by the rack of
clothes, because an assistant is putting sale tickets on every
garment! I spot a ‘90 % off” sign and crane my neck to see what
it’s attached to. Is that a T-shirt? Or a mini-dress? Or—

Oh my God, look at that cardigan. I can’t help gasping aloud.
That is stunning. It’s longline, in what seems to be grey
cashmere, with an oversized, neon-pink zipper, all the way up
the front and the back. It's gorgeous.

‘So now we'll rest for a moment . . " Kai is concentrating on
his screen. “You're doing great so far.’

The treadmill slows, but I barely notice. I'm feeling stabs of
alarm. A pair of passing girls has seen the rail and fallen on
it in delight. I can hear them exclaiming with glee, showing
clothes to each other and dumping them in their baskets.
They’re taking everything! I don’t believe it. The sale of the cen-
tury is going on, ten yards away, and I'm stuck on this stupid
treadmill. As long as they don’t see the cardigan. I will them
silently: Don’t look at the cardigan . . .

‘OK, this is strange.” Kai is frowning at his screen again.
‘Let’s pause the test.’

‘Actually, I need to leave,’ I say breathlessly, grabbing my
handbag and shopping basket. ‘Thanks. If I need a heart
monitor I'll definitely get this one, but Imust go ..

‘Rebecca, have you ever been diagnosed with arrhythmia?
Heart disorder? Anything like that?’

‘No.” I'm stopped in my tracks. “‘Why? Have you picked
something up?’

Is he joking? No. His face is serious. He isn’t joking. I'm
gripped with fright. What have I got? Oh my God, I'll be in the
Daily Mail health pages. My one-in-a-million heart condition was
picked up in a simple store exercise test. Shopping saved my life, says
Rebecca Brandon—

“Your heart response wasn't typical. It spiked, but not at the
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moments I was expecting. For example, it spiked just now
when you were resting.’

‘Oh,” I say anxiously. ‘Is that bad?’

‘Not necessarily. It would depend on a lot of things. Your
general heart health, your cardio fitness . . .’

As he’s talking, my eye wanders over to the sale rack again,
and to my horror I see that one of the girls has picked up my
cardigan. No! Noooo! Put it down!

‘It's happened again!” says Kai in sudden animation, and
points at the screen. “Do you see? Your heart rate rocketed!”

I'look at Kai, and at the screen, and then at the cardigan with
the neon-pink zip, and it all falls into place. Oh God, is that
why my heart rate zoomed up?

This is so embarrassing. Stupid dumb heart. I can feel myself
blushing bright red and I hastily look away from Kai.

‘Well” I say in flustered tones. ‘I have no idea why that
happened. None! Just one of those mysteries. Mysteries of the
heart. Ha ha!’

‘Oh. OK!" Kai’s expression snaps as though in recognition.
‘Ooo-kay. I think I get it. I've seen this a couple times.’

‘Seen what?’

‘OK, this is a little awkward ...” He flashes me a perfect
smile. ‘It was physical attraction to me, right? You don’t need
to be uncomfortable. It’s normal. It's why I had to give up
personal training. The clients became . . . I don’t know, would
you say “infatuated”?” He glances complacently at himself in
the mirror. “You looked at me and your response was beyond
your control. Am I right?’

‘Not really,” I say, honestly.

‘Rebecca.” Kai sighs. ‘I know it’s embarrassing to admit, but
believe me, you're not the only lady to become attracted to
me—'’

‘But I wasn’t looking at you,” I explain. ‘I was looking at a
cardigan.’

‘A cardigan?’ Kai plucks at his T-shirt, confused. I'm not
wearing one.’

‘I know. It’s over there. It's on sale.” I point it out. “That’s
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what I was looking at, not you. I'll show you.” I take the oppor-
tunity to dash over and grab the cardigan, which, thank God,
the girl has replaced on the rack. It's super-soft to the touch
and the zip is amazing, and it's reduced by 70 per cent! I'm
sure my heart is racing again, just from holding it.

‘Isn’t it gorgeous?’ I enthuse, heading back towards Kai.
‘Isn’t it fab?” Suddenly I realize I'm not being very tactful. ‘I
mean, you're very good-looking too,” I add encouragingly. ‘I'm
sure I'd be attracted to you if it weren’t for the cardigan.’

There’s a pause. Kai looks slightly stunned, to be honest.
Even his turquoise contact lenses seem a bit less sparkly.

“You'd be attracted to me “if it weren’t for the cardigan”,” he
echoes at last.

‘Of course!” I say, reassuringly. ‘I'd probably get infatuated,
just like those clients of yours. Unless there were any other
amazing clothes to compete with,” I add, for honesty’s sake. ‘I
mean, like a Chanel suit with ninety-nine per cent off. I don’t
think any man could beat that!" I give a little laugh, but Kai’s
face has gone a bit rigid.

‘I never had to compete with clothes before,” he says, almost
to himself. ‘Clothes.”

I'm noticing that the atmosphere isn’t quite as easy and fun
as it was before. I think I might just go and pay for my trainers.

‘Thanks for the heart test, anyway!” I say brightly, and take
off the bracelet. ‘Good luck with the pecs!

Honestly. What a big-head that Kai is. I know he has stunning
turquoise eyes and a great body, but he doesn’t have a neon
zip, does he? Lots of men have stunning blue eyes, but only
one cardigan has a cool oversized neon-pink zip. And if he
thinks he’s never competed with clothes before, then his girl-
friends have been lying to him. Every woman in the world
sometimes thinks about shoes in the middle of sex. It's a well-
known fact.

Anyway. Don’t think about stupid Kai. On the positive
front, I've got the best, most whizzy trainers in the world.
And OK, they cost $400, which is a lot, but I'll just have to
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think of this as an investment in my career. In my I[ife.

‘So, I'll box those for you,” says the sales assistant, and I nod
absently. I'm imagining standing at the start of the race with
Sage, and her glancing down at my feet and saying, ‘Cool
shoes.

I'll give her a friendly smile and reply carelessly, “Thanks.”

Then she’ll say, ‘Luke never told me you were such a serious
athlete, Becky.’

And I'll say, “Are you kidding? I love running.” (Which isn’t
quite true yet, but I'm sure it will be. Once I start this race, the
endorphins will kick in and I'll probably become addicted.)

Then Sage will say, ‘Hey, we should train together! Let’s
meet up every morning.’

And I'll say, ‘Sure,” very nonchalantly.

Then she’ll say, ‘I train with some friends, but you’ll love
them. Do you know Kate Hudson and Drew Barrymore and
Cameron Diaz and—'

‘Will you be paying by credit or cash, ma’am?’

I blink at the assistant and fumble for my card. ‘Oh. Right.
Credit.

‘And did you choose your water bottle?” the sales assistant
adds.

T'm sorry?

‘We're offering a free bottle with every shoe purchase.” He
gestures at a nearby poster.

Well. This $400 seems more and more of a bargain.

T1l just have a look. Thanks!” I beam at him and head
towards the display of bottles. Maybe if I'm carrying a cool
bottle, Sage will notice that, too! There’s a whole wall of them
— chrome, matt black, and all sorts of silicon colours. As my eye
travels upwards, I spot a label: Limited-edition print. I squint,
trying to see — but they’re on the fifth shelf. Honestly. Why
would you put the limited-edition-print bottles on the fifth
shelf?

There’s a stepladder nearby, so I drag it over and climb to the
top. Now I can see the bottles properly, and they’re amazing:
all with gorgeous retro prints. I can hardly bear to choose — but
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in the end I narrow it down to three: one with red stripes, one
with amber swirls, and one with black and white flowers. I'll
pay for the extra ones, I decide, because I can give one each to
Minnie and Suze as souvenirs.

I carefully put the bottles down on the top step of the ladder
and turn to survey the shop. I have an amazing view from up
here. I can see all the aisles, and I can see that the woman at the
cash register needs her roots touching up, and I can see.. . .

What?

Wait a minute.

I stiffen in disbelief and peer more closely.

In the far corner there’s a girl I hadn’t noticed before. She’s
incredibly thin, wearing pale skinny jeans, a grey hoody up
over her head, and dark glasses that hide her face. And no
wonder she’s dressed so furtively. Because she’s stealing.

I stare in utter shock as I see her putting a pair of socks into
her oversized handbag (Balenciaga, this season), and then
another. Then a third. Then she looks around, kind of shrinks
down into herself and walks swiftly towards the exit.

I've never seen a shoplifter in action before, and for an
instant I just feel stunned. But next moment a boiling outrage
is rising through me. She took them! She shoplifted! She
shouldn’t do that! People shouldn’t do that!

What if we all did that? I mean, I bet we’d all like to have free
socks, but we don’t just take them, do we? We pay. Even if we
can’t really afford it, we pay.

My stomach is churning as I watch her leave. I feel really
angry. It's not fair. And suddenly I know I can’t just let her go.
I have to do something. I'm not sure what — but something.

Leaving the bottles behind, I bound down the ladder and out
of the shop door. I can see the shoplifter ahead of me, and
increase my pace to a run, dodging pedestrians as I go. As I get
near, my heart is thumping with apprehension. What if she
threatens me? What if she’s got a gun? Oh God, of course she’s
got a gun. This is LA. Everyone has guns.

Well, too bad. Maybe I will get shot, but I can’t wimp out
now. I reach out a hand and tap her on her bony shoulder.
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‘Excuse me?’

The girl whips round and I tense in fright, waiting for the
gun. But it doesn’t come. Her sunglasses are so huge I can
barely see her face, but I make out a thin, pale chin and a
scrawny, almost malnourished neck. I feel a sudden stab of
guilt. Maybe she’s on the streets. Maybe this is her only source
of income. Maybe she’s going to sell the socks to buy food for
her crack-addict baby.

Part of me is thinking, ‘Just turn away, Becky. Let it go.” But
the other part won’t let me. Because even if there’s a crack-
addict baby, it’s just wrong. It's wrong.

‘I saw you, OK?’ I say. ‘I saw you taking those socks.’

The girl immediately stiffens, and makes to run away, but I
instinctively grab her arm.

“You shouldn’t steal stuff!” I say, struggling to keep hold of
her. “You just shouldn’t! You probably think, “So what? No one
got hurt.” But you know, shop assistants get in trouble when
people shoplift. Sometimes they have to pay for the goods
from their wages. Is that fair?’

The girl is wriggling desperately to get away, but I'm
gripping on to her arm with both hands. Being the mother of a
two-year-old, you learn a lot of immobilization skills.

‘And then all the prices go up,’ I add, panting. ‘And every-
one suffers! I know you might think it’s your only option, but
it’s not. You can turn your life around. There are places you can
go for help. Do you have a pimp?’ I add, trying to sound
sympathetic. ‘Because I know they can be a real pain. But you
could go to a safe house. I saw a documentary about it, and
they’re brilliant.” I'm about to elaborate when the girl’s sun-
glasses slip to one side. And I glimpse the side of her face.

And suddenly I feel faint. I can’t breathe. That's—

No. It can’t be.

It is. It is.

It’s Lois Kellerton.

All thoughts of crack addicts and safe houses disappear
from my head. This is surreal. It can’t be happening. It has to
be a dream. I, Becky Brandon, née Bloomwood, am clutching
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the arm of top Hollywood actress Lois Kellerton. As I peer at
her unmistakable jawline, my legs start to shake. I mean, Lois
Kellerton. I've seen all her films and I've watched her on the red
carpet and I've—

But what—

I mean, what on earth—

Lois Kellerton shoplifted three pairs of socks? Is this some
kind of candid-camera show?

For what seems like the longest moment, we’re both motion-
less, staring at each other. I'm remembering her as Tess in that
brilliant adaptation of Tess of the d’Urbervilles. God, she made
me cry. And there was that sci-fi one where she got deliberately
stranded on Mars at the end, in order to save her half-alien
children. I cried buckets, and so did Suze.

I clear my throat, trying to gather my thoughts. ‘I...Iknow
who you—'

‘Please,” she cuts me off in that familiar husky voice. ‘Please.’
She takes off her dark glasses and I stare at her in fresh shock.
She looks terrible. Her eyes are red-rimmed and her skin is all
flaky. ‘Please,” she says a third time. ‘I'm . . . I'm so sorry. 'm so
sorry. Are you employed by the shop?’

‘No. I'm a customer. I was up a ladder.’

‘Did they see me?’

‘I don’t know. I don’t think so.”

With a trembling hand she grabs the three pairs of socks
from her bag and offers them to me.

‘I don’t know what I was doing. I haven’t slept for two
nights. I think I went a little crazy. I never did anything like
this before. I never will again. Please,” she whispers again,
shrinking inside her hoody. ‘Take the socks. Take them
back.’

‘Me?’

‘Please.” She sounds desperate. At last, awkwardly, I take the
socks from her.

‘Here.” She’s scrabbling in her bag again and produces a
fifty-dollar note. ‘Give this to the employees.’

“You look quite ... um . . . stressed,” I venture. “Are you OK?’
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Lois Kellerton raises her head and meets my eyes, and I'm
suddenly reminded of a leopard I once saw in a Spanish zoo.
That looked desperate, too.

‘Are you going to tell the police?” she breathes, so quietly I
can barely hear her. ‘Are you going to tell anyone?’

Oh God. Oh God. What do I do?

I put the socks in my bag, playing for time. I should tell the
police. Of course I should. What difference does it make if she’s
a movie star? She stole the socks and that’s a crime and I
should perform a citizen’s arrest right now and march her off
for justice.

But...Ican’t.Ijust can’t. She looks so fragile. Like a moth or
a paper flower. And after all, she’s giving the socks back, and
she’s making a donation, and it sounds like she just had a
moment of madness . . .

Lois Kellerton’s head is bowed. Her face is hidden inside
the grey hood. She looks as though she’s waiting for an
execution.

‘I won't tell anyone,” I say at last. ‘I promise. I'll give the
socks back and I won't tell anyone.’

As I release my grip on her, her thin hand squeezes mine.
Her dark glasses are already back on her face. She looks like an
anonymous skinny girl in a hoody.

‘Thank you,” she whispers. “Thank you. What’s your name?’

‘Becky,” 1 reply eagerly. ‘Becky Bloomwood. I mean,
Brandon. I was Bloomwood but I got married, so my name
changed ... Argh, stop gabbling. ‘Um, Becky,” I finish lamely.
‘My name is Becky.’

‘Thank you, Becky.’

And before I can say anything, she’s turned and gone.
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Next morning, my head is still sparking in disbelief. Did that
actually happen? Did I actually meet Lois Kellerton?

When I returned to Pump!, clutching the socks, it turned out
they hadn’t even noticed that the socks had gone. For an awful
moment I thought they were going to accuse me of stealing
them. But thankfully a sales assistant took over the incident,
and called up the CCTV footage and we all watched as a thin
girl in a grey hoody put the socks in her bag and slipped out. I
was tingling all over as I watched. A tiny part of me wanted to
yell, ‘Don’t you see who it is? Don’t you see?’

But of course I didn’t. I'd made a promise. Besides which,
they’d never believe me. On the video you can’t see her face at
all.

Then we watched the footage as I chased her out of the shop.
All T can say is, I am never buying an ‘Athletic Shaping All-in-
One’ again. I wanted to die when I saw my bottom bulging
through the shiny fabric.

Anyway. On the plus side, everyone was really impressed by
what I did, even if they were more interested in arguing about
whether the socks should have been fitted with security tags.
My story was that the ‘mystery girl” dropped the socks as I
chased her down the street, and that I couldn’t catch up with
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her. I didn’t know what to do about the fifty-dollar note, so in
the end I pretended that I'd found it on the floor and handed it
over. I left my name in case the police needed a statement, then
hurried back to our hotel, where I finally cut that awful all-in-
one off myself. (I bought a pair of shorts and a vest from Gap
instead.)

Lois Kellerton. I mean, Lois Kellerton. People would die if
they knew! (Well, Suze would.) But I haven’t told anybody.
When Luke and I finally met up for supper last night, he
wanted to hear all about the rental houses I'd looked at, and 1
didn’t want to admit I'd spent quite so much time on Rodeo
Drive . .. and besides which, I made a promise. I said I'd keep
it a secret and I have. Today it feels as though the whole event
was a weird little dream.

I blink and shake my head to dislodge it. I have other things
to think about this morning. I'm standing outside Dalawear,
which is on Beverly Boulevard and has a window display of
mannequins in ‘easy-wear’ dresses and pantsuits, taking tea
on a fake lawn.

I'm not meeting Danny for another twenty minutes, but I
wanted to get here early and remind myself of the store and its
layout. As I wander in, there’s a lovely smell of roses in the air,
and Frank Sinatra is playing over the sound system. It's a very
pleasant store, Dalawear, even if all the jackets seem to be one
style, just with different buttons.

I've gone through separates, shoes and underwear, when I
come to the evening-wear section. Most of the dresses are full-
length and heavily corseted, in bright colours like periwinkle
blue and raspberry. There are lots of big rosettes at the
shoulder or waist, and beading, and laced-up bodices, and
built-in ‘slimming’ undergarments. Just looking at them makes
me feel exhausted, especially after my ‘Athletic Shaping All-in-
One’ experience. Some clothes just aren’t worth the hassle of
trying to get them on and off.

I'm about to get out my phone to text Danny when there’s a
rustling sound, and a girl of about fifteen appears out of the
dressing room to stand in front of the full-length mirror. She’s
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not the most together-looking girl. Her dark-red hair is in a
fuzzy kind of bob, and her nails are bitten, and her eyebrows
could do with a bit of a tweeze. But worst of all, she’s wearing
a jade-green, strapless, swooshy gown which totally swamps
her, complete with a rather revolting chiffon stole. She looks
uncertainly at herself, and hitches the bodice over her bust,
where it really doesn’t fit. Oh God, I can’t bear it. What is she
doing here? This shop isn’t for teens.

‘Hi!" I approach her hurriedly. “‘Wow! You look ... um,
lovely. That’s a very . .. formal dress.’

‘It's for my end-of-year prom,” mutters the girl.

‘Right. Fantastic!” I let a pause fall before I add, “They have
some pretty dresses in Urban Outfitters, you know. I mean,
Dalawear is a brilliant choice, obviously, but for someone your
age...

‘I have to shop here.” She shoots me a miserable look. ‘My
mom had some coupons. She said I could only get a dress if it
didn’t cost her anything.’

‘Oh, I see.’

‘The sales lady said green would set off my hair,” she adds
hopelessly. ‘She went to find me some shoes to match.’

‘The green is . . . lovely.” I cross my fingers behind my back.
‘Very striking.’

‘It's OK, you don’t have to lie. I know I look terrible.” Her
shoulders slump.

‘No!" I say quickly. “You just ... it’s a tiny bit full for you ...
perhaps a bit fussy ... I tug at the layers of chiffon, wanting to
trim them all off with a pair of scissors. I mean, when you're
fifteen, you don’t want to be dressed up like a Christmas cracker.
You want to be in something simple and beautiful, like . . .

And then it hits me.

‘Wait here,” I say, and hurry back to the underwear section.
It takes me about twenty seconds to grab a selection of silk
slips, lace slips, ‘shaping’ slips, and a ‘luxury satin slip with
boned bodice’, all in black.

‘Where did you get those?” The girl’s eyes light up as I arrive
back in the evening-wear section.

33



‘They were in another section,’” I say vaguely. ‘Have a go!
They’re all in Small. I'm Becky, by the way.’

‘Anita.” She smiles, revealing train-track braces.

While she’s rustling around behind the curtain, I search for
accessories, and find a black beaded sash plus a simple clutch
bag in dark pink.

‘What do you think?” Anita emerges shyly from the chang-
ing room, utterly transformed. She’s in a strappy lace slip that
makes her look about three sizes smaller and shows off her
long legs. Her milky skin looks amazing against the black
lace, and her short, stubby hair seems to make more sense,
too.

‘Amazing! Just let me do your hair...” There’s a basket of
complimentary water bottles on the counter, and, quickly
opening one, I wet my hands. I smooth down her hair until it
looks sleek and gamine, cinch her waist in with the beaded
sash, and give her the pink clutch to hold.

‘There!” I say proudly. “You look fabulous. Now, stand with
some attitude. Look at yourself. Don’t you just rock?’

Once she’s got a pair of heels on, she’ll look a million dollars.
I sigh happily as I watch her shoulders relax and a sparkle
come to her eye. God, I love dressing people up.

‘So I found the shoes in your size ... comes a trilling voice
behind me, and I turn to see a woman in her sixties
approaching Anita. I met her when I came for the interview
before, and her name’s ... Rhoda? No, Rhona. It's on her
name-badge.

‘Dear!” She gives a shocked laugh as she sees the teenage
girl. ‘What happened to the gown?’

The girl’s eyes slide uneasily to me, and I step in quickly.

‘Hi, Rhona!” I say. ‘I'm Becky, we met before, I'm starting
work here soon. I was just helping Anita with her look. Doesn’t
that slip look great worn as a dress?’

‘Well, goodness!” Rhona’s rigid smile doesn’t move an inch,
but her eyes fix me with daggers. ‘How imaginative. Anita,
sweetheart, I'd love to see you in the green full-length.’

‘No,” says Anita stubbornly. ‘I'm wearing this one. I like it.”
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She disappears behind the curtain and I step towards Rhona,
lowering my voice.

‘It's OK,” I say. “You don’t need to see her in the green. It
didn’t work. Too big. Too old. But then I suddenly thought of
the slips and . . . bingo!

‘That’s hardly the point,” says Rhona, bristling. “You know
what the commission on that green gown is? You know what
the commission on a slip is?’

‘Well, who cares?’ I say indignantly. “The point is, she looks
lovely!”

‘I'm sure she looked far lovelier in the green gown. I mean,
a slip.” Rhona looks disapproving. “To a prom. A slip.”

I bite my lip. I can’t say what I really think.

‘Look, we're going to be working together, so ... shall we
agree to disagree?’ I hold out my hand placatingly, but before
Rhona can take it, there’s an exclamation from behind me and
two arms twine themselves around my neck.

‘Becky!

‘Danny!” I wheel round to see his pale-blue eyes shining at
me through heavy eye-liner. ‘Wow! You look very ... um ...
New Romantic.’

Danny never puts on any weight or looks a day older despite
leading the least healthy lifestyle on the planet. Today his hair
is dyed black and gelled into a kind of droopy quiff; he’s wear-
ing a single dangly earring and tight jeans tucked into
winkle-picker boots.

I'm ready,” he announces. ‘I have my reference. I learned it
on the plane. Who do I say it to? You?” He turns to Rhona and
makes a small bow. ‘My name is Danny Kovitz — yes, the
Danny Kovitz - thank you — and I am here today to
recommend Rebecca Brandon as a personal shopper without
parallel.’

‘Stop!” I say, pink with embarrassment. ‘This isn’t the right
place. We need to find Gayle, my new boss.’

‘Oh,” says Danny, unfazed. ‘OK.’

Meanwhile, Anita has reappeared from the dressing room
and heads over to Rhona.
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‘OK, I'd like to get the black lace dress. And the pink clutch
and the sash.’

‘Well, dear, says Rhona, her face still pinched with
annoyance. ‘If you're sure. Now, what about this fabulous pink
stole? It would set off the black lace wonderfully.” She reaches
for a length of pink tulle adorned with oversized white
sequins, and spreads it out on the counter.

Anita glances at me and I surreptitiously shake my head.

‘No thanks,” she says confidently. Rhona whips round in
suspicion, but I give her an innocent smile.

‘We’d better find Gayle,” I say. ‘See you later, Rhona! Have
fun at the prom, Anita!’

As I head away with Danny, I can’t help wrapping an arm
around him.

‘Thank you for coming. You're such a star to do this.”

‘I know,” he says complacently.

‘I'm going to miss you when you go to Greenland! Couldn’t
you have chosen somewhere nearer?’

‘What, some hike in the mountains? says Danny dis-
missively. ‘Some little day trek?’

‘Why not? We would still have sponsored you—'

‘Becky, you don’t get it.” Danny gives me a serious look.
‘This is something I have to do. I want to push myself to the
limit. I have this great trainer, Diederik, and he’s done
the Greenland expedition. He says it’s a mystical experience.
Mystical.’

‘Oh well. Mystical.” I shrug.

‘Who buys these clothes?” Danny seems to have noticed the
racks for the first time.

‘Er . . . lots of people. Lots of very fashionable, stylish, um. ..
chic people.”

‘Chic?” He looks at me with a comically appalled face.
‘Chic?”

‘Sssh! There’s my boss!”

We’ve reached the entrance to the Personal Shopping area,
where I've agreed to meet Gayle, and there she is, looking
around anxiously. Maybe she thought I wasn’t going to turn
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up. She’s a really lovely woman, in her forties — very pretty
except her hair’s too long, in my opinion — and I'm looking
forward to working with her.

‘Hi!" I wave to attract her attention.

‘Rebecca.” She exhales. ‘I was about to call you. This is very
awkward. I'm sorry, I'm so sorry ..

She’s about to tell me that Danny still hasn’t come through
with his reference, isn’t she?

‘No, it’s fine,” I say hastily. ‘He’s here! Danny, this is Gayle,
my new boss.” I nudge him. “You can start now.”

‘Excuse me?’” Gayle looks baffled.

“This is Danny Kovitz,” I explain. ‘He’s come here especially
to give you my reference! Go on, Danny.” I nod encouragingly,
and Danny draws breath.

‘My name is Danny Kovitz — yes, the Danny Kovitz — thank
you — and I am here today to recommend Rebecca Brandon as
a personal shopper without parallel. Where there is disaster
she will find style. Where there is blah, she will find a look.
Where there is . .. um—" He breaks off, pulls a piece of paper
out of his jeans pocket and consults it. “Yes! Where there is
misery she will find happiness. Not just fashion happiness, all-
round happiness.” He takes a step towards Gayle, who looks a
bit shell-shocked. “You want Rebecca Brandon in your store.
The last person who tried to fire her faced a backlash from the
customers, am I right, Becky?’

‘Well.” I shrug awkwardly, feeling a bit overcome. I had no
idea Danny would be so nice about me.

“You may have heard some strange rumours about Rebecca.’
Danny has gone on to his second sheet of paper. “Yes, she once
deliberately trapped a customer in a dress. But she had a good
reason.” He hits the paper emphatically. “Yes, she’s been known
to disguise clothes as sanitary products. But she was helping
her clients. Yes, she organized two weddings for the same day
and didn’t tell anyone, even her fiancé...” He peers at the
sheet.

‘Danny, shut up!” I mutter. Why is he bringing all this up?

‘I have no idea why she did that,” Danny concludes. ‘Let’s
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ignore that. Let’s focus on the fact that Rebecca is a shining
light in any personal shopping department and any store
should be glad to have her. Thank you.” He gives a bow then
looks up at Gayle. ‘I'd now be glad to answer any questions,
except those about my personal life, my beauty routine and my
ongoing lawsuit with my former manager. For those topics I
have Q&A sheets.” He rummages in another pocket and
unfolds three lime-coloured sheets of paper, all headed The
Danny Kovitz Story, which he hands to Gayle.

Gayle gazes at them in stupefied silence, then raises her eyes
to me.

‘Rebecca . . .” She seems lost for words.

‘I didn’t mean to organize two weddings,” I say defensively.
‘These things happen.’

‘No, no. It’s not that. It's . .. Oh, it’s too bad.” She shuts her
eyes. ‘This is all too bad.’

‘What’s too bad?’ I say, with a sudden feeling of foreboding.

‘Rebecca ... Finally she faces me properly. ‘“There’s no job
for you.’

‘What?’ I falter.

‘I'had a call just now from the group director. He’s been doing
a review, and we have to lose some staff.” She winces. ‘I'm afraid
that a personal shopping maternity cover is too great a luxury for
us. We're going to have to get by with just Rhona for now. I
would love to hire you, believe me.” She looks from me to Danny.
‘But in this climate . . . things are so tough ...

‘It's OK,’ I say, my voice wobbly with shock. ‘T understand.’

‘I'm sorry. I'm sure you would have been a great addition to
the department.” She looks so sad, I feel a pang of sympathy.
What a horrible job, having to fire people.

‘That’s life,” I say, trying to sound more cheerful. “Thanks for
the chance, anyway. And maybe I'll come and work here when
things get better!

‘Maybe. Thanks for being so understanding. I'm afraid I
have to go break some more bad news.” She shakes my hand,
then turns and strides away, leaving Danny and me looking
blankly at each other.
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‘Bummer,” says Danny at last.
‘I know.” I sigh heavily. “Thanks for the reference, anyway.
Can I buy you lunch to say thank you?’

By the time Danny leaves for the airport, two hours later, we’ve
had a blast. We've done early lunch with cocktails, and a
shopping spree for sunblock, and I've laughed so hard, my
stomach muscles ache. But as I watch his car whisk him away
along Beverly Boulevard, there’s a lump of disappointment
weighing me down. No job. I was counting on that job. Not just
for employment, not just for money — but as something to do.
A way to make friends.

Anyway. It’s fine. It’s all good. I'll think of something else.
There are loads of shops in LA, there must be opportunities, I'l]
just have to keep looking . . . keep my ears and eyes open.

‘Hey, lady! Watch it!

Oops. I was so busy thinking about keeping my ears and
eyes open, I didn’t notice a great big crane-thing parked slap
bang in the middle of the pavement. A man in a headset is
directing people around it, and there’s a bit of a buzz further
up the street. As I go nearer to get a look, I can see glinting,
and lights on stands ... Oh wow! It's a camera crew! They're
filming something!

I know I need to get back to the hotel and prepare for the Ten
Miler race, but I can’t just walk away. Even though I've been to
LA before, this is the first camera crew I've seen. So I hurry
along in excitement, heading towards the bright lights. The
pavement is cordoned off with metal barriers and a guy in a
denim jacket and a headset is politely asking people to step
away, to the other side of the street. Reluctantly, I obey, keep-
ing my eyes fixed on the action. There are two guys in jeans
sitting on directors’” chairs, and a burly man operating a cam-
era, and several girls scurrying around with headsets too,
looking important. I feel massive pangs of envy as I watch
them all. I mean, how cool, to be involved in a film. The only
kind of filming I've ever done was on TV, advising people how
to invest their pension. (I used to be a financial journalist. I
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used to spend all day talking about bank accounts. Sometimes
I get an anxiety dream where I'm back in that job and I'm on
TV and I don’t even know what an interest rate is.)

Standing on the pavement, all alone, is a woman who I guess
is an actress, as she’s so tiny and made-up. I don’t recognize
her, but that doesn’t mean anything. I'm just wondering
whether to get out my phone, take a picture and text Who’s
this? to my best friend Suze, when an older woman, in jeans
and a black vest, comes up to her. She’s wearing a maroon
peaked cap and has long black braids, and the coolest high-
heeled boots.

Everyone else in the crowd is pointing at the actress, but I'm
riveted by the woman with braids. I know her. I've read inter-
views with her. She’s a stylist called Nenita Dietz.

She’s holding a see-through plastic bag containing a stripy,
vintage-looking coat, which she carefully takes out and puts on
the actress. She stares critically, adjusts it, then adds a necklace.
And as I watch her, my thoughts are suddenly spinning in a
new direction. Imagine having that job. Working on films;
choosing outfits for actors; styling stars for appearances . ..
Forget department stores, I should aim higher! That’s the job I
should have.  mean, it’s perfect. I love clothes, I love films, I'm
moving to LA ... why didn’t I think of this before?

Now Nenita Dietz is trying different pairs of sunglasses
out on the actress. I follow every move she makes, utterly
mesmerized. Nenita Dietz is amazing. She was behind that
trend for boots with evening wear. And she’s starting a line of
underwear. I've always wanted to design my own underwear.

But how on earth would I get into it? How do you become a
top Hollywood stylist? Or even a low-to-medium Hollywood
stylist? Where do I even start? I don’t know anyone here, I
don’t have a job, I don’t have any film experience . . .

Now people across the road are shouting, ‘Quiet on set!” and,
‘Rolling!” and, “QUIET PLEASE! I watch in fascination as the
actress folds her arms and looks upwards.

‘Cut!”

Cut? That was it?

40



All the film people are scurrying around again and I peer
hard, searching for Nenita Dietz, but I can’t see her. And
people are starting to press at my back. So at last I tear myself
away, my mind whirling with fantasies. A darkened cinema.
My name rolling down the screen in white letters.

Miss HATHAWAY’S WARDROBE PERSONALLY SELECTED BY
REBECCA BRANDON

MR PITT’S SUITS SOURCED BY REBECCA BRANDON

Miss SEYMOUR’S GOWNS CHOSEN BY REBECCA BRANDON

And now, of course, it all falls into place in my head. Sage
Seymour is the key. Sage Seymour is the answer. That’s how
I'm going to get in.
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FRESH BEAN COFFEE SHOP
1764 Beverly Blvd
Los Angeles, CA 90210

* NOTES AND THOUGHTS -

Fossitte fa&é/w( Lrends Co start:

— Jartan deess with neon PYC accessorrics

- /[a/g@—fw‘ coat belted with three o//ffe/‘a/ﬂf belts / %&’/ f//?//(afa/‘e
look!)

- Pk haiie and ditressed pinstrpe jacket

- Dimants brovches pinned to welles

- Jeans eat up and wade ixto wrm warmers

- Carry two desipner handbags at once (Yos! Start inmedintely!)
- Full-longth tutle shiit worn over jeans

- Miswateh shoes for 7«//"5% /gﬂﬂ/gf look, (O witt took as Lhough
have dementia 77/

- Fresh orohids tucked into bebt as corsage
- Bracelot made of fw&’é orehids
-NB: gay f%&f/p orohids
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