Dear Deirdre

Dear Deirdre,

I am writing this letter this morning, as I am too embarrassed to talk to you about all the things you do that get on my nerves. I am clearly more stable than you emotionally, so it’s best I set out my stall (as it were) so as not to offend you. I read some woman writing in “Nuts” magazine that a letter is a good way to avoid another argument, so here goes.
1. You squeeze the toothpaste from the top instead of the bottom, and leave it open with dried cack all around the top, although I correct it more than once a day.

2. Another simple and sensible rule is to keep the toilet lid closed to save on water evaporation. It’s not like I leave the seat up like most men; well not after you sat on the hole at night that time after I’d had a few to drink and forgot, is it?
3. You must be vigilant about bills. Not just washing up and wasting the hot water straight down the sink all the time, but all this randomly sending money off to charity. That begins at home, I say, and the house is in my name after all.
4. You seem to spend all your time with your girlfriends and not with me these days. We used to enjoy days out in the car, I’m not sure what happened? It’s not that I’m the jealous type, I’m only protecting you, but you’d better not be meeting any other men babe, as I’d not be responsible for my actions!
5. We don’t hardly seem to “do it” any more. Is it any wonder I’m frustrated with you? You’d rather sulk and watch TV “soaps”.
6. You ask me for suggestions, ignore them and then nag me when I didn’t do what I wanted to do in the first place! I will get things done, just in my own time not yours.
7. You keep trying to change me, but I’ve never been one for a suit and tie. Yes I do watch sport, even porn sometimes (I’m good with my hands (). And I swear when things go wrong. That’s who I am.
Best Wishes,
Tim.
Dear Tim(othy Lumsden),

This reminds me of Ronnie Corbett and his awful mother in the comedy of the same name! (Sorry.)
Aren’t men supposed to be dominant, thus should not be taking on a child’s role leaving me to be mother? It is surely I who am the mistress of our house in practice, not merely the mistress of my husband, here solely to be decreed to by you how I should behave. I am of course no saint, but I think I am sensitive to how you feel; and hope I always still feel warmth towards you despite your criticisms. Maybe it is macho to play the polemicist, but you can always talk to me, so you don’t really have to write, just communicate.
I do often anticipate the things you think, and what you need before you do yourself! That is what comes of us being married for so many years. Maybe you have a point about the toothpaste but maybe it isn’t really that vital? Not when there are all those horses being mistreated in Africa; not to mention our gerbil whom you tease and neglect! It is always me that cleans his cage out, I never see you do it; and it is me who buys his special Bajra millet.
I must say your clothes sense is very poor, You look like a tramp and just don’t care! On our Iberian adventure last year you actually insisted on wearing that preposterous multi-coloured sombrero on the plane before we even got there. I know the Spanish Iberia airline own BA these days, but that doesn’t mean you can intrude into every Spaniards’ airspace on the plane! If I’d known you’d bought such a thing I’d have thrown it away. And at your age I’d have expected your trousers belt to be nearer to under your arms than halfway down your bottom! Sadly I suppose I cannot really blame you, as it is unusual to find a man who knows about vertical hold except on the TV, whilst most seem to know plenty about the horizontal!
You know what happened about our car journeys, every time we needed to go somewhere you seemed to feel the need to boil up some oily engine part or another in my best pans, then spread them out all over the dinner table! Now we have our free bus passes you know very well we are saving “loadsa money” by using them, being green, and keeping fit as well! And I sometimes get lifts from the girls.
I am indeed lucky to have enjoyed close friendships. Some of those women I have known for 40 years, so I can’t just cut them off, and wouldn’t want to. It is then that I can relax and have fun, I’m not sure I can do that so well when we are out together. I too don’t feel as close as we once were, maybe partly because you do not feel “responsible for your actions!” Perhaps you want me to become a Muslim so that I do not mix with any other men? It’s all very well being the strong silent type, but are you either of those things really? You sometimes do not really seem to need anyone, or not in the way I do need you. Maybe you do, and I just need reassurance and consideration rather than being pestered for attention?
Anyway, hopefully my response has provided some light at the end of the tunnel for you concerning my dreadful shortcomings. Turning to more important matters, I wonder what to get us for tea?

Maybe we should reassure each other more? And say “I love you?” As you know my grumpy darling, it can be difficult to wrest oneself away, even from you sometimes (
All my love,
Deirdre xxx
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