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the  Liz Fraser column

 ‘No, it’s  
 not ust you’

NOT GOING OUT
I can go for months having this kind of “Shall we?  

No, we can’t” ping-pong with friends. At least 50% of  
my texts are of this nature. My record was a year. 

Happily, I know I’m not alone. The fact is that, at any 
given time at this stage of our lives, it’s a dead-cert that 
out of one’s five closest friends, at least three of them 
will have a child who is vomiting, doing exam revision, 
experiencing soul-crushing wardrobe dilemmas, a 
sudden attack of acne, Facebook bullying or love-
related problems that cause self harm with paper clips 
and severe door-slamming. 

The remaining two have work to catch up on, an 
unspecified medical condition that prevents them from 
drinking, they’re going to a Relate meeting to save their 
dying relationship, or are off to the gym in case the 
Relate thing doesn’t work out and they need semi-
presentable buttocks to attract a rebound mate. 

Even though we know this, it’s part of the human 
condition of self-loathing and social paranoia that, if 
we don’t see our friends for more than a week, we 
automatically assume they are all out laughing, 
drinking and generally living it up like the wild, crayzee 
mortgage-paying parents they are.

But they are mostly not doing this. 
They are at home, just like you and me, channel-

hopping, folding school uniforms and wondering if  
the kitchen wall needs a re-paint. 

And you know what? I’m OK with that. One of the 
plus-points about not being 20 any more is that I have 
nothing to prove to anyone, and I don’t have to care 
what other people think of me. 

Me, and my wild, crazy social death. 
Ohhh yeah, baby, let’s go.’

 ‘Aquick glance at the stream of my friends’ 
updates on Facebook would suggest three 
things; they know how to apply make-up 
well, they have cute pets and they go out  

a lot. And I mean, A LOT. 
A quick glance around my real life and three things 

are clear to me; I look knackered, my hamster needs  
a clean out, and I don’t go out. Almost EVER. 

Once upon a time I had something called a social 
life. Now I have a social death. This was unexpected. 

I thought that once my children were a bit older and it 
no longer took calling in a UN Peacekeeping envoy just 
to leave the house for half an hour, I would be able to just 
walk out of the door, on a whim, any time, and GO OUT.

Unfortunately, the reality is more like this:  
1) Become breathless with the need to GET OUT.  
2) Send texts to everyone I know, asking if they want to 
go for a drink.  
3) Receive 20 variations of ‘I can’t’ because children are 
ill/I have work to do/I’m too tired/have thrush.  
4) Do not go out.   
5) Feel old and boring, made worse by a painful 
awareness that I’m actually quite glad I didn’t go out 
because I’ll feel fresh in the morning (and anyway  
I wanted to watch Mr Selfridge). 
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