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Welcome to the chaotic world of Sandy Lovett

"Today, I am in the changing room of my life and tomorrow, win or lose, 
I'll move forward a stronger and wiser woman." 
Sandy Lovett has been thinking a lot about her life of late.  Her confused mother, teenage children and full-time job leave her with little time to catch a breath, let alone work out how to spend time on what is important to her. Sandy knows she needs to make a change but doesn't quite know how until she buys a blow-the-budget dress which sets in motion a sequence of life-transforming events.
Sandy quits her job, finds a care home for her mother and life seems to be a bit more under control.  However it’s not for long - when her husband’s business starts to struggle and money is tight, Sandy tries to help by joining The Beaver Club sex-chat service and high jinks ensue but, when a friend dies, Sandy is forced to re-evaluate her life once more.
The Changing Room is a fast-paced comedy-drama about the ups and downs of everyday life by a vibrant new voice; author of the long-standing blog The Witty Ways of a Wayward Wife.
Reader reviews: "This book is by far one of the funniest books I have ever read.”
"If you have not read anything by this author - buy, beg, or steal something soon. Her sense of humour in dealing with everyday situations is delightful. Sandy is a middle-aged woman who is stuck in a career that does not have any future and with a Mum that, due to Alzheimer's, doesn't always know her name. This story is about the journey to change her life, focusing on her needs, and taking a good look at what is right for her. I mentioned the laughter, but there were a couple of scenes that brought me to tears.”

From The Changing Room, all opinions those of Sandy Lovett:
I suppose you’d like to know a little bit more about my job? Actually, I do enjoy it.  Well, some of the time. I love meeting people so long as they’re not grumpy, they don’t smell, their children are fully under control, they have no pets with them and they can use words with more than one syllable.  I’m not fussy, obviously.  The truth is, in retail, you have to be fairly open-minded and hold very few prejudices.  You should also preferably own a can of air spray, have easy access to a dishcloth, possess a relatively thick skin and be prepared to work some hellish hours.

If only the Alzheimer’s wasn’t so frustrating, so bloody exhausting.  Day in, day out, it’s the same old stories and maths challenges.  It wears me down.  And now there’s the confusion between fantasy and reality.  It’s becoming tougher to deal with it all, especially when I’m tired.  

But Mum is tired too.  Lately, her lines look deeper, her complexion greyer.  I know the illness is draining her, eating away at her body and mind, and there’s nothing she or I can do about it. The frustration inside me is mingled with sadness and defeat as I watch her sweep a loose strand of her hair over her ear like a flirtatious young woman. But she’s not flirtatious or young anymore, she’s frail and old and death is edging closer. I glance at the picture of her and Dad on their wedding day framed on the wall.  Even though the picture is in black and white, I see how beautiful and vibrant she was, her youth and exuberance exuding life as she tosses her rose bouquet in the air, her vivacity captured for eternity in a single photograph.

I’m doing the sex chat for Dave, Luke and Kev. In a way, it’s also for Andy, Max and Tabby because they’ll benefit from it too.  Perhaps, it’s even going to be for all the frustrated men in bedsits who need my services. I’ll probably be keeping them off the streets and saving unsuspecting sheep from a lifetime of misery.  Maybe Her Majesty will give me an OBE or a knighthood for services to the dissatisfied.  Oh, wait a minute - I can’t have a knighthood without having a sex change, so that means I’d have to be a Dame.  I’d be a Dame like Dame Judi Dench.  We could go to the Oscars together.  Me and Judy.  How special would that be?  Judi would wear something by Versace and I’d wear something from… Marks and Spencer.  I owe it to Marks because of Mum stealing those pants. I’d probably end up on the front page of The Daily Mail.  “Dame Sandy wears stunning M & S frock complete with shoes from Clarks.”  I might even oust Kim Cardiganshire, or whatever she’s called, from the gossip columns.
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Jane Turley has written for the BBC and the literary magazine The View From Here.  For the past eight years she has been delighting readers and fans through her blog The Witty Ways of a Wayward Wife.
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