What’s your guiltiest
pleasure?
Going to a nice restaurant
and asking for one of those
massive burgers with a stake
through the middle.
What would you do
with £1m?
Try to turn it into more
millions so it can become
something sustainable.
I travel to a lot of cities and
there are always people
sitting there homeless you can’t change the world
but I’d like to make a
difference.
Who would be at your
perfect dinner party?
Jim Morrison from The
Doors, Rabbie Burns,
Richard Branson and Nelson
Mandela.
When did you last cry?
Someone I know lost
a baby and it was when
she announced she
was pregnant again. They
call it having a rainbow
baby.
What makes you laugh?
My boys are absolute
comedians. The eight-yearold acts like he’s a
40-year-old.
What makes you angriest?
Politics. I just think there is a
lot of bluster and selfishness.
And media spin.
You’re on holiday. Where is
your phone?
Unfortunately, it’s with me.
I’m addicted. I need to be in
phones anonymous.
Can you imagine
retirement?
It would send me absolutely
mad to sit at home. I need a
purpose.
How would you like to be
remembered?
As someone who gave
something back. Friendly and
approachable. One of the
team.
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FIT FOR LIFE

Save all your kisses...
Don’t come near Carol Westmorland with your germs.
December is not for that kind of giving...

I

f things were right and
proper you might have
found that I had spun to
write this month’s
column in a whirl of
sequined iridescent discs.
The reality, as I am about to
explain, was altogether
quite different. In fact, the
only part of me that is
doing any spinning is my
head which is, at this
precise moment, feeling like
it may well spin off.
Our 50th birthday party
was a triumph. My jumpsuit,
of which I never expect to
see anything quite of its
style again, a showstopper.
I have made it clear that
I would like to be buried in
it and that, if today is
anything to go by, may be
sooner than I think.
What I am about to say
may seem brutal but I am
going to insist you take
heed. Beware December,
traditionally a month for
giving, my warning is this:
not all offerings are quite
as they seem.
My past week:
Day 1) unrelenting
sneezing.
Day 2) sleep depriving sore
throat.
Day 3) streaming nose.
Day 4) the agony of sinus
pain.
Day 5) deafness.
Day 6) lack of vocal volume.
Day 7) crashing headache.

‘START THE
AIR KISSING HABIT
AND YOU
CAN’T STOP’
Because of the above
there will be no more
snogging. No more air
kissing. No cross
contamination. A gloved
handshake will do.
I wrestle with this one
on a weekly basis. Start the
air kissing habit and the
horrible realisation is that
you can’t stop. Better, in my
view, never to start in the
first place.
In future I will be making
my feelings clear from a
good few paces back. As
that air kiss approaches
I will halt with arm
outstretched. I have been
air kissed only to then
discover said air kisser has
been suffering for days
from something hideous.
They tell you this after the
air kiss with no shame. My
chin instantly drops and
with that my heart sinks.
Honestly, we owe it to each
other to be kind.
Joy to all.
My husband says that
day 6 was pretty good,
though.
Carol Westmorland lives in
the Eden Valley. She is a
Cycling Time Trials national
champion, clocking up 445
miles in 24 hours. She also
teaches pilates. www.
pilates-cumbria.uk
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