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+There are approximately 45 billion fat cells  in an average adult
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by Charlotte Gill

W HEN teacher Sonya 
McNally posted a 
throwaway comment 
about her rowdy 12-
year-old pupils on 
Facebook, little did 

she realise it would come back to 
haunt her. 

The message, tapped out in reply to a 
 colleague’s niggle about children at her 
school, seemed innocuous enough: ‘By the 
way, [class] 8G1 are just as bad as 8G2. 
LOL (laugh out loud)’ she joked 
sympathetically.

Within a few weeks, however, 37-year-old 
Sonya’s world had been turned upside 
down. Suspended from her job at 
 Humberston Comprehensive School after 
another member of staff reported her, it 
sparked a chain of events that culminated 
in the Information Technology teacher, 
from Grimsby, Lincs, being sacked from 
the job she loved.

‘When I wrote that message, I thought 
nothing of it,’ she says. ‘There was no 
 mention of the school anywhere on my 
account and I didn’t name any pupils. The 
only people who could see it were my 
 family, friends and colleagues from the 
school. The teacher who reported me was 
a friend on Facebook. 

‘She took my comment personally 
because I’d said it about her classes. But it 
was only ever meant to be light-hearted.’

Just days after posting the remark in 
March 2009, and before any complaint had 
been made, Sonya was rushed to hospital. 
There, doctors told her she’d suffered a 
minor stroke. While she was in hospital for 
a week, her aggrieved colleague put in an 
official complaint.

‘When I got home, I found a letter of 
 suspension on the doormat. It was the first 
I knew of it. I couldn’t believe it. There was 
no mention of Facebook, just my “inappro-
priate behaviour”. They said I’d brought 
“the school into disrepute” and called on 
me to attend a disciplinary hearing.’

S 
 
ONya, who was suspended on 
full pay, contacted her union, 
which took up her case. She was 
eventually told what she had done 
wrong at the hearing itself. The 

panel consisted of the headteacher, Sonya’s 
line manager and a member of the local 
council’s human resources department.

‘When they showed me a print out of the 
Facebook page, I almost burst out 
 laughing.’ she says. ‘They said that I was 
bringing the school into disrepute and that 
the governors, parents and pupils at school 
could have seen it.

‘I tried to explain that only those people I 
was friends with could see what I’d written, 
not the whole world. I spent most of the 
time trying to explain how Facebook 
worked, but they couldn’t understand.’ 

But while Sonya might have found the 
situation laughable, the reality is anything 
but. Hers is a cautionary tale of the dangers 
of oversharing on social-networking sites. 
and with the use of Facebook getting ever 
greater — the number of Facebook 
accounts held in the UK is now 30 million, 
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a coMMercial 
mouthwash can contain 
flavourings, colourings 
and pesticides. Keep it 
simple with Jason 
natural Mouthwash, 
which uses mint, 
organic tea tree and 
aloe vera. 
n From health food  
stores and chemists at 
£5.61/480ml.

healthy mouth

colour block 
with this 
tangerine shirt 
dress teamed 
with patent 
lemon yellow 
heels. cinch in 
the waist with a 
leather and 
brass belt to 
give you shape 
and keep  
the look  
dressed down.

Shirt dress, £249, 
hobbs.co.uk
T-bar sandals, 
£54.99, 
riverisland.com
Belt, £29.90, 
Massimo Dutti, 
020 7361 1840

TeaM this silk 
shirt with a 
simple pair of 
cropped 
trousers. 
For a more 
glamorous take 
on the outfit, 
accessorise 
your look with a 
pair of Fifties-
style bow 
courts.

Trousers, £35.99, 
zara.com
Equipment 
blouse, £175, 
trilogystores.
co.uk
Bow court 
Shoes, £45,  
asos.com

layer an 
oversized blazer 
over your 
brightly 
coloured shift 
dress, giving 
your dress a 
casual edge. 
accessorise 
with some 
summery lace 
heels and 
chunky bangles.

Tara Jarmon 
dress, £289, 
Fenwick,  
020 7629 9161
Blazer, £195, 
reiss.co.uk
Sandals, £70, 
aldoshoes.com 
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exaCTLy what takes 
place at the end of our 
garden in Matthew’s 
office-shed remains a 
mystery to me. I know it 
involves watching sport 

on the flatscreen TV, playing 
internet poker and even — so he 
says — the occasional bit of work.

Beyond that, I haven’t a clue. He kisses 
me goodbye each morning, Reggie Perrin-
fashion, and completes his 100ft journey to 
‘work’ in 30 seconds or so. 

For the next ten hours, behind the shed 
blinds, he might be distilling whisky or run-
ning a mini-cab firm. He may, for all I know, 
be keeping a second family. 

The reason for my ignorance is that never 
once has Matthew allowed me over the 
threshold. He keeps the door locked at all 
times, and the windows closed. Ventilation 
comes through a skylight in the roof.

The moment he spies me heading down 
the path from the house, as he always does 
no matter how stealthily I creep, no matter 
how devious my disguise, he rushes out to 
intercept me.

This behaviour is weird and unsettling — 
and therefore typical. apparently all men 
with sheds guard them fiercely, and over 
time I have come to accept the exclusion 
zone, and to respect shed privacy with my 
best approximation of sullen indifference. 

Last week, however, I broke all the rules 
and sought refuge alongside my husband 
in that sacrosanct shed. 

I had no choice, because I messed up on 
my timing and returned to the house half an 
hour earlier than usual. This meant I 
 coincided with Magdalena. and this is some-
thing that cannot — must not — happen. 

Magdalena is the most efficient,  
hard-working cleaner ever. She is 
 unbelievably good. She comes for just three 
hours, but the house is left looking and 
smelling as if it has had a team of industrial 
cleaners in for a week. 

Magdalena is a treasure. Except that she 
is also a stalker. She is peculiar and menac-
ing. She follows me around the house, 
apparently unable to work in any room in 
which I am not. She huffs and puffs and 
sniffs. She endlessly sniffs. I cannot be in 
the house while she is there. 

So every time she comes I 
make sure I am out, only 
returning when I know she 
has gone, and often waiting 
in the car in a disguise of 
s o r t s  ( h a t ,  s c a r f , 
 sunglasses) until I see  
her leave.

Last week, though, I 
got it wrong. My watch 
was half an hour fast and 
I returned too early. 
Magdalena was upstairs — 
I could hear the huffing and 
puffing and sniffing — and so I 
fled to the shed.

My speed up the path was such 
that Matthew didn’t see me coming. He 
was alerted by my knocking on the door 
and screaming: ‘Let me in, let me in! For 
God’s sake, Matthew, let me in.’

‘Who is it?’ he trilled annoyingly. 
‘Who is it? I repeated in disbelief. 
‘Oh, sorry,’ said Matthew, ‘if the question 

is beyond your intellectual range (he was 
now doing his best Basil Fawlty), but I 
can’t see how to put it any more simply.’

‘It’s ann Widdecombe,’ I hissed. ‘Who do 
you think it is?’

‘In that case,’ said Matthew, ‘I must ask 
you to leave. The laminated flooring in here 
wouldn’t survive a woman of your propor-
tions doing the american Smooth upon it.’

‘Oh, Matthew, please just let me in,’ I 
whimpered. ‘I am in grave danger. Please, 
please let me in.’

‘If that is my wife, Rebecca out there,’ 
said Matthew, ‘and I think it is, you will be 
aware that you are not permitted access to 
my shed under any circumstances.’

I continued to knock and screech, until 
finally Matthew relented, the door was 
slowly unlocked and opened. I stuck a foot 
in the 3in gap and shoulder-charged my 
way in, landing on my knees.

‘No,’ said Matthew, ‘you are not nearly as 
elegant and dainty as ann Widdecombe.’

He picked me up and guided me to his 
leather recliner. Then, swivelling impatiently 
in his desk chair, he asked me my reasons 
for breaching the exclusion zone. 

I told him. ‘Oh God, no, not this again,’ he 
said. This was his idea of sympathy 

— to leave an unspoken trail of 
previous cleaning ladies who 

have, in their various ways, 
spooked me out. 

‘She’s peculiar and 
 menacing,’ I told him.

‘She’s a middle-aged 
woman of 4ft 6in,’ he 
snorted. ‘She’s hardly some 
fascist paramilitary or 
 Norman Bates.’
‘you say that,’ I said, ‘but 

she did walk in once while I 
was in the shower.’
‘Did she proceed to stab you 

repeatedly, with frenzied slashing 
movements, until you were dead?’

‘No,’ I said in a small voice.
We sat there for a little while, me curled 

up in his recliner, him swivelling ever more 
impatiently, until I broke the silence. 

‘I must have refuge from Magdalena,’ I 
said. ‘I need a sanctuary, and I demand a 
sanctuary here in our shed.’

No pronoun can have elicited such bewil-
derment since Mrs Thatcher announced: 
‘We have become a grandmother.’

‘That’s it,’ said Matthew, hauling me out 
on to the decking. ‘Out you go!’

Back in the house Magdalena huffed and 
sniffed and followed me around, which 
exhausted me. I was having a lie-down later 
when the door-bell went. It was a man asking 
for my husband. Matthew had apparently 
requested a quote for a CCTV camera to be 
positioned half-way up the garden path.
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by Rebecca Tyrrel

Our brilliantly waspish column  
on the trials of modern marriage 
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luxe life
ForgeT the traditional 

flat-pack, today  
men are spending  
up to £30,000 on  
sheds with TVs,  

stereos and  
home bars

one click to disaster


