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To the other Bridgets

1 Happily Ever After

Monday 27 January

9st 3 (total fat groove), boyfriends 1 (hurrah!), shags 3
(hurrah!), calories 2, 100, calories used up by shags 600, so
total calories 1,500 (exemplary).

7.15 a.m. Hurrah! The wilderness years are over. For four
weeks and five days now have been in functional relationship
with adult male thereby proving am not love pariah as
previously feared. Feel marvellous, rather like Jemima
Goldsmith or similar radiant newlywed opening cancer
hospital in veil while everyone imagines her in bed with Imran
Khan. Ooh. Mark Darcy just moved. Maybe he will wake up
and talk to me about my opinions.

7.30 a.m. Mark Darcy has not woken up. I know, will get
up and make him fantastic fried breakfast with sausages,
scrambled eggs and mushrooms or maybe Eggs Benedict or
Florentine.



Iocesujaemcs 6cem bpudnum

1 JKuam monro m c4acTinBo

IlonenenbHUK, 27 AHBapA

58,5 Kr (O[fHO CIUTOIIHOE >KMPOBOE OTIOKEHME), POMaHBbL:
1 wt. (ypal), cexc: 3p. (ypa!), kamopun: 2100, 3a cueT cekca
coxxxeHo 600, Tak 4To B nrore 1500 (06pa3ijoBo-1moKasaresnb-
HBII pe3y/IbTaT).

7.15. ¥pa! Toppl Mpaka u cTpafjanuii mosagu! Yxe ueToipe
HEJIe/N U IATh JHEN 5 COCTOI0 B 3T0POBOM COI03€ CO 3PETIbIM
HpelCcTaBUTeIeM MY>KCKOTO 110713, TOKa3bIBasA TaKMM 00pa3om,
YTO 5 BOBCE He Hey/JjauHNIIa B TI0OBY, KaK paHblIle OIIacaach.
YyBcTByI0 cebs MPeBOCXOHO, IIPOCTO BEIMKOCBETCKasA HO-
BoOpayHas: Kakasi-HuoOynp Dxemarima Tonmemut, B misn-
Ke C Bya/lbl0 OTKpPBIBAIOIIAs O4epeHOI L[eHTpP A/ PaKOBBIX
60/bHBIX (a Bce CMOTPAT Ha Hee ¥ NPECTAB/IAT B HOCTE/N
¢ Vimpanom Xanom)'. O! Mapk dapcu nouteBenmics. Moxer,
ceifyac MPOCHETCA U MOTOBOPUT CO MHOI Ha KakKue-HMOYAb
00111eCTBEHHO 3HAYMMbI€e TEMBL.

7.30. Mapk [lapcu He mpocHynca. Ilpugymana: ceifyac
BCTaHy ¥ IPUTOTOB/IIO €My NOTPACAKOLNIL 3aBTpaK: MOXKapIo
COCMCKHN, A1, TPUOBI MM IPUTOTOBIIIO AiIA MO-OeHeANK-
TUHCKH, @ MOXKET, TI0-(IOPEHTUIICKIL.

' Umpan Xan (pon. B 1952T.) — 3HaMEHUTBIN NMaKUCTAHCKUI
UTPOK B KPUKET U HONMUTUIeCKuit festens. Jucematima Tondcmum (pog.
B 1974 1.) — repouHs CBETCKMX XPOHMK BemmkoOpuTaHmm, monydms-
mast 0co0yI0 M3BECTHOCTD Ormarofapst 6paky ¢ XaHOM, COCTOABIIEMYCS
B Mae 1995 1.
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7.31 a.m. Depending what Eggs Benedict or Florentine
actually are.

7.32 a.m. Except do not have any mushrooms or sausages.
7.33 a.m. Or eggs.
7.34 a.m. Or — come to think of it — milk.

7.35 a.m. still has not woken up. Mmmm. He is lovely.
Love looking at Him asleep. V. sexy broad shoulders and hairy
chest. Not that sex object or anything. Interested in brain.
Mmmm.

7.37 a.m. Still has not woken up. Must not make noise,
realize, but maybe could wake Him subtly by thought vibes.

7.40 a.m. Maybe will put... GAAAAAH!

7.50 a.m. Was Mark Darcy sitting bolt upright yelling,
“Bridget, will you stop. Bloody. Staring at me when I am asleep.
Go find something to do”

8.45 am. In Coins Café having cappuccino, chocolate
croissant, and cigarette. Is relief to have fag in open and not to
be on best behaviour. V. complicated actually having man in
house as cannot freely spend requisite amount of time in
bathroom or turn into gas chamber as conscious of other
person late for work, desperate for pee etc.; also disturbed by
Mark folding up underpants at night, rendering it strangely
embarrassing now simply to keep all own clothes in pile on
floor. Also he is coming round again tonight so have to go to
supermarket either before or after work. Well, do not have to
but horrifying truth is want to, in bizarre possibly genetic-
throwbackstyle way such as could not admit to Sharon.
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7.31. TonbKO HaNo MOHATD, YTO 3TO TAKOe, SAiila Mo-OeHe-
OVIKTVHCKM Y TTO-QIIOPEHTUIICKL.

7.32. [IpaBpaa, Hu TpuOOB, HU COCUCOK B JOME HET.
7.33. lla u au1x Toxe.
7.34. Hy, ecnu y>k Ha TO IOILIO, X MOJIOKA HeT.

7.35. Tak u He npocHynca. M-M-Mm-M. Kaxkoit oH kpacu-
BbIIl. MHe HpaBUTCA CMOTpeTh, Kak OH crut. O4. cexcyasb-
Hble MIMPOKNe IUIeYN M Bojiocaras rpynb. HeT, koHedHo, 5 He
BOCIIPMHMMAIO €ro MIPOCTO KaK CeKCyanbHbI 00beKT. Ero ym
MeHs Kyfia 60/IbIe IpuBIeKaeT. M-M-M-M.

7.37. Tak u He mpocHynca. lllymeTb Hemb3s, 3TO MOHAT-
Ho. Ho, MoxeT, yfacTca HesameTHO npo6ynuth Ero, moceinas
MBIC/IEHHbBIE CUTHAIBI?

7.40. Bosbmy-Ka 1... A-a-a-a-a!

7.50. Mapk [lapcu pesko cen u 3aBonmi: «bpumxnt, Kor-
I Tbl, Y4epT BO3bMI, IIPEKPATUIIb CMOTPETb Ha MeHA, TI0Ka A
crmo?! Tloumiu cebe fpyroe 3ansaTme!»

8.45. Kade «KoiiHs», 3a 4alIKoil Kally4MHO, B KOMILIEK-
Te ¢ IIOKOTAaJHBIM KpyaccaHoM M curaperoil. Kakoe obrner-
YeHMe KypUTb He TasACh U He CTPOMUTD U3 cebs mauHbKy. He
TaK-TO IPOCTO, KOIla y Tebs B JoMe My>K4MHa. B BaHHOIT He
IpOTOpPYATh, CKOJIBKO TpebyeTcs, ¥ Ta30ByI0 KaMepy 13 Hee
TOXKe He YCTPOUTD: BAPYT OH Ha paboTy OIla3fbIBaeT, B Tya-
JIeT cTpalHo xo4eT u T. I. K Tomy >xe Mapk Jlapcu akkypart-
HO CK/IaJibIBaeT TPYCHI IIepef; CHOM, B CBA3M C YeM MHE Telepb
KaK-TO HEJIOBKO IIPOCTO CBAaNMBATh CBOIO OFEX/Y B Kydy Ha
HOJL. A CErONHSA OH OIATH OyZeT y MeHs, I09TOMY Hafio 005-
3aTelIbHO CXOAMTb B MarasyH [0 W1 mocje pabotsl. Tounee,
He TO YTOOBI «Hafo». YKacaolllas IpaBia COCTOUT B TOM, 4TO
A IPAMO-TAKM XO4y 3TO cfiennaTb. OTKpOBEHHOE MPOsB/IEHNE
aTaBMICTUYECKMX MHCTMHKTOB, O KOTOPOM HM B KO€M CIy4ae
Henb3A pacckaspiBath Illepon.
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8.50 a.m. Mmm. Wonder what Mark Darcy would be like
as father (father to own offspring, mean. Not self. That would
indeed be sick in manner of Oedipus)?

8.55 a.m. Anyway, must not obsess or fantasize.

9 a.m. Wonder if Una and Geoftrey Alconbury would let
us put marquee on their lawn for the recept — Gaaah! Was my
mother, walking into my cafe bold as brass in a Country
Casuals pleated skirt and apple-green blazer with shiny gold
buttons, like a spaceman turning up in the House of Commons

squirting slime and sitting itself down calmly on the front
bench.

“Hello, darling,” she trilled. “Just on my way to Debenhams
and I know you always come in here for your breakfast.
Thought I'd pop in and see when you want your colours done.
Ooh I fancy a cup of coffee. Do you think they’ll warm up the
milk?”

“Mum, I've told you I dont want my colours done,
I muttered, scarlet, as people stared and a sulky, rushed-off-
her-feet waitress bustled up.

“Oh don't be such a stick-in-the-mud, darling. You need to
make a statement about yourself. Not sitting on the fence all
the time in all these fudges and slurries. Oh, hello, dear”

Mum went into her slow, kindly ‘Let’s try to make best
friends with the waiting staff and be the most special person in
the cafe for no fathomable reason’ voice.

“Now. Let. Me. See. D’you know? I think I'll have a coffee.
I've had so many cups of tea this morning up in Grafton
Underwood with my husband Colin that 'm sick to death of
tea. But could you warm me up some milk? I can’t drink cold
milk in coffee. It gives me indigestion. And then my daughter
Bridget will have..”

Grrr. Why do parents do this. Why? Is it desperate mature
person’s plea for attention and importance, or is it that our
urban generation are too busy and suspicious of each other to
be open and friendly? I remember when I first came to London
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8.50. M-m-Mm. VMHTepecHo, kakum Mapk dapcu mor 651
cratb otnoMm? (Ormom pebenky, koHeuno. He mue. Takas
MBIC/Ib ObI/Ia GBI HE3TOPOBOIL; YTO 51, DU KaKO-HIOYAb?)

8.55. Tak, He HaJj0 LIMK/INTHCI Ha OMHUX U TeX K€ MBIC/IAX
M CJIMIIKOM MHOTO MeYTaTh.

9.00. Vurepecno, FOna u xeddpu Onkonbepnu mos3so-
JIAT HaM Ha IpyeMe IIOCTaBUTh CBOJI IIATeP y HMUX Ha JIy>Kali-
Ke?.. A-a-a-a!

Mawma. 3aBanuBaercs B Moe Kade, OynTo Tak u Hago. Ha
Hell IVINCCHPOBaHHas I00Ka U JKeTO-3e/eHasi KypTKa co CBep-
KAIOIMMH 30/I0TBIMU ITyroBuiiaMyu. TOYHO MHOIUIAaHETSHUH
SIBWICSL B ITAJIaTy OOLIMH, IOOPBISTal 10 CTOPOHAM CIM3bIO
U CIIOKOJTHEHDBKO yCe/ICA B IlepefiHeM PALY.

— Ilpuser, noyenbka, — npoueberana ona. — S kak pas
ma B «JJe6eHxeMc» 1 BCIIOMHIIA, YTO ThI TYT BCEIfia 3aBTpa-
Kaewb. [laii, gymar, 3arJiiHy COPOCUTD, KOTA MBI IIONfieM
ompepnenarb TBoI 1BeToBoit Tui. OX, Kodeliky xodercs. Tol
He 3Haelllb, MHE TYT MOJIOKO IIOOTPEI0T?

— Mama, 4 Xe TOBOpMIIa, HUKAKOJ TUII A ONPEeRENATh
He cobupaoch, — OYpKHYy/Ia s, KpacHes, IOTOMY 4YTO BCe
CTajau Ha Hac InaseTb. K CTONMKY Iofolila M3MOTaHHAsA
odurmaHTKa.

— Hy 4rto TbI 32 ynpammuia, godeHbka. Ilopa 3asaBuUTb
o cebe! B TBOMX TYCK/IBIX TPSAIKaxX AajeKo He yefellb. AX, 1o-
Opbiit eHb! — Mama BK/IFOUIMIIA CBO CIIEIMA/IbHBIN TOIOC IS
001eHNsA ¢ 06CTY>KUBAIOIIUM IepcoHanoM (13 cepun «5 6ymy
C BaMI YPe3BBIYAIIHO JII00e3Ha U CTaHy CaMBIM OCOOEHHBIM
U3 BCEX K/IMEHTOB, XOTS 3a4eM 3TO HY>KHO — COBEpLIeHHO He-
HOHATHO»). — Tak-Tak-tak. [locMOTpyM, YTO y HaC TYT eCTb.
[Mosxanyit, st Bo3bmy Kode. CerogHs yTpoM si BBIIN/IA CTONBKO
vaio co cBouM MyxxeM Komuom B IpadTon- AHziepBYyTe, 4TO
Ha 4ajl CMOTpeTb 6OJbllle He MOTY. A MOJIOKO BBl MOITIM Obl
noporperb? X0N0oZHOE MOJIOKO MHe B KO(pe Henb3s. Y MeHs oT
Hero IulleBapeHue paccTpamBaeTca. A MoA modb bpumxut
3aKaXKeT...

P-p-p. [louemy poputenu tak cebs Benyt? B uem memo?
ITpocTO MOXM/IBIM /TIOAAM He XBaTaeT BHUMAHNA U OHM CTa-
patotcs ero k cebe mpuBnedb? Vnu 3T0 ¢ HaAMU, XUTEIAMU
MeTaIlo/IICa, He BCe JIaIHO: Mbl 4epecyyp 03ab04eHbl CBOUMMU
IeaMM U HUKOMY He TOBepsieM, a IOTOMY He MOXKeM OBbITh OT-
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I used to smile at everyone until a man on the tube escalator
masturbated into the back of my coat.

“Espresso? Filter? Latte? Cap: half fat or de-caf?” snapped
the waitress, sweeping all the plates off the table next to her and
looking at me accusingly as if Mum was my fault.

“Half fat de-caf cap and a latte,” I whispered apologetically.

“What a surly girl, doesn’t she speak English?” huffed Mum
at her retreating back. “This is a funny place to live, isn’t it?
Don’t they know what they want to put on in the morning?”

I followed her gaze to the fashionable Trustafarian girls at
the next table. One was tapping at her laptop and wearing
Timberlands, a petticoat, a Rastafarian bonnet and a fleece,
while the other, in Prada stilettos, hiking socks, surfing shorts,
a floor-length llamaskin coat and a Bhutanese herdsman’s
woolly hat with earflaps, was yelling into her mobile headset, “I
mean, he said if he found me smoking skunk again hed take
away the flat. And I'm like, “Fucking, Daddy”” — while her six-
year-old child picked miserably at a plate of chips.

“Is that girl talking to herself with that language?” said
Mum. “It’s a funny world you live in, isn’t it? Wouldn't you do
better living near normal people?”

“They are normal people,” I said furiously, nodding in
illustration out at the street where unfortunately a nun in a
brown habit was pushing two babies along in a pram.

“You see this is why you get yourself all mixed up.”
“I don’t get myself mixed up”
“Yes you do,” she said. “Anyway. How’s it going with Mark?”

“Lovely; I said moonily, at which she gave me a hard stare.

“Youre not going to you-know-what with him, are you?
He won’t marry you, you know.”
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KpBITHI 11 ApY>Keno6Hb1? Korna 51 Tonbko mpuexana B JIOHTOH,
TO BCEM BOKPYT Y/IbI6a/Iach, OKa KaKOJ-TO THII Ha 3CKaIaTope
He KOHYJ/I MHe C3a/IM Ha ITa/IbTo.

— Acnpecco? AmepukaHo? Jlarre? Kanyunno? C noHu-
JKEHHBIM cofiep>kaHyeM xupa? be3 kodenna? — sarapato-
pwia ouIMaHTKa, cMeTas ¢ OMDKAIIIero CTOMNKA TapeIKy
nc O6BI/IH€HI/I€M IAgA HaAa MEHA — 6YI[T0 9TO A BUMHOBATaA
B IIOBEJIEHNY MaMBl.

— Opun KarmyunHo 6e3 KkodenHa 1 OfVH 1aTTe, — U3BU-
HAIOI[MMCS TOTIOCOM THXO IIPOTOBOPHIA £1.

— Kakas HempmBeTnMBasA HeBYIIKa, OHAa 4YTO, TOBOPUTD
TH0-4Ye/I0BEYeCKy He yMeeT? — BO3MYIIEHHO CKa3ala MaMa eil
B cinHy. — CTpaHHO TYT XMNTb, IpaBaa? Hy u Hy, BoIOpamu
9TO HafIeTb ¢ yTperna!

A mpocnenuna 3a ee B3MIALOM U 32 COCETHUM CTONMKOM
yBusiena pachypbIpeHHBIX HEBUI, U3 30/I0THIX HeOpMasoB.
OpHa cTy4asna o KJIaBuIIaM HOYTOyKa: Ha Hell ObUIM OTPOM-
Hble OOTVMHKY, JlerkasA 100Ka M pacTaMaHCKUit GepeT, M3-1101
KOTOPOT'O BO BCE CTOPOHBI TOpYa/M BONOCHL pyrad, B Tyd-
nsax ot «IIpaga», MepCTAHBIX HOCKAX, CHOPTUBHBIX IIOPTAX,
myO6/eHKe 13 JIaMBl JJIMHOI [0 0/Ia ¥ 6y TaHCKOJ HIepCTAHOM
HacTYLIbell IIanKe ¢ HaylUIHMKaMy, Opajia B MOOWIbHBII Te-
nedon: «Hy a oH MHe rOBOpUT, ellje pa3 yBIXKY, KaK ThI 3Ty
IPAHD KYPUIIDb, BHITOHIO BOH 13 KBapTHPHL. A 51 eMy: «[la men
6Obl TbI, mamanral» Ee 1ecTH/mIeTHIT CBIH C )KAIKMM BUIOM KO-
BBIPAJICA B TapeJIKe C KapPTOIIKOI.

— OTa [leBymKa U caMa ¢ cobOll Tak e pasroBapyuBa-
eT? — 3ajanach BopocoM Mama. — CTpaHHO Tebe TYT XKUTb,
HaBepHoe. He jyuine /m cpegy HOpMaJbHBIX JIOfEN HaXo-
TUTHCS?

— Jla HOpManbHbIe TYT mogu! — 03/106/IeHHO CKasama A
U B IIOATBEP)K7IEHIe CBOVX C/IOB KMBHY/IA HA YIUILY, Ifie B 3TOT
MOMEHT, K HeCYaCTbI0, IPOXOJV/Ia MOHAIIIKA B KOPUYHEBOM 00-
JTaYEeHNMM, TOJIKABIIAs Tlepell OO0 KOMACKY € ABYMS IeTbMI.

— Bupymie, BoT Mo4eMy y Te6s1 Bce BKPUBD Jia BKOCh UJIET.

— Hwryero y MeH: He BKPVBD I He BKOCb.

— Koro Tl mbITaeniscs 06MaHyTh?! — BOCKIMKHY/IA
oHa. — JlagHo. Kak y Bac ¢ Mapkom?

— IlpexpacHO, — MEUTaTeNbHO YIbIOHYBIINCD, OTBETIIIA
A, M TYT OHa Ha MeH: IIPUCTA/IbHO HOI/LAfeNa.

— Tbl Begb He cOOMPpaeNIbCs ¢ HUM... caMa [TOHMMaellb
gro... OH Befb TOra Ha TeOe He KEHUTCH.
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Grrr. Grrrr. No sooner have I started going out with the
man shed been trying to force me onto for eighteen months
(‘Malcolm and Elaine’s son, darling, divorced, terribly lonely
and rick’) than I feel like I'm running some kind of Territorial
Army obstacle course, scrambling over walls and nets to bring
her home a big silver cup with a bow on.

“You know what they say afterwards,” she was going on.
“Oh, she was easy meat’ I mean when Merle Robertshaw
started going out with Percival her mother said, ‘Make sure he
keeps that thing just for weeing with.”

“Mother—” I protested. I mean it was a bit rich coming
from her. Not six months ago she was running around with a
Portuguese tour operator with a gentleman’s handbag.

“Oh, did I tell you,” she interrupted, smoothly changing
the subject, “Una and I are going to Kenya”

“What!” I yelled.

“Were going to Kenya! Imagine, darlings To darkest
Africal”

My mind started to whirl round and round searching
through possible explanations like a fruit machine before it
comes to a standstill: Mother turned missionary? Mother
rented Out of Africa again on video? Mother suddenly
remembered about Born Free and decided to keep lions?

“Yes, darling. We want to go on safari and meet the Masai
tribesmen, then stay in a beach hotel!”

The fruit machine clunked to a halt on a series of lurid
images of elderly German ladies having sex on the beach with
local youths. I stared levelly at Mum.

“You're not going to start messing around again, are you?”
I said. “Dad’s only just got over all that stuft with Julio”
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P-p-p. P-p-p-p. Tonbko A HaumMHaI0 BCTpEYaTbCA C MYyXK-
YIHOI1, ¢ KOTOPBIM OHa CaMa >Ke MeHs YCU/IEHHO CBOJAIIa IIOJT-
Topa rofia («cplH ManbkonbMa 1 JJeiiH, [OUeHbKa, pa3BefieH,
OYeHb OJVMHOK U Y>KaCHO 60rar»), 1 BOT yXe UYBCTBYIO cebs
Yy4aCTHMKOM BOEHHBIX YYEeHUI, KOTOPBIil IpeofiofieBaeT mpe-
IATCTBUA, KapabKaeTcsl Ha CTEHBI U JIa3aeT IO BEePeBOYHBIM
JIECTHUIIAM, YTOOBI ZOOBITH /151 MaMbl 6OJIBILION CepeOpsIHbII
Ky0OK cO cBafje6HOI CHMBOJIMKOIL.

— Thl >xe 3Haelb, YTO OHM TIOTOM T'OBOPAT, — IIPOROI-
’Kana oHa. — «OHa cruikoM goctynHas». Korga Mepn Po-
Oeprioy cTana BcTpedarbcs ¢ IlepcuBaneM, Mama cpasy eit
ckasasa: «CMOTpH, ITyCThb OH 9Ty IUTYKY I0CTAET, TONbKO YTO-
OBl IIOIICATDY.

— Mama! — Bo3MyTHIaCh 1.

310 681710 Yrxe cumkoM. [Toryroga He MpOIIO € TeX Iop,
KaK OHa BOBCIO KPYTHU/Ia II000Bb C MOPTYTaIbCKUM KaTOPXK-
HUKOM B 37IETAHTHOM KOCTIOME.

— O11, kcTaTH, 51 Tebe ToBOpMIa? — MpepBaja OHA MeHs,
C JIETKOCTbIO Ilepexofid Ha ipyryo TeMy. — Mbl ¢ IOHOI efem
B Kennro.

— Yro?! — Bosonmia 1.

— Mpnt emem B Kenmio! Tonbko mpencTaBb, mOdYeHbKa!
B camyto Hacrosiyo Appuxy!

B ronose y MeHs Bce 3aBepTeIOCh M IOLIeNT MOKUCK BO3-
MOXHBIX OODBSICHEHUII yCIBIIAaHHOMY. Byaro B mrpoBom
aBTOMaTe, Ifie KPyTATCS M300parkeHus: QpyKToB, a IIOTOM
OCTaHaB/IMBAIOTCA, BbIflaBas pe3ynbTaT. MaMa pelinia CTaTb
MuccuoHepoM? Mama mepecMoTpena Ha Bupeo ¢uiabM «/3
A¢pukn»?' Mama pernia BCTYIUTb B PAJbI OpraHM3aLUY 110
3allyTe )KUBOTHBIX U 3aHATLCSA pa3BeleHueM JIbBOB?

— Ja-na, moyeHpKa. Mbl XOTUM 10eXaTh Ha cadapu 11 II03Ha-
KOMUTBCS C IUIeMeHeM Macal, a II0TOM IIOKITh B OTeJle Ha Mope.

Vrposoit aBTOMAT ¢ NA3TaHbeM OCTAaHOBWJICA U BBIJJAJI OT-
BPATUTENbHbIN 00pa3: MOXXNIble HEMKI 3aHIMAIOTCS Ha TSI~
JKe CeKCOM C MOTIofbIMu adpuKaHaMu. Sl He Mopras ycTaBu-
JIach Ha MaMy.

— Hapetocp, Tbl He cOOMpaeIIbCs OMATh IIYCKATbCS BO
BCe TsDKKMe?! — crpocua si. — Ilama TombKo-TO/bKO IIpuIIen
B ceb6s1 ocie ucropuu ¢ JKynny.

!'Kapruna amepukaHckoro pexxuccepa Cunnu ITojiaka, gevictsre
KOTOPOI IPOUCXOAUT B KOIOHMATbHON Kennn.



14 BRIDGET JoNES: THE EDGE OF REASON

“Honestly, darling! I don’t know what all the fuss was
about! Julio was just a friend — a penfriend! We all need
friends, darling. I mean even in the best of marriages one
person just isn't enough: friends of all ages, races, creeds and
tribes. One has to expand one’s consciousness at every..”

“When are you going?”

“Oh, I don’t know, darling. It’s just an idea. Anyway must
whizz. Byee!”

Bugger. It’s 9.15. Am going to be late for morning meeting.

11a.m. Sit Up Britain office. Was luckily only two minutes
late for meeting, also managed to conceal coat by rolling it into
ball to create pleasing sense of having been in for hours and
merely detained on urgent transdepartmental business
elsewhere in building. Made my way in composed manner
through hideous open-plan office littered with the tell-tale
remnants of bad daytime TV — here an inflatable sheep with a
hole in its bottom, there a blow-up of Claudia Schiffer wearing
Madeleine Albright’s head, there a large cardboard sign saying:
“LESBIANS Out! Out! Out!” — towards where Richard Finch,
sporting sideburns and black Jarvis Cocker spectacles, his
portly frame squeezed hideously into a 70s retro safari suit was
bellowing at the assembled twenty-something research team.

“Come on, Bridget Droopy-Drawers Late Again,” he yelled,
spotting my approach. “I'm not paying you to roll coats into a
ball and try to look innocent, I'm paying you to turn up on
time and come up with ideas”

Honestly. The lack of respect day after day is beyond
human endurance.

“Right, Bridget!” he roared. “I'm thinking New Labour
Women. I'm thinking image and roles. I want Barbara Follett
in the studio. Get her to give Margaret Beckett a make-over.
Highlights. Little black dress. Stockings. I want to see Margaret
looking like sex on legs.”

Sometimes there seems no limit to the absurdity of what
Richard Finch will ask me to do. One day, I will find myself
persuading Harriet Harman and Tessa Jowell to stand in a
supermarket while I ask passing shoppers if they can tell which
one is which, or trying to persuade a Master of the Hunt to be
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— IIpaBo cnoBo, modenbka! He moHmmaro, m3-3a dero
6p1710 ycTpanBaTh Takoit axuotax! Xynuy 6su1 mpocto monm
IOpyroM — ApyroM Io nepenyicke! BceM Hy>KHBI IpUATeNN, J0O-
4yeHbKa. Jlaxke ecru y Tebs1 Bce BEMKOJIENTHO B Opake, obe-
HUA ¢ cynpyrom HeflocratouHo! Hanio nmeTs npyseit Bcex Bos-
PacToB, pac, BepouCIoBeaHuI U 13 pasHbIX IneMeH. HyxHo
pacimpsATh CBOE CO3HAHME. ..

— Korpa BbI meTute?

— AX, He 3Halo, flouyeHbKa. [loka sato mpocro uaes. Hy,
MHe ropa 6exxats. Jao!

Mars TBOM0. YeTBepTh fecaroro. Onosnao Ha IIaHEPKY.

11.00. Ha pa6ore. KpymHo noBeso: orosyasia Ha iaHep-
Ky BCETO Ha IBeé MUHYTBI, K TOMY Ke CKOMKaJla KypTKY, TaK 4TO
HOTYYM/IOCh, OYATO 51 B Ouce yKe AaBHBIM-JABHO U 3afieprKa-
71aCh IO CPOYHOMY U CYTy60 pabodeMy Heny B APYTOM OTHeIe
kommanuy. C yBepeHHBIM BUIOM IIPOIIA Yepe3 OTPOMHYIO
KOMHATY, 3aBaJICHHYI0 XapaKTepPHBIMM [/IsI HU3KOIPOOHBIX
AHEBHDBIX Tenenepenad npegMeramim: TyT HaJyBHas OBILa
C IBIPKOI1 B 3ajHMu1le, TaM orpomHoe ¢poto Kmaynuu [nddep
¢ ronoBoit Manjien Onbpaiit, 3eck 60OMBIION ITAKAT C Haf-
nuceio «/IECBVIAAHKN! IIpous! IIpous! IIpous!», — n npn-
6/1M3WMIach K CTONY, CUAst 3a KoTopbiM Pruapy ®yHY B TeMHBIX
0dYKax, ¢ 6akaMu U B y)KacarolieM KOCTIoMe «cadapu» CTUIA
CEeMMIECATBIX, IVIOTHO 00/IeralieM ero JOpOoAHOE TeJI0, Opas
Ha CBOMX [IBaJllIaTM/IETHUX NOZYMHEHHBIX.

— JaBait, BpumKUT, pacTAma Thl Hallla IyHKTYa/bHasA! —
IPOKpUYAT OH, 3aMeTUB MeHs. — Sl Tebe Iavy He 3a TO, 4TO-
ObI ThI KYPTKM KOMKaja U Jiefajia HeBUHHYIO poxy. S Tebe
IUIaYy 3a TO, YTOOBI ThI SIB/IS/IACH BOBpeMsI U UiV BbIAaBasa.

Crnos HeT. BeijepxuBarh Takye U3fieBaTeIbCTBA N30 JHA
B JIeHb — BbIIlIE CU/I YEI0BEYECKIUX.

— Tak, bpumxutr! — mpopeBen oH. — bepeM «HOBBIX
neitbopuctos». JKenums. ViMumx u 3agaun. B crypum Ge-
pem Bapb6apy ®omnerrt, mycTh OHa MHe HepefienaeT Mapraper
bekkert. Menuposanue. MajneHbKoe 4yepHoOe mnarbe. Yymku.
Xouy, 4T06b1 MaprapeT npeBpaTuiach B XOISUNIL CEKC.

VHorzma KaXeTcst, 4T0 6peOBOCTD 3aaHMIT, KOTOPbIE JaeT
MHe Pryuapp @uny, npefenos He uMeeT. OFHaXXAbI MHE IIpU-
IeTCsl YIpaIIMBaTh KOPOIEBCKOTO ereps, YTOOBI OH moberai
TOJIBIM II0 OXOTHUYbJM YTOABAM, IpeCciefyeMblil CTaell pasb-
sipeHHBIX ucuil. Hy>xHo HaitTu 607ee JOCTOMHYIO U IPUHO-



