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MY INTRODUCTION


MY INTRODUCTION*





In 2006, slightly to my surprise, I ended up as the gossip diarist for The Times.


It’s not a healthy job, being a gossip diarist. I mean, it’s not like going down the mines, or anything, but it’s still a pretty dispiriting way to spend your time. Your days are full of phone conversations with the representatives of household names who don’t want to speak to you (or sometimes, and somehow so much more depressingly, do want to speak to you because they’ve got a book out). Then, in the evenings you go to aggressively horrid parties and bother the same people directly, until they snap and tell you to go away.


At least, usually. I’ve a friend who, on his first ever diary outing, spotted Martin Amis at the other end of the room. ‘Could I just have one word, Mr Amis?’ he said. ‘I’ll give you two words,’ said Amis. ‘F*** off?’ anticipated my friend, at which point the greatest novelist of his generation looked terribly crestfallen, and walked off.


Heavens, but it’s bleak. And because of this, while deeply valuing the career boost that a daily column in The Times had given me, and the trust which it betokened, and suchlike, I was also keen from the outset to spend as many days as possible doing something else.


So, after a few weeks in the job, I wandered along to see the Saturday editor – then the mighty George Brock – and asked him if I might, one day a week, do something slightly different.


‘Anything you like,’ said George. ‘As long as it’s not another one of those columns in which people drone on about how they’ve spent the week. Because there are enough of those in newspapers already.’


‘Hmmm,’ I thought.


Then I thought about all those people who had spent the past few weeks refusing to speak to me, and about how much easier it would have been if I’d just been able to make it all up.


Then I thought, ‘hmmm’ again, and this column was born.


I moved on from the gossip diary after a few years, but My Week remained. Since then, I’ve written roughly one a week for seven years, which makes for … oh, I don’t know. Lots.


You won’t find them all in here. Rather, this is a collection of what I consider to be the best ones, which tend to be the most recent, and a handful of others that stuck in my mind. Where you might not have a clue what I’ve been on about (because jokes age, like cheese) I’ve tried to explain. They’re not ordered chronologically, because then all the best ones would be at the back, which makes no sense for a book. Nor are they necessarily ordered by person, because then it would be far too obvious how often I recycle my own jokes.


Among this lot, anyway, you’ll find one that made its way into Private Eye’s Pseuds Corner (because they didn’t realise that I wasn’t actually a Spice Girl) and two that I’m reliably informed now hang in the toilets of former Cabinet ministers. And one that Mohammed Al Fayed wrote about me. Funny old job.




* according to Hugo Rifkind


Summer 2013






















PART I


BRITISH POLITICS

























ED BALLS


22 JANUARY 2011







Ed Balls has just been made Shadow Chancellor, after the resignation of Alan Johnson, his predecessor. His wife, Yvette Cooper, is often talked of as the next Labour leader. Meanwhile, David Cameron’s press spokesman (Andy Coulson) has also just resigned, and Tony Blair (you remember Tony Blair) has appeared before the Chilcot Inquiry into Iraq.





MONDAY


‘You’re looking cheerful,’ says Yvette, my wife, looking up from her laptop. ‘Did somebody die?’


It’s better than that, I tell her. Alan Johnson has embarrassing marital difficulties.


Yvette frowns. ‘I didn’t realise he was on the list,’ she says.


‘Of course he’s on the list!’ I shout. ‘How many times do I have to tell you? Keep up to date with the list!’


My wife sighs. It’s true, she admits. She hasn’t been keeping up to date with the list. She has been busy fine-tuning the complicated spreadsheets that we require to get our children to school each day, while simultaneously both giving 110 per cent to the Glorious Labour Recovery. She has also been taking smiling lessons. And being Shadow Foreign Secretary.


‘He’s been on the list for ages,’ I say. ‘Quite far down, admittedly, No. 37. Between Eric Pickles and that binman who wouldn’t take our loose egg boxes. He’ll get his. But Johnson will probably resign. And I’m the only plausible replacement!’


‘Aside,’ notes Yvette, ‘from me.’


For a moment I just stare. Then I go upstairs, and put her on the list.


TUESDAY


Ed Miliband isn’t on the list. Never really got the point. He’s at his desk when I arrive, eating a banana. I make him give me his chair. He sits on the bin.


‘You do respect me?’ he says, settling down with his knees in the air.


‘Course I do, Ed,’ I say. ‘Now give me your banana.’


Ed says he’s been thinking about our problem.


‘The way you aren’t up to the job and don’t understand anything?’ I say.


Ed blushes. ‘Our other problem,’ he says. ‘Alan will be gone in a few days,’ he muses, ‘and I just can’t think of any plausible replacement. I wonder if David might come back? Or Harriet?’


‘I’ll kill you,’ I breathe.


‘You said that out loud,’ says Ed.


‘I meant to,’ I say.


WEDNESDAY


Johnson didn’t know anything about the economy. If he’d caused a deficit it would have been tiny. The amateur.


‘Shhh,’ says Yvette. She’s standing in front of the mirror, trying to smile.


‘It’s not hard,’ I tell her. ‘Just imagine somebody who has marginally different politics to you, being hit by a truck.’


‘I’m tired,’ says Yvette. ‘Maybe I’d find it easier to smile if we had an au pair.’


‘What are we?’ I shout. ‘Tory scum?’


‘I just want someone to come in and help out with the children,’ she sighs.


‘Why didn’t you say so?’ I say. ‘We can certainly get one of those.’


THURSDAY


Back in to see Ed Miliband. With Yvette this time.


‘Well,’ he says. ‘It’s happened. I’ve lost my Johnson. So now I need to rearrange my Balls!’


There’s a pause.


‘But that was a great joke,’ he says, plaintively. ‘Why aren’t you smiling?’


‘Yvette doesn’t know how to,’ I tell him. ‘And I just didn’t find it very funny.’


FRIDAY


‘What a week!’ I crow. ‘Johnson resigned! Coulson gone! Blair humiliated in front of the Chilcot inquiry! Those suckers on the list are dropping like flies!’


Yvette says she saw the binman fall over in a puddle. ‘If that helps,’ she adds.


‘It really does,’ I tell her. ‘And to cap it all, I’m the Shadow Chancellor! And Miliband won’t last long. So, realistically speaking, there’s only one more person I need to grind brutally into the dust to have a clear path to Downing Street!’


‘Do you mean David Cameron?’ says Yvette. ‘Or do you mean me?’


‘Fair point,’ I say. ‘Two people.’



















DAVID CAMERON


9 OCTOBER 2010







It’s the week of the Conservative Party conference. Party conference weeks are always easy because a speech is fresh in your mind, and all speeches are always absurd. Not much more you need to know for this one, except for the way that Liam Fox, the Defence Secretary, was in near open revolt at the time.





MONDAY


Let me tell you something. This week I’m at our party conference.


I’m practising my speech. I’ve a new speaking style. Lots of very short sentences. Even shorter than Tony Blair’s sentences. Is it possible? Yes. See? Sometimes it might sound like I’m rapping, but only until they start clapping. Rhyming bits, but just in fits. And then I start talking normally again, in a manner that feels curiously jarring and suddenly quite incongruous, perhaps.


Don’t just stand there, let’s get to it, strike a pose, there’s nothing to it. In the national interest.


It’s early. George Osborne has come to talk about his own speech.


‘No time,’ I tell him. ‘My new, uplifting, slightly forced manner of speaking isn’t just going to craft itself, you know. Say whatever you like.’


George leaves, and I get back to work. Tucking, toning, periodically moaning. Making it longer, making it stronger. Drinking coffee, drinking Coke. Feeling wired, increasingly tired, practising my rapping, no breaks for my crapping. Not even for breathing, in fact slightly wheezing, feeling dizzy, in a tizzy, start to frown, falling down, bumping head, go to bed.


TUESDAY


Tuesday morning, I’m still yawning. Papers cross at child benefit loss. Angry mums, George’s dodgy sums. And worse, I’m sneezing, because of the window’s all night breezing. Andy Coulson issues. A box of tissues. But it’s going well. I can tell.


Sentences – getting shorter. Phrases – getting tauter. Although it would be better if they didn’t rhyme. Seems to be happening all the time.


‘Fakkin ’ell, Dave,’ says Samantha, my lovely wife, who has come in with little baby Florence. ‘You’re sounding fakkin mental, innit.’


Can’t stop. Won’t stop. I’m a new leader. It’s a new day. And I have a new way. To say. Hey. We’re all in this together.


‘That last bit is rubbish,’ says Andy Coulson.


‘Maybe I’m not doing it fast enough,’ I say.


WEDNESDAY


Big day. Speech day. Feeling the power, practising in the shower.


‘Choose life. Choose a job. Choose a family. Choose a f***ing big television.’


Maybe I didn’t write that. Maybe I shouldn’t recite that. Might be losing my mind. Hope for the best. Need a rest.


A few members of the Cabinet drop by, to see how I’m getting on. George and Michael Gove think it all sounds pretty good, but that I should probably take more pauses, in order to breathe.


‘Otherwise you’ll possibly suffocate,’ says Michael.


‘Although that really would be in the national interest!’ points out Liam Fox.


‘I don’t think he should be here,’ says George.


THURSDAY


Speech – done. Party conference – over. Audience – spoken to. Standing ovations – earned. New baby – waved about. Child benefit fuss – survived. Liam Fox – not sacked. Ed Miliband – mocked. New speaking style – established. Weird story about little girl sending in tooth-fairy money – told. Big Society – gibbered about.


Blood pressure – going down. People still in Birmingham – coming down. Tory mums – calming down. Newfound tendency towards rapping – occasionally curbed. But only when I do this weird listy thing.


FRIDAY


In the morning, I wake up. From the bed, I get up. At the kettle, I brew up. My tea, I drink up.


‘Mate,’ says Andy Coulson. ‘I’m worried about you. You’re genuinely sounding like a lunatic.’


Hypodermics on the shore, China’s under martial law. Rock and roller cola wars, I can’t take it anymore. He might have a point.



















NICK CLEGG


26 FEBRUARY 2011







David Cameron has gone to the Middle East to sell weapons. Coalition still being quite a new concept, Westminster is convulsed with the usual story about who has been left in charge. Meanwhile, Libya is in meltdown and British personnel are being evacuated. William Hague (the Foreign Secretary) has just announced that Colonel Gaddafi has sought sanctuary with Hugo Chavez, only for him to turn up, that night, on telly, very much still in Tripoli. Oops.





MONDAY


Dave’s away so I’m in charge. We’re having an emergency inner Cabinet meeting, even though it’s half term.


‘The situation,’ says William Hague, ‘is dire.’


‘No snow?’ I say.


William, George Osborne, Michael Gove, and Danny Alexander all turn and stare at me, as one.


‘We’re going to Davos later this week,’ I say, ‘and apparently there hasn’t been a fresh fall in days. It’s a terrible worry.’


George says they aren’t talking about Davos.


‘Courchevel?’ I say.


Quite politely, William tells me they’re actually talking about Libya.


‘I didn’t even know you could ski there,’ I say. ‘Amazing, all these new places they’re opening up. We went to Croatia the other year. Marvellous.’


‘Of course you can’t ski there!’ shouts William. ‘It’s in the bloody desert! And it’s blowing up. Benghazi is on the verge of falling to the uprising, Gaddafi’s son is threatening civil war, and somebody just told me that the man himself is going to Venezuela!’


‘Well that’s probably very wise of him,’ I say. ‘The mountains are extraordinary.’


TUESDAY


Apparently Gaddafi didn’t go to Venezuela after all, and everybody is furious for William going on the telly and suggesting that he had.


Now William is trying to get out of it by pretending that ‘going to Venezuela’ is a well-known figure of speech, frequently used about people who are just behaving strangely.


‘I can’t believe Dave has taken all those arms traders on his trip,’ says William. ‘Anyone would think he was going to Venezuela!’


George tells him he’s not fooling anybody.


WEDNESDAY


Thank God for half term. Off soon. All packed. Can’t wait. I used to be a ski instructor, you know. But I keep feeling like I’ve forgotten something, though. But what? Goggles?


‘Bad news,’ says William, as I stare idly out the window and dream of black runs. ‘Lots of British people are stranded and we have absolutely no way of bringing them home.’


‘Sledges?’ I say, looking up. ‘Snow cats?’


‘What?’ says William.


‘I always quite liked the idea of those dogs,’ I say, dreamily. ‘With the barrels of brandy around their necks.’


Michael Gove says that might be considered a bit offensive in the Middle East, all in all.


William says I’ve been useless all week, and he’s starting to think I’m going to Venezuela.


‘For God’s sake, William!’ shouts George. ‘Stop accusing people of going to Venezuela!’


THURSDAY


In a tiny train, winding up the mountain. The snow doesn’t look too bad, actually.


‘¿Happy, Neeck?’ says Miriam González Durántez, my beautiful Spanish wife.


‘Broadly,’ I say. ‘Except I can’t escape this nagging feeling there’s something I haven’t done.’


Miriam says she doesn’t know what it could be. Obviously, we have our passports, otherwise we wouldn’t be here. We have all the children. We have our goggles, hats and gloves. We cancelled the milk, left out food for the cat, and put fresh straw in the underground cage in which we’ve lately taken to keeping Vince Cable.


‘Other than that I can’t theenk of anytheeng,’ she says. ‘Except for maybe the way that you’re supposed to be running the country while David ees in the Meedle East.’


‘Oh f***,’ I say.


FRIDAY


Back in London. Didn’t ski at all. Dave is back, too, and furious.


‘I know it’s half term,’ he says, ‘but this week has been a shambles. William, I’m particularly disappointed in you. Broken aeroplanes? No boats? And I can’t believe you said that Gaddafi was on his way to Venezuela!’


‘You think he isn’t?’ says William. ‘You’re as bad as Tony Blair!’


George hisses at him. I’m looking out of the window, dreaming of powder and schnitzel.


‘Stop it,’ says Dave. ‘You’ve all been hopeless. I mean, honestly, Nick. I leave you in charge of the country, and you go skiing? Skiing? And after all that stuff about you knocking off early all the time? Get a grip, man, for God’s sake. You’re on a slippery slope.’


‘I wish I was,’ I say.



















BORIS JOHNSON


13 AUGUST 2011







London is engulfed by riots. The Mayor is on holiday. That’s about it.





MONDAY


Preposterous. Damnable disingenuous drivel. I cannot be expected to cut short my family holiday in North America simply ad captandum vulgus, can I? It’s only Tottenham. Nobody votes for me there, anyway.


I think that’s the right decision. I’d phone the Commissioner of the Metropolitan Police to make sure, but we’ve gone through so many lately I can’t remember who it is.


Dave calls, from Tuscany. ‘I’m staying put,’ he says. ‘It’s only Tottenham.’


I tell him that’s exactly what I thought.


Then I tell him that it can’t be a proper riot because nobody is in a tailcoat.


‘No, no,’ says Dave. ‘I had a briefing. These sorts of riots are apparently much more casual.’


‘Blazers?’ I say.


‘Maybe sports jackets,’ says Dave.


TUESDAY


So yes, I’m back in London. Deputy Mayor for policing called late last night. Who even knew I had one? Turned out it was, in fact, quite bad. Fires and whatnot. Muggings. Periculum in mora, and all that.


Don’t want hoi polloi getting all fierce. Time to show the old beaming face, and reintroduce the old Pax Boris. First stop is Clapham Junction, where the mob made off last night with all manner of proletariat footwear and entertainment systems. Today, an army of well-meaning fellows with brooms have assembled, to make all spotless. Fine people! Born Conservatives! The very bedrock of my natural support!


‘Wanker,’ says one old lady.


‘Jolly good,’ I say. ‘Boris to the rescue! What ho!’


WEDNESDAY


Into No. 10 last night, for a meeting with Dave and the Home Sec, who was late. Dave had the telly on, and was doing the old tight-lipped manoeuvre. You know. Makes him look like he’s trying to catch drool.


‘Take you back, old boy?’ I say.


‘Hmmm?’ says Dave.


The crash of broken glass, I say, quietly. Heart beating like a drum. Shopkeepers running for cover. Claret and port all over the pavements. Good times.


‘I think that’s actually blood,’ says Dave, peering at the screen, and then we both stop talking suddenly because Theresa May has arrived and she went to a girls’ college.


‘So anyway,’ I say, ‘who is in charge of the Met these days?’


The Home Sec looks startled. ‘I thought it was you,’ she says.


‘I thought it was you,’ I say.


‘Somebody really has to Google this,’ says Dave. 


THURSDAY


In Hackney today, I meet a collection of what some would colloquially call ‘da youth’.


Dave thinks we should hug these chaps, but I think I’m a touch more adept at speaking their language.


‘Carpe diem!’ I say. ‘Illegitimi non carborundum!’


The boys in hoods all scowl, and ask each other if I’m talking about spaghetti.


‘Fing is,’ says one, after a while, ‘me an ma bredren doan gatt no prospects, nahut I mean?’


‘Strictly Latin and Greek, old chap,’ I tell him. ‘I don’t know that one. Is it Phoenician?’


FRIDAY


Back into Downing Street to see Dave.


‘Time to stop dissing the Feds, old chap,’ I tell him, as we crack open a bottle of wine.


‘What?’ says Dave.


It’s Phoenician, I explain, and I tell him he should be nicer to the police. Then I show him a helmet I nicked off a community support officer when his back was turned and we reminisce about that time, with the Buller, when somebody threw a pot plant through a window.


‘Do you feel old?’ says Dave. ‘I feel old.’


‘You’ve got a pot plant on your desk,’ I say, and Dave looks scared for a moment, and then nods.


Then there’s a thud.


‘Bulletproof,’ says Dave.


‘I’ll get a broom,’ I say.



















BORIS FOR PM: TO DO LIST


(NOT FOR CIRCULATION AMONG PEOPLE


WHO AREN’T CALLED JOHNSON)







Oh, and while I’m on the subject of Boris Johnson, here’s a thing I wrote for GQ magazine about his plan to become Prime Minister.





1. FIND SEAT


Back in the old days it was far more simple. Strike a deal with the Praetorian Guard, march upon Downing Street, bish bosh, Dave’s head on a spike, casseroled cat for dinner and impose the old Pax Boris. Deploy the family. Sis could have Cornwall. Put a Johnson in charge of the North, and another in charge of Wales. Buggered if I know how many brothers I’ve got, but it’s bound to be enough to go around. Father could have Northern Ireland. Blond revolution.


Not now. I need a constituency. But where? Somewhere I haven’t offended and apologised to, for starters, which narrows it down.


Probably I could find some London Tory MP prepared to hurl himself under the campaign bus in exchange for a peerage, but is that really what I’m after? Whither, as a London MP, the kitchen suppers? Also, quite a lot of Tory London is quietly ghastly. Especially the Zone 6 bits. I’d have to live there. Or, at least, go there. Problem.


2. BE EXCELLENT MAYOR


I’ve got another four years of this dross. I don’t know what the hell I was thinking. There was the first term, then the election, then the Olympics and now … what? Until 2016? More bloody bicycles and bus lanes? I’ll be climbing the city walls. Do we even have city walls? I’ll be building some, and climbing them.


Can’t go losing interest, like Sarah Palin in Wasilla. Real blot on the copybook. So the only option is brilliance. But dammit, how? What’s mayor for, anyway? Always thought I’d have figured it out by now.


3. LOSE WEIGHT


Down with pudding. Down with girth. The public may love a fat Boris, but they shall not respect a fat Boris. Be still, mine spoon hand.


4. NO BUNGA-BUNGA


Fewer affairs. Ideally, no affairs. Granted, the public don’t seem to mind me sleeping with extra people, but the people I sleep with do. And, unchecked, there’s a real danger that they could start to represent a significant proportion of my potential vote.


5. DISCREDIT GEORGE OSBORNE


Nobody else worth worrying about. Jezza Hunt made a fool of himself by wanging off his bell-end, and Govey says he doesn’t want it. Mitchell’s history, Fox went postal and Hague doesn’t have the bottle for another crack. Hammond, May and Grieve all look uncannily like undertakers. It’s me or George. Mano-a-mano. There can be only one.


Right now, to be fair, the old chap is doing a cracking job of discrediting himself. But it might not last. Economic upturn means Boris downturn. Our best hope is that he shags someone. And not in a good way, like I shag people. In a bad way, like John Prescott shagged people.


6. HAIRCUT


Actually, strike that. Bad idea. Remember Samson.



















IAIN DUNCAN SMITH


6 APRIL 2013







After months of preamble and debate, this was the week that coalition cuts to benefits, including the infamous ‘bedroom tax’, came into force. Meanwhile, George Osborne gave a speech in an accent which puzzled everybody.





MONDAY


After I come off the radio, the Prime Minister calls with an idea.


‘April fool?’ I say.


‘No,’ he says. ‘I’m deadly serious. I think you should live on £53 for a week. Like you said you could. In fact, I think the whole Cabinet should. To show how easy it can be.’


‘It’s not supposed to be easy,’ I say. ‘It’s supposed to be very, very hard.’


‘Not at Chequers,’ says Cameron. ‘Sam’s already done Ocado, and there aren’t any shops.’


Look, I tell him. It’s do-able. For I have also already done Ocado. But I don’t get the point. Frankly, the last thing we want to be doing is sending out the signal that it’s easy to survive on benefits.


‘What you have to remember,’ I point out, ‘is that we’re not cutting benefits because we want these people to be poorer. We’re doing it because we want them to be richer.’


‘April fool!’ shouts Cameron.


‘No,’ I say. ‘Really.’


TUESDAY


Bought the papers and got a cab to the office before I remembered what week it was. So that’s me down to my last £20 already.


Apparently there’s an online petition calling for me to live on £53 a week for a whole year; 100,000 people have already signed it.


‘I know,’ says the Prime Minister, when I call Chequers to tell him about it after lunch. ‘I’m one of them.’


‘It’s a stupid gimmick!’ I shout. ‘It proves nothing! You might as well ask me to justify disability benefit by spending a week walking on one leg!’


‘Could you?’ says Cameron.


If I had to, I tell him.


‘What if you also had to close one eye?’ says the PM.


‘I would cope,’ I tell him. ‘But this is getting …’


‘What if you had to close both eyes,’ says the PM, ‘and put a finger in one ear?’


‘You’re drunk,’ I say.


‘Tipsy,’ admits Cameron. ‘But it didn’t cost a penny. Excellent cellar.’


WEDNESDAY


I’ve gone round to No. 11 to see George. Plus, you get free biscuits there. He’s been defending all of our benefit changes by giving a speech at a supermarket in Kent.


‘I wish you’d told me,’ I say. ‘I’m out of milk.’


‘Buy your own milk,’ says George. But I can’t, because Ocado has a £40 minimum.


I saw it on the news, I tell him. The only thing I didn’t understand was why you did that silly accent. You sounded like the chimney sweep in Mary Poppins.


George says that Dave told him to, because if people on benefits can survive by talking like the chimney sweep in Mary Poppins, then he should be able to, too.


‘We’re orl innit togevver,’ he points out.


‘Didn’t catch that,’ I say.


THURSDAY


A bunch of us meet up in a Westminster café to pool the last of our money and see if we can afford a plate of chips.


‘I’m not enjoying this week at all,’ says Eric Pickles, eating most of them.


‘It’s grim,’ agrees Nick Clegg. ‘I’m having to eat British cheeses.’


Theresa May has been seen wearing gym shoes and William Hague isn’t getting out of bed.


Vince Cable has been dancing alone, at night, on empty streets. And Ken Clarke looks like he’s been sleeping on a bench.


‘I don’t even know what you’re talking about,’ says Ken. ‘I’m only here for the chips.’


FRIDAY


The Prime Minister is back in London. Having no money left for the bus, I cycle in to see him.


‘I’m not sure how you managed that,’ he says. ‘What with the way you’re supposed to be only using one leg and no eyes.’


This needs to stop, I say. And also, I need to borrow a cup of sugar.


Dave says he still hasn’t spent a thing.


‘Aren’t you finding this really easy?’ he says. ‘All the fun you can have for free! Haven’t these people got anybody to borrow a horse off?’


But it’s not meant to be easy, I remind him. It’s meant to incentivise them to find new work.


‘Never really understood that,’ says the PM.


‘Look at it this way,’ I say. ‘It’s certainly incentivising me.’



















NIGEL FARAGE


4 MAY 2013







UKIP has done stormingly well in local elections, even after Ken Clarke called them a ‘bunch of clowns’ and newspaper reports suggested a preponderance of freaks and borderline Nazis.





MONDAY


Let’s be honest, I say to the journalist. Clearly, there are a fair number of eccentrics among our candidates. Can’t police thought, can you? But here in UKIP HQ it’s a different business. This is the inner circle. Sober, credible fellows, one and all! Such as Geoff. Has he met Geoff?


‘In the, uh, helmet?’ says the journalist.


‘Yep,’ I say. ‘With the spike on top. What of it?’


Next to Peter, I add. In the sandals. And Neil. With the beard. Yes. The very, very big beard.


‘Amazing,’ says the journalist.


‘Don’t be fooled by Ken Clarke, old bean,’ I tell him. ‘Bunch of clowns? We’ve got the blighters rattled! No clowns in here!’


There’s a parp from over by the phone bank.


‘Except for him,’ says the journalist.


‘He’s just got a cold,’ I say. ‘And baggy trousers. And very big feet. Damn. Come on. Let’s go.’


TUESDAY


We’re a party of normal people. Not like those aloof Westminster elitists! Somehow, though, the rest of the party just doesn’t come across like that on telly.


Which is why I have to do everything. Which is why I’ve come to the pub to meet one of our young, photogenic candidates from up North, to see if he can be trusted to take some of the load.


‘Hello, Mr Farage!’ he says, giving me a big wave.


‘Do you always wave like that?’ I ask.


‘Like what?’ he says.


‘I’d better go,’ I say.


WEDNESDAY


Today I’m holding a campaign meeting in a suburban school. I’m explaining to a group of floating voters that UKIP believes in freedom.


‘You mean the freedom for me to marry my boyfriend?’ says a man.


‘Different sort of freedom,’ I say.


‘What about the freedom for my community to build a new mosque?’ says another.


‘Again,’ I say. ‘Slightly complicated.’


‘Personally,’ says one young woman, ‘I’d like the freedom to live and work in France.’


I slump a bit.


‘Look,’ I say to one of the pupils. ‘I don’t suppose you’re allowed to smoke in here?’


‘No, Mr Farage,’ he says.


‘Well, that’s precisely what I’m talking about,’ I say. ‘Vote UKIP and all that could change.’


THURSDAY


Polling day. The Prime Minister calls.


‘I don’t even know who you are,’ I say. ‘I literally cannot remember if you’re in charge of Labour, the Tories or the Lib Dems. You’re all exactly the same.’


‘Come off it,’ says David Cameron. ‘This has to stop. You’ll be putting Miliband into Downing Street at this rate.’


‘Well,’ I say. ‘He is your brother.’


Cameron says he thinks we should meet. Venue of my choosing.


I suggest a lap-dancing club.


‘Look,’ sighs Cameron. ‘We’re not enemies. In fact, we’ve actually got quite a lot in common.’


‘Really?’ I say. ‘Leg man, myself.’


Cameron hangs up.


FRIDAY


What a day! UKIP has stormed the polls. I’m giving a victory address at UKIP HQ.


‘In a minute,’ I tell them, ‘I’ll obviously be locking the doors and banning any of you lot from leaving the building until after the bank holiday, in case anybody tries to take your picture or ask you any questions about anything. But first, I just wanted to say, well done!’


There’s a big cheer. People are celebrating with English wine and fruit cake.


‘It’s a great day for England,’ I say. ‘The Westminster elite has been shaken to its core! Across this country, we have literally done considerably better than the Liberal Democrats!’


Everybody goes wild. Coco is crying so hard he’s had to take his nose off.


‘And best of all!’ says Geoff. ‘We now have an opportunity to spend the next few years getting significantly involved in local politics!’


‘Bugger that,’ I say. ‘I’m off back to Brussels.’



















ED MILIBAND


1 OCTOBER 2011







Another party conference one. Ed Miliband’s big speech has been about ‘predators and producers’ which might mean ‘nice capitalism and nasty capitalism’. Although might, let’s be honest, mean f*** all.





MONDAY


I’m not Tony Blair. I’m not Gordon Brown, either. I’m my own man. I’m David Miliband. That’s just who I am. Oh wait. No it isn’t. Bugger. I keep doing that.


I’m in Liverpool. Me. My feet. My hands. My other bits. That’s just where I am. I’m here for the Labour Party conference. Not the Conservative Party conference. That would be wrong.


You know, I’m here with Justine. In Liverpool. She’s my wife. She didn’t used to be my wife. We weren’t married. That just wasn’t something that we’d done. I make no apology for that. But I am sorry. That might sound contradictory. But I’m not interested in things that sound contradictory. I’ll tell you what I’m interested in. But later.


TUESDAY


I’m walking through conference. About to give my speech. In Liverpool. I’m with Ed. And I am Ed. But this is another Ed. Ed Balls. My friend. No. My colleague. Yes. That’s just who he is. People are kicking me. In the bottom. And I’ll tell you what I don’t know. Why.


‘Search me,’ says Ed. ‘It’s not like I’ve stuck a sign on your back which says “kick me”, or anything.’


I believe you, I say. Then I say ouch. We’ve come from a hotel room. Not somebody else’s room. My room. And conference, I am so proud. That I have a room. And nobody has taken it from me. And made me sleep in the bath. Like Ed did last year. The git.


WEDNESDAY


So I did the speech. My speech. Using my tongue. Not Tony Blair’s tongue. Not Gordon Brown’s tongue. Great men. With great tongues. We must assume. But I’m my own man. I have my own tongue.


It didn’t go brilliantly. Conference, I know what you are thinking. But that’s just not how it went. At one point, all the TV cameras cut out.


But I’m not interested in TV cameras. I’ll tell you what I’m interested in. I’m interested in the fact that, when they did, I finally realised that I did have a ‘kick me’ sign on my back. After all. And conference, I am proud. So very proud. That this bit wasn’t on telly.


THURSDAY


Justine thought the speech went well. But I’m not interested in what Justine thinks. I’ll tell you what I’m interested in. I’m interested in what everybody else thinks. The people I’m not married to. And have no intention of marrying. They’re the people who matter.


Conference, I am not anti-business. I am pro-business. But being pro-business today means being anti-business. The predators. Versus the aliens. Which side are you on? That might sound confusing. But so was the film. With all that stuff about pyramids.


But I’m not interested in pyramids. I’ll tell you what I’m interested in. Social justice. There were riots. Near my house. Well. One of my houses. Something for nothing. That’s what predators want. I support the aliens. Who just want to lay eggs. In your face.


FRIDAY


Back in London. Ed Balls comes round. And kicks me. I didn’t even know there was a sign. Must have been the kids.


‘Great speech,’ he says. ‘Exactly what we wanted to hear. Yvette and I were laughing all the way through.’


‘Thanks,’ I say. ‘I was quite proud of some of the jokes.’


‘There were jokes?’ says Ed.



















ED MILIBAND


6 OCTOBER 2012







And another one.





MONDAY


It’s party conference week. I’m in a hotel suite with Ed Balls.


‘It’s all changed, Ed,’ says Ed. ‘You’ve won my respect. Now you just need to give a speech that wins the country’s. Or else,’ he adds, ‘I’ll give you a Chinese burn.’


No need, I say. For I have a plan. That’s just who I am. A man with a plan. Not a man without a plan. That’s just not who I am. No.


‘Go on,’ says Ed.


My plan, I continue, is to boldly appropriate a famous Tory slogan, thus indicating that I have moved to the centre ground. I was thinking of Get On Your Bike. Channelling Norman Tebbit. Good, eh?


‘Are you,’ Ed wants to know, ‘on drugs?’


Well, I say. It doesn’t have to be that one. Just something that shows, bravely, that we aren’t the enemy of the middle classes. I want people to realise that Labour can be for everybody. We are the children. We are a banker and a miner. We are a grandmother…


‘Oh!’ I say.


‘No,’ says Ed.


TUESDAY


Still locked in. The speech is pretty much written. I just still need that slogan. Then I can drop it in, subtly, about once every seventeen seconds.


‘We’re running out of time,’ says Ed. ‘Would it help if I gave you another dead arm?’


I need to show we’ve changed, I say. Although not in a manner which suggests a U-turn.


‘U-turn if you want to,’ yawns Ed.


‘Actually…’ I say.


‘That was a joke,’ says Ed. ‘And this is a terrible idea. You’ll never find a Conservative slogan which says exactly what a Labour leader wants to say, without sounding entirely crazy.’


‘I’ve got it!’ I shout. ‘Labour Isn’t Working!’


Ed says it’s amazing that I’m his boss.


‘Literally,’ he adds. ‘Amazing.’


WEDNESDAY


One Nation! Of course! And today, my brother David calls.


‘Hey,’ I say, touched. ‘Were you watching?’


‘Sort of,’ says David. ‘I mean, I had it on in the background while I was, like, worming the cat or something.’


David says the best bit was the section about going to a tough comprehensive as the political geek son of an obscure Communist who was friends with Tony Benn.


‘I bet lots of people could relate to that,’ he says. ‘At least, I know I could.’


‘Thanks bro,’ I say, and I tell him that I’m annoyed that I spoke without notes, because it meant I forgot all about my big idea for a tax on cheap immigrant builders. I was going to call it the Pole Tax.


‘But David,’ I add. ‘Are you crying?’


David says it’s the cat, who has got a hairball. But he says it quite tightly. 


THURSDAY


David Cameron calls. This is unusual.


‘Clever,’ he says. ‘But you’ve given me an idea. I’m going to come on stage to “Things Can Only Get Better”.’


‘Huh,’ I say, impressed.


‘Or,’ he adds, ‘I’m going to pledge to be Tough On Crime, Tough On The Causes Of Crime.’


‘I thought that was yours anyway,’ I say.


Cameron says he suddenly isn’t sure. But he’ll check.


FRIDAY


Ed and I are getting changed after a game of squash. He won. Quite convincingly.


‘Look mate,’ he says. ‘I just wanted to say. You’ve done it. You’ve proved them all wrong. And I for one am now proud to say that you are my leader.’


‘Does that mean you’ll tell me where you’ve hidden my trousers?’ I ask.


‘See you back at the office,’ says Ed.



















KEN LIVINGSTONE


14 APRIL 2012







There’s a mayoral election in London. Ken Livingstone has been attacked for his cleverly constructed tax affairs (after having criticised bankers for their cleverly constructed tax affairs), and for saying that Jews wouldn’t vote for him anyway, because they’re too rich. Yeah. He’s also generally being a bit weepy and histrionic about everything.





MONDAY


I’m having a coffee and biscuit break with my campaign team.


‘These greedy bastards just don’t get it,’ I say. ‘Nobody should have a second biscuit! Never mind a third, fourth or fifth!’


My press officer blinks at me. ‘But you just took five biscuits,’ she says.


‘Smears!’ I shout.


‘You’re holding them in your hand,’ she points out. ‘Right now.’


This is a completely different situation, I tell her. I have staff. It is my responsibility to gather additional biscuits in order to distribute them fairly to those who rely on me.


Everybody does this. You can certainly bet that bloody Boris does.


‘But you aren’t going to distribute them,’ she says. ‘Are you?’


‘Can’t hear you,’ I say. ‘Mmmm. Crunchy.’ 


TUESDAY


I’m the guy this city needs, and the people in this city know it. All of them. Even the Jews. Well, most of the Jews. I am London. I have Thames water in my veins and Trafalgar Square pigeon in my belly. Mayor’s prerogative. Like the Queen and swans. Feel a bit queasy, actually.


Of course, I’m not technically mayor at the moment. Only morally. That bastard Boris stole my job. I can’t bear the thought of him sitting in my secret lair under City Hall, stroking my white cat. If he ever found the lair, that is. I wonder who’s feeding the cat, otherwise? Damn.


We had an argument last week, about my tax affairs. I said he did what I do. He denied it. Since then, he’s been sending me text messages.


‘UR A F***ING LIAR,’ he’ll say.


Remarkable, how some people think a childish buffoon like that should be in charge of the greatest city in the world.


‘NO, UR A F***ING LIAR,’ I’ll usually reply.


WEDNESDAY


My campaign officially launches today, with a snazzy reception. Some people say I’m old and past it, but a lot of my supporters are actually quite young.


‘And what’s your name, sonny?’ I say to one bright-eyed kid who comes up to shake my hand.


‘Ed Miliband,’ he says. ‘And don’t call me sonny.’


After that, we watch a video of lots of ordinary Londoners pleading with me to save the city from the Tory clownman. I’m moved to tears.


‘Ken?’ whispers Ed, leaning in. ‘Why are you crying? These people were paid by an ad agency to read a pro-Labour script.’


‘But isn’t it quite moving that there are people who are still prepared to do that?’ I say.


‘Fair point,’ says Ed.


THURSDAY


OK, says my campaign manager. We’re getting hammered on the doorstep over two things. The tax thing, and the Jews thing.


‘It’s funny,’ I muse. ‘You’d think the one would cancel out the other. Because if there’s anybody who’s really good with money…’


‘Let’s agree that you didn’t just say that,’ says my campaign manager.


Boris has stopped texting and started calling. I’m not answering. Bloody usurper. It makes me sick to think of him doing all the things I once did. Wandering around my city as if he owns the place. Nipping into the Tower at night to try on the crown. Chiselling his own face on to the top of Nelson’s Column.


‘Tell me you didn’t really do that?’ says my campaign manager.


‘Of course I didn’t do that,’ I say.


I totally did that.


FRIDAY


Still not answering my phone. But this morning, I run into him knocking on doors in Tower Hamlets.


‘I want a word with you,’ he says.


‘Bugger off,’ I say. ‘We’ve nothing to talk about. I’m taking back what’s mine. This city is mine. I’ll be turning Boris Bikes into Ken Bikes and sinking your stupid bloody buses into the Thames. You just see if I don’t.’


‘Never mind all that,’ says Boris. ‘Can I have the number of your accountant?’
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