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			Epigraph

			It is a tale

			Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury

			Signifying nothing.

			– William Shakespeare, Macbeth (Act V, Scene 5)
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			– The Johnson family motto
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			Foreword

			Living, as we do, in increasingly strange times, it is only natural to look at our leaders and ask: ‘what the hell is wrong with them?’ Who are these rich aliens that hold our futures in their clammy hands? What motivates their cruel and seemingly arbitrary decisions? And, if we can just gain an insight into their minds, can we avoid the horrors they plan for us?

			As a psychologist specialising in the thought processes of powerful individuals, I am often called upon to provide forewords for works touching on my field. However, it is fair to say that I have never contributed to a book quite like this. 

			What happened was this: on the 23rd July 2019, Boris Johnson had been elected leader of the Conservative Party, beating Jeremy Hunt (the man who launched a thousand Freudian slips). The following day, Johnson was appointed Prime Minister by Her Majesty the Queen. More importantly for our purposes, a removal van arrived at the Camberwell flat Johnson shared with his girlfriend. With the UK being in the midst of a sweltering heatwave, it is perhaps understandable that a box of personal effects was dropped, causing its contents to scatter across the baking-hot pavement. No doubt blinded by intense sunlight, the movers failed to notice that one item had slid under a blue Škoda Superb, where it would remain until discovered by a passerby and sold to the publisher Quercus. It was no less than the teenage diary of our new Prime Minister.

			Lucien Young – until then a struggling comedy writer – edited the volume, removing the inevitable schoolboy typos, and changing names where anonymity was required. He transcribed each entry, adding facsimiles of the various notes, doodles and documents found in the original diary. Thus the book you are currently holding came to be. 

			So what do the coming pages tell us about Alexander Boris de Pfeffel Johnson? The first thing that jumps out is how similar the boy was to the man. His all-consuming ambition is matched only by his unwillingness to put in the corresponding work. He lies constantly, often for no discernible reason (beyond, perhaps, his own amusement). The adolescent Boris’s attitude towards women is particularly fascinating: they barely exist, except as a status symbol. He wishes to conquer and possess them, not out of boyish lust, but rather as a means to impress other males.

			However, the insights this book offers are not limited to one tousle-haired sociopath. It also illustrates the unique and bizarre psychological environment of Eton, an elite British boarding school. When one removes a boy from his family and deposits him in a brutal, inescapable social hierarchy, considerable trauma ensues. In this hyper-masculine atmosphere, the Etonian knows that any weak point, including basic sincerity, can and will be attacked. Thus they often construct a persona as a means of self-defence, a way to hold the world at arm’s length. In extreme cases, a boy will cultivate so successful a persona that it swallows up his original personality. 

			Boris is the ultimate Old Etonian. Since school, he has wielded bravado as a weapon, taking his anger, his insecurity and his will to power, then dressing them up as a big Wodehousian joke. Even when the joke stops being funny, he will persist in telling it, because the joke is all he has. Can The Secret Diary of Boris Johnson, Aged 13¼ help us anticipate what his premiership holds in store? In this psychologist’s opinion, I’m afraid not. One may diagnose a narcissist, but it is quite another thing to predict how their condition will manifest. Given the present turmoil, and the innumerable challenges our nation faces in the modern world, it is practically impossible to say how this Prime Minister will bear up. As we hurtle towards Brexit, only one thing is for sure: whatever Boris Johnson cares about, it isn’t us.

			Dr Josephine Boe

			Oxford

			5th August 2019
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			Chapter One

			Floreat Etona!

			Eton College, Berkshire. Friday, 9th September

			Dear Diary,

			Salutations, greetings, howdy and an abundant wotcha! It is I, your owner: Alexander Boris de Pfeffel Johnson. Al, I hear you cry, what has compelled you to take up the diarist’s pen? Well, two weeks ago I arrived to take up studies at the august and storied Eton College. Eton, it is agreed universally, represents the snow-capped apex of the British educational system. From its halls have emerged Nobel Prize winners, members of the Royal Family, and no fewer than eighteen Prime Ministers. With that in mind, it has occurred to me that I – young Alex Johnson – must be destined to join the ranks of Great Men. Hence I’ve decided to keep a diary, to give future historians something to pore over. I look forward to recording my many adventures and triumphs in these pages, dear D. We are forced to attend such tedious classes as Geography, Mathematics and R.E., so I shall have ample opportunity to update you.

			Not much to report from today. I am writing this in my bare, narrow room, whose walls are enlivened only by a poster of Farrah Fawcett, which I purchased for the astronomical sum of two pounds. Spam fritters for lunch again. Every time they serve this, a violent uprising becomes more likely. After lights out, used torch to check my mons pubis for hair. Still nothing . . .

			[image: ]

			Saturday, 10th September

			In the showers this morning, it occurred to me that, while I’m confident my fate is to be a Great Man, I’m not at all sure in what direction this greatness lies. Literature? The army? Something dreary, like politics? Ah well, I suppose that’s why one goes to Eton: to find out what you’ll be in charge of. When I was but a wee nipper, I would often declare my intention to become ‘World King’. While that position may not, strictly speaking, exist, you have to admire young Alex’s spirit. Ultimately, what I do with my life doesn’t really matter, so long as I end up at the top of the pile.

			Did my daily groin check. The m.p. remains empty.

			Sunday, 11th September

			What can one say about Eton? It is a vision of stained glass and old stone, sitting just across the Thames from Windsor Castle, whose towers are visible from my window. Its massive courtyard contains a bronze statue of the founder, King Henry VI, and opposite the library is a cannon captured during the Crimean War. The occasional jumbo jet buzzes overhead on its way to Heathrow. Slough is nearby, but that can’t be helped.

			The school was originally founded to educate ‘seventy poor and needy scholars’, but fortunately we get a better sort these days. Its population consists of roughly a thousand boys. These are the sons of bankers, landed gentry and the occasional foreign king. Our College motto is Floreat Etona, or ‘may Eton flourish’. I think this is depressingly weedy, especially considering all the great Latin phrases out there. If it were up to me, I’d choose a quote from Lucius Accius: oderint dum metuant (‘let them hate, so long as they fear’). The townsfolk of Windsor seem to have the hate part down, given the things they shout whenever one walks along the medieval high street in one’s three-piece tail suit.

			[image: ]

			If these oiks were smart, they would put more emphasis on the fear. After all, we Etonians will one day assume the role of their lords and masters. This essential fact is constantly drilled into us: the walls are lined with busts of illustrious alumni. On our very first day, the Provost gave us a rather stirring speech. He told us we were Britain’s future leaders, that we had a responsibility and a destiny that was not to be taken lightly. We were privileged, but we were also duty-bound to give back to society and contribute to it. I liked the first part, about us being special, though I rather lost interest when he got started on society.

			It’s only been a fortnight, but I’d say I’ve taken to Eton life like a duck to water (a handsome and impressive duck at that). The only thing with which I’m not yet comfortable is the uniform. I am forever being upbraided by the Dame for scruffiness.* I mean, who has the time to always tighten their tie, tuck in their shirt tails, wear trousers, etc.? Even worse, as a King’s Scholar, I am compelled to go about in a massive, billowing gown, also known as a ‘tug’. Everything here is called something else: terms are ‘halves’, teachers are ‘beaks’, and an hour of excruciating torture is called R.E. Prefects are known as ‘praepostors’, which strikes me as quite praepostor-ous (ha ha ha!). The purpose of all these code words is to stop any of the wrong sort slipping in.

			A note on friends: one sees a lot of new bugs going about the place, requesting games of conkers, offering to share their tuck, etc. Their desperation to find a companion is palpable. Indeed, grown-ups tell anyone who’ll listen that the most important part of school is the friendships you make. Well, I intend to remain aloof from all that. What’s the point of blabbing one’s secrets to someone, then having to feign interest as they drone on about their childhood trips to Cromer? There are far more efficient ways to influence people, such as intimidation and blackmail.

			I suppose the closest thing I have to a confidante is a fellow first year, labouring under the inauspicious name of Dominic Jessop-Jenkins. Dom is a frightful weed, and painfully eager to impress me, but he nonetheless has his uses. If I express a desire for toast, he will go scrambling to fetch it, and when I need to clean my rugby boots, he is more than willing to lend his jumper. Maybe friendship isn’t so bad . . .

			

			
				
					*  Editor’s note: ‘Dame’ is the Eton term for matron.

				

			

		

	
		
			GUIDE TO COLLEGE SLANG

			Beaks = Teachers

			New bugs = First years

			Aardvark = 50p coin (e.g. ‘I’ll give you two aardvarks for that copy of Readers’ Wives.’)

			Winklevoss = Housemaster

			Fag = A new bug that must act as servant to an older boy

			Gollup = Another word for fag

			Smokey Lionel = Fag (as in cigarette)

			Blenko = Friend

			Trunt = Homework

			Gramsci’s Neurotic Kitten = Toilet

			Illustrative Dialogue

			CLEVER ETONIAN: I say, blenko, the Winklevoss just fined me an aardvark for having a smokey Lionel in Gramsci’s Neurotic Kitten!

			IDIOT WHO DIDN’T GO TO ETON: You what, mate?

			Monday, 12th September

			A regrettably prominent part of the school experience is teachers. I have no problem with teachers, up to a point, and that point is when they start giving me work to do. Which is not to issue a blanket condemnation of all beaks. They inhabit a spectrum, ranging from ‘not entirely hateful’ to ‘makes Attila the Hun seem like your old gran’. Occupying the former part of the spectrum is my Housemaster, Mr Parham. He is a twinkly-eyed sort, with a wry sense of humour. Unusually, he seems to enjoy the parts of his job that don’t involve caning. He’s also a Classics teacher – my favourite subject – so is able to direct me to the Greco-Roman texts with the most gore and incest.

			Alas, today I had an encounter with the other sort of beak. I was mucking about in the cloisters, rolling marbles in front of boys as they scuttled from class to class. Before I had the chance to cause even a minor injury, I felt something grip my gown and yank me backwards. My worst suspicions were confirmed as I turned to take in the vulture-like visage of Mr A.R.F. Crighton. Old Crighty, as he’s known, is a Maths teacher, Deputy Head and noted cane enthusiast.

			‘Johnson,’ he thundered, ‘what on earth do you think you’re doing?’

			I assumed my most convincing expression of beatific innocence.

			‘Why, sir, I was enjoying a swift game of marbles, as a palate cleanser before Physics. You know what they say: all work and no play makes Jack a dull boy.’

			He wrinkled his nose, making him look even more vulture-ish than before. I suppose it makes sense that a beak should remind one of a bird.

			‘Be very careful, boy. I know that some here find your antics amusing, but I can assure you I am wholly immune.’ With that he stomped off, or at least would have, had he not slipped on a stray marble. This resulted in a hundred lines for young Alex, but, on balance, it was worth it. How many opportunities does one get to see a vulture go arse over tit?

			Checked the pubic mound once more before bedtime. No joy. It reminded me of a word I just discovered in the dictionary: glabrous, noun – smoothly hairless, in the manner of a baby’s bottom . . .
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