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    Tuesday 15 February 2011[image: ]




    Listen, I was nervous, OK?




    One minute I was in Battersea Dogs & Cats Home, shacked up with a load of reprobates and misfits; the next thing I know I’m at No 10 Downing Street, behind the big black door, meeting the Prime Minister and all his staff, and being briefed on my new role as ‘chief mouser to the cabinet office’. In other words, I’m the new rodent bouncer in the gaff.




    Since the last minder got his marching orders it’s been open season for every gate-crashing rattus norvegicus this side of the river who wants to squat at London’s most famous address. Truth be told, they might have got away with it if they’d kept their pointy little heads down, but streaking across the front porch on live telly was, frankly, taking liberties.




    Of course, it wasn’t a good look for Dave and Sam to have vermin running around their front door – not with all those visiting dignitaries coming and going – so someone from No 10 was on the blower sharpish to Battersea after that, and yours truly was hauled from his bed and given the once over. Apparently, the chief handler down there had seen me getting my claws into one of the squeaky fellas and decided I was the home’s ‘most promising rat-catcher’. Quite an accolade.




    Don’t get me wrong; I’m not saying I can’t handle the job. This could be the moment my luck turns after a bit of a sticky patch. But the first thing I did when I got here was search for a way out. They thought I was making a break for it, but I was merely checking the exits as a precaution. Let’s just say it’s a habit I’ve picked up over the years.




    When they hauled me out to meet that lot out front – the scribblers and the snappers – I admit it, the old red mist came down. You can’t know what it’s like to have all those microphones and cameras shoved in your whiskers until you’ve experienced it. Put it this way, the next time some celeb clobbers a paparazzo I’ll be cheering him on.




    Then that bird from ITV News grabbed me and stuck me on her lap. It’s nothing personal, but I felt that was a bit previous, and since I didn’t know what was happening, I gave her a little scratch – just to let her know I’m no pushover. Sorry, love. Still, it’s not done my reputation any harm.




    But you don’t get something for nothing these days, and now I’m faced with the challenge of having to earn me keep. The thing is, I’m just an average cat who’s been plonked down in a swanky address, at least until they realize I’m actually no great shakes at rat-catching and sling me out.




    So I’m writing all this down. Well, if Tony Blair and Peter Mandelson can do it, why shouldn’t I? Haven’t I too been on ‘The Journey’? And I reckon I’ve already stumbled across things even they might never have clocked. You see, I’m small enough to crawl into the sort of tight corners those two spent their working lives trying to avoid.




    Take this morning. After they let me out of that economy-class travel cage, I ran down to the basement – just to collect my thoughts, nothing more. It was dark, but my eyes adjusted soon enough, and amongst the old filing cabinets and office furniture I could make out a small pile of mobile phones and Blackberries – every one of them smashed to pieces, broken beyond repair.




    There were brand new computer monitors alongside them and I swear to you not a single screen was intact.




    What sort of place is this? I thought to myself. It’s hardly surprising I was edgy by the time they wheeled me out to meet the press.




    Later on, after the whole meet-and-greet affair was over, I bumped into the big man himself – David Cameron – wandering down the corridor in his chinos, Kate and Wills wedding mug in hand. He was humming an old tune by The Smiths – ‘This Charming Man’, I think it was – as if he didn’t have a care in the world.




    ‘What’s the score with all that smashed up hardware in the basement?’ I asked him, straight out. ‘It looks like Charlie Sheen’s been let loose in the Apple store.’




    ‘Oh, don’t worry about that,’ Cameron replied, laughing. ‘Let’s just say the last guy was a bit of a . . . problem tenant.’




    ‘I think I’m with you,’ I said, nodding. ‘Is it too late to hit him with a retrospective ASBO?’




    Wednesday 16 February – morning




    I’ve been given a basket in the ‘events and meetings’ room, where pretty young things organize the PM’s diary. It’s not exactly luxurious, but it’s a big improvement on the cage I was slammed up in down Wandsworth way, and far quieter. Even now, I can still hear the sound of cats squealing and dogs howling. It’s a wonder I ever got any kip.




    I sleep on a royal wedding cushion with ‘William’ and ‘Kate’ embroidered on the front below an image of the happy couple. Another two names – ‘John’ and ‘Lewis’ – are stitched into the back. Perhaps they are ‘minor royals’? That’s the name the events girls give to wannabes who would love to be at Westminster Abbey on the big day but are unlikely to make the cut. It’s an austerity wedding, after all, so places are in short supply.




    The decor in my place is surprisingly shabby – even the beige-coloured wallpaper is dog-eared in places – but it’s peaceful and the girls make a fuss of me, scratching me under my chin until I purr loudly and sneaking in snacks I can chomp on while they go about their work.




    The photocopier in the corner comes in handy as well. When the sun disappears behind Downing Street and the shadows on the shabby carpet have crept to the furthest corners of the room, I hop on there and warm myself up. The events girls tut and shake their heads, but I see them smiling to one another when they think I’m not looking. A log fire would be nice but you work with what you’re given, don’t you?




    I’d say I’m settling in pretty well, only I’m still not allowed to venture out beyond a small suite of rooms. I think they’re worried I’ll do a runner, but they needn’t be – I know when I’ve landed on my feet!




    David Cameron, or ‘DC as I’ve taken to calling him, had a special visitor this morning. I was perched on the back of a cream sofa on the first-floor landing, peering through one of the windows overlooking Downing Street, when a silver Audi pulled up outside No 10.




    Given the make of the motor, I thought that German fräulein Angela Merkel had turned up for a tear-up over the EU budget. So imagine my surprise when Prince Charles clambered out.




    DC’s missus Samantha had left my door ajar so I slipped through it and raced down the sweeping staircase and through the corridor, which leads to the high-ceilinged reception lobby on the other side of that familiar front door. I curled up under a chair in the corner of the room, making myself comfortable at the very moment Charlie strode in.




    I assumed HRH had popped by to discuss wedding plans, only it turns out he wanted to have a natter about trees. Not unexpected for him, when you think about his history chatting to plants and that. It seems he’s none too happy about the government’s plan to sell off forests to private companies, so they can chop down the trees for a quick profit. Well, it’s a bit of a liberty, isn’t it? If they were doing the same in Brazil, that bloke out of Coldplay would be going ape. I’m surprised he hasn’t been on the dog and bone already.




    Charlie seems like a nice enough bloke up close, but the problem is he’s not really supposed to stick his nose in, is he? There was a lot of talk around here about ‘monstrous carbuncles’ before he arrived. I’ve no idea what a carbuncle is, but a monstrous one sounds pretty unpleasant.




    The Prince fires off letters whenever he feels passionate about something, and it turns out he feels passionate most of the time. Architecture, climate change, agriculture – Charles has plenty to say about all of them, and he doesn’t just confine his thoughts to the page, either.




    A good half a dozen or so ministers have been summoned to Clarence House for a chat over tea and cucumber sandwiches in the last year, according to DC, and I reckon he has given some of them a right ear-bashing. No one looks forward to those meetings, or so the boss says, and I suspect DC wasn’t exactly thrilled when he heard about today’s get-together with HRH.




    I listened to Charlie ruminating as he strode back and forth across the black-and-white tiled floor in the entrance hall. ‘Heir to Blair,’ he was repeating, thoughtfully.




    ‘“Heir to Blair”, that’s what you called yourself, isn’t it?’ he asked DC.




    ‘I suppose I did, Your Highness, yes.’




    ‘Oh, please, don’t bother with any of that titled rubbish, Prime Minister.’




    ‘Right you are, er, Sir . . . and please, call me David.’




    ‘Ah yes, that’s what Blair said too, isn’t it?’




    ‘What? Call me David?’




    ‘No, call me Tony.’




    I didn’t have a Scooby-Doo what they were rabbiting on about at this point, I don’t mind telling you.




    ‘Well, formalities have their place, but times have changed . . . Charles,’ DC was saying.




    ‘Haven’t they just,’ Charlie continued. ‘I was rather fond of Blair. But then we had a little disagreement about fox-hunting, as you might know.’




    ‘Yes, well, we’re reversing all that.’




    ‘Indeed, very sensible, but it would be a terrible shame if we fell out over this plan of yours to sell off our ancient woodlands. Could make life rather awkward, eh?’




    I tell you what, Charlie’s no fool. DC said nothing, but I could tell from his face he knew immediately what HRH was getting at.




    And I could see the boss’s mind working overtime, thinking about the number of wedding invitations he might be able to squeeze out of Clarence House if he did Charlie a favour. Put it this way, I’d put money on that forest scheme getting the chop.




    Wednesday 16 February – afternoon




    You’ve got to hand it to him, he doesn’t waste much time.




    Sky News was on in the events room this afternoon. It’s the only channel they ever seem to watch around here. I was having a doze, but I was rudely interrupted by the chatter of the office types, who’d gathered around the gogglebox to watch DC do his stuff in the House of Commons.




    He was sparring with Ed Miliband, the young Labour contender who put one in the eye of his brother in the leadership bid (nasty business that). Miliband asked DC if he was happy with his policy on forests. ‘The short answer to that is no,’ the PM replied, without missing a beat. That caught young Ed off-guard.




    Now, I don’t know too much about politics, at least not yet, but I’m not sure Caroline Spelman, the woman DC put in charge of all this stuff last year, will be too chuffed about the boss’s pronouncement.




    One of those civil servant types who was in the room when Dave handed Spelman the job told me this morning DC had issued her with very specific instructions. ‘I’m giving you a very brief brief,’ he had told her. ‘England may no longer be a particularly pleasant land but at least it’s still a green one. For God’s sake keep it that way.’




    Only the chatter at No 10 is that selling off the forests was all Spelman’s idea. She was trying to grease up to Boy George, the youngster in charge of balancing the books, by coming up with a plan to raise some cash in a hurry.




    Only now I reckon she’s going to be about as popular around here as a seal-clubber at a Greenpeace convention.




    Thursday 17 February




    Spelman’s day of reckoning. I knew it was coming. I just didn’t think I’d be there to witness it. The thing is, it’s easy to go unnoticed when you’re a little fella like me, so I set off down the road to Parliament after my morning snooze.




    I sneaked out of the big black door, when the copper stationed out front opened it to take delivery of the fresh flowers that arrive each day to spruce the place up, and trotted down Whitehall in the mid-morning gloom. In less than five minutes I was in the shadow of Big Ben, dodging the grim-faced pedestrians rushing past the tall black railings that encircle the building.




    Only I didn’t go through the main door at St Stephen’s Gate, the one where two scary-looking Old Bill stand guard. I’ve never really seen eye to eye with coppers and I try to steer clear of them whenever I can.




    My old man taught me never to go through the front door when you can sneak around the back instead, so I raced through the car park beneath Big Ben, past the cashpoints by the back of Star Chamber and up the stairs, barely pausing to glance at the statues and oil paintings that line the oak-panelled walls of the House of Commons.




    Eventually, after clambering up two more sets of stairs, I found my way to a deserted press gallery. But the absence of any activity reminded me that those scribblers spend more time down the boozer than they do reporting Parliament. Two old blokes in ruffled shirts and long black jackets were standing guard, but they were too busy nattering about the football scores to clock me sneaking past them.




    From my vantage point, perched on the end of an uncomfortable wooden bench, I looked down on Spelman in the chamber below, telling MPs that the great end-of-season forest sale had been cancelled.




    ‘Sorry,’ she said. ‘I got this one wrong.’ The Labour lot loved that, shouting and cheering like a load of Chelsea fans at Stamford Bridge. ‘U-turn! U-turn!’ they shouted. More like a handbrake turn if you ask me – it’s less than five months since Spelman announced the sell-off in the first place.




    But later, back at base, DC seemed unperturbed.




    ‘Tough day for Caroline,’ he reflected, as he straightened his tie in the gold-framed mirror in the lobby, picking a speck of dust off the shoulder of his suit as he prepared to step outside for a quick two-minute TV interview.




    ‘Yes, all that forest stuff was a bit harsh,’ I remarked.




    ‘Oh no, I wasn’t talking about that.’ DC smiled. ‘She’s just found out she hasn’t been invited to the wedding. Invitation must have got . . . lost in the post.’




    It’s true what they say about politics – it’s a rough old game.




    Friday 18 February – afternoon




    I had my collar felt this afternoon.




    I was taking a leisurely stroll around the first-floor corridors, keeping an eye out for holes in the skirting boards and exploring the cavernous khazi that’s tucked away behind the room with the big pillars where DC entertains VIPs. Everyone around here says it’s the bathroom the Queen uses on the rare occasions she pops in for a visit. I’ve no idea if it’s true, but the thought of HRH sitting on her Downing Street throne made me feel a bit Tom and Dick if I’m honest, so I disappeared next door.




    DC was hosting a bash in the Pillared Room, one of the grandest rooms in the gaff, and the scribblers and snappers were out in force, flitting around the boss like the flies that buzz round my cat bowl.




    As I approached, I could see why. Kevin Spacey was stood in the centre of the room with his arm around the PM’s shoulder, beaming for the cameras.




    You’ve got to admire his front. It’s only a few years since he turned up at Labour’s big shindig in Blackpool with Bill Clinton and his old mate Peter Mandelson, bursting into the auditorium like a rock star to rapturous applause. Only now he’s batting for the other side, so to speak.




    Spacey’s an A-lister alright, and he knows it, but you have to give him his due: he was a bit tasty in The Usual Suspects. A right motley crew, weren’t they, that lot? A bit like the Labour front bench.




    I only wanted to see what all the fuss was about, but the second I trotted into the room some dark-haired Doris1 grabbed me by my new blue collar and scooped me up.




    I knew better than to give her a scratch after all the commotion I caused last time, so I waited patiently for her to carry me out of the room and plonk me back down on the patterned carpet in the hallway.




    I found out later Spacey was in to accept an award. He runs a little theatre south of the river, which converted some disused underground space deep below Waterloo Station into another arts venue. ‘It’s a long way from Beverly Hills, Spacey,’ I thought, ‘but fair play to you, mate.’




    To be honest I don’t like the sound of his new project. It’s called the Old Vic Tunnels. Think about it – the place must be crawling with rodents. The trouble is, so’s No 10.




    Friday 18 February – evening




    It never stops around here. An hour after K-Space made his exit, none other than Claudia Schiffer and Kate Moss rolled up!




    The fashion crowd were at No 10 tonight for a party thrown by Mrs C. Sir Stuart Rose, the bloke who runs Marks & Sparks, was here an’ all. Well, Sam must be one of their best customers. Sir Stu even had a custom-made M&S dress knocked up for her last year in time for the Tory party conference after all his shops sold out. Sam’s got a whole cupboard full of M&S clobber in her cramped little bedroom in the flat upstairs. DC calls it her ‘public wardrobe’. Granted, there’s another two or three crammed with designer gear – Diane Von Furstenberg, Stella McCartney and the like – but none of that stuff seems to get an outing. Tonight was an exception. Mrs C looked a vision in a designer skirt speckled with stars.




    I heard one of the fashionistas telling Sam that Mulberry has made me some sort of tailored coat. Now, a good quality leather collar would be one thing, but a fitted designer jacket? It sounds a bit too, well, French, for my liking – fine for your Siamese or your Persians, but not something I’d climb into. Don’t get me wrong: I’m not too proud to pimp myself out for PR purposes, but if I’m offered freebies I’d rather earn them – and if I’m going to acquire some sort of celebrity status I’d like to be famous for performing a public service.




    But I have to admit I was having fun tonight, and towards the end of the evening I was about to make a beeline for Kate Moss herself. Well, at the end of the day she’s just a Croydon girl, ain’t she, so why wouldn’t the two of us hit it off?




    Only then I caught a glimpse of one of those flaming rats, leaning up against the leg of the temporary champagne bar and chewing on a crudité that Anna Wintour had dropped on the floor. I didn’t want to cause a scene so I decided to abandon the catwalk and sashay back to my living quarters to ponder the day’s events from the safety of my Wills and Kate cushion. I’ve got some cogitating to do.




    Saturday 19 February [image: ]




    I saw DC in his brand-spanking-new kitchen this morning, making a brew in his Kate and Wills mug. I was worried he’d have a pop at me for gate-crashing yesterday’s bash, so I started to talk about something else before he could open his trap.




    ‘I just don’t understand all this “Big Society” stuff you’ve been banging on about, boss,’ I said, straight out.




    ‘Look, it’s quite straightforward,’ DC said, folding his arms and leaning back against the breakfast bar. ‘Let’s take your situation. We don’t pay for your food here at No 10, do we? That wouldn’t be fair on the taxpayer. As you know, we’ve inherited an awful bloody mess from the last lot and . . .’




    ‘I don’t do politics, DC,’ I said, turning tail.




    ‘Yes, OK, sorry – but listen: we don’t pay for your food, do we? Everyone around the place chips in because, you know, you’re a popular cat, and everyone wants to . . .’




    ‘See me right?’




    ‘Quite. Yes, exactly, they want to “see you right” as you put it.’




    ‘I’m not a charity case, Dave. I earn my keep – what with the mice.’




    ‘And the birds,’ DC said, with a raised eyebrow. (I managed to get my chops around a sparrow the other day.)




    ‘But yes, you aren’t what I believe is commonly referred to as “a sponger”. You help us and we help you – we all help each other, in fact. And that, Larry, is what the Big Society’s all about. Simples!’




    ‘OK, OK, I get it – help thy neighbour and all that. But listen, DC, it’s not snappy,’ I told him. ‘You used to be good at all that catchphrase stuff, the slogans and what have you – “Hug a Hoodie” and the rest. No, what you need here, DC, is an acronym.’




    ‘An acronym?’ he said, narrowing his eyes, and resting his elbows on the expensive black granite work surface.




    ‘Yes. Let’s keep this “simples”, as I believe you commonly refer to it – no more “Big Society”. Just “BS”.’




    “BS? BS . . . Yes, I rather like it!’ He smiled, fixing his gaze on the framed Maggie Thatcher portrait over the sink. ‘BS libraries, BS rubbish collections; we should really have a BS minister, come to think of it.’




    ‘Why only one, boss?’




    ‘Yes, yes, you’re right! Secretary of State for BS, Minister of State for BS, Under-Secretary of State for BS. I’ll get Boy George on to it.’




    DC put his Wills and Kate mug down and looked me in the eye. ‘You know, Larry, I’m really glad we had this chat.’ And off he went.




    ‘Don’t forget the BS Tsar,’ I shouted after him, ‘and the BS task force!’




    I do like DC, but sometimes he can be a bit of a muppet.




    Sunday 20 February




    A BBC journalist arrived today to interview the PM. It wasn’t the bald bloke with the specs who’s always out front, microphone in hand, but he did look familiar. I think he has his own show on a Sunday morning, only nobody watches it because Hollyoaks is on the other side at the same time. They set up a cosy chat in the white room, where plenty of natural light floods in through tall sash windows and a commanding fireplace sits on one side of the room.




    DC was as smooth and well-mannered as an eligible bachelor at a debutante ball, as ever. Well, it’s the way these toffs are brought up, isn’t it? Gabby2, the girl who always stands and watches him deliver his patter, arms folded like a nervous mum, said afterwards it was a blinding performance (or words to that effect).




    But there’s only so much chatter about VAT and fuel duty a cat can absorb, and a few minutes into DC’s interview I started to drop off. How was I to know that the rat pack were sneaking about making a nuisance of themselves, messing with the TV cables and clambering over the sound equipment?




    I only woke up again when I heard my name and realized the BBC bloke was asking Dave all about me. DC said I was settling in fine and he was confident I’d be catching rats before long. I felt myself swelling with pride and rose from my spot under the window where I’d been snoozing, arching my back, stretching and purring loudly. (OK, I hold my paws up: I was preening for the cameras.) But at that very moment, they stopped rolling, sending the crew into a right old panic. ‘Power cut,’ I thought. ‘Would you Adam and Eve it?’




    It was then that I clocked them: four rats in the corner, two of them staring right at me and pointing; one of them bent double with laughter and another with his trap around the camera lead. He’d only gone and gnawed straight through it as if it were a cheese sandwich! The nerve!




    Before I could move, they’d scarpered, bolting through a makeshift hole in the skirting boards and back to their hiding place deep in the bowels of No 10. I don’t think the BBC bloke was any the wiser but I could feel DC glaring at me. If cats could blush I would have turned crimson. As it was, I just slunk off back to the events room as quietly as I could, my tail clamped firmly between my legs.




    Monday 21 February




    They say cats always land on their feet, but I’ve been in enough scrapes to know that isn’t always the case. I ended up on my back only this morning after I came nose to nose with Nick Clegg, DC’s young assistant. Talk about a bruising encounter. I was minding my own business, sat on the arm of a chair in the ground-floor office where DC works – they call it ‘the Den’ because it’s so small and cosy – when Nicky strode in and plonked himself down, pushing me straight off, and ignoring my loud squeal as I hit the floor.




    I was none too pleased, but when I had a word in DC’s shell-like this evening he told me to cut Nicky some slack.




    ‘His approval ratings are at an all-time low,’ the boss whispered to me, although judging by the glint in his eye, he didn’t look too sorry about it. I dare say they’d be lower still if the great British public could see the way he knocked me off my perch today.




    What have the Lib Dems got against cats? One of their councillors in Birmingham fessed up to murdering some poor moggy a few days ago after he took a swipe at his grandson. He went totally Radio Rental and battered the little fella to death with a walking stick.
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