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SIR – I hope your letter-page addicts have enjoyed as much as I have browsing through I Could Go On, should they have found one in their stocking. It is a feast of humour and I am flattered to have found two personal entries. Is it too much to hope that Iain will complete a trilogy?




David Hartridge

Groby, Leicestershire




SIR – I know why I so enjoy Letters to the Editor. The world is falling down around our ears and yet today, apart from the serious bit at the top (and even that mentions Beatrix Potter), the rest of the letters are a pleasure to read.

Only your readers could find time amidst the turmoil to discuss: recipes for Bloody Marys, when to have your wedding reception so as not to miss an episode of The Archers and what not to buy your mother on Mothering Sunday.

On a personal note, the other reason I am such an avid fan of this column is that, among my friends, I am the only one to have had a photograph printed, in a swimsuit and on a Saturday.




Rosemary Almond

Hoddesdon, Hertfordshire




SIR – In the past Britons travelled in perilous and near-impossible conditions to carve out an Empire; now they are reduced to using the letters pages of The Daily Telegraph to swap ideas on the best way to carry keys. As with everything else, I blame New Labour.




Keith Haines

Belfast





INTRODUCTION

Last Christmas, when we published I Could Go On …, we hoped our readers would pick up the hint in the title. True to form, the letters have continued to pour in, tackling everything from defence cuts to looters, from Rupert Murdoch to the tell-tell signs that your wife is turning into your mother-in-law.

What has been a bad year for some parts of the media has been an especially good one for our wonderful letter-writers. Even in this digital age our postbag continues to groan under the weight of correspondence. Our email inbox is crammed to overflowing. Our fax machine, perhaps the busiest in London (perhaps the only one in London), whirrs away contentedly. We’ve never felt the need to hack into our readers’ phones to find out what they’re thinking.

All these surplus thoughts, however whimsical, hilariously off-message or downright rude, have made the task of collating a third volume of unpublished letters more enjoyable than ever. Who would have thought a year ago that letter writers would be able to draw parallels between Silvio Berlusconi and the Duke of York, Andrew Marr and Ryan Giggs, or even the Archbishop of Canterbury and Rebekah Brooks (you’ll have to turn to Chapter Five for that one)?

This has been the year of riots, Nick Clegg’s tears, bunga bunga, superinjunctions and the Blairs’ bedroom revelations (again). England turned out to be surprisingly good at cricket and unsurprisingly bad at football world cup bids. The eurozone threatened to collapse altogether, as did half the Middle East. We waved goodbye to bin Laden, and an enthusiastic hello to Pippa Middleton’s bottom.

Big events often bring out the best in our letterwriters. So, too, does the quotidian, whether a routine visit to the shops, catching a train or simply turning on the television. Perhaps I Rest My Case feels like more of a review of the year than our first two collections, but it also provides a further glimpse into the preoccupations of the mythical everyman, his frustrations and peccadilloes, hobbyhorses and fears. One of the most satisfying parts of editing such a compilation is when one letter, sent with faint hope of recognition into the void, finds an echo, however muffled, in another, and a form of conversation ensues between two or more complete strangers.

At the risk of sounding as unhinged as M, our regular correspondent from Bristol, who believes himself to be the head of MI6, I feel, after a couple of fond years in our letter-writers’ irrepressible company, that I know them rather well. To all our correspondents, published, unpublished and now unpublished published, my grateful thanks – as well as to Christopher Howse, the letters editor; Matt Pritchett; Caroline Buckland; Richard Preston and everyone at Aurum. A particular thank you must also go to Sally Peck, the acting deputy letters editor, who did a huge amount of invaluable work sifting through the letters as they came in and applying her expert eye to separate the wheat from the chaff.

For now we rest our case, but am I alone in hoping we’ll see you all again next year?



 Iain Hollingshead

The Daily Telegraph

  August 2011



KINGS, QUEENS AND JOKERS

 

THE PEOPLE’S PRIME MINISTER


SIR – This morning at breakfast, my mother opined that the real reason the Blairs haven’t been invited to the Royal Wedding is that Cherie Blair might forget where she is and start trying to have another baby.

Thus, she is saved from herself. (And so are we.)




Felicity J. Foulis Brown

Bramley, Hampshire




SIR – Perhaps like mine, Tony Blair’s invitation got ‘lost in the post’.




Piers Casimir-Mrowczynski

Gustard Wood, Hertfordshire




SIR – Could any reader put their hand on their heart and say that they would invite to their grandson’s wedding the people who stole their yacht?




James Cox

Lower Hardres, Kent




SIR – It’s an absolute disgrace that the Blairs did not receive invitations; we have been deprived of our right to bid for them on eBay.




D.D.J.B.

Wellesbourne, Warwickshire



KATE MIDDLETON UNDER THE MAGNIFYING GLASS


SIR – There were four photographs of Kate Middleton in the paper on Saturday. One thing puzzles me: how does she keep the hat on at that angle? I have used a magnifying glass and I am still puzzled.




Eddie Peart

Rotherham, South Yorkshire




SIR – Might we look forward to seeing a blank rectangular space in The Daily Telegraph with the caption underneath: ‘Kate Middleton didn’t go anywhere today’?




Bill Wade

Sheffield




SIR – Now that Kate Middleton has a coat of arms, can we xpect that from April 29 the Middleton family will be known as the Uppertons?




Huw Beynon

Llandeilo, Carmarthenshire




SIR – Surely the Middleton coat of arms should have a cupcake and a party popper in it somewhere?




Mrs M.C. Kellett

Benenden, Kent




SIR – Do we have to be bored on an almost daily basis regarding this co-habiting, unemployed woman?




Primrose Peacock

Truro, Cornwall




SIR – Would it be possible to relax the law in Britain to allow Prince William to have five wives or more? Then we could have a Royal Wedding every year.




Gillian Lee

Norbury, Cheshire




SIR – Yawn, yawn, yawn. Promise me it will stop after the wedding.




Steve Cattell

Hougham, Lincolnshire




SIR – Given the day off school on May 6 1960, for the wedding of Antony Armstrong-Jones to Princess Margaret, I played cricket on the local recreation ground. I proudly scored my first and, so far, only century. There was one bowler, one fielder and one tennis ball.

I have already oiled my bat for April 29 this year.




Colin Henderson

Cranleigh, Surrey



FORGETTING SARAH FERGUSON


SIR – According to your article, the Duchess of York is making a documentary entitled ‘Finding Sarah’. I wasn’t aware that anyone was really bothering to search.




S.K.

Havant, Hampshire




SIR – For all her good charitable works why does Sarah, Duchess of York, at the age of 51, still feel the need to frequent nightclubs?




Doreen Edwards

Birchington, Kent




SIR – It’s such a shame that the Duke and Duchess of York are divorced. They really are made for each other.




Peter Leatherbarrow

Wortwell, Norfolk




SIR – Would a more suitable role for the Duke of York be Trade Envoy to Italy? He and the Italian Prime Minister seem to have similar interests, and possibly, much in common.




Simon Butcher

West Mersea, Essex




SIR – I suggest that the Duke of York be replaced by Mr and Mrs Beckham.




Neville Shermer

Wooburn Common, Buckinghamshire



THE PEOPLE’S PRIME MINISTER II


SIR – If David Cameron is so anxious to appear at the Royal Wedding dressed as a man of the people, why doesn’t he go the whole hog and wear a tracksuit and trainers?




John Franklin

London N1




SIR – Can the Foreign Secretary be persuaded to lend him his baseball cap?




Jeremy Burton

Radford, Oxfordshire




SIR – Does Mr Cameron know what happened to the man in Matthew 22: 11–14 who turned up to a wedding in inappropriate garments?




E.W.

Milton Keynes




SIR – If I were his valet, I would put out the correct dress and just tell him to put it on.




Lt. Col. John Arthur (retd.)

Ridgewell, Essex




SIR – Let us hope Mr Cameron does not remove his tie and jacket when he spots the cameras in the Abbey.




George Noon

Preston, Lancashire



SCOOPING THE ROYAL BARREL


SIR – While I very much enjoyed the Royal Wedding, I did miss the BBC failing to interview William and Kate on their way back down the aisle, asking, ‘How does it feel?’




Bruce Ridge

Cleveden, Somerset




SIR – Yes, it was lovely, but what was all that vegetation doing in Westminster Abbey? It made the place look like it was harvest festival. I kept looking for one of those big loaves baked like a wheatsheaf and a few cans of peas and peaches.




John Alborough

Syleham, Suffolk




SIR – It is deeply shocking that The Daily Telegraph, of all newspapers, should refer to Prince William as ‘the groom’. It should not be necessary to point out that Kate Middleton is not a horse.




Christopher Macy

Wellingore, Lincolnshire




SIR – I opened my Telegraph at nine o’clock on the morning of the Royal Wedding to read your description of the Queen’s grandson’s ‘palpably happy marriage’. I know you like to be first with the news, but this is ridiculous.




Rev. Dr. Peter Mullen

London EC1




SIR – Today I was presented with 24 pages of articles, one editorial, a ‘Brilliant Picture Supplement’ and one cartoon. You, sir, are stark raving bonkers.




S.L.

Reading, Berkshire




SIR – Please, please, I implore you. No more photographs of that woman in that stupid hat. I cannot take any more. It is worse than being in Guantanamo Bay.




B. Lees

Manchester




SIR – Just watched the Royal Wedding on Dave. It was a very emotional ceremony. Good luck to Prince Charles and Diana in the future.




Stephen J.D. Wain

Cambridge



WHAT A LOVELY PIPPA!


SIR – While I was browsing the article by Judith Woods on the posterior of a certain bridesmaid, a young lady gracefully swayed past. A young man within earshot commented, ‘What a lovely “Pippa” she has.’ Has a new word entered our lexicon?




Ted Forsyth

Guildford, Surrey




SIR – Forget the wedding dress, let’s display the lovely Pippa herself, preferably on the fourth plinth in Trafalgar Square.




Ronald Walford

South Darenth, Kent




SIR – In my humble opinion it seems totally appropriate that the girl with the shapeliest rear in the country should be on nothing less than the arm of a duke.




Joe Cobb

Nether Winchendon, Buckinghamshire




SIR – I have just noticed a striking resemblance between the photograph of Pippa Middleton and the 1656 painting ‘Las Meninas’ by Diego Velázquez. I don’t suppose Pilates had been invented 355 years ago, but the young maid of honour still looks very slim and trim.




Siri Dennis

Farnham, Surrey




SIR – All these years I have lived under the impression that Middleton Bottom was a rural westcountry village.




Keith White

Conford, Hampshire




SIR – Having seen her daughter’s bottom and her husband’s hands the subjects of eulogies in the press, poor Carol Middleton must be dreading which part of her own anatomy is to be laid out for public examination.




Philip Styles

Cheddar, Somerset




SIR – Naturally without wishing the Duchess of Cambridge any ill will, surely I am not the only person in the country who is beginning to wish that she had been born an only child?




Andrew Lilwall-Smith

Chalfont St Peter, Buckinghamshire




SIR – I find myself collecting my Telegraph every morning and wondering if it is a PT (Pippa Today) paper or a NPT (No Pippa Today) paper.

She’s a tennis fan. Roll on Wimbledon.




Chris James

Llangernyw, Conwy




SIR – I might as well trade down to the Sun and save myself 65p a day if this is going to continue; at least in that paper you can see their boobs.




A.M.

Broxwood, Herefordshire




SIR – Your paper is becoming the laughing stock of the intelligentsia of Blaby.




R.M.

Blaby, Leicestershire




SIR – I had rather missed the Daily Hurleygraph and am pleased to note a new sense of direction with its rebranding as the Daily Pippagraph.




Alan Duncalf

Bampton, Devon




SIR – My wife and I are suffering withdrawal symptoms. The Telegraph seems to have suspended its almost daily pictures of the fragrant Samantha Cameron. Philippa Middleton is no substitute.




Michael Sandiford

Whitby, North Yorkshire



WHEN IN ONTARIO


SIR – Today I saw the Duchess of Cambridge, our future Queen of England, wearing a cowboy hat in Canada. Yes, I get the idea, but I’m still unimpressed. When we greet important visitors to Great Britain, would we like to see them sporting bowler hats or playing the bagpipes?




Cliff Tibbels

Rickmansworth, Hertfordshire



DECLINE AND FALL


SIR – Sometimes a simple piece of gossip tells so much. Take the news that Prince Harry’s reputed new girlfriend, Miss Florence Brudenell-Bruce, an underwear model, is ‘a descendant of the seventh Earl of Cardigan, Lieutenant General James Thomas Brudenell, who famously led the Charge of the Light Brigade against the Russians during the Crimean War’.

What a succinct map of the decline of western civilisation in the past 150 years.




Jillian Abbott

Whitestone, New York, USA




SIR – How sad for young Guy Pelly that he is having difficulty finding a suitable female companion to enjoy his playboy lifestyle of clubbing during the week and hunting with the Beaufort on the weekend. If only he’d lower his sights a little, I’m his gal.




C.H. (aged 57)

Valencia, Spain




SIR – If Prince Harry takes up the offer to become King of Canada then surely other members of the Commonwealth would also need a king? May I put myself forward for King of the Seychelles? I’m not sure where I sit in the pecking order for the British throne, but I did once meet Prince Philip.




Andrew Holgate

Woodley, Cheshire



THE DUKE OF EDINBURGH AT 90


SIR – The Duke of Edinburgh was ‘posted’? Gad, sir. Army, RAF officers and parcels are posted; naval officers are appointed.




Adrian Holloway

Minchinhampton, Gloucestershire




SIR – I see that the Duke of Edinburgh has been given the Royal Navy. My father is 90 in December. Can he have the Royal Air Force?




Alan Mooge

Enfield, Middlesex




SIR – What a pity Her Majesty didn’t appoint the Duke of Edinburgh Lord High Executioner because I have a little list …




Leonard Glynn

Bristol





MY FAMILY AND OTHER DOMESTIC DISASTERS

 

NO, I AM NOT ALRIGHT HERE!


SIR – Am I alone in being intensely irritated by shop assistants asking if I am ‘alright there’? If one cannot browse in a bookshop, where can one browse?

Stores always seem to have long queues at the counter. Perhaps all the assistants are on the shop floor, inquiring after the health of their customers.




Annette Owen

Oldham, Lancashire




SIR – While purchasing a newspaper from my local Co-op this morning, the otherwise perfectly pleasant male assistant asked if I was ‘having an enjoyable St Valentine’s day’. As a middle-aged, middle-class, Radio 4 listener, you will anticipate the nature of my reply.

Has anyone else encountered such drivel?




Peter Wride

Westrip, Gloucestershire




SIR – I paid a recent visit to our local emporium, Trading 4U, in order to choose my wife a birthday present. At the checkout I explained that I would like the four lavatory brushes and containers to be gift-wrapped. Despite the tiresome process of having to explain that they were for my wife’s birthday, I got nowhere. In fact, the checkout lady was not slow in voicing her lack of sympathy for my plight.

I do not know what to do: present them to my wife unwrapped or have a stab at wrapping them myself, despite having had no training in such matters.

To whom can a chap turn in a crisis?




John Harvey

Uckfield, East Sussex




SIR – Surely one of the most unpleasant tasks in modern life is queuing at supermarket checkouts. Eventually, a glassy-eyed assistant recites the practised words of welcome with all the enthusiasm of a very old Basset Hound. Is there not a better way?

I feel that if food shopping were predominantly a male activity and not left to the gentler, more tolerant sex, things would have already changed.




Frank Dike

Salwayash, Dorset




SIR – Standing in the queue at my local Sainsbury’s the other day I was struck by a thought: there is a need for a men-only checkout.

There were several ladies in the queue in front of me. When they came to pay, all went through the same ritual: 1) Extract handbag from shopping bag; 2) Extract purse from handbag; 3) Extract credit card from purse (in one case going back into the purse to find pin number); 4) Tender card; 5) Take card and do numbers 1–3 in reverse order.

As a mere male I already had my cards in my wallet, which was in my jacket pocket.

Who invented the handbag, anyway?




Mike Usherwood

Huntington, North Yorkshire




SIR – I find it slightly irritating, when paying by plastic card at a checkout to have the displayed instructions to ‘enter PIN’ and ‘remove card’ verbally duplicated a fraction of a second earlier by the assistant. Is my wife right in telling me that I’m alone in my irritation?




John Evans

Ormskirk, Lancashire



LOVE, HONOUR AND AFFRAY


SIR – The etymology of obey comes from the prefix ob, ‘facing’, and audire, ‘to listen’. In obeying her husband, a wife is simply giving him a hearing before administering a straight left.




Charles Cleall

Shaftesbury, Dorset




SIR – When I got married in 1968 my wife promised to obey. However, she always maintained that she had her fingers crossed and therefore the promise did not count. That proved to be the case.




Geoff Eley

Dunmow, Essex



OLD, ADOPTED PENSIONERS


SIR – My wife and I were thrilled to read that guidelines are now to be relaxed for ‘older people to be considered for adoption’. Can anyone advise us where we can find a very rich young couple to adopt us?




R.C.

Pickering, North Yorkshire




SIR – I have discussed the prospect of adoption with my wife and she is surprisingly enthusiastic, although she said that I might be hard to place in view of my ‘rather grumpy nature and habit of crackling the Telegraph when turning the pages’.




Chris Rome

Thruxton, Hampshire




SIR – If my wife gets to the Telegraph before I do, she leaves it looking as if she has slept badly in it. Is there a course I can send her on?




Patrick Brennan

Pontefract, West Yorkshire



WHEN I’M 85


SIR – Please stop printing stories about one in five of us living to be 100. If the Government gets wind of it, it’ll raise the retirement age to 85.




Robin Carr

Chesham, Buckinghamshire




SIR – My husband, in his 81st year, has been successfully tossing pancakes for 60 years. And he has never worn jeans.




Caroline Ollington

Horsted Keynes, West Sussex




SIR – I am 65 years of age and despite the best efforts of my wife and daughters, I have never entered an IKEA store.




Guy Powell

Sevenoaks, Kent




SIR – How I agree with your fashion director, Hilary Alexander, that it feels good to wear pretty undies! I had just returned from town, having bought two lace bras and five pairs of frilly, lacy knickers – all at sale prices, of course, as I am a pensioner.

I may be 70, but why should the youngsters have all the fun?




Mrs Chris Gordon

Benington, Lincolnshire



SPIRIT WILLING, FLESH WEAK


SIR – I read that in Jilly Cooper’s new novel Jump, she thought she ‘ought to try to tackle elderly sex but found it very difficult’. This put me in mind of the old rhyme: A man’s not old when his hair turns grey/ Nor is he old when his teeth decay/ But a man is approaching his long last sleep/ When his mind makes appointments his body can’t keep.




John H. Davies

Buckden, North Yorkshire




SIR – As an Englishman I shake hands with male colleagues, embrace my sons and a very few other lifelong male friends. Rose-lipped and nut-brown maidens, meanwhile, get kissed on the lips. This is not always approved of by my wife but I do try to keep the practice under control.




Tony Lee-Elliott

Rothley, Leicestershire




SIR – My wife tells me she will be most pleased if a Slut Walk is planned near where we live. Although always busy, she will nonetheless find time to provide me with sandwiches, a Thermos of coffee, a camping stool and our old opera glasses so she can have the house to herself for a few hours.




Robert Vincent

Wildhern, Hampshire




SIR – While I sympathise with one of your correspondents who complains about the lack of sexy women on his morning commute, he should consider himself fortunate: I work for a company making handmade cosmetics in Poole, who seem to have a recruitment policy based on employing women each more attractive than the last.

I’m not the only one to find it hugely distracting.




Tim Palmer

Poole, Dorset




SIR – My father, who suffered the normal British reticence of his age and class, left it to my mother to tell me about the Birds and the Bees. This she did with admirable sensitivity, directness and clarity. ‘And,’ she added, ‘I’ll tell you something which your schoolfellows don’t know and which will be very useful to you in the years to come: girls want it just as much as boys.’




Barry A. Kirkham

Tring, Hertfordshire




SIR – I always felt sure I had a ‘mojo’. However, despite a thorough rummage behind the sofa and a perfunctory inspection of the shed, it remains elusive.




Deborah Carroll

Stockport




SIR – Michael Mosley, on the BBC’s new series Inside The Human Body, says that most animals make it obvious when they are ready for sex. ‘A cat on heat will stick her bottom in the air and go “Meow!”,’ he explains. ‘Now most women obviously don’t do this.’

It’s the ‘most’ that makes this information so memorable. Indeed, now I know why, when I am really attracted to a woman, I invariably call her pussycat.




Huw Beynon

Llandeilo, Carmarthenshire



WELCOME, DALEY AND MICHAEL


SIR – It is with real joy that I welcome to London Daley and Michael, the first gay penguin couple to grace our city. They are a long-awaited addition to the male couples dotted around world zoos, including: New York; Bremerhaven in Germany, where in an attempt to break up the male couples, the zookeepers tried to tempt them with a few female ‘scando babes’ from Sweden (to no avail); and Harbin in north-east China, where the besotted couple was even allowed to get married in full Chinese tradition, wearing red shirts.

As the author of a series of fictional, illustrated books on Gus and Waldo, a couple of gay penguins in love, I’m happy I can now go and visit some real ones in my own city. The fact that there is now a new example of how love overcomes any barrier should really make us all clap our flippers with joy.




Massimo Fenati

London SW5



BATHTIME FOR BALDIES


SIR – I once read an article about a farmer whose cow lovingly licked the top of his head every morning while he fed her. Hey presto, his head, hitherto resembling a skating rink, became positively hirsute.

I immediately bought my husband a hair-scrubbing brush, it being somewhat cheaper than a cow.




Charlotte Garnett

Haslemere, Surrey




SIR – I use my wife’s shower cap, and it helps keep my golden mane in impeccable condition.




Ivor Yeloff

Hethersett, Norfolk




SIR – Many men are concerned by the onset of baldness, but they should not despair; it has its uses. Today I was out walking with my wife of 48 years and was asked to remove my cap to find out whether or not it was raining. It was.




Bernard Walton

Blairgowrie, Perthshire



GARDEN FURNITURE BAN


SIR – I think I may have a remedy to the recent serious drought warnings. About two years ago, during a brainstorm, my wife purchased a small set of fairly hideous garden furniture. It does not take up too much space, so I normally keep it hidden out of sight in the shed. Every time I get it out, however, it starts raining.

Perhaps the Government could be persuaded to fund me to travel round the country with the furniture.




M.W.

Wolverley, Worcestershire




SIR – You Brits amaze me. After finally getting a spell of fine weather, you now have, according to your television news, potential hosepipe bans, increased shark sightings and more environmental pollution. Are you ever happy?




Vincent Sinnott

St Raphael, France



THE CHELSEA ART SHOW


SIR – Now that the Chelsea Flower Show seems to be more about ‘installations’ than flowers, why not save money and decide on the winner of the Turner Prize along with the Royal Horticultural Society awards?




Roderic Mather

Wigglesworth, North Yorkshire




SIR – Just how is one supposed to harvest the vegetables grown on a 30ft-high tower at the Chelsea Flower Show? Presumably only after having bought a ladder from B&Q, sponsors of the vegetable tower garden?




Patricia Herbert

London N5




SIR – I now realise where I am going wrong in my garden: I should throw away the lawn mower, the secateurs and the trowel. Instead, I should buy a cement mixer, some bricks and a load of timber. Then, maybe, I will get a rosette from my local council for the best garden in town.




Terry Duncan

Bridlington, East Yorkshire



I’M A BARBIE BLACKBIRD


SIR – Has anyone else got a blackbird in their garden which sings ‘I’m A Barbie Girl’ by Aqua?




J.S.

Exmouth, Devon




SIR – Our birds encourage me to turn each day to the Telegraph’s puzzles page with their SU-DO-KU cooing. After 12 hours I feel like reaching for my air rifle.




John Hague

Bishop Monkton, North Yorkshire




SIR – For the last month I have been plagued by an errant crow: the solution was an early-morning appearance in a dressing gown accompanied by Mr Webley and Scott, and his 30-inch barrels.




R.D.

Dorchester, Dorset




SIR – Soon after moving into our new home, we had a problem with a great tit pecking at a bedroom window. One day in desperation I drew a rough outline of a hawk on a piece of card and stuck it to the window. It worked.




Sheila Stone

Nafferton, East Yorkshire




SIR – I have long felt that those who interpret birdsong as spoken English are petty delusionists of the worst kind. All that changed when I was summarily addressed by a parakeet (whom I did not know) telling me quite clearly to ‘F*** off’.

Considering prudence preferable to confrontation, I duly did.




Arthur W.J.G. Ord-Hume

Guildford, Surrey



GREEN (AND FISH) FINGERS


SIR – Last week my husband was in our garden watching the night-time wildlife when suddenly something fell from the sky and plopped onto the ground in front of him. He picked it up … it was a warm fish finger. We are seeking some explanation.




Valerie Hampton

Tettenhall, West Midlands




SIR – Am I the only one to notice that my garden flora seems to be adapting itself to the fortnightly collections of my brown bin? Whenever the bin is full, the grass puts on an extra spurt and develops a sort of smug look about it.

Has any research been done on this?




Nick Tracken

Welwyn, Hertfordshire




SIR – I was taken by your article about talking to inanimate objects to encourage them to grow. My wife goes one stage further: on regular tours of the garden no words are uttered, but under-performing plants receive a red woollen bow to indicate that, unless they try harder, it’s the compost bin for them.

She’s had a 100 per cent success rate so far – an outstanding result for what we call ‘the yarn of shame’.




A.G.

Bradfield, Devon




SIR – I’m losing my wife of longstanding to Monty Don – blast him. He can turn over a yard of soil with a flick of his wrist, differentiate between a flower and a weed, and propagate.

I will not plant out my asparagus this weekend – I will play golf, so there!




Malcolm Allen

Berkhamsted, Hertfordshire




SIR – I think there should be a prize awarded for innovation to the gentleman I am watching blowing the snow off his car and clearing the driveway with a leaf-blower. It is remarkably efficient.




Frances Dodwell

Idsworth Down, Hampshire




SIR – For any keen gardener who has completed the census online, and is concerned about how to dispose of the unwanted forms, might I suggest that they use them to line their runner-bean trench; they are the perfect size.




Ted Shorter

Tonbridge, Kent



LIVELY CENSUS DEBATES


SIR – The recent census has prompted a lively debate in my household. Question 19 asks, ‘How well can you speak English?’ My wife believes that her English parents and upbringing entitle her to claim she speaks English ‘very well’. However, having observing that, among other errors, she often uses less when she means fewer, and frequently confuses averse and adverse, I have entered her as speaking English merely ‘well’.

Do you agree with her that I am being overly pernickety?




Robert Wilson

Broxbourne, Hertfordshire




SIR – ‘How well can you speak English?’ asks the form. Compared to whom?




John Maloney

Biggar, Lanarkshire




SIR – The census is likely to shift the balance of power within a number of households. My wife is now Person Two.




Jeremy Leigh Pemberton

Sittingbourne, Kent




SIR – I assume my surname fitted. My wife, who completed the form, did not tell me otherwise.




Piers Casimir-Mrowczynski

Gustard Wood, Hertfordshire




SIR – As the owner of a three-bed semi in an affluent village in rural Wiltshire, I am aghast to learn that in this year’s census, two of my three young sons are to be labelled under-privileged because they share a bedroom.




James Hawkins

Whiteparish, Wiltshire



BOMBS (AND FATHERS) AWAY!


SIR – I was somewhat bemused to read of the extension to paid paternity leave. When my firstborn was due, I left my wife alone at a maternity home about 200 miles from her nearest relatives and hurried off to Met briefing before two trips at a night fighter Operational Conversion Unit. I was somewhere between 40,000 and 50,000 feet when he was born.

Visiting hours were strict and policed by Matron. I did manage a short evening visit before night flying again.

No chance of some retrospective leave (pay), I suppose?




John Hyland

Aylesbury, Buckinghamshire




SIR – Paternity Leave? It may be fashionable in the Southern Counties, but in North Yorkshire, I can assure you that bringing up babies is regarded as women’s work. Real men would never have any involvement.




Ian Gill

Great Ouseburn, North Yorkshire




SIR – Surely the prime benefit of having been born a bastard is that one has no need to indulge in the recently imported, alien ‘celebration’ of Father’s Day.




John Letchford

Elsenham, Hertfordshire



BOURNE ULTIMATUM


SIR – Perhaps Carolyn Bourne, formidable writer of the famous mother-in-law email, could be persuaded to expand her email into a handy booklet containing more guidance for our youth, including the correct usage of the word like.




D.M.

Horley, Surrey




SIR – As a mother-in-law in training, I am fortunate to be blessed with two lovely and wellmannered daughters-in-law. However, if it were not so, and I wished to write as did Carolyn Bourne, I would do so by handwritten letter, on headed notepaper. Such bad form to use email.




Sarah Rushmere

Upper Beeding, West Sussex




SIR – Despite much provocation, my mother-in-law has never put pen to paper to instruct me on my many failings. If she has ever felt the need to say such things, she has always bitten her tongue, unlike her daughter.




Timothy Shucksmith

Lovedean, Hampshire




SIR – Could Carolyn Bourne be persuaded to send one of her mother-in-law emails to Sally Bercow?




Roger Balchin

Horsell, Surrey



FINED BY THE FASHION FUZZ


SIR – Surely it is time for the fashion among teenage boys of wearing trousers that barely cover their thighs – let alone their backsides – to be consigned to the dustbin?

Don’t they realise how ridiculous they look? Why can’t we have fashion police – authorised to hand out tickets to those whose attire is an affront to good taste?




Robert Readman

Bournemouth, Dorset




SIR – There was a time when ladies of all ages got out their summer frocks and skirts at this time of year, thus gladdening the hearts of us men. And yet while walking down my local high street this afternoon in bright sunshine, I noticed that all the ladies were wearing trousers. Should I blame the fashion industry? Or is Surrey just really boring?




M.F.

Cobham, Surrey




SIR – When shopping last week in Rusthall, a village suburb of Tunbridge Wells, I noted that of the 61 women who passed the baker’s shop during my 10 minutes therein, 59 were wearing trousers. The two who sported frocks were over 50 years old.




M.R.B.

Rusthall, Kent




SIR – I have never worn trousers. My elderly aunts considered them an unseemly mode of dress for a well brought-up young lady.




Bunty Richings

Windlesham, Surrey




SIR – I’m a not-unattractive female in her midtwenties. For me, the sexiest part of a man’s body is his legs. Why, then, do current men’s fashions dictate foisting upon their wearers those ugly ‘shorts’ that extend to well below the knee, in the process ruining the superb physiognomic curve of the male leg?

The result is nothing short of laughable – and the biggest turn-off imaginable. Faced with such an offputting fashion disaster, a man-free existence in a nunnery seems preferable.

Yours in utter desperation,




Annette Hunt

Datchet, Berkshire




SIR – Even though I am now over 60, I have, with a great deal of help and advice from my wife and children, tried to dress both smartly and reasonably fashionably. My fashion world therefore fell apart this morning when I saw on your front page one of my favourite shirts being modelled by Jeremy Clarkson.




Richard Dalgleish

Kingsclere, Berkshire




SIR – Does anyone know why manufacturers persist in putting the chafing side of a seam on the inside of socks and men’s underpants?




Barrie Yelland

Helston, Cornwall



INVOLUNTARY EUTHANASIA


SIR – I read your headline, ‘Help 60,000 more to die at home’ in some alarm. Now, having stocked up on food and drink, and chained and bolted the front door, my wife and I sit here, refusing to answer the bell and hoping for the best.




David Salter

Kew, Surrey




SIR – I see no reason why we should ask the terminally ill how they want to die. According to the death notices in our local newspaper, at least nine out of ten state that the person died ‘peacefully’.




Mike McDowell

Cam Green, Gloucestershire




SIR – If so many of us are going to die early because of obesity and alcohol, how is it that income from annuities continues to fall?




Martin Harvey

Eastbourne, East Sussex




SIR – If we are to be given a choice of how we die, I think I shall opt for drowning in a butt of malmsey, but I would be happy to settle for port.




Peter Howell

Malmesbury, Wiltshire



ALCOHOLIC INSANITY


SIR – I note that the Royal Society of Psychiatrists has suggested that the recommended limit on alcohol consumption for over-65s should be reduced drastically to about half a pint of beer a day. Could this be an attempt on the part of the society to drum up more business? After all, it’s the couple of pints I consume every lunchtime which keep me sane.




David L.G. Hallowell

Walton-on-the-Hill, Surrey




SIR – Anyone who accepts the job title of Chairman of Older People’s Substance Misuse Working Group should visit a psychiatrist.




Terence O’Flynn

West Lavington, Wiltshire




SIR – Eleven units of alcohol per seven-day week? No rational mind produced that ratio; the only thing that unites the two numbers is that both are primes. And if we extrapolate to a 30-day month, we get 47 units, another prime. The author of this policy should seek psychiatric help over his obsession with prime numbers.




Peter Urben

Kenilworth, Derbyshire




SIR – I am nearing my 80th birthday, and no one will tell me what I should or should not drink. My wife and I have a glass or two of wine every night with our evening meal. The idea is not to arrive at the Pearly Gates looking a million dollars, but to be waving a glass of Merlot in one hand and a bar of chocolate in the other, saying, ‘Whoopee, what a ride!’




Tony Woodcock

Stoke on Trent, Staffordshire




SIR – My wife and I have only one word for the experts on geriatric alcohol abuse: Horlicks!




Phil Higginbotham

Chesterfield, Derbyshire




SIR – I see that, according to the Bishop of Stafford, alcohol abuse is one of the major sins of our time. A while back, a parishioner gave me a tea towel displaying this poem:






He who drinks gets drunk;

He who gets drunk goes to sleep;

He who goes to sleep does not sin;

He who does not sin goes to heaven.

So let’s all get drunk and go to heaven!





Clearly the Bishop has a different flock to mine.


Rev. Duncan Lloyd-James

Seaford, East Sussex



UNHEALTHY SAFETY


SIR – My daughter was recently informed that her son, aged seven, would not be allowed to participate in school swimming lessons because his shorts had a pocket in them. After a risk assessment, it had been decided there was a potential danger that another child might get a foot caught in the offending pocket. How ridiculous is that?




William Colston

Bingham, Nottinghamshire




SIR – I have just bought a pack of dental floss from Marks & Spencer. On the back there is a number to ring ‘in case of emergency’. I am living in fear now. What peril lies hidden in this innocent-looking pack?




Mrs T. Repper

Sheffield




SIR – My complimentary hotel shampoo bottle gave the warning ‘Avoid eye contact’. Try as I might, I couldn’t help staring straight at it two or three times during my shower.




David Readman

Leigh-on-Sea, Essex




SIR – One of the many disappointments with this Government is that they have yet to tackle this poison in our society. I don’t think I am alone in wincing when I see workers digging up the road wearing hard hats. Do they expect aircraft parts to drop on them, or perhaps a meteorite?




Sid Davies

Bramhall, Cheshire




SIR – Common sense is so rare in our society today. Should it not be renamed? Sensible suggestions would be appreciated.




Robert Guttridge

Sheffield



AN ENGLISHMAN’S HOME


SIR – Ken Clarke says I can now stab burglars. That’s fine, but it leaves blood all over the carpets. Can I electrocute them instead?




Robert Warner

West Woodhay, Berkshire
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