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Modern manners

Cads and bounders may flourish at Eton, but oddballs and eccentrics are given their opportunities, too

NI
Old Etonian? That would both - '
explain the level of vitriol she’s

directed at them and elicit my greatest

sympathy, because I've known a few

Old Etonian bounders in my time. They

were mostly rascals, as opposed to

actual scum, but, in Angela’s defence,
one can become choked and irrational
when it comes to affairs of the heart.

The trouble is, as Angela may know,
that although Etonians can be charm-
ing, handsome and generally wear
excellent shoes, they’re not necessarily
that considerate when it comes to
romance. Eh, Prime Minister?

Take Charlie, for example, an Old
Etonian who I was in love with for sev-
eral years from the age of 17. He was tall,
dark, good at rugby and somehow knew
what to say to impressionable young
girls to make them swoon. Do they teach
that between Latin and rowing prac-
tice? Then, one night when we were in
our early 20s, Charlie and I ended up
going home together, although the
dream was shattered when I woke to
the sound of him hissing at me. “Quick,
QUICK! You have to climb out of here,”
he ordered, waving at his bedroom win-
dow. It turned out he had a girlfriend
and didn’t want his flatmate discovering
me. I remember squeezing myself
through the window and a brief tussle
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I could go on, but there simply
isn’t room to delve too deeply
into my romantic history. We’d
all die of old age before I got
you up to scratch.

Arrogance is an accusation
often levelled at Etonians, and
in various cases (see above)
that’s probably fair. But there’s a
fine line between arrogance and
confidence. When my brother went =
to Eton, he hated his first few terms.
He was unsporty, a loner and used to sit
in his room playing cards by himself.
Eventually, when the school worked
out that what Drum loved was magic,
he was encouraged to develop it. He
restarted the Eton Magic Society, which
became one of the school’s most popu-
lar clubs (when Uri Geller visited, Drum
had to write an apology to the canteen
as so many boys had pinched spoons for
him to bend). Around the same time,
another magic-mad friend of my broth-
er’s announced that he wanted to fling
himself into the school pool in hand-
cuffs in an attempt at escapology, and
Eton was fully supportive until one
housemaster quietly asked whether
their insurance policy would cover it.

Having possibly paid more attention
to his cards than his maths lessons,
Drum’s gone on to become a profes-
sional TV wizard; his escapologist mate

with the bins, before weeping on the
bus to work, smelling faintly of rubbish.
Then came another Etonian, a former
SAS commander who seemed dangerous
in every way and was, therefore, irresist-
ible. He talked like an Ian Fleming hero
and even about marrying me, until I
waltzed into the Tatler office one morn-
ing and a colleague told me I was one of
several Sophias he was busy seducing.

A School for the scandalous: but not all Old Etonians are mad, bad and dangerous to know
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started on Harrow.

e - has shrugged off the straitjacket but
=7 iy loved Eton so much he’s returned there

e kDto teach. While it undoubtedly pro-
7= 3 duces playboys and controversial prime
ministers, the school also gives oddballs
Jand eccentrics the space to be them-

-selves, and you can’t say that about eve-
rywhere Also, certain schools churn
zout much worse. Don’t even get me

Take my advice: just don’t do it, unless you really want to

so what does he tell them?
“I tell them not to doit,” he
said, which made my heart
sink. How sad that this
titan of news wouldn’t
recommend others to
follow him. Paxo’s face
flickered with a Cheshire-
cat smile: “But I tell them
not to do it on the basis
that those who really want
to will do it anyway.” Solid
advice for those who are
determined enough, whether
aiming for Hollywood or
Broadcasting House.

Daniel Craig, who seems to
get more furious about
being James Bond by the
day, has offered some advice
for wannabe actors. “Don’t
doit!” he’s said in an
interview, slamming the
industry as “degrading
and depressing”. A few
years ago, I interviewed
Jeremy Paxman and he said
the same about journalism.
He must have friends
constantly pestering him for
BBC work experience for
their children, I suggested,

Beware the peculiar perils of being wired for sound

Prince Harry and Meghan
have been on tour in New
York. A stage appearance
here, abook reading there,
chicken and wafflesin a
Harlem restaurant. They
were papped on this trip

wearing wires, since turn the mic off. As the
they’re supposedly months passed, this became
being filmed for a no less embarrassing
Netflix documentary. » _ whenever I returned

Word of advice, you
two: in 2014, when
a fly-on-the-wall
documentary was

being made about top tip.

Tatler,1 was wired with a
microphone most days.
Believing that every word I
said mattered was a thrilling
novelty; less so for Martin
the sound guy, as whenever I
nipped to the loo, I forgot to

from the bathroom.
Give the off button
a quick flick before
unzipping, is my
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hen I found out that I was hav-

‘ ;s / ing a baby boy at my 20-week

scan, I didn’t really know how

to feel. I didn’t feel negatively about it at

all, but I've always been a very female-

centric person. All of my friends are

female, I have a sister and two fierce lit-

tle nieces, and men have never been a

huge part of my life aside from my dad
and husband.

My worst nightmare is also anything
overtly masculine. Football, lad culture,
and alpha personality types make me
clench my jaw and roll my eyes. That’s
not to say that I don’t like men because
I do. I've just never really understood
them in the way I do women or had that
much in common with them.

So, now as a mum of a rumbunctious
three-year-old, I've found myself faced
with a new set of challenges. The per-

To celebrate the launch of Telegraph Extra,
500 subscribers can win a bottle of bespoke gin produced by
Devon Distillery, made with autumnal flavours in collaboration
with The Sunday Telegraph’s drinks expert Susy Atkins.

son I love most in the world is - shock
horror - a football-loving, karate-kick-

not used toit. l_'_.,.-f"'

I think it’s fair to say {;::- L
that as parents we haven’t "= =
actively encouraged this b
type of behaviour and i
we've tried hard to nur- .
ture a gentler side, too. In addi-

tion to taking him to swimming
lessons and football, we enrolled our

son in ballet. He started off quite
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well before things quickly went
downhill. In one lesson, he just
wouldn’t stop running around roar-
ing like a dinosaur. In another, he
made it his mission to steal every lit-
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tle girl’s wand before using it as a
sword. It became apparent that as
much as I tried to offer him a broad /
blueprint of what it means to be a |

boy, he was not meant to be the .'

J

Competition closes November 14, 2021. Terms and conditions apply. Image credit: Nick Hook.

gentle dancing type. J
Then, four weeks ago, g ./
our second son arrived into S
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At ballet he

Why did my son have to be
such a stereotypical male?

the world, weighing a hefty 91b 11oz. It’s
obviously too early to know what his
personality will be like and if he’ll be as
full-on as his brother, but I do have my
concerns. I have visions of them team-
ing up and chasing me around the
kitchen island with Power Ranger
swords and water pistols and causing
double the mischief at soft play.

And, aside from the day-to-day hur-
dles of raising small boys, there are
more long-term worries on my mind.
The pressure to shape both of my sons
into well-rounded, kind and empa-
thetic men feels massive. If I had girls, I
would have been clear on my role as
their mother: to raise them to be strong
and independent and never at the
mercy of a man. But with boys? It feels
more complicated.

God forbid they should end up being
yobbish football hooligans who expect
their future spouses to fetch and carry

ing, dirt-covered boy who, while caring ma de Zt }ll S after them. I want them to understand
and affectionate, has taken me well out their privilege while using it for the bet-
of my comfort zone. 1T, ter. So, how do I teach them to be confi-

He’s physical, energetic and usually mission to dent without being entitled? Strong yet
tl;le; 1(zine at sof[t }?ltay that céobbe}x;s sntlﬁller Steal every emoticl)lnfllly (gperi? gVe}l{l_ rénin(g:l d
children with ey and pushes them | il | oouh o net only be kind io the

own the slide. I think I've apologise ittle gzr S women in their lives but allies, too:
to probably 80 per cent of the parents in And how do I learn how to feel more
south-west London and been told off by wand and at ease in a boy’s world while making
about half as many - or at least it . sure my sons feel
feels that way. His useitas a equally at
boyishness is innate home in a
and full-on, and I'm just - S word woman’s? -
o



