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Rachel Stroud

WE LOVE HER, just
as she is. And that’s
why we’re getting

our Absolutely Enormous
Pants in a twist about the
general release of Bridget
Jones: The Edge of Reason last
week. 

Bridget’s appeal is not
only that of a popular charac-
ter. She has progressed
through the various ranks of
cultural icon-hood to become
a British Institution. Like all
the best works of fiction, the
true genius of Helen
Fielding’s comic creation lies
in its essential truth. We can
all recognize aspects of the
hapless young female ‘single-
ton’, struggling simultane-
ously to be both feminist and
feminine.

There will be those who
say that Bridget’s dippy
demeanor and bumbling
incompetence at, well, most
things really, creates a
derogatory image of modern
woman as being dysfunction-
al and scatty. To which I

would reply that though she
may be all of the above, she
copes just fine. This feminist
heroine consistently falls
back on exactly the things
that a girl knows she can
always rely on - chocolate,
vodka and her friends. Ok,
yells Fielding through the
medium of Bridget, so
women are dysfunctional.
But men are even more so.
They aren’t any better at cop-
ing with the confusion of the
real world, and they’ve not
been smart enough to estab-
lish a similar support net-
work for themselves.

Bridget’s bumbling
attempts at pursuing an
Exciting Career in Television
whilst simultaneously nego-
tiating pressure from parents
and Smug Marrieds alike to
Find a Husband expose a
dilemma at the heart of what
it is to be a woman in the
post-patriarchal, post-femi-
nist 21st century. In the 1950s,
the male bachelor was readily
accepted, and often applaud-
ed as such, while the single
woman was expected to Find
a Husband. Both principles
seem still to apply today,
despite being confusingly
less explicit. 

Despite this, the modern
day counterpart of the 1950s

woman can no longer rely on,
or comfortably allow, the
Bachelor to seek her out and
simply sweep her off her feet.
The modern woman is liber-
ated, and therefore able (and
fully expected) to go out and
snare him for herself, not
with flattering words,
dropped handkerchiefs or the
obvious batting of eyelids,
but by flirting, refusing dates
and pretending not to be
interested. She is also expect-
ed to be as - if not more - com-
petent at this process (and at
everything else including the
management of her own suc-
cessful career) as men,
despite having, oh, a few cen-
turies less practice at it. In
addition to this, she must
retain more ‘traditional’
skills, such as cooking and
entertaining (remember the
blue soup?), and ‘looking
after’ Mr Right (or Mr Darcy,
to give him his new name)
once she has succeeded in
catching him.

Add to this the fact that

men aren’t what they used to
be, either. The rise of the lib-
erated women has seen the
decline in numbers of chival-
rous gentlemen with honor-
able and openly-stated inten-
tions, and now success at the
Dating Game means learning
to traverse, with confidence,
a minefield of the treacherous
and lecherous (i.e. Daniel
Cleaver) against the clock.
The remaining singleton sec-
onds slip away, advancing
with terrifying swiftness
toward the time limit which
will socially confirm the sin-
gle thirty-something woman
as a Spinster. 

How, you cry, is it possi-
ble to negotiate all this with-
out making an idiot of your-
self? Answer: it isn’t, and we
wouldn’t have it any other
way. We love watching
Bridget’s valiant attempts
because we are laughing not
only at her, but also at our-
selves. And not taking your-
self to seriously is, after all,
what the Bridget Jones phe-
nomenon is all about. Despite
being the Last Person You
Should Ask For Advice on
Life Ever, she has one crucial
lesson to teach us:
Humiliation is temporary,
but there will be chocolate in
the fridge forever.

SPECULATION IS RIFE
as to the future of
Warwick Blogs after it

was this week discovered
that several students are
using their blogs as plat-
forms for inciting violence
against the elderly, the
homeless and all things
green. Extremist students
have also posted messages
campaigning for the re-
release of Care Bears: The
Movie, prompting Union
officials to raise concerns
about the monitoring of the
blogs. 

Warwick University has
had, up until now, a notori-
ously high number of home-
less students squatting on
campus. Students who had
been kicked out of halls for
cannabis use mainly end up
in the cardboard shanty
town that sprung up by the
Rootes lakes last winter.
Numbers mysteriously
started to fall this autumn,
as more and more students
failed to return to their
shacks after venturing to the
makeshift toilets outside
International House. A Boar

investigation followed the
drag marks to a web
address, and, with our tech-
nical skills at their limits,
surmised that the address
was in fact a Warwick Blog
one. After further snooping,
it transpired that the owner
of the blog, Shirley K.
Shirley, had posted many a
message about the ‘home-
less scourge that should be
flushed out, like the hair
that gets stuck in the plug-
hole of the shower. And you
just wish your housemates
would pick it up and throw
it out, but no one does and
eventually the hair grows
into a carpet for the shower
floor. And then you’re
fucked. That’s when the rub-
ber gloves come out, and it’s
either you or the hair.’ 

Following these revela-
tions, Shirley, a third year
Beauty Therapy student, has
this week been expelled
from the Union for using his
blog to further his vendetta.
But this reporter thought
there was more to the story
than first met the eye. After
an extended visit with

Shirley in the new high secu-
rity wing of the Union, the
Boar can exclusively reveal

that the University has been
working in cahoots with the
extremist students to rid the
campus of the ‘dope fiends,
who will resort to rape and
pillage to get money for
their next fix.’ 

Speaking exclusively to
the Boar, Shirley had no
qualms about ratting out his
collaborators. ‘Those biscuit-
lovers in the Press Office
have been funding the entire
campaign. They were sick
and tired of all the media
hype surrounding the
cannabis issue and wanted
the problem gone - and
quickly. So I developed an
elaborate plan that could

almost infallibly go wrong,
that transformed the home-
less scourge into electrons

and protons and trapped
them in my blog. There they
are forced to undergo online
therapy for their addictions,
and sing Gloria Estefan
songs while holding little
electron hands and swaying.
Ingenious really. But now
the Press Office bastards are
denying all knowledge of
me. I’ll show them: when I
get my hands on them, I
swear I’ll…’ At this point,
Shirley began straightening
his hair and thus lost his
train of thought. But I’m
sure that the Press Office
had better beware: he is very
skilled with a pair of tweez-
ers.

The Darkness Online
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IHAVE RECENTLY
come into possession of
a rather flash mobile

phone. It’s got a built-in
camera, bright colour
screen, realistic ring-tones,
thermo-nuclear capability -
all the good stuff. As fun as
all these features are, there
is one aspect to my new
gadget that I regard as a
major cause for concern: in
addition to storing a huge
number of received text
messages, my shiny little
box keeps a disturbing
record of every text that I
send out.

When I first discovered
this ability, it appeared to
be a force for Good, not
Evil. After all, I was now
able to remind myself of
any commitments I’d made
- and more importantly,
who I’d made them with.
Anyone who has ever bad-
mouthed an associate in a
text and then inadvertently
sent it to them (rather than
the intended recipient) will

appreciate this factor - at
least you’ll know what
you’ve done before shit
meets fan. Yes sir, I saw this
library of correspondence
as a Definitely Good
Thing. Then I went club-
bing.

Over the course of his-
tory humankind has devel-
oped a curious (but vitally
important) social tradition
known as The Morning
After The Night Before.
Convention dictates a spe-
cial code of conduct to be
followed in the daylight
hours that follow a heavy
evening of “havin’ it large”.
If, in your hung-over state,
you should be unfortunate
enough to encounter some-
one who you may or may
not have spoken to the pre-
vious night, the protocol is
as follows: keep your head
down, avoid eye contact if
possible and wear an
expression that mixes 50
per cent guilt with 50 per
cent sympathy - this allows

for both your shame and
for theirs. If you absolutely
have to speak, mumble
something suitably banal
and be on your way.

Until now, this ancient
practice has served our
species well. I say ‘until
now’ because the advent of
the camera phone - and its
insidious logging of sent
messages - has enabled the
return of the demon we all
seek to repress: The Truth.
Now when we wake up in a
pool of our own amino
acids we will inevitably
discover that the details of
our crash will have been
kept safe in our own spe-
cial black box. Worse still,
the fact that pretty much
everyone will own a cam-
era-phone in the near
future means that the asso-
ciated press (i.e. your
mates) will all have exclu-
sive pictures of your fall
from grace.

Oh sure, there is a cer-
tain (masochistic) pleasure

in playing detective on the
morning after the carnage,
but as with Guy Pierce’s
amnesiac in Memento, the
truth may be something we
don’t want to find. A diffi-
cult choice is facing us:
either we learn to socialise
in a controlled and respon-
sible manner, or otherwise
face the painful reality of
our actions. I don’t know
about you, but I’m scared.

Neon Kelly

The Boar would like to
apologise for any offense
caused by the Hugo Fitch
articles “Frightline”
(issue 06) and “They
Know” (issue 07). Both
these articles were
intended as humourous
satire and furthermore
represented the (grossly
exaggerated) views of the
character created by the
writer, as opposed to any
editorial line or endorse-
ment from the paper
itself. 


