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Rachel Stroud

AND THE AWARD
for least surprising piece
of news so far this decade

goes to…Charles and Camilla’s
decision to marry! Thanks to the
legions of royal reporters, biogra-
phers, speculators and general
hangers-on (yes, Paul Burrell, I
mean you) who are constantly
available for comment, we were
all aware of exactly what was
going to happen years before
Charles asked the footman to
fetch a cushion so that he could
get down on one knee. 

In light of this, it seems odd
that there has been such a fuss
made of the
whole…ahem…affair (sorry,
Charles; cheap shot). I have seen
more media polls (most of them
showing moderate disapproval)
on the subject in a fortnight than
on the war in Iraq in two years,
and it says something about the
British relationship to monarchy
that everyone seems to have an
opinion on the morality of the sit-
uation, and seems fully con-
vinced of their right to comment
on it.

So what exactly is it that
makes the convoluted relation-
ships and private lives of the
Windsors so much more our busi-

ness, and so much more interest-
ing, than those of any other fami-
ly?

The royals are public figures.
An inherent aspect of their role is
to represent their subjects, and as
such we should be entitled to
comment on their behaviour. But
the two words of which the
phrase “public figure” is com-
prised should surely suggest
some kind of distinction between
which aspects of royal lives that
the public should be entitled to
access and criticize, and which
should remain firmly in the
realms of their own business. 

Yes, the monarchy has “pub-
lic” responsibilities. Charity work
and diplomacy are areas in which
they represent the British people,
and as such they should be
accountable to those people when
working in these fields. However,
they are also human “figures”
who have a right equal to our
own to conduct private and fami-
ly lives in which their roles and
actions are not representative of
their subjects, and which should,
as a result, be off-limits for public
scrutiny.

Of course, it’s not that simple.
The Royal Family are like the
BBC: a state-funded institution.
The public’s financial stake in
these institutions, it would seem,
gives them a right to criticize pro-
gramming schedules. However,
when it comes to the Royal

Family, if their dramas are too
dull for us, then we don’t have
the luxury of other channels to
tune into. And unavoidably, the
public workings of the monarchy
are never quite as interesting as
the hidden private ones. With
regard to the royals, the nation
has a greater fondness for soap-
opera than documentary. 

We feel that our investment in
the Queen and her family justifies
our criticism of them, but our atti-
tude toward them has changed:
we have, perhaps foolishly,
applied our approach to the BBC
(a corporation) to the Queen and
co. (human beings. Honest). We
expect our money to provide not
only representation, but also
entertainment. 

Having monitored this situa-
tion, I feel Prince Harry has been
the first and most successful in
cottoning on to this and is cur-
rently providing the best value
for money. Despite the fact that
the fees for his Eton education -
funded by his grandmother’s
humble subjects - purchased only
two mediocre A-level results, his
irresponsible pot-smoking, wom-
anizing, fascist-dressing antics
(and strangely unnoticed 24-
month “gap-year”) have provid-

ed endless potential for delighted
public disapproval. All in all, I bet
Grandad Philip, Duke of
Edinburgh and King of the
Inappropriate Remark (if not of
England), is very proud of the
way his successor is shaping up,
and at such a young age, too.
The fact is, we love feeling that
we have the right to criticize. The
royals are fun because we can feel
uniquely legitimate and justified
in criticizing their actions. And
they have other uses, too. Say
what you like about how the
Monarchy is weird, irrelevant,
outdated, pointless, and a waste
of public money, it is nevertheless
a useful barrier between British
society and the kind of American-
style political structure of which
President - sorry, Prime Minister -
Blair seems to be such an advo-
cate. 

While the Windsors continue
to provide their own particular
brand of family drama to satisfy
the public fascination for dynasty
and scandal, we can get this out
of our system before undertaking
the serious task of electing some-
one else to run the country who is
actually up to the job. This way
we can have the best of both
worlds, keeping incompetents
with interesting family connec-
tions in the gossip columns where
they belong, but out of positions
in which they have enough prac-
tical power to be dangerous. 
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IDON’T KNOW about you, but I
generally find the bus journey
to and from campus to be pretty

dull. I was therefore not entirely
displeased when a recent late-night
trip back from Coventry was inter-
rupted by an ‘incident’. I don’t want
to get your hopes up; the event itself
wasn’t that interesting, but by com-
parison with the normal 20-min-
utes-of-staring-out-the-window-oh-
look-there’s-a-dog, it was an
absolute blast.

The bus has just pulled into a
stop and sucked in its normal
throng of revellers. A young chap in
a baseball cap, somewhere in the
vicinity of 16, comes bouncing up

the stairs and heads straight for the
back row where he hides behind
another passenger. One minute later
the driver sticks his head up the
stairwell and starts shouting that
Cap doesn’t have a valid bus pass.
Cap protests his innocence. The
driver states that the bus will not be
be moving until Cap gets off, then
stomps downstairs. 

At this point the expected tirade
of abuse begins. Cap holds his
ground, maintains his pass is valid.
A large man with a grin approaches
Cap and tells him to get off. They
have a bit of wrestle then the large
man punches Cap in the head. A few
moments later Cap is ejected from
the bus by a Transport Authority
Figure. 

This story serves well as a
reminder of an old dictum: know
when to choose your fights. Is this a
battle that you can win? More
importantly, are the stakes really
worth fighting for? In our story, Cap
really should have accepted that he
wasn’t getting a ride. His stubborn-
ness simply earned him a blow to
the face and ultimately made him
look like twice the loser he already
was.

At the same time, it is equally
important to make sure that the
causes you champion are worthy of
the attention. A case in point is the
recent National Student Survey.
What, pray tell, was all the fuss
about? I, like every other finalist,
was encouraged via email “TO OPT
OUT AT THE EARLIEST POSSIBLE
STAGE” because “finalists should
not be pressurised so close to
exams”. I very nearly did opt out,
but in the end I decided to take the
survey anyway (and yes, I know
curiosity killed the cat).

The test took me less than four
minutes. Much of that time was
spent writing in the comments sec-
tion, which was optional. If you feel
“pressurised” by a four-minute mul-
tiple-choice test, I don’t rate your
chances in a two-hour exam. I gen-
uinely appreciate the efforts made
by the University and the Union to
look out for all of us, but the ruckus
made here (which, I gather, follows
similar protests at Oxbridge and
Bristol University, among others)
was a bit silly. To make mountains
out of such molehills will only serve
to undermine student faith in simi-
lar warnings in the future.

INJUSTICE IS A terrible thing.
Like when they remade Planet of
the Apes. Oh the humanity! That’s

an extreme example of course, but
lesser forms of such cruelty are per-
petrated every day, even within the
supposedly enlightened community
of Warwick University. The newly
formed Niceness and All-Round
Adorability Committee, NICANAL-
R O U N A D O R A B I L I C O M M I T T
(you’ll have seen our posters),
understands the problems faced by
persecuted minorities. In my dual
role as President of the aforemen-
tioned acronymious committee and
Lord High Columnist at the Boar, I
hope to preach what I practise, prac-
tise what I preach, stamp out all
racism, homophobia and sexism on
campus, and, most importantly of
all, prevent any more complaint let-
ters, or any letters written by physics
students (esp. black, gay or female
ones), getting published in this
newspaper. But these are generali-
ties. Specifically:

1No More Nastiness. If you think
I haven’t noticed the distinct rise
in nastiness that has taken place

over the last few months, then you
really are a useless fucking tool with
‘no clue whatsoever’. From now on I
don’t want to see any more scowling,
resentful, constrainedly murderous
expressions on people’s faces, either
when I catch the bus in the morning,
or when I arrive at my lectures, or
when I’m counting out the change
from my Journeyman’s Penny Pouch

in Costcutter, or when I’m doing my
crucial euphonium practice at some
perfectly reasonable, non-anti-social
early-morning hour, or in my
dreams. I also don’t want to hear
anyone whispering nasty things
(along the lines of ‘why don’t you
turn round and face me you little tit-
wank?’) behind anyone else’s back.
That’s just cowardly.

2Much More Loveliness. Try
this: the next time someone
pushes in front of you in a

queue, allows (in what may seem,
and indeed be, a calculated manner)
a door to slam in your face, demands
that you lend them an
admittedly large, but
by no means unrea-
sonable considering
the shit I’m going
through at the
moment, amount of
money, or puts on a
frighteningly effec-
tive ‘you’ costume and
then seduces and
impregnates ‘your’ girlfriend, sister,
great-aunt and tortoise, within the
space of one month…the next time
all this happens, I say, resist the urge
to get angry. Instead, try smiling to
yourself and forgetting all about it.
Whoever has committed these mis-
demeanours is likely to be your
moral and intellectual superior and
is clearly very fertile indeed, and
therefore of incalculable value to this
under-populated little world we live
in.

3Positive Discrimination.
Discrimination is positive as
long as it’s the right person dis-

criminating and the right people
being discriminated against. The fol-
lowing are henceforth denied all
Union privileges, as well as access to
all campus vending machines except
the ones owned by Nestlé: my ex-
housemates; my ex-girlfriend
(because I’ve, like, SO moved on
since we came to a mutual agreement
that we each needed some space); my
current girlfriend, wherever she is;
Germaine Greer; anyone from the
University or Students’ Union wel-
fare services, because they’ve got it
in for me; the Boar Deputy Editor, for

the same reason; the Boar
Editor, who always had it in

for me when she was the
Deputy Editor; Rachel
Stroud, who eats into my
page; Janan Ganesh; Dr
Chris; in fact, all the peo-
ple on the Boar who

signed the ‘Isn’t It About
Time We Lynched Hugo?’

petition; and Simon Lucas, until
he provides an adequate response to
my Valentine. 

4Cosier Campus, Bigger Boar.
Now that there will be fewer
and better columnists on The

Hugo Times (new name to be phased
in imperceptibly), we can focus our
attention on the issues that really
matter to the fewer and better stu-
dents at Warwick. Like getting me
laid.

Dead white man HHuuggoo  FFiittcchh makes his voice heard

The nation has a greater fondness
for soap-opera than documentary

Sequal flopps 
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