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Friday 2 January
As home-grown New Year festivities reached full frenzy 

too late for 1 January’s papers, today the Daily Mail makes 
up for lost time with a double-page spread depicting worse-
for-wear revellers.

While the blokes pictured are, to a man, bloodied, the 
laaaaydies are comatose with drink. And not a coat or 
scarf among them. Any could be a successor to Drunk 
Girl1, whose image illustrates a thousand articles on binge 
drinking.

One in particular could be Drunk Girl’s sister, and 
her image will no doubt be added to the Mail’s stockpot. 
She sits on the pavement in her party frock, high heels 
and opaque tights (sensible choice). Her head rests in her 
hands, hair flopping forward, obscuring her face. And in 
the background, a discarded can of Carling gleams in the 
sulphuric light of a street lamp.

In other news, a mini-epic (is such a thing possible?) 
of a headline. “They’re one of the countryside’s most 
majestic sights - but ravenous, sexually voracious deer are 
laying waste to vast swathes of Britain. So is it time to start 
slaughtering these...” 

Wait for it... wait for it...

“... VANDALS WITH ANTLERS”

Yes, countless wild deer are munching their way through 
the vineyards, market gardens and woodlands of Britain 
- “more than at any time since Edward the Confessor sat on 
the throne in the 11th Century”.

An extraordinary claim, perhaps the most extraordinary 
unit of measure used since, er, Edward the Confessor sat on 
the throne in the 11th Century.

Friday 9 January
Probably. A word that is rich in promise. An adroit 

newspaper sub-editor can sprinkle it like fairy dust and 
transform even a humble nib� into a tastebud-tickling 
amuse-bouche.

The Times deploys this fairy-dust to great effect with 
the headline “Aliens probably not to blame for mangled 
turbine”.

Is your mouth watering? Rarely does interesting-thing-
didn’t-happen make the newspapers, but when interesting-

� A young woman who, unfortunately for her, chose to become 
crapulent in an unidentified High Street on the night a press photographer 
was on the prowl to find images to illustrate the rise of Binge Britain. Her 
slumped figure, hair conveniently concealing identifying features, is now a 
staple component throughout the moral panic of 24-hour drinking. Yes, that’s 
her on the cover.
2 News in brief.

thing-didn’t-happen involves a damaged wind turbine, freak 
weather conditions, and unexplained lights in the sky, it 
does. 

The playful scamps at the Sun go all out with headlines 
such as “Close encounters of the turbine” today and 
yesterday’s “UFO hits wind turbine”, but for a serious paper 
of record such as the Times, the word “probably” is needed 
to green-light such silliness.

The Daily Telegraph deploys a question mark to similar 
effect: “Lights in the sky and a broken wind turbine: 
evidence of little green men?” 

The Sun itself, though, is in a cheeky mood. After the 
Guardian’s director of digital content, Emily Bell, blogged 
that the lights seen near the turbine were actually fireworks 
at her father’s 80th birthday, the red-top brands her theory 
ridiculous. 

And describes her only as “a local blogger for a small 
newspaper group...”

Paper Monitor shouldn’t laugh. Or not quite so heartily.

Friday 16 January 
Those who regularly knock on Paper Monitor’s door will 

know of the concept of the news carnival� - a serendipitous 
confluence of events that fall into the lap of waiting news 
editors. 

Step up to the podium the Airbus in the Hudson story. 
Let’s just spend a moment or two unpicking the remarkable 
elements of this story that combine to make it so much 
more than the sum of its parts.

 
• The heroic pilot, guiding his stalled and fully-

laden passenger jet through the skyscrapers of New York
• Said pilot has the best pilot’s name ever: Captain 

Chesley B “Sully” Sullenberger the Third
• Everyone gets out alive and largely unhurt
• IT’S NEW YORK! for goodness’ sake
• A city so cool even its mayor is an experienced 

pilot, able to comment knowledgeably on the drama
• There’s the money shot - a picture of the plane 

in the water, with the city’s buildings as a back-drop and 
passengers huddled on the wings

• The timing - well within the comfort zone for 
morning paper deadline, but significantly after most people 
have left their internet-news enabled work stations for the 
day

The Times notes the photograph circulated around the 
globe after citizen snapper Janis Krums took it on his (yes, 

� Previous News Carnivals include the time the then Sun editor 
allegedly assaulted her then husband, Ross Kemp, after running a campaign 
against domestic violence. And that time an 82-year-old man was bundled out 
of the Labour party conference.
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on something as facile as appearance.

Well, yes and no.

Step forward Rachida Dati, the former French justice 
minister who has confessed to a friend that she’s bored with 
working as a Euro MP.

So underwhelming is the news value of someone feeling 
jaded about a job in the EU that the rest of the press seem to 
have passed this one by. Even the Independent, with its rich 
pro-European credentials, has given it a wide berth.

But Dati - with her smouldering Beatrice Dalle1-ish eyes, 
black mohair sweater and glossy red lipstick - is today’s 
Guardian cover girl.

Talking of stories which most of the other papers overlook, 
the Sun gives half a page to an update on the Hillsborough 
tragedy on 1989.

In many minds, the paper is inextricably linked with its 
erroneous reporting of the event. It later apologised, but its 
mistake led to a widespread and long-standing boycott of the 
paper in Merseyside.

Now, though, it stands alone in keeping readers up to speed 
with latest developments in the story.

Back at the Indy, the paper boasts an interview with chess 
grandmaster Viktor Korchnoi, and goes big on the Russian’s 
fear that “computers will be the death of chess”.

Paper Monitor feels as if has been catapulted back to a 198� 
edition of Tomorrow’s World.

Didn’t Deep Blue long ago prove the superiority of a 
computational device over the human brain when it comes to 
the matter of moving ornaments around a game board?

©BBC MMIX

� Star of  steamy French film Betty Blue. Last seen in poster of said film 
gracing the walls of countless student digs in the late 80s/early 90s.

you read it right the first time, a man called Janis) iPhone and 
uploaded it to Twitter. There was so much interest, Twitter 
crashed.

What’s more, Mr Krums (why don’t British people ever 
have names like this?) wrote on his blog only last Saturday 
how one of his new year’s resolutions was to “have over 1,000 
followers on Twitter”.

Now that’s one resolution he can tick off the to-do list a 
little earlier than expected.

But there is one paper untroubled by such goings-on, 
perhaps because everyone involved is sensibly dressed, it 
being mid-winter in New York. Yes, it’s the Daily Sport 
– bought for Lembit Opik’s new political column.

But first, an observation - my, what a lot of boobs. There is a 
Page Three Girl, of course - Jamie Leigh, 19, �4F-�4, ��, from 
Colchester. A Front Page Girl. A Weather Girl. A Porn Girl in 
an article on jobs that will weather the credit crunch. A “Bonus 
Babe” on page nine. And not one but two topless chicks to 
illustrate Lembit’s musings, a pair of cheeky girls named 
Gemma and Ashlea Massey, who the LibDem MP proposes 
sending out on Segways to “spread happiness in a ��-mile 
range without a recharge”.

In fact, it would be quicker to list the pages that don’t have 
any bared bosoms. Four and five. Six. And some, but not all, 
pages in the Sport section.

Back to Lembit’s column. Clearly written before the plane 
ditched into the Hudson, he bangs on about “Bolshy” Boris 
Johnson’s idea to build a new airport in the middle of the 
Thames, and what might happen when sea levels rise. “At least 
that would make it worth listening to the life vest briefing.”

Lembit, Paper Monitor will be listening very carefully 
indeed next time it takes to the air. Preferably with Captain 
Chesley B “Sully” Sullenberger III at the helm.

Tuesday 20 January
Just when you thought Obamania had reached its peak 

during the election frenzy of November, it gets a whole 
lot more maniacal. On the day of the 44th US president’s 
inauguration, one may be forgiven for thinking that this is a 
UK event, judging by the excitement in the press.

The Daily Telegraph offers an exclusive deal on buying 
both the president-elect’s autobiographies. Plus, a two-page 
guide to the day’s proceedings. Plus tomorrow there will be 
an eight-page souvenir inauguration supplement. Plus a free 
Barack Obama story DVD. That’s quite a handful of goodies 
for Obama devotees - which if the media interest reflects that 
of the public, is absolutely everyone in the world, bar a handful 
that it’s agreed are just being contrary. 

The Telegraph, which one might think has more affinity 

with the Grand Old Party, is even rivalling the Guardian in its 
enthusiasm for the new president.

But do not for a moment imagine that the Guardian has 
been usurped as Obama-lover-in-chief. Heaven forbid. No, its 
pole position is safe, what with its front, and first few pages, 
plus the entire G�, dedicated to the big day. Even the news that 
a significant British bank is in trouble gets little more than an 
aside on one’s first glance at the paper. 

The Times goes extreme in its historical context, taking it 
right back to the Roman Empire, comparing some of today’s, 
and yesterday’s, leaders to the emperors. Tony Blair is the 
long-serving Augustus, David Cameron is privileged Nero and 
Richard Nixon is the mad Caligula. 

But back to the man of the moment - Obama. He is 
apparently Emperor Titus personified. “Titus had such winning 
ways - perhaps inborn, perhaps cultivated subsequently, or 
conferred on him by fortune - that he became an object of 
universal love and adoration.” No mention of the emperor’s 
less than complimentary nickname of “Titus the wicked” then.

It is an interesting concept, harking back to the classical 
ages when referring to modern day politicians, if possibly a 
little �0081.  

Thursday 22 January 
Aspersions have previously been cast on Paper Monitor’s 

education. And this has happened as recently as Monday, when 
one was accused of not knowing the difference between a 
glockenspiel and a vibraphone�. 

So after being brought up short by this sentence - “The PM 
was sounding besotted. Were other Europeans as twitterpated?” 
in the Times political sketch - one’s first reaction is not 
“Twitterpated? Pass me a dictionary so I may add to my 
already ample... [pause for effect] vocabulary!” No, instead 
your columnist moodily sees this as yet further evidence of 
ignorance.

But gloom be gone. Even the most planet-brained of the 
team in Monitor Towers - who eats dictionaries for breakfast 
and snacks on Latin conjugations - fails to provide a definition 
(although, never willing to be defeated, mutters “sounds 
vaguely familiar...”).

While “twitterpated” is not listed in the OED, it is in the 
Urban Dictionary, the most popular definition being “the 
flighty exciting feeling you get when you think about/see the 
object of your affection”. Another poster adds that Beatrix 
Potter uses it to describe Squirrel Nutkin skipping through 
the leaves. And another says it refers to someone who updates 
their 
� When classically educated Boris Johnson was elected London mayor 
in May 2008, the Magazine asked what lessons a modern politician can learn 
from antiquity.
2 After Paper Monitor marked Tony Hart’s passing with a memorial 
rendition of the Vision On theme tune. On the wrong instrument.
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Twitter feed a lot. All of which seem apt in the circumstances1. 

Meanwhile, a Russian ex-spy has bought the Evening 
Standard, a local London paper, for £1 - twice its cover price. 
Ah, the strange economics of newspapers. Paper Monitor last 
week bought a glossy magazine in a high street newsagent, yet 
got a £1 discount for buying the Standard as well. 

Nor is it the only organ to offer a copy as an amuse-bouche, 
whetting taste buds in the hope that you buy again. Last 
summer, when thirsty at an airport, Paper Monitor bought the 
Daily Telegraph. Because it came with a side order of bottled 
water.

Monday 9 February
Where do you get your copy of Metro?� Does the local bus 

driver have a stack on the dash? Or do you join the scrum 
around the boxes at the station (get there too late, and the only 
copies left are the strays on the train, dog-eared and possibly in 
need of de-worming)?

But if you are Gordon Brown - morning, prime minister 
- there is no unseemly elbowing necessary. Not because he 
doesn’t read Metro, but because he’s signed up for doorstep 
deliveries.

In an entirely natural quote, which carries not one whiff of 
having been crafted in the Number 10 press office, Mr Brown 
tells paperboy/reporter John Higginson he is an avid reader of 
the letters page in particular.

“It is important that the voice of those Metro readers is 
heard,” the paper quotes the PM as saying, “which is why 
ministers in our government read Metro every day.”

The article adds cabinet office minister Liam Byrne is trying 
to find a way to distribute Metro across Whitehall so “everyone 
at the heart of government gets the same chance” to read it. 

Paper Monitor has a suggestion: use public transport. This 
offers an unrivalled opportunity to grab your own Metro, and 
also experience first-hand what its letter-writers often have a 
beef with. 

So here are the issues troubling Metro’s letter-writers and 
text-your-brainers on this day. Why do some men sit on trains 
with their legs so far apart? Why no camouflage trousers in the 
shops? Grrr, bonuses for “fat cat” bankers. Are you listening, 
Mr Brown?

And finally, on your behalf, Paper Monitor dutifully bought 
the Daily Mail on Saturday and watched its free DVD of the 

� Monitor letter writer Jenny, of Chicago, wrote: “Paper Monitor, perhaps 
you were so traumatised by Bambi’s mother being shot that you have forgotten 
the owl warning the adolescent and hormonal Bambi, Thumper and Flower that 
‘nearly everyone gets twitterpated in the springtime’.”
2 Distributed free each weekday morning in Birmingham, Brighton, 
Cardiff, Edinburgh, Glasgow, Leeds,  London, Manchester, Liverpool, Tyne and 
Wear, Sussex, Sheffield, Nottingham, Bristol and Bath.

Dam Busters, all with the aim of journalistic investigation as 
to whether it would censor the name of Guy Gibson’s dog. But 
no, the name was there in all its uncomfortable glory. (When 
ITV showed the film in 2001, it got into trouble for excising 
the name.�) 

How will Peter Jackson handle this issue in the remake 
which is reportedly in production (with a screenplay by 
Stephen Fry, IMDB tells us)? Now the only remaining issue is 
how to get rid of the Dam Busters’ March earworm4. 

* UPDATE 150� GMT: For some time Paper Monitor has 
been meaning to launch a “strange names in the news” strand. 
What better excuse to kick things off than the photographer’s 
byline in the Metro: Gretel Insignia.

Friday 13 February
Love is in the air. It might be Friday the 1�th. We might be 

in the midst of a global recession. But there are reasons to be 
cheerful (and Paper Monitor is not referring to the welcome 
but mysterious absence in today’s papers of anyone claiming 
to have devised a formula to prove that this is the most 
depressing Friday the 1�th on record). 

No, the reason for general springs in steps is leurve. What 
a treat to have a Valentine’s Day on a Saturday. A long lie-
in, perhaps? A special lunch? Perhaps a long walk in the 
countryside, arm-in-arm with a loved one (on one side) and a 
weekend supplement of one’s choice (on the other).

In fact the only downside of the day falling on a Saturday 
is that it denies us the chance to share our annual Snookums 
Challenge in which the unromantic among us have the chance 
to show just how little we care5.

But that diversion aside, let’s look to HM Press for reasons 
to get in the mood.

Best not start with the Sun, which has a story about a 
1�-year-old boy who has become a father�. Paper Monitor 
suspects this alone does not justify its position on the front 
page, as it’s probably more common than one might think. It’s 
the fact that the boy looks about five years younger than his 
actual years. 

And while we’re not reading the Sun, make sure you don’t 
turn to page 11, which has photos of mum-of-14 children 
Nadya Suleman pregnant with her octuplets. It’s quite some 
bump, so much so that it will clearly put any ideas of anything 
going on over the weekend firmly out of mind.

� One of the few who hasn’t seen Dam Busters? The dog in question is 
a black lab.
4 Translation of Ohrwurm - German term for a song or tune you can’t 
get out of your head.
� Sample entry: “Thnx for txt bnnykns. No, dnt thnk frgottn anything. 
Mttng bys 4 drnk after wk. Cu L8r. smoochi xx Stig, London”
6 He later found out he wasn’t the baby’s father after all.

But he misses a glaringly obvious example in all his 
loooooong list of other people with great names for their 
chosen profession/pastime. No, not the Magazine’s on-
off nominative determinism strand in its letters page1, 
but Tiger Woods himself. Tiger. Who has just admitted to 
“transgressions”. Purr it to yourself.

Monday 7 December
Newspapers have long practised syndication as a means of 

making their content go further, but the Guardian seems to be 
breaking new ground today with an editorial that also appears 
in 55 other newspapers around the world. 

Media moguls with an eye to economies of scale will 
doubtless be rubbing their hands - could this be the answer 
to all our woes... just one newspaper for the world’s entire 
population?

The front page editorial is such a big deal for the Guardian, 
it has given over almost its entire front page* to the column.

Unfortunately, at least for those fretting about the alleged 
toxicity of one of this year’s best selling Christmas presents, 
Mr Squiggles, the Go Go Hamster is not the subject at the 
heart of this impressive exercise in global consensus forming.

In fact, it’s the UN summit on climate change in 
Copenhagen, which starts on Monday. 

The Guardian is more than a tad pleased with the syndicated 
leader, particularly as it was the prime mover in getting it 
organised. 

And bearing in mind the juvenile kick Paper Monitor gets 
from newspapers writing about themselves, deputy editor Ian 
Katz’s article about how the project was co-ordinated makes 
fascinating reading.

No “first-rank US paper” was willing to sign up, British-
Italian relations were hardly enhanced by a glancing reference 
to “what your dad did during the War”, and one American 
paper - which remains nameless - responded to a request to 
take part by telling the Brits to “Go to hell”.

If global warming is as bad as some predict, that might not 
be such a hike after all.

*A committed environmentalist would find it hard to fault 
the Guardian’s efforts today, except perhaps for the only other 
feature on the paper’s front page - Helen Mirren-designed 
wrapping paper. Can gift wrap ever be synonymous with green 
politics?

Monday 14 December

� Here’s just a taste: Neil Nightingale, head of the BBC Natural History 
Unit.

A dozen words into Caitlin Moran’s four-page feature in the 
Times, it’s obvious she didn’t get the interview with Simon 
Cowell. 

OK, Paper Monitor doesn’t know that for a fact, but has 
been around long enough to know that the words “...goes in 
search of...” seldom presage a piece in which there follows a 
face-to-face interview with the party being sought.

Further into Moran’s feature on Cowell, and his influence 
on the music business, she drops the phrase “according to 
all available paperwork” - which is a slightly fancy way of 
referring to what in the trade is known as a “cuttings job”, 
i.e. all the quotes in the article have appeared somewhere else 
before. In this case, it seems, a recent interview Cowell gave to 
GQ magazine.

As cuttings jobs go, however, it’s a thorough piece of work 
and is all nicely topped off with a photomontage of Cowell 
portrayed as a king, with his various courtiers.

Elsewhere, one paper takes it upon itself to go further than 
perhaps it legally ought to about the injunction obtained by 
Tiger Woods preventing UK media from publishing certain bits 
of information. 

The BBC’s report on the injunction on Friday said only 
this:  “Lawyers for US golfer Tiger Woods have obtained a UK 
injunction preventing certain information purportedly about 
him being published. 

“The order was granted by a judge at the High Court in 
London, and concerns alleged information which cannot be 
disclosed for legal reasons.”

In short, we can’t publish certain things about the 
appropriately named golfer, but more entertainingly we can’t 
tell you what kind of thing we’re not allowed to publish. 

News organisations in the US have obviously reported on 
the circumstances of the injunction and British newspapers 
appear happy to ignore it too.

It would obviously be naughty of us to identify who is 
trying it on over the injunction today. So we won’t.

But do expect lengthy discussions in media studies 
classrooms everywhere and a Roy Greenslade-style column or 
two.

Wednesday 16 December
If Keira Knightley is the average Daily Telegraph reader’s 

definition of all that’s right in a woman and Zara Phillips sets 
the pulses of the Daily Mail’s male audience racing, then who 
is the Guardian’s pin-up of choice?

Daft question of course. You’re average Guardianista would 
surely never fall into the trap of idolising a public figure based 
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Match the paper to the witty headline. Answers below.

1. “LETHAL DEFOE HAS WIGAN CALLING 999”
�. “JERMAIN DE-FIVE”
�. “HIGH FIVE”
4. “JERMAIN DEMAN”
5. “DEFOE FINDS THE ROAD TO WIGAN FEAR IS 

PAVED WITH GOALS”
�. “SPURS ON CLOUD NINE”
7. “DEFOE IS LOVING THE NINE TO FIVE”
8. “5-STAR DEFOE’S DEADLY SHOW”
9. “IT’S ALL NINE” 
10. “GOAL FORCE 9”

Answers:
1. Times
�. Mirror
�. Independent
4. Mirror
5. Times
�. Daily Telegraph
7. Daily Express
8. Daily Mail
9. Sun
10. Star

Thursday 26 November
If the Mail itself does nothing else today, it can revel in 

victory over its traditional rival. It narrowly beat the Daily 
Express team in the Press Gallery Pub Quiz held at Parliament 
last night. The Sun muddled in mid-table, and the Daily Mirror 
came alarmingly near the bottom.

Right, back to the task at hand. The Daily Star has an 
interview with a young mum it dubs “Britain’s laziest teen”. 
How does it know? The story sheds no light on the criteria it 
uses to name her “top slacker”. 

Meanwhile, here’s a headline from the Times that tells a 
story in its entirety, but which makes you want to read more, 
more, more:

“Judge rips up mortgage, wipes out $500,000 arrears and 
hands home to couple to punish ‘repulsive’ bank”

So who is this man sticking two judicial fingers up at a 
mighty financial institution? It’s one Judge Jeffrey Spinner, 
David to IndyMac Bank’s Goliath.

Get in, your honour. 

Tuesday 1 December
Q: When can a serious story about radioactive poisoning be 

played for laughs?
A: When it’s in a country far away and doesn’t involve 

identifiable victims.

That at least is a conclusion that could be drawn from the 
Times’ story about the actions of a disgruntled employee at an 
Indian nuclear power plant.

The worker is said to have contaminated the contents of a 
water cooler with a radioactive isotope.

Hardly LOL material, you might think... yet the Times 
embellishes the story with some of the hallmarks of a more 
jolly read:

• the drop intro. Instead of starting the story with the 
hard facts, i.e., 

• Fifty-five employees were given emergency medical 
treatment, and two are still in hospital, after drinking water 
poisoned by a disgruntled colleague

• it opts for a softer start:
• “The setting was humdrum, the office water cooler, 

scene of idle chat, gossip swapping and occasional jollity”
• The side-bar on workplace sabotage which embraces 

everything from an US postal worker killing 14 colleagues to 
the waggish antics of Bill Clinton’s aides who removed the 
“W” keys from computers before vacating the White House for 
George W Bush

• the cartoon - oh, yes - of a fish floating upside-down 
in a water cooler

Paper Monitor almost thought the whole story was just a bit 
of fun until it began to detail the risks of ingesting tritium - the 
substance in question. Long-term risks include: “increased 
occurrence of cancer and genetic abnormalities in the children 
of those exposed”

Gulp.

Thursday 3 December
The Daily Mail’s Craig Brown wades into the Tiger Woods 

saga via nominative determinism with a column entitled: 
“What’s in a name? Plenty if you’re a brazen hussy...” (There 
is something quite thrilling yet also arcane about typing the 
words “brazen hussy”, and Paper Monitor likes it. Rrrrrrrr!) 

“Generally I prefer people in the news to have names 
appropriate to their calling. So, well done Jaimee Grubbs, the 
American cocktail waitress who is claiming to have been to 
bed with Tiger Woods. 

“Highly commended awards in the perfect names stakes 
must also go to the other two women named as possible 
lovers of Mr Woods [Kalika Moquin and Rachel Uchitel]. 
The glamour model Abi Titmuss remains Britain’s greatest 
contribution to the genre, closely followed by Rebecca Loos. 
Likewise, Tara Palmer-Tomkinson - with its echoes of ta-
ra-raboomdee-ay - is the perfect name for an upper-class 
goodtime girl.”

Jodrell Bank Observatory

Also on a banned list is any story which advertises just 
how cheaply one can buy red roses. The Daily Mail says this 
year they can be bought for as little as 1�p a stem. But that 
information isn’t going to help either party: the rose-giver will 
not want to look tight, the rose-receiver will be sure to read it 
as a slap in the face from a tightwad. 

Go nowhere near the Times, either, which reports a falling 
rate of weddings. Good job Libby Purves is on hand to give 
us Darwin’s take on marriage: “My God it is intolerable to 
think of spending one’s whole life, like a neuter bee, working, 
working, & nothing after all. - No, no, won’t do. - Imagine 
living all one’s day solitarily in smoky dirty London House. 
- Only picture to yourself a nice soft wife on a sofa with good 
fire & books and music perhaps...”.

Add “weekend supplement” to that picture, and that’s 
something Paper Monitor can do business with. Enjoy, 
everyone.

Thursday 19 February
Back in October �005, Paper Monitor discussed the tying of 

the knot between Starbucks and the Guardian. The cappuccino 
conquistador evidently felt liberal was the way to go, dropping 
the Times as its paper of choice and consummating a new 
relationship with a series of free coffee offers for Guardian 
readers.

So did the appearance of the company’s logo on the 
front page of today’s Guardian trumpet further frappuccino 
freebies? Alas no - it was merely to draw readers to the paper’s 
treatment of a story featured in most of the papers detailing 
Lord Mandelson’s reported four-letter rebuke of Starbuck’s 
chairman, Howard Schultz, who had given a dismal review of 
the UK’s economy. “Latte Wars” reads the enticing promo.

On page six, Mr Schultz’s comments - that of all the 
countries Starbucks operates in, the economy of the UK is 
causing the company most concern - and Lord Mandelson’s 
football-fan riposte, is used as a jumping-off point for a two-
page spread analysing the relative economic performance of 
the countries Starbucks operates in, and the fall-out from the 
spat.

What’s going on here? A more cynical reviewer might 
raise an eyebrow at the number of prominent Starbucks’ logos 
featured in the large cross-page graphic (eight) and the relative 
importance given to the story (two full pages).

Paper Monitor has lost its column inches tape measure, but 
by way of rough comparison: the recently jilted Times restricts 
itself to a short precis of the story, buried on page 19. The 
Daily Telegraph gives ever-so-slightly bigger billing on page 
10.

Meanwhile a less cynical reviewer might ponder that the 
Guardian went the extra mile in fully reporting this story, 
exactly because it wanted to demonstrate it was editorially 

robust enough not to be swayed by commercial interests.

Being neither more nor less cynical than those particular 
reviewers, Paper Monitor naturally (actually) has no view. 
But is very amused that, whether it wanted to cosy up to Mr 
Schultz or not, the Guardian managed to spell his name wrong. 
Twice.

Tuesday 3 March
It’s not often celebrities, in an albeit loose sense of the 

word, make it up to the seventh floor of Monitor Towers, but 
Paper Monitor has just seen Feargal Sharkey strolling past.

It’s not a name that’s likely to register much on the Gawker 
Stalker1 Richter scale, granted, but here’s a thought that’s 
worth mulling as you chew on your crayfish and rocket sarnies 
- thanks to the internet dating phenomenon, is a good heart 
these days less hard to find? Mr Sharkey... Mr Sharkey...

Now, your delayed starter for 10... after a feast of coverage 
on Gail Trimble�, what’s left to say about a woman who has 
variously been called a “human Google” (Daily Express), 
“intellectual Blitzkrieg”  (the Independent), “quiz queen” (the 
Sunday Times) and “TV quiz whiz” (the Sun).

Step forward today’s Daily Mail with “Paxo’s Miss 
Brainbox”. Such reverence.

Last week’s papers mined a rich seam of editorial by 
comparing Ms Trimble’s intellectual achievements with Jade 
Goody’s more, hmmm, superficial success. While Goody� 
is again all over the red tops, it’s Victoria Beckham - more 
specifically her teetering heels - that have united tabloid and 
“broadsheet” in common cause today.

After being photographed in a pair of perilously high 
stilettos, it’s time to get stuck into some follow-up material. 

“It’s been one heel of a day!” is how the Daily Mirror 
signposts its idea, which involves an Essex mum donning a 
pair of similar shoes while trying to carry out unremarkable 
duties such as supermarket shopping, walking the dog and 
ironing.

Paper Monitor is still getting to grips with an aside in one of 
the weekend papers that revealed Paris Hilton uses her PA to 
do her texting. With that in mind, does anyone really think Mrs 
B does the ironing chez Beckham?

Even the Guardian can’t resist a go - dressing the whole 
thing up with a high heel survival guide. Tips include taking 
painkillers, wear woolly tights for better grip and, if anyone is 
kind enough to offer you a seat, take it.

� Blog on which civilians can report celebrity sightings.
2 Captain of Corpus Christi’s victorious University Challenge team… 
until they were stripped of the title for having a non-student on the team.
� At the time, the former Big Brother contestant was near death. She 
died on 22 March 2009
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Paper Monitor wonders how this all went down with those 
working on the paper’s women’s page.

Friday 20 March
Today, praise for the rich variety of language in Britain’s 

newspapers.

First to the Daily Star, that most distinctive of reads. Like 
the Inuits and their relationship with snow, said paper needs a 
lot of ways of referring to breasts for its mammary-obsessed 
readership.

There is something very evocative about the description 
of WAG Charlotte Mears1’ bosom as “two swollen chest 
monsters”. 

Moving on. Like the Inuits with snow and the Star with 
breasts, so the Daily Express needs lots of words for those 
people that do relatively minor but very annoying bad things.

Its piece goes with “yob” in the headline, followed by 
“louts” in the intro and “offenders” in the second par. 

The piece is mercifully short, meaning there’s no need to 
wheel out “hooligans”, “thugs”, “hoodies”, “Asbo teens”, 
“youths”, “miscreants”, “reprobates”, “bounders”, “cads” and 
“scallywags”. This time.

Tuesday 31 March
Bet they did. Just know they must have. 

[Sound of shuffling through stack of newspapers.]

Ah. Here it is. So did they? [Sound of pages turning and the 
discarding of the Education Guardian supplement.]

Ah-HA! They did - the Guardian’s G� has been renamed 
G�0�. And inside are the answers to �0 questions about the 
global shindig. 

“Why �0?”
“How many Gs are there anyway?”

And more, to which Paper Monitor will provide a pen 
portrait of the Guardian’s answer:

“Why is Obama flying to Stansted?” Too much disruption 
at Heathrow, so he’ll land at the Essex airport’s “allegedly 
exclusive Harrods terminal”.

“Why do those US Secret Service agents always wear 
shades?” The official reason is to protect their eyes from the 
sun. But it doesn’t hurt that would-be attackers can’t quite tell 
which way they’re looking.

“What about the goodie bag?” A tie, a tea towel, a few 

� Ex-fiancee of Jermain Defoe (Tottenham Hotspur and England).
2 As world leaders gathered in London.

scented candles and some chocs.

It’s like Christmas with Great Auntie Mabel. Bagsy not sit 
next to Uncle Silvio�.

Meanwhile, there is more - do not be surprised, people of 
Britain - on the porn watched by Jacqui Smith’s husband while 
she was absent. And for which she submitted an expenses 
claim4.

Guardian columnist Lucy Mangan suspects the films 
pertained to constituency issues. “Perhaps a series of Redditch 
housewives had experienced problems with their washing 
machines, and had written to their MP asking how to deal with 
the repairmen?”5

The Daily Mail, meanwhile, asks a female writer to watch 
subscription channels for a day.

One channel she scrolls past offers “amateur action... filmed 
by real people at it in their own homes, perhaps even your 
neighbours!” A resistible offer.

And Playboy TV’s website offers “all MPs and their 
husbands a special VIP subscription”.

She watches women pretending to be lesbians, women 
spanking and being spanked... And is outraged these “battery 
hens of the sex industry” perform “degrading acts for the 
cheapened pleasure of others”. Dreadful. Just look at the 
accompanying picture of three young women a-bed, clad in 
little more than their bras. See how they are kissing? Can you 
see – look more closely, can you see - how degrading it is? 

In case you can’t quite tell from just the one photo, the 
online version of the article has not only that pic, but two of G-
string clad bottoms and another of a lassie having a shower.

Degrading. That’s what it is. And you should be ashamed of 
yourself for even looking.

Wednesday 1 April 
Just what IS going on with Nigella Lawson’s face?

“Nigella is flawless” the Daily Mirror tells us, alongside 
what looks like a snatched picture of the domestic poster girl.

“All eyes, surprisingly, were on Nigella Lawson’s youthful 
complexion yesterday...” yadda, yadda.

The Daily Mail, however, is less on-message. Taking a very 

� As in Berlusconi
4 More – so much more – on MPs’ expenses to come. Ms Smith’s 
claims were leaked early to the Sunday Express, including 88p for a bath plug 
and £�0 for pornographic films her husband watched.
� To the uninitiated, a house call from a repairman is a common plot 
device for bring two – or more – consenting adults together in such films. Or so 
Paper Monitor has been told.

balding men called Derek.”

This rule informs the size of the space dedicated to the 
story of a ��-year-old beautician from Essex who takes on a 
property developer in court without the help of lawyers and 
saves her mother’s home and business.

Eat your heart out Erin Brockovich. Now make no mistake, 
if Derek was the protagonist in the story, it would still be a 
heart-warming yarn that would make the papers. Just not as 
prominently perhaps.

It dominates page five of the Daily Mail and the picture of 
Georgina Blackwell is �8.5 x 7.5cm. 

The only odd thing in the Daily Telegraph is that they wait 
until page 11 to give readers the story, although there is an 18.5 
x 1�.5cm picture. The seventh law is also in evidence on page 
seven of the Telegraph where there is a young blonde woman 
who is fighting a fine for throwing bread to the ducks in the 
park.

Over in the Daily Mail there is another chance to show 
a picture of John Bercow1 -full name “the diminutive John 
Bercow” - and his wife Sally� (cf Jamie Cullum and Sophie 
Dahl, Bernie Ecclestone and ex-wife Slavica, and Sol Kerzner 
and just about anyone). The occasion is that Mrs Bercow is, 
err, planning on becoming a Labour councillor. 

But really it’s all about the photo.

Tuesday 17 November
It’s day three of the Belle de Jour unmasking - and given 

that day one was a Sunday, rendering day two pretty redundant 
in the newspaper follow-up stakes, today is when the real 
fireworks begin.

The Daily Telegraph has been speaking to the father of Dr 
Brooke Magnanti, the one-time call girl and author of the Belle 
de Jour blog.

When Paper Monitor checked the story on its mobile device 
on the way into the office - work never stops, don’t you know 
- Magnanti Snr got quite a sympathetic hearing (headline: 
“Belle de Jour’s father: I’m broken-hearted after discovering 
her past”).

He questions on several occasions how his daughter, having 
been given a decent upbringing, could have strayed into 
prostitution.

His admission of drug use - which he blames for the 
severing of relations with his daughter a few years ago - is 
about all there is to count against him.

But in print it’s a different matter entirely - with Paul 
Magnanti confessing he had paid for sex with more than 150 

�  Height �ft 6 �/2ins 
2 Height �ft ��ins

women. 

“[I]t may have affected her... I guess she came to the 
realisation that prostitutes are just people,” he reveals.

That’s quite a major line for a journalist to have overlooked 
in the first draft.

But could the Daily Mail offer up some clues here?
It too has spoken to Mr Magnanti, and extracted the “vice 

girl” confession from him.

Paper Monitor is only speculating, but could it be that 
when the Telegraph saw the Mail’s line it decided to revisit the 
interview and maybe glean some stronger quotes from Mr M?

The columnists all pile in too. When there are pages of 
newsprint to fill, it’s hard not to morally judge this woman.

There’s Bel Mooney in the Mail - “How can such a clever 
woman be so stupidly naïve about this sleazy world?”

The Telegraph has ex-editor of the Erotic Review, Rowan 
Pelling, to say, well, never mind Dr Magnanti’s prostitution, 
just admire the prose.

Meanwhile, the Guardian’s Tanya Gold is worried that 
Dr Magnanti - as portrayed by Billie Piper in the ITV� 
dramatisation of Belle de Jour’s exploits - will distort the 
“grim reality of prostitution”. 

Physical assaults, verbal threats, sexual violence - that’s the 
truth about most prostitution, she says, rather than Belle de 
Jour’s varnished experiences.

Good job then they didn’t use a picture of La Piper - ever 
varnished and wholesome looking - to illustrate the piece. Er... 
actually they did.

UPDATE 1��� BST: Paper Monitor has just been digesting 
the Sun’s “greatest front pages” supplement as part of the 
paper’s 40th anniversary celebrations. At number one is 
“Freddie Starr ate my hamster” from March 198�. The paper 
has lined up Starr who thanks it for “the greatest piece of 
publicity I’ve ever had”. Only in the small print below the 
reproduction of the page does the paper acknowledge that the 
story was “made up by... Max Clifford”.

Monday 23 November
Oh, the joy of being a newspaper sport sub-editor! Do they 

dream in puns? Talk to their partners in double entendres? 
Sprinkle their tax forms with bon mots?

Football is a happy hunting ground for their punning 
prowess, which is in glorious fettle today.

The story is Tottenham Hotpsur scoring NINE (that’s not 
nine, that’s NINE) against hapless Wigan Athletic. Striker 
Jermain Defoe hit FIVE.
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famous Text Maniacs section usually provides a refreshing 
break from such concepts as “correct spelling”, “coherent 
thought” and “the news”. 

But among all the X Factor rumination, bad jokes and 
requests for Abi Titmuss pictures, a rogue serious comment 
seems to have escaped the net.

“u rightly said prostate cancer kills 10,000 men a year, but 
u didn’t mention that it gets little or no government funding 
- unlike breast cancer,” texts James from Lancashire.

What’s going on?

Thursday 29 October
It was only a matter of time.

From the moment Royal Mail announced it was going to be 
taking on �0,000 casual workers to relieve the effects of the 
strike1, Paper Monitor was counting the days until undercover 
journalists surfaced with tell-all accounts of life inside a 
sorting office.

So well done to the Guardian’s Steven Morris for being 
among the first to the finish line. (On Saturday, the Daily 
Mail’s Ryan Kisiel also filed from the sorting office.)

Morris managed to fool Royal Mail chiefs into giving him 
a job in one of its temporary sorting offices, as did Kisiel in 
Bristol.

In truth, there doesn’t seem to have been much subterfuge 
involved. Had the post bosses simply Googled Morris’s name, 
their suspicions might have been roused by the second link.

Steven Morris | guardian.co.uk
Steven Morris is a reporter for the Guardian. ... 1-15 of ��55 

for Steven Morris. Latest from global. Most viewed; Latest; 
Most commented. Last �4 hours ... [and so on]

Ditto for Kisiel and the Mail Online.

Morris delivers some juicy nuggets of behind-the-scenes 
shenanigans - DVD Frisbee, courtesy of those online movie 
rental outfits (though Morris omits to mention whether any 
of the frisbee’d discs were from the Guardian’s own rental 
offshoot, Sofa Cinema) and something called “no look 
basketball”. For those who have recently entrusted a parcel to 
Her Majesty’s postal service... you’re better off not knowing.

Paper Monitor can’t help but wonder how many other hacks 
are, at this moment, desperately trying to disguise all signs 
of their Clerkenwell selves as they go through the motions of 
wanting to be a minimum wage temporary postal sorter.

� Plans Royal Mail announced in mid-October. Within days, more than 
8�,000 applicants came forward.

Thursday 5 November
After a silence of almost two years, Paper Monitor warmly 

welcomes the return of the Financial Times’ foremost 
corporate leader/strategist/member of the Jargonista, Martin 
Lukes.

For the uninitiated, Lukes is the fictional author of a satirical 
column, relayed in e-mail and blog format. His conduit, if you 
like, is the real life FT columnist and sometime contributor to 
the Radio4/Magazine Point of View strand, Lucy Kellaway.

A chief executive who doesn’t underplay his significance 
in big business, while being a little too eager to sidestep any 
blame when things go wrong, Lukes departed the FT’s pages 
almost two years ago.

His silence was enforced - the consequence of him being 
extradited to the US and “wrongly” banged up for some 
corporate misdemeanour or other, a la Kenneth Lay and Jeffrey 
Skilling.

But now he is back, rubbing shoulders with Conrad Black 
in the prison refectory and e-mailing from behind the cell walls 
(and an FT.com pay wall.) In a Jonathan Aitken-style turn of 
events, he has also found God.

Irrepressible as ever, Lukes is employing wife Sherill on the 
outside to post updates on his new blog, entitled InsideOut!™ 
(Tags: God, our Lord, innocent.)

His missives are now littered with characteristically crass 
Biblical citations: “’Whatever your hand finds to do, do it with 
all your might - Ecclesiastes 9:10’” he advises Sherill.

And the man behind the Creovative™ philosophy has yet to 
repent his old ways. 

“’I am kick starting with the Word,’” he begins his first blog 
post. “Our Lord was the ultimate Creovative role model...”

Away from the FT, the Times is adding to its stable of 
supplements with a new science glossy, called Eureka, which 
appears to be monthly.

It’s an ambitious-looking� venture - �0 pages thick, with the 
likes of Bill Bryson leading the by-line charge.

Paper Monitor welcomes all efforts to further the cause of 
the newsprinted word. So good luck Eureka (and thanks for not 
putting an exclamation mark at the end.)

Friday 13 November
Here is Paper Monitor’s seventh law of journalist priority.

“If things happen to attractive blonde women, they are 
always more newsworthy than if they happen to paunchy, 

2 Read as expensive.

similar picture to illustrate its story, it wonders aloud: “Could 
Nigella be a little short on beauty sleep?”

“Her sparkling eyes showed a hint of puffiness...” yadda, 
yadda...

Had no one informed the first lady of cherry-crowned 
chocolate cupcakes that slightly puffy eyes can no longer be 
tolerated in public?

Over at the Sun, the late Jade Goody is back on the front 
after a break of, oooh, at least a couple of days. The story in 
question is “Jade’s last words” - a letter written by the late 
reality TV star to her sons shortly before her death.

The Daily Star, however, acts as if it knew this was in the 
pipeline - and triumphs with this front page with “Jade’s very 
[Paper Monitor’s italics] last words”. The lines in question not 
being those of a considered letter to her offspring, but an off-
hand putdown to husband Jack, complete with four-letter word.

Elsewhere, there’s the usual 1 April stack of untrue stories1. 
And the day of leg-pulling would not be complete without 
the Guardian’s byline anagram in its spoof story. This year 
it’s about the paper switching to Twitter - the journalist is Rio 
Palof. 

Friday 17 April 
A year is a long time in the Times newsroom.

Its front page declares a new cause to champion: 
“Councils’ surveillance powers are being used to enforce petty 
regulations”.

So what “petty regulations” are these? Well, “minor 
offences such as dog fouling and litter”, it says.

Rewind 1� months and the same paper enlisted the help 
of author Bill Bryson to spearhead a campaign against nasty 
people throwing rubbish on the ground.

So “minor” was littering considered to be in April �008 that 
it merited nine Times articles in five days, each one wringing 
its hands about “trash-scattering motorists” and “rubbish-
dumpers”.

In an editorial, the paper bemoaned how litterers were going 
unpunished. But it could see hope on the horizon in the shape 
of new powers being used to catch offenders.

“New plans to empower councils to use existing traffic 
cameras to fine registered keepers for any litter thrown from 
cars are therefore welcome.” 

Elsewhere, good to see the Daily Mail keeping up its 
freaky-animal-antics quota, but readers could be forgiven 
� Including: Invisible car to beat speed cameras – Daily Express
Spoof pic of Jacqui Smith lookalike leaving Ann Summers sex shop - Daily Mail 

for feeling a little underwhelmed this time. On page three, it 
features a “fox that thinks it’s a dog”. 

By doing what? Curling up comfortably in someone’s living 
room? Going for walkies? Eating from Fido’s bowl? Not quite. 
By standing up. Unlike the story, some might cruelly add.  

Wednesday 22 April
Gordon Brown is no Arnold Schwarzenegger, but for the 

sketch writers of Her Majesty’s press the prime ministerial “to 
camera” address on the Downing Street website, about MPs’ 
expenses, presents a chance to see who can best ape Clive 
James’ immortal description of the body builder�. 

In Mr Brown’s case, it’s not his muscular frame, rather his 
uncomfortable efforts to crack a smile while trying not to be 
dull and motionless�.

For the Guardian’s Simon Hoggart, it is “the smile a 50-
year-old man might use on the parents of the ��-year-old 
woman he is dating, in a doomed attempt to reassure them”.

Hoggart also summons the image of a supply teacher in 
charge of an anarchic classroom.

For the Daily Mail’s Quentin Letts, it is the smile of Herbert 
Lom. Herbert Lom? The actor who played chief inspector 
Dreyfus in the Pink Panther movies.

“Every time Dreyfus mentioned Clouseau’s name he would 
give an involuntary whinny... [Mr Brown’s] lips stretched wide 
into an inexplicable smile. His head jerked. He practically 
chuckled, reflexive to some deep-boned impulse... Had 
someone sprinkled itching powder in his smalls?”

At the Times, Ann Treneman notes he is “smiling and 
rocking a bit from side to side, as if he were on a donkey at the 
seaside”.

Unable to avail itself of the services of a sketch writer, 
Metro opts for a spot of in-story editorialising, identifying how 
Mr Brown looks “like a Video DJ about to introduce the next 
track on an MTV show”.

Meow.

Friday 24 April
Laydeeez and gentlemen, WELCOME to the celebrity news 

knockdown challenge! It’s Paper Monitor’s Friday sport of 
choice, to be sure.

2 As “a brown condom full of walnuts”. Original copyright Leonardo Da 
Vinci, who described Michelangelo’s muscular figures as looking “like a bag of 
nuts”.  
� Said efforts were a key feature of Mr Brown’s YouTube cameo 
announcing swingeing cuts in MPs’ allowances.
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In the red corner, the reigning heavyweight champion OF 
THE WORLD, Lost in Showbiz, whose quill is sharpened by 
one of the Guardian’s razor wits, Marina Hyde. 

But we have a contender in the blue corner, hungry to trade 
blows with the champ. I give you... Celebrity Watch, coached 
to spill bile and lustful drool in equal measure by the Times’ 
Caitlin Moran. 

Both cast a gimlet eye over the comings and goings of 
celebrities. Lost is ever-alert for signs of the approaching 
apocalypse (in Biblical times it was locusts; today watch out if 
Peaches shrugs). And Watch treats ‘em mean, picking 10 but 
only granting one a full complement of column inches.

These are dirty tactics, so let the fight begin.

Ding ding! Round one.

Watch dances like a butterfly, ducking, weaving and jabbing 
each target. 

Biff! Hugh Hefner is “the intriguing 8�-year-old sexual 
‘iconoclast’ in a dressing gown”. Pow! 

But Lost counters with a sharp left hook. Is there a headline 
that shouts “READ ME” quite as loudly as “When Paris met 
Chantal (the wife of the world’s 19th most evil dictator)”?

Watch reels onto the ropes, but comes right back with a 
ker-piff, describing Lady Gaga’s outfit of choice as “little more 
than a gigantic hat and a Dolly Mixture glued to her lulu...” 

Ding ding, round two.

Lost describes Cameroon’s First Lady - she who met 
Ms Hilton - as dressing “like Chaka Khan by way of the 
Carrington mansion”1. 

Watch lands a quick one-two with “[Susan Boyle�] has 
become a fresh stick of gum for all the Glendas of Fleet Street� 
to chew over, now Jade’s dead”.

But has there ever been a knock-out blow delivered with 
such precision as Lost’s take on the Madonna-falling-from-
a-horse tale? No, there has not. She grants Steven Klein, 
owner of said horse, the job title of “photographer/narcissism 
enabler”. 

And is there a conspiracy afoot? “Lost in Showbiz would 
like both to know what efforts are being made to trace the 
white Fiat Uno that may have clipped the side of Steven 
Klein’s perimeter fence, and to see the Duke of Edinburgh 
account for his actions on the afternoon in question.”
� Lace! Fringing! Leopard prints! Shoulder pads! Chaka Khan is a 
singer best known for �984’s I Feel for You (earworm alert); Carrington mansion is 
home to Blake and Krystle in Dynasty. Hurrah for the 80s!
2 Britain’s Got Talent contender, notable for being able to sing in tune 
without being beautiful
� Glenda Slagg, fictional columnist in Private Eye.

Ow and ow.

Tuesday 28 April
Halfway down the stairs is a stair where I sit. 
There isn’t any other stair quite like it. 

If this charming little ditty takes you, like Paper Monitor, 
straight back to childhood (ahh, rice pudding, a paisley 
eiderdown, and climbing the twisty willow outside the 
window... sorry, where was I?) then perhaps the Matt cartoon 
in the Daily Telegraph will make you first snort, then stop 
short.

A boy and a teddy bear stand, hands on hips, scrutinising a 
piglet in a stripy jumper. The little pig, oblivious, lets out an 
almighty sneeze. And it is captioned: “Christopher Robin and 
Pooh decide to have Piglet put down.”

Nooooooooooooooooooooooo!

The Sun goes for the headline “First Mexico, now... PIGS 
‘ERE”. Do you see what they did there? If not, the Daily 
Mirror spells it out with its own rather more prosaic take 
- “SWINE FLU IS HERE” - and the Daily Express’s “KILLER 
FLU: IT IS HERE”. 

And in the Times, a couple - both in blue surgical masks4 
- share a kiss. 

Meanwhile, the Telegraph is in clover, drooling over the 
finely-turned ankles of Carla Bruni Sarkozy and Princess 
Letizia of Spain. “Has Carla met her match?” asks the paper, 
above a photo of the pair walking up stairs in near-identical 
figure-hugging dresses and heels. Oh, and another snap of 
them kissing. 

Steady...

Wednesday 6 May 

If nothing else comes of this swine flu outbreak, at least it 
has helped shed some light on where the mediarati chose to 
school their children - a “bog standard comp” it ain’t. 

News that the virus had spread to the private Alleyn’s 
School (that’s £1�,4�7 a year to you, guv’nor) in Dulwich, 
south London, prompted a first-person piece in yesterday’s 
Times by resident columnist Janice Turner, whose 1�-year-old 
son is among those sent home after the school closed.

Well, that’s one way of explaining to the editor why you 
can’t be in the office.

4 Face masks quickly became the media’s visual shorthand for swine 
flu.

It’s hardly the sort of story that gives you the weekend feel-
good factor... unless, of course, you go down the old media 
route of, er, paying for a paper.

“Falcon goes up, up and away - but in a box in the attic, 
not his dad’s flyaway balloon” is the Times’ rather protracted 
headline.

Yes, it turns out that young Falcon had actually been hiding 
upstairs in the family home.

Checking back on the newswires for Thursday night reveals 
something about Metro’s final copy deadline - this happy turn 
of events was first reported at 11.10pm, by Associated Press. 

Events have developed even more since, with claims 
- denied by the family - the whole episode is a publicity stunt. 
Falcon, on live TV, told his CNN interviewer he stayed hidden 
because his parents “said that we did this for a show”1.

But if Metro feels a tad humbled, then spare a thought for 
young Falcon who is now well and truly grounded. 

Monday 19 October
It’s a knock-out. In the red corner, weighing in with 

“There’s nothing natural about Stephen Gately’s death”� (a 
headline later amended to “A strange, lonely and troubling 
death...”) is Daily Mail columnist Jan Moir. 

And in the blue corner, Janet “I found Stephen Gately 
delightful” Street Porter. Also in the Mail. 

On Friday, Moir claimed the Boyzone singer’s death 
“strikes another blow to the happy-ever-after myth of civil 
partnerships”. 

She wrote: “The sugar coating on this fatality is so 
saccharine-thick that it obscures whatever bitter truth lies 
beneath. Healthy and fit 33-year-old men do not just climb into 
their pyjamas and go to sleep on the sofa, never to wake up 
again.”�

Today - after a weekend in which the Mail and the Press 
Complaints Commission have been blitzed with complaints, 
and the offending article no longer crops up in searches on the 
Mail site - it’s Street Porter’s turn. 

“What exactly was bothering Jan? The fact Stephen was 
gay, the fact he was in a civil partnership, or the fact that he or 
his partner might have enjoyed sex with someone they had just 
met?”

The Guardian’s media editor likens the public online 
� Falcon’s parents received jail sentences in December for their part in 
the hoax.
2 The Boyzone singer died aged �� on �0 October 2009 due to a 
pulmonary oedema.
� 

response to the Trafigura super-injunction:

“Moir, or her editors, or both, misjudged the speed and 
breadth of the real-time web and social media in their power 
to highlight and pressurise at speed and with force. To see 
the Daily Mail taught a lesson about public outrage in the 
electronic age would no doubt have raised a weak, battered 
smile at the BBC.”

There’s no “weak, battered” smile from on-off BBC man 
Charlie Brooker in his own Guardian column as he takes issue 
with Moir’s contention that something in Gately’s lifestyle led 
to his death:

“I dare to challenge the renowned international forensic 
pathologist Jan Moir, because I personally know of two 
other men (one in his �0s, one in his early �0s), who died in 
precisely this way. According to the charity Cardiac Risk in the 
Young (c-r-y.org.uk), ‘Twelve apparently fit and healthy young 
people die in the UK from undiagnosed heart conditions’ every 
single week.”

Thursday 22 October
It’s not every day a star is born, but today is one of those 

days. She’s in most of the papers. In fact, it’s hard to avoid the 
almost full-page pictures of her in the Sun and the Daily Mail. 

But will she be opening the newspapers this morning with 
smile on her face? Erm, probably not. This young woman is 
the latest pin-up for female binge drinking. 

Arms aloft, short dress on and knickers round her ankles, 
she is dancing in the street after a night out in Cardiff. 

“Safe drinking levels for women? KNICKERS TO THAT!” 
is the Sun’s headline, and the Mail uses “The streets of no 
shame”. 

It continues with: “Maybe she thinks it’s the drink that is 
preventing her from putting one foot in front of the other. Or 
perhaps she knows the vulgar truth and is merely trying to 
impress her friends. Either way, the sight is certainly not an 
edifying one.”

If she thought she had a headache when she woke up the 
next day, boy, has she got an even bigger one now. For years 
to come her picture will accompany stories about the fall of 
civilised society as we know it. 

Dedicated Monitor letter readers will know this was the fate 
of Drunk Girl4. But maybe she can now rest easy, as of today 
she is so five minutes ago. Drunk Girl II has arrived.

Wednesday 28 October
Something has gone wrong over at the Daily Star. The 

4 See 2 January
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Read it as an editorial decree nisi, with Labour granted 
occasional future visiting rights perhaps through one-off 
opinion pieces by the likes of Charles Clarke and Alan 
Milburn.

But it’s not all bad news for Labour, at least not for 
its champion of equal rights Harriet Harman1. The Sun’s 
declaration has done away with today’s Page � girl - though in 
truth Keeley from Bromley has just been shifted to page 7, and 
she’s backing Cameron too.

Friday 2 October
Stop the clocks at Labour HQ, this is serious. They tried 

to shrug it off when the Sun tore down its tabard and nailed it 
instead to the Tory mast. 

But this? This may crack the facade.

To lose the Sun may be regarded as a misfortune; to 
also lose the lead singer of D:Ream - all together now, 
“Thiiiiiiiiiiiiiiings! - - can only get BET-eeeeeeerrrrrrrr” - looks 
like carelessness. 

Peter Cunnah, the man behind New Labour’s anthem, is 
among the line-up of “those who have ditched the government” 
in the red-top.

“The fed-up dad of two, 4�, said: ‘It’s time for a change. 
If Gordon Brown called me today I wouldn’t sing for them 
again... I think, ‘Should I use my vote?’ I’m still floating.’”

A ringing endorsement for the Conservatives indeed. But 
he has good news for the fans of 1990s dance-synth pop - D:
Ream has reformed and is working on a new album. It’s 
unclear whether the keyboardist� will pack in that particle 
physics lark and do some real work for a change.

Friday 9 October
So, SamCam’s conference outfit. A £65 M&S dress, £29 

sale heels. 

While Mrs Cameron says little, her choice of clothes speaks 
volumes, and every newspaper puts its fashion desk to work 
unpicking the hidden meaning of her High Street wardrobe.

This is no thrown-together ensemble. Not least because the 
dress�, heavily promoted in adverts and in fashion spreads over 
the summer, sells out each time it’s restocked.

 
Esther Addley in the Guardian - after noting it is “not a little 

demeaning to discuss political wives only in terms of their 
clothing” - sees her outfits as carefully chosen barbs aimed 
squarely at Labour.
� Not a fan of Page Three Girls.
2 Hot TV/Hadron Collider physicist Dr Brian Cox.
� This is not just any dress. This is a �940s-influenced dove grey dress 
with white polka dots.

“Cameron, in her real life, routinely wears designer dresses, 
shoes and handbags in outfits that cost four figures to put 
together. But this week at party conference it’s been Jigsaw 
and Office, Uniqlo and Wrangler, and good old M&S.”

The Daily Mail agrees. “Throughout the week, Samantha 
Cameron’s wardrobe has been chosen with style - and PR - in 
mind.”

The Sun, however, takes it on face value. “Her £29 Zara 
sale shoes also told Britain that she and David are a normal 
couple feeling the pinch.”

The Independent reckons that Labour voting shoppers will 
be cursing her “and quietly pushing the ubiquitous garment to 
the back of their wardrobes”.

And the Times wonders how she got her hands on M&S’s 
fastest selling dress ever.  “By the time she got to her local 
store, the size 8 that she was looking for had sold out. If 
nothing else, that she got her hands on one eventually says 
plenty about Marks & Spencer’s inter-store tracking service.”

Friday 16 October
“Six-year-old boy gets the mother of all tellings off” - 

hardly the stuff of front page headlines, but that would be the 
story if Metro were to update its lead.

Instead its headline is: “Desperate hunt for balloon boy”. 

The tale of six-year-old Falcon Heene had Paper Monitor 
wanting to walk the aisles of its train into work, disabusing 
glum commuters of the heart-breaking conclusion to Metro’s 
front page story.

But the carriage was so crammed, it was a challenge just to 
open the paper itself.

In Metroland, young Falcon, was “feared dead... after 
drifting 8,000ft into the sky in a giant flying saucer-shaped 
balloon”.

The boy, from Colorado, was thought to have climbed into 
a box attached to the balloon which belonged to his father, a 
weather enthusiast.

This being the US, efforts to rescue Falcon quickly spread 
to the rolling news channels - a step hardly hindered by the fact 
that when young Falcon’s parents discovered he was missing, 
they called the local TV station before contacting the cops.

But the prognosis wasn’t good, especially when the balloon 
eventually fell to earth and there was no sign of Falcon.

Metro breathlessly reports “some eyewitness reports 
suggesting the boy had fallen to his probable death.”

Today yields a similar piece in the Sun, where GMTV’s 
Andrew Castle tells how he is anxiously awaiting test results 
on his daughter, who is also a pupil.

Paper Monitor is keeping tabs across all media to see if 
there is a noticeable dip in output as parents wrestle with the 
demands of entertaining their quarantined children.

It’s a little surprising that the Daily Telegraph can’t stump 
up its own concerned parent/staff member, but its commentator 
Liz Hunt does her best to make up for that with her observation 
that “the newspapers were full of parents kitted out in bank 
holiday Boden, summoned to Alleyn’s to collect anti-viral 
drugs for their offspring over Earl Grey and chocolate biscuits. 
As they juggled the keys to their BMWs and 4x4s...” and so 
on.

However, letter writers to the Monitor may find themselves 
distracted from Castle’s outpouring by the story that sits on 
the opposite page of the Sun. Yes, nominative determinism has 
come to the national press, in the guise of Nicky WELFARE 
[that’s the Sun’s emboldening and capitalisation] who is on 
£�0.40 Jobseeker’s Allowance (and drinks �4 cans of lager a 
day).

Friday 8 May
Nine pages. Nine broadsheet pages. That’s a lot to devote 

to just one story, but what a story! An exclusive, 100% 
guaranteed to be followed up by every other media outlet in 
the land. It’s time to be lavish with the column inches.

And that’s just what the Daily Telegraph has done, having 
taken possession of the receipts submitted by MPs for their 
cleaners and gardeners, new tellies and tin openers.

Oh, the fun to be had. There are rag-outs of handwritten 
notes to the Fees Office:

• Jack Straw’s scrawled apology, “accountancy does 
not appear to be my strongest suit”

• Andy Burnham’s plea for a year-old claim to be 
approved, “otherwise I might be in line for a divorce!!”

There are teasing photos galore: 
• Teeny tiny Hazel Blears astride her custom-built 

motorbike
• And for house porn addicts, one of the achingly 

cool hotel in which she stayed while between second homes 
(guidebooks say “heaven will be a let-down after this”, the 
paper notes) 

• A full-length pic of Caroline Flint - no shortage of 
bare thigh here.

And oh, the A-Z of bizarre claims for minor items:
• “C is for chocolate Santa, 59p, charged by a Welsh 

MP”
• E is for elephant lamps, two for £1�4.�0, bought by a 

well-known Tory frontbencher
• I is for Ikea carrier bag, 5p, claimed by a Scottish MP
• J is for jellied eels, £1.�1, claimed by an Essex-based 

MP

• L is for lavatory seat: “one particularly heavyweight 
Labour MP bought two in the space of a year”

• P is for pizza wheel, £�, bought from a Bodum shop 
in Oxfordshire by a Tory backbencher

• T is for Tampax, two packs at £1.11 each, claimed by 
a Conservative MP

• V is for Vileda supermop, £4.99, “claimed by a 
moustache-wearing Labour MP”

It’s gripping stuff and well done to the Telegraph for 
securing a story that every other paper would have sold their 
granny for. But a few observations...

1. They call it an “investigation”. But didn’t they just pay 
the highest price to whoever was selling it?

�. In the leader, it says “this is not, explicitly, a party 
political matter”. Yet the focus, for today at least, is on the 
governing party. 

�. It’s widely assumed the Telegraph paid for this 
information - it won’t say yes or no. What sort of receipt did 
it get from whoever sold it, and if there isn’t one - as might 
be assumed, as whoever sold this wants to stay a secret 
source - then how do you get that past the Telegraph accounts 
department?

Wednesday 13 May
Good morning!
Off to see the groundhog?

Yes folks, here we go again, it’s Expensesgate Day Six 
and Paper Monitor is in danger of becoming Punxsutawney 
Monitor if this goes on much longer.

The overarching line today in today’s coverage is that it’s 
“Payback time”... but enough about the war of words between 
Jordan and Peter Andre.

The constituent parts of the Daily Telegraph’s coverage are 
becoming remarkably familiar. The super-sized headline, the 
portcullis logo, the sultry-looking young woman - scratch that 
last element. That’s just the Telegraph on autopilot.

Since today the focus on the Lib Dems, you don’t have 
to delve too far before you hit the bare flesh that tends to 
accompany pictures of Lembit Opik1.

Meanwhile, the rumour mill is in overdrive with speculation 
about how much the Telegraph coughed up for the juicy 
expenses information that has dominated coverage in its pages 
since last Sunday. One guesstimate in the Press Gazette is a 
not-to-be-sniffed-at £150,000. The Guardian says unofficial 
figures reveal it shifted an extra 93,000 copies on Friday alone.

Now, back to Redtopland for the latest in the fall-out 
between Katie and Peter. The Sun dedicates a two-page spread 

� Past amours include weathergirl Sian Lloyd and, crucially in this 
context, one of the Cheeky Girls.
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to their split and emboldens just two words in its coverage 
- “dressage” and “gay”. Make of that what you will.

The Daily Mirror features a picture of Andre in a T-shirt that 
a colleague waggishly comments should be grounds alone for 
a decree nisi.

FATUOUS OBSERVATION UPDATE: From the masthead 
of today’s Guardian...

“The River Cafe’s dinner for under a fiver.
G� Page 14
Tomorrow Moro”

Wednesday 20 May
Sing it with me now. Inspired by Web Monitor’s1 shout 

out to Autotune the News, with its groovy ‘n’ grinding songs 
crafted from rolling news coverage, one wonders if the same 
could be done by blending assorted newspaper headlines into 
lyrics. 

...

...
[Sound of pages turning]
...
... 

First up, a couple of catchy little numbers drawn from the 
Daily Mirror:

“I love my husband but I can’t sit around crying
Katie speaks
Katie speaks
The end of the dream.
Take Katie back,
Mel of a date�. 

“Patched shoe!
Cement on suit!
Scuffed knuckles!
Dangerous work, this princing.�”
 
Yo yo yo, it’s the Daily Star at the mike:
“Gone in �4 secs,
It’s a bedtime Tory.
Don’t take the Vicky,
Cole mate.”4

And finally, let’s wind it down with the Daily Telegraph, 
with backing vocals by the Times:

“Unforgettable,
For all the wrong reasons.
Flat makeover,
Then a shooting trip for friend.

“[And now, the end is near....]
� Paper Monitor’s younger sibling, who joined the team at Monitor 
Towers, W�2 7RJ, during 2009.
2 Yet more on the Katie Price/Peter Andre split.
� Prince Charles grazes a knuckle while helping out on a building site.
4 Various

He had to go.
We need someone
To turn this place upside down.
New order.
Glove story.5” 

Thank you! You’ve been a great audience.

Monday 25 May
What do you get if it’s a bank holiday weekend and the 

weather is hot? Cor-what-a-scorcher bingo of course, courtesy 
of Paper Monitor. So get a cup of tea, sit back and see if your 
paper of choice has a full house.

Firstly, the picture section to check off: scantily-clad young 
women in bikinis, child with ice cream, crowded beach and 
punts on the River Cam in Cambridge. Next, the word section: 
soaring, sizzling, boiling, soaking up, flocking, crowded and 
traffic jams. Lastly, the graphics section: a big sun with the 
temperature stamped in the middle of it. Bingo?

Tuesday 2 June
With Susan Boyle in rehab, it’s time for the ladies and 

gentlemen of the press to head for the great confession box that 
is newsprint and issue a mea culpa. 

Allow the Times’ Hugo Rifkind to start things off: 
“A few weeks ago, in Susan Boyle’s home town... I was one 

of the many journalists who came clod-hopping down her quiet 
wee street to make her life a misery.”

Over to Nicci Gerrard in the Daily Telegraph: 

“Who feels ashamed?” asks Gerrard, who points the finger 
at a far bigger group of people than those who tramped to 
Blackburn, West Lothian, to thrust a reporter’s notebook under 
La Boyle’s nose. 

“I watched Susan Boyle on YouTube and afterwards I dearly 
wished I hadn’t - not just because of the sheer humiliating 
ugliness of a spectacle where celebrity judges patronised a 
dumpy, unmarried, middle-aged woman...” 

... at which point Paper Monitor’s attention was diverted 
from Gerrard’s efforts at lateral reasoning to the sheer length of 
her sentence. Eighty words in total.

It’s almost as if she were auditioning for a Guardian intro. 
Meeow.

Thursday 4 June
It had to come to an end at some point.

� Various.

And the Daily Telegraph? If you were editor, where would 
you put the picture of the comely defendant? Yes, the front 
page of course. It’s a whopping 1�x5 inches. 

But the best photo is inside the Daily Mirror and it’s not of 
the “society beauty” defendant. It’s of a sunglasses-wearing 
pilot and four uniformed hostesses from Kingfisher Airlines 
- upon whose craft the alleged incident took place - arriving 
at court in what looks like a wonderful pastiche of Virgin 
Atlantic’s recent anniversary advert.1 

Friday 18 September
It’s taken steely determination in Monitor Towers not thus 

far to have mentioned the rather splendid collection of comics 
which the Guardian has been inserting into its pages this week. 
We’ve had a Jackie, Beano, a Dandy, a Roy of the Rovers, a 
Bunty, and a Tammy. But today’s is - to your reviewer’s taste 
- the cream of the crop: Whizzer and Chips.

For a moment one will refrain from considering how much 
this enterprise must have cost GNM (the company which 
publishes the Guardian, the Observer, and guardian.co.uk), 
especially when it’s been weighing up how it can afford to 
continue publishing the Observer while losing £��m a year. 

This week’s lavish promotion has been a reminder of just 
how sad it is that this country’s rich comic heritage is so 
denuded, with pretty much just the Beano left standing. 

Paper Monitor has long thought one of the reasons the 
British public consumes newspapers in such number must 
be that they got into the habit when they were comic-reading 
children. Today’s 10-year-olds do not have the same choices 
previous generations did, though pre-school children are 
increasingly well-catered for, with an ever-growing array of 
magazines to choose from. And, just like mummy or daddy’s 
newspaper, the free gifts are usually where the action is at. 

So what can one tell about bygone ages from this week’s 
comic collection?

From Whizzer and Chips we see in 1978 it was acceptable 
for naughty children to get spanked by strangers.

From Roy of the Rovers, we see in 1981 celebs like Eric 
and Ernie wished Roy Race get well soon after he had been 
shot.

From Bunty for Girls, we see in 197� the kinds of dangers 
girls walking alone in the countryside needed to be warned of 
were wasps’ nests, eagles, thunderclouds, wild cats, bot flies, 
weasels, hogweed, thistles, vipers, deadly nightshade, nettles, 
Marram grass, ants, crabs, jellyfish and swans.

From the Beano, we learn product placement was OK in 
1980 - the Bash Street Kids features a watch which readers 
could then enter a competition to win. It was a Timex.

� Which was itself an imitation of the film Catch Me If You Can

From Jackie, it seems in 1975, you could buy a powder to 
puff into your hair and then brush out, to “clean away grease, 
dirty and dandruff” and “[n]ot a hair of your set need be 
spoiled!”.

And finally, a pause to mark the passing of a local evening 
paper, given away free to commuters in a certain metropolitan 
area�. Just remember, newspaper lovers. Every time someone 
says “why should I care, I don’t live in ______”, there is a 
little local paper somewhere that falls down dead.

Wednesday 30 September
Well, it’s finally happened. After all the speculation, the Sun 

has declared its colours for the forthcoming general election, 
and they most certainly do not mirror the bold hue of its 
famous masthead.

The Sun, still Britain’s best-selling daily newspaper, has 
ditched its support for the Labour Party, which it has backed 
since the 1997 general election, and come out for David 
Cameron’s Conservatives (except for viewers in Scotland - the 
Scottish Sun neither endorses Cameron nor the SNP.)

Had anyone from April 199� found themselves catapulted 
forward 17 years, if the shock of time travel didn’t render them 
mute with disbelief, the notion the Sun could be anything but 
a dyed in the wool cheerleader for the Tories would doubtless 
induce all the hallmarks of circulatory shock. 

But that, of course, was pre-Blair; pre-New Labour.

What’s notable, in Paper Monitor’s admittedly small frame 
of reference, is not only how the Sun has come out against 
Labour, but a large contingent of its staff writers have too. 

There’s associate editor Trevor Kavanagh, business editor 
Steve Hawkes, health editor Emma Morton and columnist Jane 
Moore - all sticking it to Brown and his government’s record, 
across pages two and three. 

It’s tempting to think Gordon’s Brown’s speech to the 
Labour conference on Tuesday precipitated the Sun’s 
declaration. 

But there are tell-tale signs that this has been in the making 
for a good while, not least the poster-sized gatefold pull-out 
“damning dossier” of evidence that nestles between the centre 
pages. It’s an info-graphics fest, with bar charts and graphs 
of all sorts interspersed with pictures of feral children and 
hospital patients.

Yes, this is a dumping of significant magnitude. The Sun 
has raided Labour’s wardrobe with a pair of scissors and cut 
its tailored Italian lounge suits and silk ties to shreds, before 
stuffing its suitcase with a scant few blue garments and 
storming out.

2 R.I.P. thelondonpaper
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It has dedicated two whole pages to the men who have 
given their lives to catching the monster carp.

There are �8 pictures of lucky men (and they ARE all men), 
with name, the date they caught Benson and the weight of the 
fish at capture. This stat attack allows the Mail to establish 
that Benson was a bit of a yo-yo dieter. Sadly, though, there’s 
no annotated image, betraying exactly where Benson’s dietary 
regime paid dividends.

But it’s the quotes from the anglers that give real pathos to 
the story.

Steve Broad is the pick of the bunch, describing a “�8-
month love affair” with the hungry fish. 

“In the driving rain, soaked and muddy, I pulled the carp 
towards me and looked down. There lay my obsession - 
Benson.”

It’s all the power and emotion of Moby Dick, but on a 
budget.

Thursday 20 August
This is subtle.

THIS IS NOT.

Perhaps the world athletics body, the IAAF, should take 
note. Shortly before Caster Semenya’s 800m race at the 
championships in Berlin1, it announced she would undergo a 
gender verification test.

Not that she’s accused of cheating, so let’s be sensitive 
about this, says an IAAF spokesman. “It’s who she is 
physically. As a result it’s done very carefully, very quietly just 
with the aim of working out if there is something that gives her 
an unfair advantage.” 

(Paper Monitor obviously works from a subtly different 
interpretation of careful and quiet. Which is perhaps why NO-
ONE HAS GOT THE LATTES IN YET.)

And so begins the speculation, none of it discreet.
“Did a man win the women’s 800m?” - Daily Mail 
“Is women’s 800m champ a man?” - Daily Express
“Golden girl: Win for gender row runner” - Guardian 
“Gender doubt over 800m star” - Independent, page 4� (not 

one to move sport to the front)
And, most subtle of all, the Sun: “800m and TWO VEG” 

(and its URL for this story includes the words “Is-sprinter-The-
Running-Man.html”

Wednesday 9 September
� At the World Athletics Championships, the South African teenager 
came from mowhere to win gold with the fifth fastest women’s 800m time in 
history.

OK, so it’s 9/9/9, but the real number today is 10. Your 
Guardian is costing you 10p more and what are you getting for 
your extra wedge?

Well, the return of “Pass notes” to the new-look G� for one 
thing. After a gap of several years - during which it temporarily 
shacked up with T� in the Times - the series is back. 

It’s the same old format, and the numbering has picked 
up from where it left off. Today is �,�44 and it’s on Derren 
Brown. 

“Age: �8. Or whatever else he subliminally suggests to you 
in the course of an apparently innocuous conversation.

Appearance: In the tradition of all master magicians - David 
Blaine, Paul Daniels, Harry Potter - indefinably annoying. It’s 
often something to do with the hair.”

The only innovation is a byline at the bottom, which Paper 
Monitor doesn’t remember featuring in the heyday�. Today’s 
question and answer isn’t the funniest there has ever been, but 
it’s good to see it back.

Away from the salubrity of the Grauniad, over to the red 
tops and there’s some beautiful headlineage. 

In the Sun there is a one-par nib about tourists being banned 
from climbing Ayers Rock because so many go to the toilet on 
the top. Headline? “Didgeripoo”.

A number of the papers have photos of an orange-jacketed 
worker lying fast asleep on a grass verge, but the Daily Mirror 
nails the headline. “CAUTION: Men at shirk”.

Tuesday 15 September
There are some editorial decisions that prompt great soul 

searching among the journalistic fraternity. Usually they centre 
on variations of the question: What is in the public interest?

Is it in the public interest to show a picture of a dying man? 
Is it in the public interest to report on the private life of a 
politician’s family?

So with all these difficult questions, journalists love it when 
they get an easier question. In this case: What shall we do with 
this court case of a “society beauty” accused of getting drunk 
and cavorting with a man on an airliner?

And the answer of course is: We shall put it on the front 
page. 

The Daily Mirror go rather big with the headline “MILE 
HIGH JINKS”. They also report with relish that the defendant 
“stripped to her knickers and let her toddler son run around 
without a nappy”. 

2 An innovation very quickly dropped.

After �7 days of continuous headlines, the Daily Telegraph 
does not have an expenses story as its front page lead, instead 
focusing on other political events.

Allowance-junkies will be going cold turkey, but they can 
ease their withdrawal symptoms with a fix of classic Julie 
Burchill.

Writing in the Sun, the ever-provocative Burchill launches 
a tub-thumping defence of reality television on the eve of the 
10th series of Big Brother.

“BB-haters hate the young. They hate the working class. 
They hate gays and trannies. They hate people who have sex 
more than once a fortnight.”

Say it how you see it, Julie. Don’t hold back.

“It’s a game show, you lemon-sucking, seat-sniffing nag-
bags - get a life!”

Sir Michael Parkinson gets a particular Burch-bashing, 
for comments he made about Jade Goody, although if Paper 
Monitor was to repeat Burchill’s description of the broadcaster, 
it would probably risk a lawyer’s writ quicker than you can say  
P45.

What we can repeat, however, is her acute observation 
that if entertainers like Susan Boyle were prevented from 
performing due to a perceived mental instability, then the 
world might have been denied the likes of Judy Garland, Jim 
Morrison and Marilyn Monroe.

And to end on a lighter note, sit back and enjoy/endure 
the creativity of the sub-editors at the Daily Mirror, so often 
overshadowed by their red-top rival:

• “PEBBLES DASH”  (Susan Boyle’s cat joins her at 
the Priory)

• “KITTEN’S GOT TALENT” (ditto)
• “BIG BAD BROTHER” (cruellest show ever)
• “CLOSE ENCOUNTERS OF THE THREE KINDS” 

(three sightings of strange lights in sky)
• “THE FINAL STRAWB” (pick-your-own strawberry 

farm to close over safety fears)
• “MORE THAN A FILLING” (readers’ own sandwich 

recipes assessed by Earl of Sandwich)

Thursday 18 June
The debate about the anonymity of bloggers goes on, not 

with reference to Paper Monitor’s gender, thankfully, but at the 
Times following the paper’s court victory over the naming of a 
secret policeman blogger Nightjack.

The paper is being flamed by angry readers, who give it the 
kind of treatment (“shame on you”) we’re accustomed to at the 
BBC. But there are a few palpable hits, for instance: “Will you 
now use the same techniques to publish the names, ages and 

photos of some Iranian bloggers?”1

Most interesting of all is a blog by the paper’s own crime 
correspondent, who is distinctly unimpressed with his own 
paper’s actions: “We must confess to mixed feelings about 
the High Court ruling which allows the name of the award-
winning blogger Nightjack to be published. His revelation as 
Detective Constable Richard Horton is the ‘fruits of detective 
work’ by our colleague Patrick Foster, The Times’ media 
correspondent. A dogged piece of journalistic digging.”

Get him!

Meanwhile, the expenses scandal is back. Feels like an 
old friend coming back off holiday. The heavily blacked-
out documents have now been published by the House of 
Commons authorities. 

The Daily Telegraph, which as you’ll remember has all the 
uncensored documents, announces it will be including a free 
magazine with all MPs’ expenses in it at the weekend. The 
magazine will, rather nicely, have a duck on the cover.�

Paper Monitor just feels sorry for the nation’s paperboys 
and papergirls as they lug hundreds of extra pages around 
on Saturday morning. Industrial injuries on a massive scale 
are sure to be seen. The MPs didn’t think of that when they 
claimed for their Tunnocks Teacakes and porridge, did they! 
Inconsiderate bunch.

Friday 26 June
The most fraught time for a huge story to break - at least, 

for newspaper editors - is about 10pm.

Staffing is low and the printers are rolling with the next 
day’s first editions.

So the timing of the announcement of Michael Jackson’s 
death� will have provided a huge challenge, requiring cool 
heads and quick thinking.

The Sun, always one of the first papers to hit the news-
stands, devotes five pages to the story and claims to have the 
last picture taken of him, from two days ago.

Its red-top rival, the Daily Mirror, has seven pages including 
recollections by reporter Fiona Cummins, who met him several 
times.

She includes some illuminating details, recalling the 

� With journalists in Tehran stymied in their efforts to report on the 
unrest following Iran’s elections, Western media relied heavily on blogs, Twitter 
and YouTube for updates.
2 Ducks, and duck houses became visual shorthand for Tory MP Sir 
Peter Viggers who tried to claim for a £�,64� duck island. It is now shorthand for 
the whole expenses saga. Yes, that’s it on our cover.
� The announcement came at 224� BST on Thursday 2� June, 2009.
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“lavender smell of his skin”, his natural look with no-makeup, 
and his warm embrace.

The Daily Mail and the Independent acted fast to replace 
the BBC expenses story that filled the front pages of their first 
editions.

The Indy, which used to take pride in ignoring the rest of the 
pack on a big story, does no trend-bucking this time around, 
with a full-page picture of Jackson above the simple headline 
“THE KING OF POP IS DEAD”.

Tuesday 30 June
Picture this. You are a columnist on a national newspaper. 

Your stock in trade is not outrage-on-cue, nor carefully 
nuanced analyses of the geopolitical and historocultural 
ramifications of, er, the news.

No, you are paid to mine everyday occurrences, and from 
this mine extract observational nuggets, and buff these nuggets 
to a high shine, all the better to coax a wry smile - and perhaps 
a muffled “huh!” of recognition - from that commuter in seat 
�B who has reached page �0 and is in need of some light relief.

Not that there’s anything wrong with that.

And how much would you expect to be paid to produce a 
weekly column containing perhaps one or two such kernels of 
conversational goodness?

If you are Michael Gove of the Times1 - sample nugget: 
“[the waitress] explained that we couldn’t have rare burgers for 
‘health and safety’ reasons” - you earn £5,000 a month. 

Five G a month! For what the man himself reveals takes 
“’an hour or so’ a week”. One imagines the newsroom worker 
bees at the Times are collectively spluttering into their lattes 
as they digest this particular factlet in today’s papers. Paper 
Monitor (in an overly warm train carriage at the time) certainly 
let out a wry cough.

How did this break with the British convention of salary 
non-disclosure come about? It’s because David Cameron has 
ordered his Shadow Cabinet to first disclose, and soon give up, 
their second (and third and fourth and fifth) jobs and Gove is a 
member of said Cabinet.

That’s about £1,�50 a column. More than a grand to write 
870 words about what one had for supper the other night. More 
than £1.40 a word. Adding up to about £�0,000 a year, notes 
the Daily Telegraph. Add to that another four journalism jobs 
and his non-MP earnings run to about £7�,000 a year, says the 
Daily Mail.

This particular Paper Monitor column on columnist’s pay 
runs to something like ��7 words. Add in a few more pars 

� Also the MP for Surrey Heath and Shadow Secretary of State for 
Children.

about what one had for tea (�40 words) while watching Andy 
Murray repeatedly muck up his first serve (350), and Paper 
Monitor would be in line (�57) for a windfall of £518 at that 
sort of rate (��7).

Ding and dong (�70). 

Thursday 9 July
Not so long ago, HM Press was very exercised about how 

practices well-known among a small group of people were, 
with the searching light of scrutiny, suddenly seen to be 
unacceptable in the public eye. 

Back then - June, actually - it was MPs’ expenses. Today it’s 
a bit more uneasy: the subject is reporters hacking celebrities’ 
phones, and specifically claims it was more widespread than 
has been acknowledged.

Uncomfortable territory for journalists to acknowledge 
some of the tricksy tactics of the business. Thankfully for 
personal comfort, Paper Monitor can declare having had no 
personal experience of these (though that might be one reason 
why one spends one’s time reading newspapers rather than 
writing them).

The Guardian makes the running with an in depth report 
(and only a very small mention deep within its coverage 
that it’s not only Murdoch papers which stand accused of 
questionable practices - others include the Daily Mail, Daily 
Mirror and, shock, its sister paper, the Observer).� 

There’s no mention of the tale in the Mirror, Sun or Daily 
Telegraph. The Mail has a single column on that all-important 
page �1. The Daily Express gives it page eight, as does the 
Times, which focuses on the pressure on David Cameron and 
his spin-doctor� rather than what actually happened.

The eye is naturally drawn to a Quentin Letts special in the 
Mail which tries to pit two residents of this parish against each 
other - Nick “the Rottweiler” Robinson v Robert “the Dalek” 
Peston and their supposed battle for primetime airtime. Paper 
Monitor finds his argument somewhat less than convincing, but 
is intrigued by the highlighting of their relative weaknesses: 
for Robinson it’s his eyesight, for Peston it’s that he “doesn’t 
like alcohol much”. Gentlemen, with vices like that, a weary 
nation will salute you.

PS. Paper Monitor’s enjoyment of reading the Telegraph 
has been quite spoiled since articles in Private Eye and Press 
Gazette alleged the paper has been making up names of its 
writers. One Press Gazette correspondent alleges in times gone 
by, the name Dan Harbles was used to cover cycling, since it 
was an anagram of handlebars. Now Paper Monitor can’t read 
the paper without looking for imagined anagrams of its key 

2 In November the Press Complaints Commission said it had found no 
evidence to support the Guardian’s allegations
� Andy Coulson, former editor of the News of the World, under whose 
watch the alleged offences occurred.

writers. 

Tuesday 22 July 
After Monday’s Moon-landing souvenir issue discussion1, 

it would be remiss of Paper Monitor not to mention this 
overlooked letter to the Guardian, from the paper’s “splash 
stone-sub” of the day.

Geoff Andrews wrote to his old employer to explain why, in 
19�9, the paper had failed to carry Neil Armstrong’s legendary 
“One small step...” quote in its coverage of the historic event.

“Touchdown on the moon was well after our normal last 
edition time, so we were already into special editions, and... 
I had to say when to send the page to be cast for the final 
edition, balancing printing as much information as possible 
against the fact that, with the presses already rolling and most 
of the print run complete, the number of copies that would 
result was dwindling with each minute.

“But Armstrong stood on the bottom step of the ladder 
for an interminable time, and with the head printer fretting 
and swearing that there would be no copies left to print, we 
reluctantly had to let the page go to the foundry. Two minutes 
later we heard the immortal words, but by then the page 
forme was far too hot for anyone to work on it for another �0 
minutes. Hence the missing words.”

A pro right through to his retirement, Mr Andrews says the 
omission “still rankles”.

Friday 24 July
If there’s one thing that Her Majesty’s Press can keep its 

head held high over is that it’s never insular about world affairs 
(not like those dreadful foreign papers). What more evidence 
does one need than the attention which has been shown to, of 
all things, the style pages of French newspaper Le Parisien.

Only this week, a report in those pages highlighted an 
aspect of fashion among young people in France, which has 
dutifully been repeated here. It’s all been sparked by the 
publication of a sociological study into people’s attitudes 
towards summer. How good the Brits are so interested in the 
concerns and reading matter of our continental siblings.

Of course the fact that the trend in question is the decline of 
topless sunbathing is purely incidental. It’s no doubt something 
of an inconvenience that pictures of bronzed bodies with only 
tiny triangles of fabric in key locations must be somehow 
fitted into the news pages. Especially when there’s news from 
Italy about sex tapes apparently involving Silvio Berlusconi to 
include as well.

So here you are, a handy print-out-and-keep vocab guide for 

� Assorted papers dipped into their archives to reprint their �969 front 
pages – complete with ye olde adverts.

discussing French attitudes towards topless bathing, garnered 
from the UK newspapers.

• la nouvelle pudeur -  “new modesty” (Daily Telegraph)
  •  monokini - “the bottom half of a bikini with no top” 

(Guardian)
  •  la pudibonderie - “prudishness” (Telegraph)
  •  le topless - wearing a monokini
  •  Les Tumultueuses  - “a group of young militant 

feminists, still fighting for topless bathing rights in public 
swimming pool” (Guardian)

The Sun is much exercised, asking the question on many 
people’s minds: “[D]o we really want to ban Kelly Brook 
going topless on the beach?” How on earth to illustrate THAT 
question is a job for specialists. 

Anyone wanting to know exactly what Sun readers think 
about the issue might consider the online poll the paper is 
currently running: Do you think it’s ok for girls to go topless 
on the beach? In a shock result, putting even Norwich North 
into the shade, TWO PER CENT of Sun readers answered 
“no”.

Final words go to Ian Brodie, editor of the Riviera Times, 
who writes in today’s Guardian: “I am happy to advise you 
that toplessness on the Riviera is no longer an issue, except 
perhaps for visiting Anglo-Saxons. Women are free to sunbathe 
topless for whatever reason they choose, without having to 
analyse the decision in terms of liberation and/or the body 
beautiful. The bare facts are that the battleground has moved 
on to total nudity. Many French beach users have reacted to 
global warming by wearing no clothes at all. But this can also 
raise Gallic eyebrows, as has happened recently in Cannes. 
Members of the local yacht club have been disturbed by 
the sight of totally naked bathers from the windows of the 
club restaurant. Freedom to parade around nude has rubbed 
up against the freedom to dine in true French style, totally 
concentrated on the task to hand. So the nudists have been told 
to move or face a fine. These are the real issues on the Riviera. 
Get a grip.”

Wednesday 5 August
Day two of what could either be called Bensonmania or 

carpmania. After yesterday’s reports on the death of Benson, 
one of the British angling community’s best loved carp�, the 
Sun brings more bad news. 

Benson’s fishery has lost another whopper, a mirror carp 
called “The Creature”. Weighing in at �4lb, the Sun helpfully 
explains this is the size of a large dog. 

But Paper Monitor finds this single column of tragedy is 
dwarfed by the Daily Mail’s journalistic endeavour in pursuing 
a follow-up to the Benson tragedy. 

2 Readers of Angler’s Mail voted Benson – a she - Britain’s Favourite 
Carp in 200�. Benson died, aged about 2�, after having been caught more than 
60 times. Suspected cause of death? Ingestion of nuts harmful to fish.


