4 COVER STORY

13 APRIL 2005 T2

id, Kimberly, Boris

and

Ul UCU I UILETVIEWEU  Lal luwing -

The hero of his novel is a sham-
bling, humbling, bicycle-riding Tory
MP who is worried that his extramari-
tal affair is about to be exposed by a
tabloid newspaper. “He’s not me, by
the way,” Boris made clear, then add-
ed: “but you've got to use what you
know, haven't you?”

Speccie columnist Rod Liddle’s af-
fair had already broken and his es-
tranged wife, Rachel Royce, had re-
ferred (writing ifi the Daily Mail, with
« swift retort from him in The Sunday
Times) .o the frisky atmosphere at
The Spectator — soon to be dubbed,
as the >xtramarital shenanigans mul-
tiplied, The Sextator.

I had asked Boris if he felt that as
editor, he was responsible for creat-
ing the ethos of his office. “You mean,
am | presiding over a bordello?
Certainly not!” he exclaimed, giggling

hugely. The strangest part of the inter-
view — spookily prescient, given that
I had absolutely no idea what was un-
folding behind the scenes — was this
question: “Would you have any
qualms about printing a story about a
senior Labour politician’s liaison?”
“Got a good one?” Boris asked. And “I
tell you what. There’s only one way to
settle this moral issue. Bring me the
story and I'll scour my conscience.”
As 1 said, I didn't have that story
to bring Boris (it turned out that he

had one of his own). But in the
months to come 1 found myself
gripped by the Blunkett-Fortier saga
— and, to a lesser extent, by the
disclosures about Boris and his
columnist, Petronella Wyatt.

All four characters are con-
summate media operators and poli-
tical players. Just as the Prince and
Princess of Wales had manipulated
their contacts to gain sympathy —
who were, of course, only too happy
to oblige — so did our newspapers see-

saw between the various combatants.

The developments had all the mak-
ings of an epic drama. Commentators
compared Blunkett’s downfall to a
Greek tragedy; Shakespearean analo-
gies proliferated. Here was a man
who had overcome so many obsta-
cles, driven by the steel of his will to
succeed, toppled near the pinnacle of
his world by that which makes him
most human: love. But there was also
something uniquely modern about it,
too. A politician — or any man in
high public office, for that matter —
who risks his career by insisting that a
child out of wedlock is his and he
wants to see him? Unheard of. Yet it
does seem strangely contemporary
chiming in with the protests of Fa-
thers 4 Justice. And there’s something
both ancient and modern about a
woman who uses her own power and
influence to destroy one of the most
powerful men in the country

It began to intrigue me that the

publisher I had met at The Spectator
— with her breathless voice and
cheerleader manner — was being por-
trayed as a femme fatale. From the
newspaper stories, as more and more
lovers crowded into her boudoir, she
became a fantastical creature from an-
other era. | saw her as Violetta in the
opening scene of La Traviata, a gor-

ballgown,
ing all the male guests at the party,
her come-hither manner promising

Petsy: it's showtime

them everything. Blunkett, who had

z Moliére’s 17th-century play The
isanthropist. He rails against the
shallowness and frippery of the age
but the woman he is besotted by —
ﬂlemm!g.ﬂirty faithless Celimene

everything he detests.
As he tells his one loyal friend,
Philinte: “La raison n’est pas ce qui ré-
gle l'un;vn"’) (it'’s not reason which
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with him. He had moaned in our
view about the straitjacket
shambling, bumbling bicycle-riding
persona. Clearly behind that P. G.
Wodehouse facade there was an
urban rapper bursting to break free.
So in our musical there is the ulti
tribute to the man we call The Sultan

that “Mr Blunkett and I ate Dover
sole. Ms Fortier ate Mr Blunkett”.
And this is where we learnt that Kim-
berly had informed the new Home
Secretary that she had “always want-
ed to know what it was like to sleep
with a blind man”.

More outrageous lines followed,
Blunkett’s gift to the headline writers,
“The Socialist and the Socialite”, was
one of the best, and it dawned on me
that this dramatis personae were call-
ing out for a stage of their own, to ex-
press themselves in song. More ex-
traordinarily, [, never having written
a song before in my life, would be the
one to make it happen. A couple of
weeks before Christmas, a composer
friend by the stage-name of MJ (short
for Mary Jo) started to bash out some
lyrics and melodies. Our first number
was Blunkett's theme song Handily,






