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they were with her coverage), and the 
English fans are growing to feel the 
same way – they’re a harder bunch 
to please, she says. And as the men’s 
Ashes began this week, Guha was 
granted the honour of conducting the 
coin toss – becoming the !rst woman 
to do so in a men’s Ashes series – 
before taking her place in the Sky 
Sports commentary box alongside Ian 
Botham.

“I think we’re seeing a sea change 
now in how people view female 
commentators,” the 34-year-
old says as we chat in her 
dad’s sunny garden in High 
Wycombe, two days after the 
men’s world cup win. “For 
ages I didn’t think I was good 
enough. I was horrendous at the 
start.

“I probably didn’t feel like I was 
good enough until 2015, and again 
I didn’t think it was a real career 
path because there just weren’t as 
many opportunities back then.”

Born into a Bengali family in 
Buckinghamshire (her father, Barun, 
came to Britain from Kolkata in 
1965 and runs a business selling 

C ricket commentary always 
seems more of an art form 
than it does with other sports. 

Football punditry is an endless stream 
of platitudes: “at the end of the day, 
it’s a game of two halves”, while 
rugby is a maze of rules, heavy on the 
description. Wimbledon commentary 
now seems to be more of a who’s who 
of the Royal Box than detailing the 
match at hand.

But cricket is di"erent. For a start, 
there is endless space and time to 
chunter on about anything from the 
weather to the quality of the pork 
pies at lunch. Until very recently, the 
world of cricket commentary was, 
like the sport itself, a boys’ club.

Enter Isa Guha. A former England 
star in her own right, she was part 
of the team that won the Women’s 
World Cup and retained the Ashes 
in 2009. She has now made a name 
for herself in the commentary box, 
quickly becoming one of the most 
recognisable voices in cricket. The 
Australian fans love her (she earned 
their respect during last year’s 
summer series, with many writing on 
social media about how impressed 

Eleanor Steafel meets Isa Guha, the World Cup-
winning cricketer – and trained molecular biologist 
– who is taking the commentary box by storm

Rising from the 
Ashes to break 
up the boys’ club

refrigeration units to supermarkets), 
Guha was the !rst cricketer of 
Indian origin to join the England 
women’s team at just 17. 

As a player, she always !tted 
cricket around her studies, 
graduating with a degree in 
biochemistry and molecular 
biology from UCL, and later gaining 
a Master’s in the philosophy of 
neuroscience – all while playing 
world-class cricket. “I went through 
a phase after we won the World 
Cup of ‘what am I going to do with 
my life’,” she recalls, which led to 
studying. 

“I would spend three or four days 
a week training in the morning and 
then going to university. It took 
seven years,” she explains of her 
attempt at a PhD, “and I wanted to 
quit after the second year because it 
was just too much.”

In the end, the volume of 
broadcasting work coming her 
way meant !nishing with an MPhil 
instead – a decision that has served 
her well, given she is working 
for Sky Sports and the BBC’s Test 
Match!Special throughout the men’s 
Ashes series.

“Five years ago, there were 
probably two or three names 
anyone had ever heard of from 
England women’s cricket – Charlotte 
Edwards and Katherine Brunt, or 
Sarah Taylor,” she says. “Now there’s 
maybe 10 or 11 names you could pick 
out around the country, and that 
will continue to grow.”

But since 2017, during which 
every game of the Women’s World 
Cup (which England won) was 
broadcast on TV, things have 
changed. “Visibility is absolutely 
key,” Guha says.

There is still a way to go, however. 

It was not lost on her that the men’s 
World Cup triumph last month was 
described as England’s “!rst”. Guha 
duly pointed out on Twitter that the 
women’s team had achieved the feat 
before.

“It’s not to have a go at the guys,” 
she explains, “it’s more that there’s 
a real opportunity to remind people 
that the women did it, too.”

Four times, in fact, but who’s 
counting?

It’s these sorts of comments 
which can get her in hot water 
on social media. “When I !rst 
started I did receive a lot of abuse” 
– particularly from English social 
media users, who Guha says are the 
most misogynistic, posting “things 
like ‘get back in the kitchen’. I’m just 
like, really? It’s 2019.”

A quick scroll through her 
recent Twitter mentions makes for 
interesting reading. They range 
from high praise – “one of the 
best, and most professional, in the 
business” – to o"ensive: “trouble is 
she is only there to tick a box”.

“It’s frustrating,” Guha admits, 
shrugging, “but I just leave it.” 

She can handle herself, 
though. “I’ve always been 

attracted to that anyway,” 
she says of#boys’ club 
environments, in which 
she !nds “I actually 

thrive. If you feel they 
ever cross the#line, you can 

always say what you think 
and they respect that.”

She has been “one of the 
boys” since she was eight 
years old, when she joined her 
brother on the boys’ team at her 
local cricket club – the only girl 
from an Indian background 
in a team full of British and 
Pakistani boys.

While playing in a boys’ 
team might have been 
frowned upon by some 
traditional Asian families, 
she says, her parents 

“never#saw it as a problem, 
so#I never did.

“I was very lucky, and I owe 
my mum a lot for that… she was 

the one who really encouraged it 
to happen.”

When she talks about her 
mum, her eyes glisten with 
tears. Guha hasn’t seemed 
totally at ease throughout 
our interview; it’s only now I 
learn why. 

Her mother, Roma, died 
in January after a short 

battle with cancer. And while 
Guha may be able to get behind a 
microphone and natter away about

Put to the test: 
Isa!Guha at her 
father’s home in 
High Wycombe, 
left; commentating 
as England’s Joe 
Root tosses the 
coin on day one of 
the "rst Ashes 
Test, above; and 
during her playing 
career, below

‘I didn’t 
feel like I 
was good 
enough. 
I!was 
horren-
dous at 
the start’
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‘I t is our hope that by the 
time this book makes it to 
publication, we will have 
the answers we desire and 
require,” wrote Nichola 
Corner in a foreword to her 

little sister’s !rst book. 
Six hours ahead of its launch, 

Corner is acutely aware that in the 
silence that would have been !lled 
with Lyra McKee’s characteristic 
excitement, there are only questions 
about her death. 

“In an ideal world, what I wrote 
in the foreword would have 
been as prophetic as my 
sister’s work,” says Corner. 
“All I can hope is that 
in 40 years’ time we’re 
not still waiting, like 
a lot of people in this 
country are, for justice 
to be delivered for Lyra’s 
murder.”

Fifteen weeks have 
passed since the 29-year-old 
journalist was killed by a single 
shot to the head, !red by a dissident 
republican gunman during a riot in 
Londonderry on April 18. Her killer is 
still at large. 

“We want someone to be held 
accountable for taking away such 
a wonderful human being and our 
beloved family member,” says Corner, 
when we meet in a café in an area of 
Belfast where McKee did much of her 
reporting. The 44-year-old is wearing 
a badge depicting her sister’s smiling 
face and her favourite phrase, which 
has become the grieving family’s 
slogan: “Failure is not an option”. 

cricket when she’s at work, 
privately, she is grieving. “She 
was the most… she was just 
a beautiful human,” she says, 
wiping away tears as she tells 
me how much her mum loved 
the garden we are sitting in now. 
“These are her roses… She didn’t 
want to know how long, and we 
just tried to keep positive. Mum 
was the strongest person I knew.

“I feel I owe it to her to try 
to carry on her strength and 
legacy. She was caring and kind 
to everyone, no matter who they 
were. The last part is hard to do 
when people are rude sometimes, 
but I’m working on it.”

The garden room, which 
has a view of those beautiful 
roses, was where Guha married 
Rich Thomas, a musician, last 
September, just two weeks after 
they found out Roma was ill. 

“We got her out of hospital and 
did a small, intimate ceremony, 
then the following week in 
Cornwall Ebony [Rainford-Brent 
– Guha’s former team-mate] was 
on FaceTime to Mum throughout 
the whole wedding. She did see 
us get married,” she says.  

Rich, her “Cornish pirate”, who 
plays with the singer Ben Howard 
and tours with his own band, 
Brother & Bones, has been her 
rock during these di"cult few 

months. “He was just incredible. 
I am super-lucky to have him in 
my life,” she says.

Work keeps her busy, and she 
and Rich travel all over to ensure 
they see enough of each other: 
“I’ll try to visit him on tour and 
he’ll try to come out and see 
me.” She loves presenting, and 
feels her commentating is going 
from strength to strength. But if 
the broadcast work were to dry 
up? There’s a pretty solid career 

in neuroscience to fall back on, 
after all – she recently completed 
a thesis on the advancement of 
neurodegenerative diseases such 
as Alzheimer’s and dementia. I 
doubt too many members of the 
boys’ club could say that.

At the launch of murdered journalist Lyra 
McKee’s book, her family and friends share 
fears of new Troubles with Cara McGoogan

‘I hope Lyra 
will be able 
to live on in 
her writing’

‘I owe it to Mum to 
carry on her legacy’

Today is a stark reminder of how 
McKee was cut down in her prime. 

She had !nished writing Angels 
with Blue Faces, her book about the 
1981 murders of Ulster Unionist MP 
Robert Bradford and caretaker Ken 
Campbell at the hands of the Irish 
Republican Army (IRA), just a week 
before her death. The launch at 
Linen Hall Library, in central Belfast, 
where she had spent years poring 
over the archives, should have been 
a celebration. Instead, it is a second 

memorial. 
The atmosphere is 
surprisingly buoyant. Lyra’s 

!ancée, Sara Canning, 
sits in an audience 
packed with family 
and friends, wearing 
the engagement ring 
with which McKee had 

planned to propose to her 
in New York in May (she 

had already asked Corner to 
o"ciate the wedding). Lyra’s family 

laugh proudly, tears rolling down 
their cheeks, at jokes about how many 
questions she used to ask.

Earlier, however, Corner visibly 
wrestled with her grief. “It has been 
like living in a nightmare,” she tells 
me, holding back tears. “I forget from 
time to time. Then, it comes back 
and the realisation dawns that this 
is actually real. It’s like it happens all 
over again – learning that she’s not 
with us any more.”

A couple of weeks ago, Corner 
was shopping with their mother, 
Joan, 68, when she saw a Harry 
Potter-themed bag with the message, 

“Don’t let the muggles get you down”. 
On autopilot, she says: “I bought it for 
Lyra, because I’d forgotten.”

McKee was obsessed with books. 
Aged nine, their grandmother bought 
the sisters the !rst Harry Potter, which 
bound them across their 15-year age 
gap. “She was Hu#epu$ and I was 
Gry"ndor,” says Corner, now an 
English teacher and mother of three. 

The youngest of six, McKee grew up 
in north Belfast, just o$ Antrim Road, 
dubbed “Murder Mile” at the height 
of the Troubles. A child of the Good 
Friday Agreement, she was eight when 
the cease!re was signed, but although 
violence abated in her lifetime, it had 
a lasting impact on her generation; 
something she later wrote about in a 
piece called “Suicide of the Cease!re 
Babies”, after a wave of deaths among 

her peers. 
“She wanted to understand the 

violence and the Troubles here,” 
Corner explains, and at 15, she 
won a grant to study with media 
school Headliners UK, where she 
trained two nights a week and 
every Saturday. “She had enormous 
ambition,” says John Boyle, 52, 

McKee’s mentor and Mayor of Derry 
at the time of her death. He recalls 

how, after they saw singer Alicia Keys 
give a talk at the World International 
Aids conference in Toronto in 2006, 
McKee instinctively leapt on stage 
afterwards, to interview her. “It was 
evident she’d approach things in a 
particular way.”

That same year, she won Sky News 
Young Journalist of the Year award 
for another piece about rising suicide 
rates in Belfast. She planned to donate 
the pro!ts of her books to Paper Trail, 
which helps survivors of the con%ict 
investigate loved ones’ deaths.

There are many tragic parallels to 
McKee’s death: two decades after Ken 
Campbell, also 29, died from a bullet 
to the head as he stood next to a police 
o"cer, the same would happen to 
her at the hands of the New IRA. Her 
funeral, which made headlines around 
the world, was held at St Anne’s 
Cathedral in Belfast, where her book 
opens and closes. 

McKee hoped her work would force 
Northern Ireland to ask itself tough 
questions. Her death, at least, seemed 
to do just that. The day after she was 
killed, politicians from opposing 
sides went into the Creggan area of 
Londonderry for a peaceful rally for 
the !rst time. Within weeks, Sinn Fein 

and the Democratic Unionist Party 
were discussing reopening Stormont, 
the country’s devolved parliament.

But under the surface, tensions still 
bubble. Two %ower pots rest in the 
spot in Creggan where McKee died. 
A hundred yards away, next to where 
the gunman stood when they !red the 
fatal bullet, a gra"tied road sign reads: 
“Informers will be shot. IRA”. 

Further fresh gra"ti suggests 
McKee’s death has emboldened 
dissidents, sparking a recruitment 
drive for the political wing of the New 
IRA, and cultivating a culture of fear 
among Creggan residents, which has 
stymied police attempts to !nd her 
killer. 

Father Martin McGill, who called 
for unity at McKee’s funeral, fears 
violence is on the rise again. “I live in 
west Belfast and we had an attempted 
murder last week in a paramilitary-
style attack,” he says. “That’s still 
going on. Young people are being 
groomed and radicalised into some of 
these militant republican and loyalist 
organisations. That hasn’t stopped.”

“There is a minority who are 
determined to drive us back,” 

agrees Boyle. “There has been some 
regression over the past two years… 
and I had a very signi!cant fear that 
the activities of dissident republicans 
might result in a death.” 

But, he adds, “The overriding mood 
in [Derry] is that they don’t ever 
want to see a repetition of the past. 
Lyra’s death has enforced a general 
determination that her family will be 
the last people who su$er in that way.”

Corner still hopes her sister’s death 
will mark a turning point in Northern 
Irish history, with politicians rising 
above factional di$erences to bring 
the country together. The police have 
said they will guarantee immunity 
for witnesses, and she has o$ered 
to support the killer, if they come 
forward. “I’ll go anywhere if it means 
my wee sister gets justice,” she says. 

Taking to the stage in Lyra’s place, 
her voice !nally breaks: “I hope she 
will be able to live on in her writing,” 
she sobs, as the audience pull out their 
tissues. “Well done, Lyra, we know 
you’re here.”

England’s 2005 Ashes-winning team with the Queen and Duke of Edinburgh

‘I’ll go 
anywhere 
if it means 
my wee 
sister gets 
justice’
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So what have our 
sacked ministers 
been up to... ?

I t can’t be much fun, getting 
sacked by a new prime minister. 
It isn’t just the loss of prestige, 
the loss of in%uence, the loss 
of earnings – it’s the TV. At the 
lowest moment of your career 

to date, you’re leading the news, very 
possibly for the !rst time. Across 
the country, millions of people are 
being excitedly informed that you’ve 
just been !red from a job they never 
even knew you had. After years of 
toiling away unnoticed, you at last 
enter the public consciousness – 
then&immediately vanish from it.

Nearly two weeks have passed since 
Boris Johnson sacked 11 of Theresa 
May’s ministers (with a further six 
resigning before he could do the same 
to them). So 
what have they 
been up to?

Happily, 
many have 
been posting 
photographs 
of themselves 
on social media 
to make clear 
that, in some 
ways, they’re 
rather enjoying 
their new-found 
freedom. 

Greg Clark, the former business 
secretary, shared a picture of himself 
swimming in the River Medway. 
James Brokenshire, the former 
housing secretary, has been baking 
cakes (and has already received an 
order from Robert Buckland, the new 
Justice Secretary, for a batch of salted 
brownies). Mel Stride, sacked as leader 
of the Commons after just two months, 
has been discussing his next move with 
his beagle pup, Peggie. 

Former Scotland secretary David 
Mundell has being enjoying a beer or 
two (“There’s more time for this sort 
of thing on the backbenches”). And 
Caroline Nokes, former immigration 
minister, has been in her garden, knee-

There was a long silence. “How do I do 
that?” she asked.

Ed Miliband appears to have faced 
similar challenges. Some time after 
stepping down as Labour leader, 
he rang his former adviser, Ayesha 
Hazarika, and asked if she could “call 
an Uber” for him. Having politely 
reminded Mr Miliband that she no 
longer worked for him, Ms Hazarika 
– now a journalist and comedian – 
explained that you don’t “call” an Uber, 
still less ask someone else to call one for 
you; instead, you download the app and 
press a button. Mr Miliband digested 
the information – and then asked if she 
could sort it for him anyway. She did. 

Some former ministers seem to 
struggle with their reduction in status. 
On resigning as PM, David Cameron 
promised that he would continue as 
a backbench MP, because: “It is an 
enormous privilege to serve the people 
of West Oxfordshire.” Two months 
later, he quit, and has spent three years 
writing his memoirs in a £25,000&shed.

His former chancellor, George 
Osborne, nobly stuck it out on the 
backbenches for a whole nine months, 
but found his exile hard to take. “I was 
working 18 hours a day, seven days 
a week, every day of the year – then 

deep in manure (“Shovelling s---. Plus 
ça change”).

Naturally, they still have their 
constituency work to be getting on 
with, even if it does tend to be a little 
less glamorous than the great a$airs 
of state over which they formerly 
presided. Two weeks ago, David 
Lidington was the de facto deputy. This 
week, he’s been on Facebook, updating 
constituents on the condition of the 
pavements in Aylesbury. Meanwhile, 
Penny Mordaunt, the former defence 
secretary, has been visiting her local 
job centre. In her capacity as an MP, 
of&course.

As for Theresa May? She looks 
the happiest she’s been in years. 
Admittedly, that isn’t saying much. 

As luck would 
have it, her 
!rst day as a 
backbencher was 
also the last day 
of Parliament, 
so she decided 
to spend it 
watching the 
cricket at Lord’s 
– exactly as Sir 
John Major 
did, when 
he departed 
No'10 in 1997. 

She and her husband Philip are now 
on holiday in Italy, where both have 
been letting their hair down: she by 
buying jewellery, and he by strutting 
around in a baseball cap and an 
uncharacteristically loud shirt.

In the past, though, senior politicians 
have found it hard to live their best 
backbench life. For one thing, they’ve 
suddenly had to start doing things that 
other people always used to do for 
them.

A few days after Margaret Thatcher 
was replaced, she rang her former 
adviser on foreign policy, Baron Powell 
of Bayswater, to tell him that there was 
a problem with the pipes in her house. 
He suggested that she call a plumber. 

‘Rich was just 
incredible. I am 
super-lucky to have 
him in my life’ 

Let your hair down: Theresa May enjoying the cricket, above, Greg Clark has a dip, below,                                and David Mundell enjoys a beer, left

Baking, swimming, shovelling manure. There’s no end 
to the fun for newly demoted MPs, says Michael Deacon
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suddenly I’m not,” he told GQ magazine. 
“There’s a shock of, overnight, being out 
of this thing that had become my life.” 

The swiftness of the two men’s 
departures may suggest they were 
interested only in the thrills of high 
o"ce, and couldn’t face the drudgery of 
mere constituency work. On the other 
hand, it did at least mean they were out 
of their successors’ hair. Compare Ted 
Heath – who, after being ousted as Tory 
leader by Mrs Thatcher, spent the next 

CONTINUED FROM PAGE !"

Shot: Lyra McKee in 
Belfast, above, and 
with her mother 
Joan, right; her 
sister Nichola 
Corner, below, 
wrote the foreword 
for the book; left, a 
gra!tied sign yards 
from where she 
was shot, in 
Londonderry
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Angels with Blue Faces is published by 
Excalibur Press, £9.99. Details: 
excaliburpress.co.uk/lyra-mckee
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!ryony "ordon
I’d rather have 
a ‘woke’ 
princess than 
a mean one

hen I !rst heard 
the word “woke” 
it made me want 
to “boke”, which 
is Scottish slang 
for vomit, of 

course. My objections to the 
term – which means to be alert 
to social injustice – were purely 
grammatical (what, exactly, is 
so wrong with being awake?). 
But as I’ve watched the word 
be spat out of sneering mouths 
as a way to deride someone 
who cares about things that the 
sneerer doesn’t, I’ve come to 
feel strangely protective towards 
it – a"ectionate, even. Is being 
“woke” really the worst thing in 
the world, when the world is in 
part run by a man who thinks it’s 
perfectly OK to grab ladies by 
their genitals or tell women of 
colour to “go back to where you 
came from”?

Forgive me for bringing 
up the genital grabbing again 
and again and again, but when 
I was growing up, groping a 
woman without her consent was 
considered kind of normal – it 
wasn’t particularly nice, and I 
don’t want it for my daughter. 

So I can’t even begin to 
imagine the blind fury that must 
be felt by women of colour who 
have spent their lives trying to 
navigate through a society that 
is systemically racist (no, you 
might not be racist, but – just 
this once! – this isn’t actually 
about you. I know, I know, it can 
come as something of a shock, 
right?). But look, let’s just move 
on, shall we? Let’s just let it go! It 
isn’t important to some people, 

so it shouldn’t be important 
to us! Instead, why don’t we 
have a meltdown about the 
really important thing that has 
happened this week, namely, 
that a young woman has used 
her position in the Royal family 
to promote body positivity 
advocates, mental health 
campaigners and climate change 
activists. I mean, priorities, 
people, priorities! 

The Duchess of Sussex has 
been acting all “woke” – she 
is, apparently, the “princess of 
wokeness” – and wants to talk 
about racism and sexism and all 
those other isms out there that 
make the world a miserable and 
unforgiving place? SEND HER TO 
THE TOWER!

As ever, there is a whole 
universe of terror out there: 
towns being evacuated, missiles 

being launched, tankers being 
seized, countries splitting 
down the middle. But the thing 
we must focus on is the !rst 
mixed-race member of the Royal 
family choosing to guest-edit 
Vogue instead of appearing on 
its cover. This is problematic, 
apparently, because royals, or 
at least female ones, are not 
supposed to express opinions (it’s 
!ne when Prince Charles does it, 
though). They have an “obligation 
to remain above the political 
sphere”. The Duchess of Sussex, 
of course, has not actually used 
the September issue of Vogue 
to call for a general election or 
to say that she thinks Donald 

Trump is a nasty little man with 
an attitude problem. She’s just 
used it to republish a piece of 
writing by the author Matt Haig 
that encourages women (and 
men) to be comfortable in their 
own skin; she’s just used it to big 
up women like Sinead Burke, 
a disability-rights activist, and 
Greta Thunberg, who would like 
to keep the planet safe for us all. 

So, in short, these political 
opinions that Meghan seems to 
be expressing are: “Be kind, help 
people less fortunate than you, 
try and do the right thing, and by 
the way: you’re lovely just as you 
are.” ORF WITH HER HEAD!

I feel that the hysterical 

Read more telegraph.co.uk/opinion  Email Bryony.Gordon@telegraph.co.uk  Twitter @bryony_gordon
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The hysterical 
reaction to the 
Duchess says 
more about  
us than her

‘Princess of 
Wokeness’: the 
Duchess of Sussex, 
above, has 
guest-edited an 
issue of Vogue, 
which included a 
piece by the Duke, 
above left

reaction to the Duchess says 
more about us than it does 
about her – and that actually, 
most of “us” are quite happy to 
be represented by a royal who 
hangs out with activists and 
campaigners, instead of, say, 
Je"rey Epstein. Does anyone 
really care that we don’t know 
who baby Archie’s godparents 
are? Does this lack of information 
really a"ect our lives, and must 
we take it as some personal 
slight? Or is it just a couple of 
parents keeping their child to 
themselves before he has learnt 
to walk, talk and realise that he is 
going to spend the rest of his life 
being publicly scrutinised? 

“BUT IT’S THE PRINCIPLE OF 
THE MATTER!” wail some. Well, 
principles are all well and good, 
until of course they are not. 
As John Maynard Keynes once 
said: “When the facts change, I 
change my mind. What do you 
do, sir?”

Meghan is not the !rst 
member of the Royal family to 
try to modernise the monarchy 
– if she was, she’d never have 
been allowed to marry her 
beloved at all – and thanks to 
her and Harry, she will not be 
the last. Love them or loathe 
them, the Royal family are well 
worth the £1.24 we each pay 
every year, given the amount of 
money they bring back into the 
country, be it through tourism or 
media revenues from the stories 
they provide us journalists as 
a distraction from miserable 
subjects such as Brexit. And 
that’s not to mention the huge 

amount of attention they are 
able to draw to the charitable 
initiatives they get behind. 

I saw !rst-hand what the 
Heads Together campaign in 
2017 meant to the mental health 
organisations it supported, 
and the spotlight that Meghan 
has shone on Smart Works will 
genuinely help to transform the 
lives of the vulnerable young 
women it so superbly supports. 

Like it or not, only someone 
with the star power of the 
Duchess could persuade huge 
organisations like M&S to give 
away, for free, 50 per cent of 
one of its collections, as was 
announced this week, in a 
collaboration for Smart Works 
that also includes John Lewis 
and Jigsaw. 

In return for the small amount 
we each pay, we expect the Royal 
family to be perfect. We want 
them to be real but regal, human 
but hushed. It’s an impossible 
task and I am full of admiration 
for anyone who takes it on. I 
think if the worst thing you can 
say about a representative of our 
elite is that they are “woke” to 
social injustice, then that’s cool 
with me. I’d much rather Britain 
had a reputation for being woke 
than mean.
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Here we go again: Boris Johnson dines out with Carrie Symonds

Tom Ough samples Mamma Mia’s menu

Let your hair down: Theresa May enjoying the cricket, above, Greg Clark has a dip, below,                                and David Mundell enjoys a beer, left

quarter of a century grumbling about 
her from the backbenches. This period 
of his career became known as “The 
Incredible Sulk”. According to the late 
journalist Simon Hoggart, a group of 
political writers once clubbed together 
to buy Mr Heath a little present, as a 
joke. It was a chocolate bust of Mrs 
Thatcher. Mr Heath opened it, smiled – 
and then smashed it to pieces. 

Most former ministers, it should be 
said, end up spending many happy and 
productive years on the backbenches. 
And it’s certainly better than getting 
turfed out of the Commons altogether. 

As Sir Tam Dalyell, a Labour 
backbencher for more than 40 years, 
put it after his retirement: “There is 
nothing so ex as an ex-MP.”

In any case, members of Mrs May’s 
team may yet return to the Cabinet. 
After quitting as justice secretary, David 
Gauke tweeted a photo of himself 
with Rory Stewart, who had quit as 
international development secretary. 
Mr Gauke had altered the photo using 
FaceApp, so that both men looked 
about 90 years old. “Some of us,” he 
wrote, “hope to be back one day.”

Mr Stewart replied: “Looking 
forward to that great 2045 Cabinet 
return…”

‘M A M M A M I A , H E H A S A B I G A P P ET IT E !’  
H OW TO D I N E LI K E A P R I M E M I N I ST E R

I’ve never eaten 
in a restaurant 
adorned with 
pictures of 
myself, but I 
imagine it would 
be an o!-putting 
experience. That 
said, it hasn’t put 
Boris Johnson 
o! Mamma Mia, 
the cosy Italian 
restaurant 
where he and 
Carrie Symonds 
spent Thursday 
evening.

The restaurant 
is in East Sheen, 
a smart area 
of south-west 
London, that 
includes a shop 
called Johnson’s 
Shoes. The 
Prime Minister 
probably doesn’t 
buy his shoes 
there, but he’s a 
frequent patron 
of Mamma Mia. 
“Here we go 
again!”, I hope 
he doesn’t say to 
Symonds as they 
walk in.

I went for 
lunch there 
yesterday. 
Johnson and 
Symonds 
weren’t there – a 
disappointment 
to me in a 
journalistic 
sense, though 
I suppose it’s 
good for the 
country that the 
PM isn’t taking 
languorous 
meals multiple 
times a week 
– but I still felt 
his presence. 
The restaurant’s 
owner, Leonardo 
Giannini, has 
pictures on 
the wall of his 
eminent visitors, 
who include 
Sir Trevor 
McDonald, 
TV presenter 
Michael Aspel, 
and, of course, 
Johnson, who 
appears in, by my 
count, four.

He’s been 

coming to 
Mamma Mia for 
several years, 
apparently, at 
"rst with Zac 
Goldsmith, who 
is the local MP 
(for Richmond 
Park), and more 
recently with 
Symonds, who 
grew up in the 
area. Symonds 
herself has been 
coming even 
longer, and held 
her 31st birthday 
party here in 
March. Johnson, 
55, arrived to the 
shindig late and 
on his bicycle, 
reportedly 
applauded by her 
friends.

In fairness, 
he seems to be 
a much more 
manageable 

restaurant guest 
than he might 
have been in 
his Bullingdon 
Club days. “He’s 
very nice,” 
says Giannini. 
Symonds, too, 
is “very nice”; 
what’s more, 
they are “very 
nice together”. 

Johnson likes 
his steak and 
pasta, he says. 
Does he have 
a big appetite? 
“Oh yes!” 
Symonds, too, is 
a pasta fan but 
apparently likes 
Giannini’s salad 
too. Maybe she’s 
showing her 
boyfriend a good 
example, having 
reportedly 
persuaded him to 
go on a diet in the 

months before he 
got to No#10.

There’s a lovely 
outdoor area, 
with a pergola, 
hanging plants, 
and a gurgling 
fountain, where 
my friend Harry 
and I ate. The 
service was 
slow – I honestly 
believe you 
could construct 
a comprehensive 
free-trade 
agreement in the 
time it took for 
my aubergine 
starter to arrive 
– but the food 
was excellent. 
Scarlet, smoky 
tomato sauce; 
a powerfully 
savoury risotto; 
salad more 
oleaginous 
than a roomful 
of diplomats. 
Molto!buono. 
We$had 
prosecco, too, 
that being$their 
choice of drink 
here. 

We looked 
again at the wall 
of photos on the 
way out. There’s 
no picture of 
Symonds yet, 
but maybe one 
day. It’s her local, 
after all.

Tom Ough
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