
Sunday
Sundays are sacrosanct, theugh

they've been violrated all summer
lontg by werk. Today was spent
in the reassurinig ritual of bath
ifg, hair~ashing, and, pace the
women's movement, slhaving. I
lay the Slame for this latter
squarely at fhe erotch, af those
htainless doltlettes in the mags,
and their Jook-no-pubes poses:
creatintg insecurity but also, and
perhaps worse, ineuenc'ing our
sense of aesthetics, so that I

', remiin convinced that Ladies
' look Lovelier this'way.

' And then readintg. W'hich is
something I've only just dis
covered,' in spite (er because?)

, of a degree in English. It's Doris
, Lessing who's turned me on.
! How well she understantds the to
l shave or not te shave dilemma!
. And the ceniradictions inlherent

in what the Freneh call ilhe
" female condition " (wlhich I
a lways think seumls like a
disease). I've reached. boek two
of her neve1'-sequence Ohildtren
ef Violence. and am thereughtly
invehred in Mar tha Quest,
seduced by the easy sense-ssting
sociati whiri, whtle strugigiling
with the discomfort of a nascent
political consciousness. It's close
te the bone.

INonday
Todsy, just in case yeu didn't

know, is the Jewisih Day of
Atonement, a fact I wouldn't
have divulged fer all the mtatzo
balls in Golders Green-just a
couple of years'ago. So what has
brought about th'is Pauline con
version? . Chiefly, I suytpose, it's
the rent-'adheritage atmesiphere
of the last ceutple of years, which
means that minorities are in, and
anything ethnic goes. I'd have
done better as a Navajo Indian
or Welsh. htsdfarmer, ef course,
but 'failing that, Jew'ish and
femsle wiN do,

Aetually, I've rather come te
value this day, with its un
changintg pattern, and tihe feeling
ef calm and contemplation. And,
ironically, it's guilt4r'ee, since
atlmost everything I ehould be
doing I'm not allowed to.

ruesday
After iwo weeks in Venice,

and ene sun.ray-lamping at
home, back to work — always a
sad reminder ef one's total
dispensabi'lity.r A day largely
of administrative matt'ers and
makisg arrgngements, and an
evehing saved only from an ertgy
of selif-yity by a flying visit plus
friend to Natienal Gallery Exten
sion, grafted on to the back of
the Gallery yroper, spet-the-join
style. I hated it. The hall is pure
airport-lounge, and ihe rest so
American: banners susyended
from the ceilintg preclaiming the
thetme The Rival e f N a ture
(surely net art?) in that horrible
pageanty way, softly throbbing
air conditioning, a'lcoves ntum
bered and labelled with Seminal
Comments, and the paintings all
loeking as if tlhey wanted to go
straitght hack to ths . x rooms

nce they came.

a pragramme on yreperty specu

ANNE KARPF
Anne Karpf is a BBC tele
vision researcher who went to

Woohoorths

Researching in, hospitail tedag..x
I'm always surprised that wh'eAP
people are Nl, they're whisk@t
off to join other i'll people~
surely the least likely thing. to '
make them wel'l again.

:My feelings about medicine
are am'biguous, Read Medical.,
Nemesis by Ivan Illich in lonely
hotetl bedtroom in Decemlber, yelp
ing with agreement at his thesis
that doctors and hospitals make
you ill (and take away yciur'„
capacity fer se'lf-help). But ybti.',
don't watch all those years 'of'
Drs Kildare and Finlay for.
nothing. There still lurks some
where in the recesses of my
mind that image of the white '

coated omnipotent ministering
coated Ininistering antgel.

Today we discussed abortion,
though i't's an sge since I tried
the let meeconyert-yeu numiber:
if there are still people around
who believe that allowing women
to control their ewn fertility
should be a debatable conclusion
rather than a seilf-evident prem
ise — I don't want to meet them.
What's werrying is the number
of people who feet} that the fight
a'gainst the James White Amend
men't is 'won. Far frmn it: the
Select Committee may well be.
reconvened after it lapses at the,
end of October and the campaign tt'
of the Life/SPUC antiabortioft
bri ade is hetting u .

blanche so freely proferred, and
all for the great god Telly.
In the afternoon a paedi.

atrician popped his head round
ilhe door, hot from the High
Court, to tell of the decision
against sterilising tlhe 11-year-old
girtl. Unspeken thought that
there, but for the grace of Mrs
Justice Heilbron, goes t he
Brave New Werlid.

By.six, the sterilisation story
made it te the front page, vying
for preminence en the hoard
ings.with "My 16 year affair
with Rank Chief." And I went @
round for dinner to friends
squatting in Tolmer's Square
always with a s1ight feeling'ef
envy, since there's a real. com
munity.here. The -irony is. ,I
was here before them — makirtg

lation~but without thin'king it
was squattalble. They also serve'
who only stand and make te'le
vision programmes?

Thursday

Oxford after roortdag ta I

Nednesday
Work proper started today:

resesrching tyrogramme about
de4tor in East End, and to
assuk~ge slight aytprehension that
accempanies each new p ro
gr'amime I made cepious mental
jist of what I've to do. Was
reminded of the jeb's attractions,
as I legitimately indulged my
excessive nosiness about peeyle,
witlheut any of tlbe lim'itations
imposed by pelite chat. Ihough
I'm increasingly beset by twitnges
guilt at the emotienst carte

'traya'1 of intense, tight-arsed Ox
bridge type. Cor, did I know 'em!

week I rea4' an,advertisefzen< of
the most spui'fous kind;; prp-"
claiming that "feticide is omi •
cide "— theugh my trusty dic
t ienary pr o d u ce d y o t ' g
between fetich (sie)'; and fetid1

Evening: to David Hare's plav
Teeth 'n' Smiles at the Royat
Ceurt Good and funny (cxcept
for the maudtl'in end), especialtl'y
Antony Sher's very accurate por-, ~t

Friday
'dg.rising from car bonnet, red light

comes on, temperature . gau~ge
inches its way to HOT. Nearest
garage finds withering little fan
belt, directs me t o f u r thest
garage for a snend. Eventually,
it's done. Suspe'cting a cip-off, I
try a token quibble about high
cost, hoping to embarrass them
into honesty if I've been done (I
never can tell). No such luck. To
boot, the guy tells me my oll 'is
dirty, as if it's sn allusion to
personal hygiene.

. ~~Would you believe,+ e, per,

Disaster day. Billows of smoke
i


