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alcohol consumption is by labelling
bottles to show how many calories are
inside. Pilot studies have shown that pub
drinkers knock back 400 calories fewer
when informed a large glass of wine
contains as many carbs as a doughnut.
This week alone we learned that the
US has introduced obese crash dummies
as they better reflect the average citizen.
Cue horror: how insulting is that? On the
other hand, Topshop has come under fire
for its super-skinny mannequins. Cue
horror: how insulting is that?
Anorexia lies in low self-esteem. If a
young person overeats to the point where
they can’t run for the school bus, pointing
it out is more likely to make them binge
than starve due to their poor confidence.
But we have a moral responsibility to
try to prevent the next generation from
eating (or starving) themselves into an
early grave. Curbing excessive
consumption of junk food has been
equated with a curtailment of human
rights when, in truth, it’s just tougher love
than we, or our children, are used to.
When I was growing up, a treat was a
finger of fudge, not a 24/7 Willy Wonka
larder stocked with crisps and chocolate.
A new study by the University of
Aberdeen and NHS Grampian has shown
that children who grew up during the war
years of rationing, when processed food,
fat and sugar were rare, had IQs that
were on average 16.5 points ahead of
those born a decade earlier.
Scroll forward half a century and the
healthy-eating rewards are no less
considerable: people who are less fat and
more fit can delay dementia by up to 12
years, according to researchers at the
University of Cardiff.
It’s a win-win situation, albeit
predicated on that most dreary of
mantras; moderation. People come in
every size. But size is expanding into
supersize, and, instead of calling out the
proverbial national guard, we applaud
the availability of XXL school uniforms
and bury our faces in doughnuts.
Nobody should be stigmatised because
of their weight. But nor should we let
national debate be stifled by misplaced
embarrassment. Healthy eating begins at
home. Maybe it’s time to downsize the
treats from an entire cupboard to a
traditional tin.

Comment on Judith
Woods’s views at
telegraph.co.uk/personalview
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n Indian summer’s day in the
park with friends and teens
and dogs. Not so much a
picnic as a bringingwhatever’s-in-the-cupboard
feast, comprising half-eaten baguettes
and posh cheeses, Lidl prosciutto and a
helluva lot of biscuits and treats.
Someone’s 14-year-old cruises past
and grabs a handful of mini chocolate
brownies. “Put those back!” barks her
mother. “You’ll get fat.”
Cue a silence broken only by the sharp
“woosh!” of breath, sucked in faster than
the last Malteser from a family pack.
“What? It’s true. Is it or is it not true?”
my friend demanded, not in the least bit
rhetorically, fixing each of us with a tigermother gaze.
Mumbling, we all agreed shamefaced
that yes, it was true, but… “But? You
mean butt!” she interjected. “A fat butt.”
Cue a salutary discussion as to why we
are so collectively pusillanimous. Would
we urge a skinny Minnie to eat? Of
course we would! It would be our duty.
But even suggesting that a chubby child
should tuck into fruit rather than that
meringue, would be unfair.
Public humiliation is never a
sustainable long-term strategy, although
my friend is made of sterner stuff. As,
incidentally, is her daughter, who ignored
her and shouted “I’ll play more netball
and work it off, which is more than you
will!” before cramming the offending
delicacies into her mouth.
I have a feeling they will work the
whole thing out, not least because the
lines of communication are open and the
message leavened with humour.
The rest of us harbour an irrational
fear that any critique of a teenager’s diet
will automatically “make them” anorexic.
But is an addiction to sugar that will
give them juvenile diabetes, or fat that
will clog their arteries, so preferable?
More to the point; who claimed it was a
straight either-or choice of disorders?
We desperately need to redress the
imbalance that sees us obsessed with our
bodies and oscillating wildly between
extremes. We eat too much. We drink too
much and our overindulgence is followed
by guilt, until the next time.
But the guilt can be harnessed;
campaigners say the best way to reduce
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Party girls: Cara Delevingne, left, and her sister Poppy

eggy and blonde.
Unimpeachably
gorgeous. Impeccably
dressed. Well-bred. Wellheeled. And, well, getting
to be quite annoying. Cara
and Poppy Delevingne
– there’s another sister,
Chloe, whom we don’t
dislike nearly as much – are
becoming more gratingly
ubiquitous than a bang-ontrend sleeveless coat.
Socialites, models, fashion
designers and clubbers,
these girls know how to
multi-task. In this month’s
Town & Country magazine,
Cara and Poppy reveal how
they party like “Duracell
Bunnies”, something that
endears them even less,
which is weird because we
all appreciate a long-lasting
battery. In case you need a
recap for a pub quiz: Cara,
22, is the supermodel whose
hairy molly eyebrows are
rumoured to have their own
casting agent. The beaniehatted, gurning Instagram
poster girl was the first to
be declared a Bright Young
Thing.
Poppy, 27, is more soignée
and an ambassador for
Chanel, which I never knew
was an actual nation state,
but is, I suppose, another
world. Svelte and fineboned, she so impressed
Karl Lagerfeld that he
designed the wedding dress
for her second marriage.
Chloe, 29, is a stay-athome mother of baby
Atticus. I say stay-athome, but only in so far
as someone married to a
hugely wealthy property
developer stays at home.
She, to our knowledge,
does not party all night
like an inexhaustible
anthropomorphic pink
rabbit, however, which
makes her the least irritating.
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sychopaths will inherit
the earth come the
nuclear holocaust, say
newly released documents.
I thought they already had,
but it seems only Richterscale despots have the drive,
intellect and lack of empathy
needed in times of crisis.
So how about we do away
with the cronyism of PM
patronage and instead hand
out ministerial portfolios to
those who care about results,
not votes?
Let’s wrest health care from
Jeremy Hunt and give it to
the cast of Holby City, who
know a funding bleed-out
when they see it. Justice?
Scott and Bailey, obvs.
The Treasury would get the
woman who launched the
£13 million Cambridge
Satchel empire with £600.
Education could be
outsourced to Chinese

eCommerce giant Alibaba,
which will hook up every
A-level student to a grantmaintained intravenous drip
and still turn a profit.
Sacked environment
secretary Owen Paterson gets
another go (not least because
he’s still holding the red box
hostage). Defence? Kim, of
course. Jong Un or
Kardashian, whoever’s
available. He’s got more
troops, but she once said:
“When there’s so many haters
and negative things out there,
I really don’t care,” so it’s a
toss up between firepower
and bootilicious attitude.
And then, once Kirstie
Allsopp has crocheted some
antimacassars to make the
Home Office just a bit more
homely, we’ll be ready for Dr
Caligari to take over the
Cabinet. Crazy, but it might
just work.

4CT '@M@HT]N BJI@ AMJH
1JK $@<M OJ =@DIB OJK =GJF@

%

ere’s a sentence I
honestly thought I
would never write, but
here goes: can we please give
Jeremy Clarkson a break?
Yes, the 54-year-old Top
Gear presenter is a sexist,
provocative, bloody-minded
boor. But, you know what,
he’s quite funny with it and I
think the ongoing vilification
reflects less on him and more
on us. I fear our national
sense of humour is leeching
away, and that ought to
trouble us all.
Especially those of us who
can’t resist a punchline,
however ill-judged; I was
once sacked from a radio
station for calling my copresenter a “bloated tick on
the belly of broadcasting”.
Live on air.
Social media has brought
us many marvels: we can
latch on to breastfeeding

close-ups, donate to worthy
charity appeals and pore over
details of Katy Perry’s latest
arrested-development tattoo
– Hello Kitty! Cute. At the age
of 30? Crikey.
But the Twittersphere
is also an ideal vehicle for
po-faced puritans who
become aerated at Clarkson’s
knowing mischief. This time
the whited sepulchres are
getting unnecessarily cross
about his beer gut. No, sorry,
I mean his beer gag.
He quipped that he was
in Australia on “one of the
best drives of my life” on a
gravel road, at sunset, iPod
playing and a “beer in cup
holder”.
Irresponsible and fatuous?
More like irresistible and
fabulous. I’d love to have
been there. Even if I did have
to share the precious moment
with Jeremy Clarkson.

