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Anchovies … Small salty fish, found in cans or jars. The cans are quite easy to operate, but once open are a nuisance in the fridge. As for the jars, due to over-wedging, it is almost impossible to remove the fish. Recent reports suggest that there are more anchovies in Middle Class kitchen cupboards (or larders, preferably) than there are swimming in the sea. Like Marmite, you either love them or hate them – we’re not sure ourselves.
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Au Pairs … It is questionable whether an Au Pair is of any actual use to the household, but they are a Middle Class trophy nevertheless. They can’t drive on the left, have no sense of ironing, flirt with husbands, are hopeless with children and eat like horses. Like Cinderella, they dream of marrying a prince, otherwise known as a Premiership footballer.
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Army … There are few more rousing sights than a regiment of soldiers marching in a straight line and saluting the Queen while wearing very tight trousers with stripes down the side. When they wear camouflage you can’t see them at all. Middle Class soldiers are issued with highly desirable double-barrelled job titles like Brigadier-General, Lieutenant-Colonel, Captain-Major and Lieutenant-Lieutenant. All other soldiers are called Privates, which isn’t so appealing.
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Alcohol … Drinking Alcohol is one of the most popular Middle Class hobbies. Keen to pass on the pleasure of a lifetime, Middling parents start watering down wine for their offspring when they’re about twelve or thirteen, blissfully unaware that Archimedes and Chaffinch have been at the alcopops and dinner party dregs since they were six.
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Alcoholics Anonymous … After the watered-down wine it’s only a matter of time before Archimedes and Chaffinch join the Fellowship. Entry requires you to use a whole bottle of alcohol before lunch and have a desire to completely give it up meet other like-minded souls. There is a touch of the Freemasons about it.
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Asparagus … Appearing at the beginning of April, plump green Asparagusses are the first major seasonal Middle Class foodie treat of the year. However, by the third week of April, having enjoyed it roasted, toasted, grilled, fried, boiled, mashed, moussed and in smoothies, we never want to see another stalk. It also has an unmentionable side effect, which can linger on well into July, and in serious cases till September, when the salmon start running.
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Aldeburgh … On the whole, British seaside towns are not Middle Class. A rare exception is Aldborough (impossible to spell the same way twice). It’s one of those places where having fish and chips in August in the driving rain is ‘rather fun’. It was also the home of Benjamin Brito … Britai … Bunny, whose melody-free compositions Vintage Middlings pretend to enjoy.


[image: images]


ADHD … This is the trump card (see Bridge) excuse for parents of fidgety Middle Class children. In the old days, excitable offspring were beaten with a stout length of elm, now they are denied sugary snacks, which is as cruel as it is effective (not very). As for the elm trees, they have all been chopped down, so the fidgets got the last laugh.
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Antiques … These are generally pieces of spindly brown wooden furniture. They are very easily broken or marked with rings, particularly when you are trying your hardest not to. The enduring popularity of The Antiques Roadshow has encouraged Middlings to believe that the pine wardrobe in the spare bedroom is an heirloom, and the rusted fire poker is The True Sword of Genghis Khan. Even Goldfinch and Cicero are in on the act, refusing to remove any toys from their boxes in case it affects their long-term value.
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Auctions … A favourite Middle Class pastime is the Charity Auction. On the surface, they present philanthropically minded Middlings with the opportunity to bid for all sorts of interesting things, like snow-boarding holidays in Bulgaria and breakfast for two at a Little Chef of their choice. What they really are is an opportunity to show off in front of friends and spend spectacular sums of money on things we don’t actually want. It is not until the gavel falls that we remember that we hate snow and are banned from Bulgaria for something that happened during a stag/hen weekend in the 90s. We had also actually put that money aside to pay for a boob job life-saving operation.
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AGAs … The beating heart of Middle Class Britain. No one will ever question your Middle Class credentials if you are in possession of one. Invented by the Aga Khan (who is the only person rich enough to run one), AGAs are too hot to sit on and too cool to cook in. They are marvellous, however, for burning money, drying tea towels and warming pets. Despite their sturdy and reliable appearance, they are highly strung and don’t cope well under pressure. In AGA households, don’t expect to sit down to Christmas dinner until about teatime on Boxing Day.
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Advent Calendars … There is a striking difference in taste between the generations when it comes to Advent Calendars. Older Middlings remember a time when on opening the little window, you would behold a picture of a candle or possibly a robin, which would propel you to deliriums of joy, quite overcome by Christmas fever. But for Perpetua and Zapfino, an Advent Calendar is nothing more than a rather parsimonious chocolate dispenser. They see December as the random month chosen by their parents when they are allowed to eat slightly stale chocolate before breakfast.

The Archers … To the Middle Class ear there is no more-reassuring sound than the theme tune to Radio 4’s endless tale of framing folk (or possibly farming folk, we might have copied a typo from the Radio Times). Up and down the land, dogs and cats are fed to the dying strains of its beloved ‘tum te tum’ theme tune. Despite most people denying passionately that they listen to it, apply a little light torture and they will display an encyclopaedic knowledge going back years.
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Arsenal … Middle Class men and women, with their beards and trendy glasses, are strangely attracted to Arsenal Football Club above all the others. One guesses this is entirely down to the sophisticated existential football they play and not the slightly rude nature of the team’s name. We can certainly see the appeal, the ground is very well situated for a bit of tapas in Islington before the game and let’s face it, you’re not likely to get involved in too much argy bargy when half the supporters have their babies in slings and are wearing brogues.
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Affairs … An inevitable problem as a result of living in such close proximity to France. Affairs are extremely exciting and arousing (apparently) right up until the moment they become legitimate, which is when they stop being Affairs, so you have to start another one. A good Middle Class Affair should involve a lot of rumpy pumpy and expeditions to places such as the amusement arcade at Weston-super-Mare, where you won’t be spotted by people you know. Don’t combine the two, however, or you’ll get arrested (which was a nightmare and involved a lot of lying to the spouse – now ex …).
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Alliums … Pert, confident and purple headed, these lollipop style floral erections are a mainstay of the Middle Class garden. Nodding sagely in a cool summer breeze, like a party of Royals at a variety show, their emergence lends a weedy border a touch of glamour. Their sophistication and air of superiority wouldn’t hold quite such sway were they known by their other name, which is onions.
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Alessi … These products can be found throughout good Middle Class households. They make lovely presents (see Re-Gifting) and are a perfect combination of design and fun (or irritating cuteness and uselessness, if you’re in a bad mood). We find our blobby plastic toothpaste squeezers indispensable, and know of someone’s aunt who adored the lime-green Alessi monkey which secured her colostomy bag in such a cheeky way, until the dog attacked it. Like all good design, Alessi proves that function should follow form … form should follow function … a last-minute Christmas shopper and his money are soon parted.


[image: images]


ABCs … Spanning Middle Class nursery walls up and down the land from Apple to Zebra. It is hard to think of anything more Middle Class than spending the day flicking through an ABC book. All those unrelated bits and bobs gathered together satisfyingly yet arbitrarily by the letter they happen to begin with. The fly in the ointment, the jeopardy which keeps you turning the pages, is what will they do when they get to X? You can’t always get away with xylophone and X-ray machine. Then finally, when you’ve got to Z, you can go the pub … sorry, zoo.
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Astronomy … No one enjoys a good gaze up at the stars more than a Middling. Flat on your back on a Tuscan terrace, a glass of Prosecco in hand. Of course, some constellations are more Middle Class than others: the Plough, the only one anyone can recognise because it looks like a heavy-bottomed saucepan, is certainly one; and Ursa Major sounds nice and military, which we like. Ryan’s Belt, however …
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Arthouse … The Middle Classes enjoy going to the cinema, but we can’t survive only on the non-stop explosions and schmaltz that Hollywood sends us. We also need the more esoteric and plotless movie experience you get from low-budget and foreign films, otherwise known as Arthouse. On exiting the cinema there is usually a slightly awkward pause before someone expresses an opinion. The first to speak normally carries the rest of the party with them, but sometimes there is a dissenter in the ranks.
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Allotments … As precious as fishing rights and these days just as Middle Class. If you want an Allotment, then it’s important to take a lot of exercise, get plenty of sleep and eat your five-a-day. This is to ensure that you are still alive when you get to the front of the waiting list. Once you’ve finally got your Allotment, the routine of growing vegetables really starts sitting around drinking cider and smoking roll-ups in the potting shed with other allotmentors can really start.
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American-Style Fridges … In the vast and cavernous spaces which are the modern Middle Class kitchen, the one-up-one-down skinny British fridge-freezer looks rather white and pathetic. Thankfully, Uncle Sam, whose big-boned people know a thing or two about keeping proper quantities of victuals chilled, has come to our rescue and sent over giant, armoured, steel-plated battle fridges. They are completely bullet-proof and have cannons mounted to the front which (when they are working) fire ice cubes crescents across the room.
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