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      This story, set on a fictional reserve bordering the northern Kruger National Park in South Africa, should be regarded as fantasy, and not as fact.

      Historically, the Kruger National Park was home to various indigenous tribes prior to its official declaration as a game reserve. The park was first established in 1898 by the President of the Transvaal, Paul Kruger, in an attempt to preserve the wildlife which had been largely diminished by white hunters such as himself. To achieve this goal, his government displaced many local communities, often with minimal compensation. Notably, these evictions predominantly occurred before 1913 (the cut-off date set by the South African government to settle land claims), and land restitution efforts within the Kruger have been limited because of this – with the notable exception of the Makuleke community in the park’s northern region.

      In 1969, the apartheid regime created the Parfuri Triangle within the park and forcibly relocated the Makuleke, once again under the guise of conservation. These actions were deeply embedded in the apartheid era’s racially discriminatory policies aimed at segregating communities and controlling land ownership. But in a ground-breaking agreement reached with the South African government in 1998, the Makuleke people opted for an innovative solution. Rather than reclaiming the land for resettlement, which could have led to conflicts between humans and wildlife, they chose to integrate their land back into the Kruger National Park under a pioneering co-management scheme. This arrangement enables the community to partake in the benefits of conservation and tourism while maintaining their land rights.

      The Makuleke case stands as a significant example of land restitution and community-based natural resource management in the country. Today, a small number of tourism operators are allowed to conduct safaris and train safari guides on the land – and this is how I was fortunate enough to spend some time in this magnificent part of the world, as a guide student in 2015.

      Now known as the Makuleke Contractual Park, the area forms the northernmost part of the Kruger National Park and is celebrated as its hidden gem. It serves as a key winter grazing area for elephants from Mozambique, Zimbabwe, and other parts of Kruger. The dense bush is a haven for leopards that prey on nyala and impala near the rivers, and the confluence of the Limpopo and Luvuvhu rivers, known as Crooks’ Corner, hosts large populations of hippos and crocodiles. The region is also renowned for its exceptional birdlife, including species like the Pel’s fishing owl and the racket-tailed roller, and is dotted with majestic baobab trees, some over four thousand years old, evoking the essence of an ancient African landscape.

      What has always captivated me is the Makuleke region’s rich human heritage, particularly its status as one of South Africa’s earliest Stone Age sites. Discoveries near Crooks’ Corner suggest the presence of early tool-making species, dating back approximately 1.5 million years, during a period of significant evolutionary transition. This era saw the coexistence of various hominid species, including the last Australopithecines and the emergence of the genus Homo.

      Inspired by both the ancient human legacy of this land and the contemporary story of the Makuleke (yet not their culture, traditions, or way of life), I conceived the Litsongi people for the tale you are about to read. Their culture is inspired by the San people, who, known for their rich cultural traditions and deep connection with nature, represent one of the earliest examples of human societies. While the group is not extensively documented, historians indicate that the San people once lived in the area now covered by Kruger National Park, and it is this historical connection that inspired me to draw upon the San culture as a foundation for the Litsongi people. What if, I asked myself, the San had not been forced to leave this area?

      This fictional tribe’s fate in recent history is very similar to that of the Makuleke; however, in my story the Litsongi chose to return to their ancestral land and settle there once more. This imagining, however, is not in any way a commentary on the choice of the Makuleke not to return. In fact, when I spoke to a young Makuleke during my training, he mentioned, with emphasis, that he is glad his ancestors chose otherwise, as this allows him to embrace the connection to the land but at the same time benefit from contemporary lifestyles and advancements.

      As you turn these pages, I invite you on a journey to explore the idea of coexistence and the delicate balance between nature and modern human life. This story contemplates a way of life intertwined with the rhythms of the Earth, hopefully challenging us to consider if a return to traditional ways can be more than just a fanciful dream in our fast-paced world.

      In many ways, it is my own reflection on harmony and balance, and a call to imagine what could be if humans dared to live closer to nature once again. To tell my story, I’ve chosen the point of view of the most disconnected person I could think of – a career-obsessed journalist from fast-paced, bustling London. I acknowledge, however, that this will leave you, the reader, with an incomplete picture, which can only ever be based on my own incomplete experiences and views as a white European author. I would therefore encourage you to read about South Africa by ‘own voices’ authors as well, and can highly recommend the following works:

      

      
        	Always Another Country: A Memoir of Exile and Home by Sisonke Msimang

        	Safari Nation: A Social History of the Kruger National Park by Jacob Dlamini

        	The Yearning by Mohale Mashigo

        	Ways of Dying by Zakes Mda

        	Mother to Mother by Sindiwe Magona

        	The Heart of Redness by Zakes Mda

        	Born a Crime: Stories from a South African Childhood by Trevor Noah

        	The Madams by Zukiswa Wanner

        	Coconut by Kopano Matlwa

        	Evening Primrose by Kopano Matlwa
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            @ GRACE THOMPSON, THE CHRONICLE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        February 14, 2017

      

      

      

      “Have you seen it yet?”

      Travis’s words overlap with the ding! of the elevator door opening. I step into the office where he waits for me, careful not to slip as my pumps struggle to grip the wet floor. They’re summer shoes, and my toes are so cold they sit like ice cubes in the toe box, but they are the only ones I own to go with the outfit. The faux fur coat, over a belted indigo jumpsuit, is meant to make me look voguish but instead I look like a freshly bathed chihuahua thanks to a cloudburst of snow on my way to work. I’m saying snow, but really, it was sleet. That half-snow-half-rain kind of slushy shit-show that is London winter these days, and that makes even the staunchest urbanite (me) fantasise about a ski trip to the French Alps. I can practically see it now as I cross the lobby, Travis at my heels. A remote cabin, the roof a billowing cloud of perfect white. Me at the window dressed in fleece pyjamas, swirling a glass of red as I watch the diamond sparkle of fresh snow falling…

      “Um, Grace? You seen it yet?” Travis proffers a tablet for me to look at.

      “Good morning to you, too, Travis,” I say and sip my Starbucks.

      “So, you have, then?” he persists. Travis reminds me of a ferret – busy, long-nosed, lanky. His height stems entirely from his torso, his legs are disproportionately short. He is the magazine’s social media intern and also my boss’s nephew (that being the sole reason he was hired). I’ve dubbed him Twitter Travis, pleased to report the nickname is catching on. Unfortunately, alliteration is the only thing making him remotely suitable for the role.

      “Did you wait by the elevator to ambush me, Travis?” I derive a little pleasure in turning a deaf ear to his question. I can already guess what it’s regarding, anyway. Some rant from a reader who took to Facebook to unload their rage. My latest article was another debunking piece. This time, I took on the tennis world. Needless to say, it caused quite a stir. Some things go deep with people, and I have made it my calling to uproot them.

      Priya, editor-in-chief of the Chronicle and my boss, tells me I have a reputation in the office for being harsh and gritty. Gritty Grace. Another alliteration – fancy that. A while back, she overheard two junior writers in the bathroom, one calling me a career-obsessed control freak, the other one replying that she greeted me with ‘Long live the Queen’ once.

      Yeah. Can’t say I remember that.

      I should have been insulted, of course. I should have reported them both to HR and sued them for slander. But truth be told? I was chuffed. Besides, when Priya came out of that loo and told me, she was so impressed with my reaction, she gave me a raise and an office, same day.

      I wasn’t always like that, of course. I am not always like that. Gritty Grace is a persona. An act I put on to get to where I want in life. And it works.

      I unlock my office door and hang up my coat. My heels press into the plush carpet as I cross the room to take my seat behind the desk. It’s quiet except for the hum of my computer and the distant chatter of journalists at work – and Travis, of course, scratching his stubble as he waits in the doorway like a well-trained puppy.

      “Well?” I say and drop my paper cup in the bin. “Are you going to show me or not?”

      “Yes. Yes, of course. My bad.” Travis stumbles inside, fumbling with the tablet. “It’s… it’s a YouTube video, and it’s addressed to you.”

      “A whole video this time? That should be fun.”

      Travis passes me the tablet and pulls back the visitor chair. Just then, Priya waltzes in.

      “She seen it yet?” she asks Travis and takes a seat before he can answer, crossing her legs.

      “She’s about to.”

      “Goodness, what is in this video? A death threat?” I hold the tablet away from me as if it were a letter bomb.

      “Fuck no, this is much better,” Priya says with a smirk. Her voice is raspy, and I detect a hint of cigarette smell, meaning she has already succumbed to her daily smoke. Her jet-black hair is styled in a sleek bob, not a strand out of place. Her make-up is minimal but expertly done, emphasising her sharp cheekbones and almond-shaped eyes.

      I cock a brow and look down at the screen. The video is titled @ Grace Thompson, The Chronicle.

      I press play, a surge of adrenaline coursing through me when I notice the view count: 2.3 million. The opening shot is a lush green forest, tall trees reaching skyward. A brilliant sun filters through the leaves, casting dappled shadows on the ground where a few small birds flutter about. The camera moves slowly, sweeping across the dense foliage. I just about see the black-and-white stripes of a zebra as it bolts into the bushes. Right, so we’re somewhere in Africa.

      I can hear leaves rustling and cicadas chirping – then a loud bugling sound. The scene shifts suddenly, and I see a clearing, encircled by bushes and tall grass. In the centre, a group of elephants is gathered, stirring up dust with their feet and trumpeting loudly. They appear agitated, their movements frantic. One even charges at the camera before quickly retreating. Their feet pound the earth, their trumpeting continues. As I watch, I can’t help but wonder what any of this has to do with me. I cast Priya an irritated glance, but she gestures for me to keep watching.

      Whoever is holding the camera moves closer to the herd. That’s when a woman enters the frame, walking straight toward the elephants. I cannot see her face, but her blonde, wavy hair catches the breeze, and she’s dressed in khaki pants and a simple green shirt. She approaches the herd, her slender back still toward the camera, speaking to the animals in a soothing tone, uttering words I can’t comprehend. But the elephants seem to respond to her, their curiosity piqued. The camera zooms in on one particular elephant, a large one with impressive tusks that sets it apart from the rest. A distinctive scar marks its trunk – a hole, almost. The woman moves closer to this elephant, placing her hand on its trunk. The elephant sniffs her arm before touching her forehead with the tip of its trunk, gently, tenderly. Now the other elephants seem to calm down. As the woman continues talking to them, caressing each one, they gradually become more relaxed. The video ends with the elephants following the mystery woman as she walks off into the underbrush.

      “Isn’t it great?” Priya arches an eyebrow with a satisfied grin.

      I shake my head, scoff, and set the tablet down. “I don’t even know what it is.”

      “It’s a challenge,” Travis interjects. “A request for you to fly to South Africa and write about her. See the video description?” He motions for me to scroll down, and I read the text below the video: I will talk to no journalist other than Grace Thompson from the Chronicle.

      My eyelids bat in surprise. A surge of excitement mixed with a touch of vanity swells within me, yet the obvious question instantly tumbles out.

      “Why me?”

      “That’s what I would like to know as well,” Priya says, fishing a pack of cigarettes and a lighter from her breast pocket.

      “Uh-uh,” I say, snapping a finger. “Window.”

      Priya pinches the cigarette between her lips and rolls her eyes. She unfolds her legs and rises, the movement fluid like a cat’s. “One bloody cigarette a day, and my protégée makes me smoke it freezing my balls off by an open window… God, I miss the nineties.”

      Travis opens the window for her. “Can I bum one, Auntie Priya?”

      “No, you can’t, Travis. You’re seventeen.”

      “Nineteen, actually. Finished sixth form last year, remember? Hence, the internship.” He touches the company badge dangling from his neck.

      “Right. Well. Fine.” Priya gives him one, then lights them both up. “But have a mint before you go home, yeah? Don’t need another speech from your mum.” She has a few drags, shivering. “So, when are you flying down there?” she says to me in her bossy voice.

      Travis breaks into a cough so loud it creates an involuntary pause. “I’m fine, I’m fine,” he utters when his aunt shoots him a deadly stare. “Sorry.”

      An icy gust wafts in, and I twine my arms around myself. “You can’t be serious, Priya. I mean, this video is obviously fake, right? If anything, it’s a tame herd, probably filmed in a… zoo or something.”

      “It’s not a tame herd,” says Travis, suppressing another cough. “Doctor Ross says these are wild elephants.”

      “Doctor who?”

      “Doctor Ross. Famous TV presenter from the Limpopo. Has his own show and everything.”

      “Well, if Doctor Ross from the Limpopo says so…”

      “Yes, he said on Breakfast News this morning that he recognises the herd’s matriarch – the one with the hole in the trunk? She has been leading her family all across the Kruger Park for the last thirty years or so.”

      “There you go – a park! Can’t be that wild, then, can it?”

      “The Kruger National Park is the size of Switzerland, Grace,” Priya says and puts out her cigarette on the windowsill. “That’s about as wild as wild goes these days. Also, have you been living under a rock? You’re honestly telling me you’ve never heard of the Elephant Girl?” She picks up the tablet, pointing at the blonde shock of hair standing out against the forest.

      “Should I?”

      “She’s only an internet phenomenon! The whole world is trying to decipher her videos, figure out who the hell she is!” Priya scrolls through an endless list of YouTube videos. “Close the damn window already, Travis. We’re bloody freezing over here, what is wrong with you?”

      “If she’s that famous, then why does she need me to report on her?” I scoff. “She seems to be doing just fine on her own. Besides, are you really buying into all this?” I gesture at the tablet. “This girl is obviously just an impostor chasing fame.”

      “Not according to the experts,” Travis says, shutting the window and waving smoke from the air. “Animal communicators all across the world agree that the Elephant Girl shows extraordinary skill.” He reaches over Priya’s shoulder, playing another video. I can’t help but admire his fearlessness when it comes to his aunt.

      A woman with frizzy grey hair, oversized glasses, and the user name Catlady1967 gazes into the camera. “I believe the Elephant Girl is gifted with a deep connection to the divine realm. She possesses the ability to communicate with wild beings in a way that transcends human understanding.” A ginger cat in her lap plays with a tasselled scarf wrapped around her neck. In the background, another five felines lounge on scratching posts. “It’s the kind of miracle we need now, in these strange and trying times. The kind that haven’t been witnessed since the Lord himself descended upon this Earth.”

      “Okay, that… that might have been a bad example,” says Travis as he scrolls for a better one.

      “Travis?” Priya says calmly over her shoulder. “Why don’t you go get yourself a cup of coffee?”

      “I don’t drink coffee anymore, actually. Yeah, no. Research has shown caffeine is really bad for your hormones, like, especially for women, but also for men. So, I’ve switched to this mushroom hot chocolate…”

      “One of those, then, Travis. One of those.”

      “Well, I can only get them at the Mousehole Deli in Shepherd’s Bush. Darling little place, right on the corner of—”

      “For fuck’s sake, just leave the room, I beg of you.”

      Travis scuttles out the door, mumbling apologies.

      “Are we doing this sort of thing now? Really?” I ask Priya. “Are we that desperate? Whatever happened to finding a nice, heart-warming story about a local hero who saved a family from a house fire?”

      “Yes,” Priya says the moment the door snaps shut. “Yes, we really are that desperate.”

      She takes a seat in my visitor chair again. “You know how it is these days. ‘Nice’ doesn’t sell magazines anymore – drama does. Don’t you see? This is the journalistic holy grail, and it was given to us! Or, well… to you.” She taps on the tablet, then leans forward, murmuring, “Every major media outlet in the world has reported on the girl, Grace. It’s one of those incredibly rare, organic internet stories. Mysterious, exotic, visually striking… Viral dynamite, the kids call it these days. Do you know how many journalists called my office this morning?”

      “I don’t think we’re supposed to say ‘exotic’ anymore.”

      “Guess how many?”

      I shrug in reply.

      “Thirty-four. And every single one of them would chop off a limb for an interview with this girl – and now with you, too, it seems.”

      I breathe in heavily, readjusting the belt around my waist, then rise and walk toward the window.

      “But she chose you,” Priya says. “For some reason, you’re the one she wants to talk to. Aren’t you the least bit curious as to why that is?”

      “Of course, I am. But… I don’t know,” I sigh, looking at the snow falling. “Whatever happened to journalistic independence? If I do this now, won’t I make myself obtainable to every self-proclaimed prophet with a smartphone, peddling miracles in the market square?”

      Priya goes quiet for a moment, scanning my desk, neat except for some sticky notes on the computer monitor, the latest Chronicle copy (my tennis story made the cover), and my Young Journalist of the Year Award. It’s the award Priya turns to now.

      “I remember when I first met you,” she says, running a finger over my name on the pedestal. “Twenty-six years old, fresh out of uni. You still have that same drive today, you know? You’re still as hungry as you were ten years ago.”

      “I have a great mentor,” I reply. “She keeps me humble.”

      “I was so fucking proud of you when you won this thing.” Priya weighs the award in her hands. “‘Dinosaur Woods: The Sad Truth About Scotland’s Last Rainforests’… That was a brilliant article you wrote. Very different to the stuff you do today. Remind me again, how did you come up with the idea?”

      “You know I didn’t. It was my dad. He grew up playing in that forest, and when he heard they were planning to cut it down, he suggested I write about it.”

      “He suggested you write about it.” Priya taps her chin. “One might even go so far as to say he challenged you to write about it.”

      “One could. If one wanted to be that blatant.”

      Priya puts the award back. “Your recent stories were good, Grace. You’re doing exactly what I taught you, and that works. You’re not afraid to polarise, and that sells. But lately, you’ve been trying a bit too hard. To be controversial. To beat yourself. To find that next award-winning story. Take your tennis piece, for example: you focused on that heated argument over the disputed call in the final set – insisting it symbolised larger issues within the sport. It was a bold angle, but it felt like you were stretching, reaching for drama rather than letting the facts speak.”

      I fold my arms, cradling my hurt pride. “What’s your point?”

      Priya comes up next to me, a look on her face that’s almost motherly. “Maybe you got too caught up in the search. Maybe the really good stories are not the ones we find,” she says gently, “but the ones that find us.”

      I take a breath, nodding. “Wow, that is… that is deeply profound, Priya. If you ever write your autobiography, remember to include that.”

      Priya smirks. “You should be flattered, you ungrateful brat.” She walks away from me, pointing a finger. “Any other one of those minions out there I would have put on a plane already, no ifs, ands, or buts. At least you get to pretend to think about it.”

      “Can I?” I ask, holding onto the chair back. “Think about it for a few days?”

      Priya curls her lips. “Honestly, I don’t know why you’d even hesitate. If that were my name under that video, I’d be shopping for safari outfits already.” She considers me, tapping her foot. She snarls like a lioness. “Fine,” she says, turning on her heel. “You have two days. I’ll have Candice book a photographer in the meantime. God knows if she’ll even find one on this short notice. And you better have an outline to show for before the weekend. That is one ugly coat, by the way.” She gestures at the coat stand on her way out.

      “I haven’t said yes yet,” I call after her as I pick up the tablet.

      “And get a cat-sitter for that atrocious monster of yours! I want no lame excuses,” Priya shouts down the hall.

      “Happy Valentine’s to you, too, Your Highness,” I shout back, returning to the video with my name on it. The view count has gone up by another 100K.

      Happy Valentine’s, indeed.
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        Later that day

      

      

      
      The train ride from Waterloo to Mayford on the outskirts of London can typically test the patience of a saint. Today, however, the trip is reduced to mere white noise. My attention is captured by the videos playing on my phone.

      After Priya made her swift departure from my office, my day became a deep dive into the enigma that is the Elephant Girl. I’ve devoured all her videos, five in total, like a hungry detective, examining every minor detail in an attempt to decipher whether or not she is for real. The comment sections were a digital soup of wild speculations, conspiracy theories, and tall tales. The girl was an orphan raised by a pack of hyenas, she was a shapeshifter straight from an African folktale, she was the last guardian of a secret, ancient civilization.

      Yet, amidst this sea of outlandish narratives, one comment stood out like a lighthouse in a storm:

      Her name is Mardy Adler. You’re welcome, contributed lindsey_du_toit under the first video, racking up an impressive 15K likes and a flood of replies hungry for more. But “Lindsey,” after setting the digital world abuzz, receded into silence, offering just one more snippet of insight: Look guys, I know it’s her, alright? We went to varsity together in Stellenbosch. I sat behind that mass of blonde hair every day for three years. She was a bit of a strange one, a proper loner. Bolted back to the Northern Kruger every chance she got. That’s all I’m gonna say on the matter. XOXO.

      I do a quick internet search on ‘Mardy Adler’ on my phone but draw a blank on all social media accounts. Only a faded entry in the University of Stellenbosch’s alumni newsletter mentions her name, acknowledging her as a recipient of the Dean’s Merit Award for exceptional academic achievement in Environmental Science. Well, that’s something, at least. A smile curls my lips. If I wanted to, I could track this girl down quicker than a bloodhound on a scent. With access to public records, possible alumni contacts, and a network of informants across various industries, my journalistic arsenal is a lot more advanced than that of all these keyboard warriors combined.

      The train grinds to a halt with all the subtlety of a sleep-deprived orchestra hitting a high note. I put the phone away and grab the gift bag at my side, a carefully chosen token for my father – a vinyl record of his favourite Scottish folk band. It’s a rare find from an eccentric little record shop in Camden Market he always frequents when visiting me in the City. It’s his birthday today, a fortuitous twist of fate that has always acted as my personal cupid repellent, allowing me to sidestep the relentless onslaught of V-Day.

      As I step onto the platform, Mayford greets me with the customary gnaw of frost on my cheeks. Every year, the town stubbornly clings to the ghost of Christmas, its station still twinkling with holiday lights. I adjust my coat, the fabric hugging me tightly against the winter chill as I head out.

      At the end of the platform, my mum awaits. She’s clad in a practical tweed skirt and matching jacket, a tartan scarf adding a splash of colour – the kind of attire Queen Elizabeth used to reserve for Balmoral. I’m surprised when I see her, not Dad, waving at me. I’m not surprised, however, to notice the strain etched on her face, revealing the toll of time and worry.

      “Sorry, love, traffic was a disaster,” she apologises although perfectly on time. I reach out to her, our hug a silent pact against the world, before we venture out of the station, where our stalwart faded-red Ford Focus rests in the quiet elbow of the car park.

      “So, how’s he?” I ask while Mum rummages in her bag for the keys. A game of Tetris ensues as she rearranges the back seat to accommodate my bag and dad’s gift amid boxes of milk, eggs, English breakfast tea, and cereal for the B & B. Keeping busy has always been her coping mechanism when life’s script veers into troubled waters.

      She sighs, finally meeting my gaze. “You know your father. Same old, same old.”

      Her words hang heavy in the air, the unspoken truth we both acknowledge.

      “Not here to pick me up, though,” I say and extend a hand for the keys. Mum has never been fond of driving after dark.

      “He hasn’t felt too confident behind the wheel lately,” she explains, handing me the keys. “Caught another infection because of this bloody freezing weather. He’s been on antibiotics since Christmas.”

      “What does Doctor Mills say?”

      “That he might need a lung transplant if things continue the way they currently are heading.”

      My dad, Emmett, a miner by profession, spent years working in a granite mine near Jedburgh, on the Scottish border. The harsh conditions and unforgiving labour have left him with miner’s lung, a lasting reminder of his dedication to providing for us.

      When his condition rendered him unable to work, Mum stepped up, moving us south to Mayford, where she began to assist my great-aunt Doreen at her quaint bed-and-breakfast, the ‘Cosy Kettle’, and we moved into the garden house. Following Auntie D’s passing, Mum inherited the establishment. These days, she wears many hats – from nursing Dad to playing host to an array of corporate guests to accommodating the occasional, misguided London tourist who naively hoped to save some quid by lodging outside the city, only to quickly discover that the train rides back to London could make a dent in a small fortune.

      As we pull out of the station, I manoeuvre the car onto old familiar roads. The terraced houses, the cobbled streets, and the occasional glimpse of the castle illuminated by floodlights bring back memories of my teenage years – cycling back from school, fishing for chips at the local shop, and enduring awkward first dates in the park, where the conversation stuttered more than the old town’s Wi-Fi, and kisses were attempted with all the finesse of a clunky robot trying to imitate human affection.

      When we packed our lives up north into boxes and left for Mayford, I was every bit the bumptious sixteen-year-old, and the lone cheerleader for the move in a team of otherwise reluctant players. My sister Hannah, two years my junior, was crestfallen, having just made the high school band. My dad, a Scotsman through and through, was mourning the impending distance from his cherished roots. As for Mum, she simply didn’t have the luxury of time to indulge in her emotions – not then, not now.

      For me, however, Mayford was but a stepping stone, a convenient perch on the edge of the city that had always held a magnetic pull on my ambitions. London, that pulsating heartbeat of all things cosmopolitan, had been my beacon ever since I saw a biopic of Christiane Amanpour on TV at age thirteen. I’d dreamt, with unwavering clarity, of gracing the hallowed halls of the City University London to hone my journalistic craft, securing a position at a top news channel or magazine, and living in a chic loft with postcard-perfect views of the Thames and a wardrobe fit for London Fashion Week. Indeed, if I were to summon the overzealous, mascara-obsessed
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