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  CHAPTER 1



  Taking Office


  2007


  Wednesday 27th June


  Gordon and I are standing in his office in the Treasury building, where he has served as Chancellor of the Exchequer for the past ten years. Three days ago, he was voted the leader of the Labour Party and is now about to go to Buckingham Palace to take up the office of Prime Minister. I am at his side, preparing to forge my own path as the ‘consort’. To me, this means keeping up our ordinary family life while embracing whatever official duties and charity engagements come my way.


  The Permanent Secretary, Sir Nick Macpherson, and key members of the civil service team, like his Principal Private Secretary James Bowler, are on hand to see us out. They handle everything very calmly and efficiently but there is a frisson in the air. The political team are all there to say goodbye as well, and then dash off as they, too, make the move to 10 Downing Street today.


  Everything is happening very quickly. I watch Gordon sign some last-minute documents, including outgoing Prime Minister Tony Blair’s resignation letter as MP.


  This is a moment that I don’t know if either of us thought would ever come. I have always understood that because Gordon is Gordon, he has every likelihood of reaching the top in politics. However, the golden rule in politics seems to be to plan and hope for everything – and nothing. So I decided very early on that I would keep up my own interests and maintain a fairly calm reserve for whatever our future together held.


  Gordon has been at the very centre of the past decade of government, at the heart of the Labour Party, and part of a small, highly visible team who had seen the Labour Party through its change and modernisation, through its journey to become the party of both fairness and prosperity, of wealth creation and social justice.


  His focus has always been on what he could achieve through his work – not always smoothly, not always making it easy for himself – but unquestionably focused on making the world a better place, especially for the poorest and most vulnerable in our society.


  For my part, I had known Gordon for more than a decade, and been married to him since 2000 in the full glare of publicity, which came with his high profile. I had met Gordon while doing some work for the Labour Party organising a business dinner for the former party leader, the late John Smith. In the last few years, I had stepped sideways from a successful career of my own, had two young sons, and engaged with numerous campaigns and charitable causes, thereby forging my own new path.


  There is a strangeness to the change of leadership today, an odd calm, but also a sense of the massive change to our lives looming on the horizon. I do not feel ready for the change and also cannot predict how different life will be moving from Number 11, Downing Street, as wife of the Chancellor of the Exchequer, to Number 10, as wife of the Prime Minister. But I am well used to hosting receptions, attending government dinners, being a charity patron and going on numerous charity visits. I have also campaigned with the Labour Party for many years so I feel pretty well prepared for whatever lies ahead, without expectations of dramatic personal change.


  During Gordon’s time at Number 11, I often described Downing Street as a public building with no public access. I felt one of my roles was to open up the buildings to as many different groups of people as possible, so they could enjoy its history and interiors, and celebrate their own achievements and activities. I hope to continue this, and apply the same approach, at Number 10.


  Now Gordon is about to walk through the famous black door of Number 10. We leave the Treasury, walking past the open-plan offices and corridors. He had been cheered to the rafters when coming in to the Treasury in 1997 and now, a decade later, is being seen out with tremendous pride and warmth by the staff. Hundreds of staff assemble in the atrium and hundreds more are spilling along the stairwells, hanging off the banisters and railings, clapping and cheering Gordon on his way. The sound echoes off the ceiling – a great big, happy sound from a hard-working team of people who all know they were part of a very special period that oversaw 11 Budgets, the creation of an independent Bank of England, the introduction of a minimum wage, increased investment in public services and strong economic prosperity.


  At the entrance to the Treasury building overlooking St James’s Park, we jump into the back of Gordon’s ministerial car driven by his long-serving driver, and go straight to Buckingham Palace. As we drive up the Mall, we can see throngs of people lining the streets, many clapping and waving us on our way. I suddenly feel quite self-conscious, as though everyone can see us in microscopic detail, even though it is obvious that to the friendly bystanders we will be just a blur whizzing past. This is such an important moment in our lives and it is all happening so fast. I feel quite apprehensive, but still have a little calm part of me that is enjoying it all.


  We drive through the palace’s gates and across the palace courtyard, where Gordon is whisked upstairs. Someone explains that a BBC documentary about the Queen is being made so our every movement will be captured as part of it. I am taken to a side room and engaged in delightful conversation by the lady-in-waiting. This serves to distract me perfectly from any chance of getting (more) nervous. I am wearing a pretty red floral dress by Katherine Hooker, a cream jacket with matching red trim, and some snazzy red patent sling-backs with quite high heels. It seems suitable given it is a summery June day. I keep wondering whether my skirt will be creased when I stand up again.


  Protocol demands that the new PM meets the Queen and that the spouse joins them only at the end, for the final part of that conversation (protocol also demands that the PM’s conversations with the Queen stay private).


  As we descend the staircase to leave Buckingham Palace, Gordon is now officially the Prime Minister of Great Britain and Northern Ireland and Head of Her Majesty’s Government.


  The first visible change is the car – a huge armour-plated Jaguar, which is introduced by the new driver as ‘Pegasus’. A car with a name; this is new. The security team for Gordon is unchanged, though expanded in number.


  The car door is opened for us on each side. I look up and see that a live broadcast film crew is recording every moment, then, as I jump in, I whack my head on the roof of the car. I learn fast that Pegasus has a much lower roof than we’re used to, and that its mighty armoured ceiling is very hard indeed! Mindful that this is a good moment for smiling in front of the cameras, I literally fight back tears and grin.


  I do not want to miss a moment so I ignore the bump. I don’t even tell Gordon, but leave him to go over his thoughts for what he wants to say outside Downing Street. I just sit, looking out of the windows on to the Mall, hearing a great hush. It dawns on me that all the hefty armour-plating means the car is effectively soundproofed. I can still see people outside waving and cheering but it is as though they are all miming, and in slow motion. We curve around St James’s Park and across Parliament Square – passing Winston Churchill’s statue – and back into Whitehall.


  At the entrance to Downing Street, the familiar black gates open and we stop to get out and walk up the street. The media are stacked three-high on temporary scaffolding opposite the entrance to Number 10. All the cameras and microphones are pointing in one direction – towards that black door.


  Gordon stops at the microphone set up in front of the massed cameras. I stand next to him and just listen. I have heard many Gordon speeches in my time, many of them wonderfully stirring, uplifting and wise – calling for political support, offering economic guidance and passionately urging change in the UK and around the world.


  Today, his words are simple and heartfelt. He promises, as his own school motto said, ‘to do his utmost’. I know that the same will go for me, too.


  We turn to the door, greeting the policeman on duty. We do not need to knock. The door opens and we walk inside. It is time to play our part in contributing to what happens next in government and a new life behind the black door.


  CHAPTER 2


  Crossing the Threshold


  Wednesday 27th June


  The door opens and Cabinet Secretary Sir Gus O’Donnell welcomes us, giving me a hug. We walk through to be greeted by the tradition of staff clapping their new PM in. Gordon shakes everyone by the hand and warmly greets those he already knows but there are plenty of new faces, too. We both move down the long corridor inside Number 10 beyond the Cabinet Room where, right at the end, our little boys John and Fraser are waiting with other family members and close friends. Here we all take a moment for lots of hugs. But not for long.


  Gordon has to turn his attention immediately to the recent floods that are causing such destruction around the country. He heads off to the Cabinet Room and to find his new office while I take the boys up to the flat we live in, a couple of floors up. We actually live above Number 10 while the Blair family have lived until today in the bigger flat at Number 11 in an arrangement agreed back in 1997 to accommodate their larger family numbers. As we calm down after the excitement, my sister-in-law, Clare (an environmental journalist married to Gordon’s younger brother Andrew), makes cups of tea, and I reach for the phone to call my mum, Pauline, and stepfather, Patrick, just to check in with them. They came to the Leadership conference a few days earlier when Gordon was elected as Labour leader in Manchester, and we will catch up properly very soon, but it is nice to hear their voices. The boys are happy playing so I turn my attention to what needs to happen next.


  One of the first things I have to deal with is the issue of accommodation and security. We have been living in the flat above 10 Downing Street for the past two years, but now we have to decide about moving to the neighbouring flat at Number 11.


  The Number 11 flat offers more space for the children and more privacy. A small lift allows visitors to come and go from the back entrance, and the boys can go directly down to the garden without going through the main building. Added to this, the protection team is keen on the move, thanks to a number of added safety features.


  I had put off making any decision in the run-up to Gordon being sworn in as PM as, to be honest, it just felt a bit unseemly and frankly unfair on the Blair family while they enjoyed their last bit of time in what had been their main home for a decade. Cherie Blair kindly offered to show me around but I could not believe that she wanted to think about new occupants while she was focusing on her own big move.


  So, instead of packing boxes, the first meeting I take is a conversation about personal protection. Since 9/11, the issue of security has been greatly heightened. Visitors to Downing Street have to go through the big black steel gates on Whitehall (installed in 1989 in response to the IRA threat) and a permanent security scanner, after they have been checked on a list and have shown proof of identity.


  Gordon has had personal protection since the London bombings in July 2005 when a direct threat was made against him. Prior to that, even as Chancellor of the Exchequer, he managed without, although there had been some uncomfortable moments when just out for a morning run or walking through an airport. Of course, all current and former Prime Ministers have security protection and that won’t change.


  As a family, we have become very used to operating with Gordon’s protection team. I often joke that spontaneous moments have to be thoroughly organised in advance, but the reality is that you have to notify the security team for even a short walk, and intimate dinners in restaurants are a thing of the past. We are delighted to learn that a number of Gordon’s team from the Treasury protection team (Gary Richmond, Stuart Lockwood and Craig Rowe) are moving across to Number 10. It is so much easier for the children to deal with familiar adults who lurk about with their dad, rather than strange new men in dark suits with bulky jacket pockets.


  I agree with Gordon before my meeting that we will take the advice of the Metropolitan Police and the Home Office. I am mindful that Cherie had had full protection (which continued for some months after she left Number 10), and did not relish the prospect. The Home Office recognise that I am not as high profile as Cherie and are looking for ways to minimise any security issues. Frankly, I think they also see an opportunity to clip a bit of their Budget and please the Treasury, too.


  We all agree that I will provide my diary to the police team who will then assign protection if they think it necessary, such as at public-speaking engagements or big government visits. What still concerns them is how I and/or the boys will get away if some incident (of any nature) arises. Left to our own devices we would just walk away and hope to find a taxi or jump on a bus quickly. But this does not exactly qualify as a speedy exit by Met standards. The happy conclusion to this discussion comes in the form of Mr Roy Gibbons MBE. Roy was Gordon’s driver at the Treasury for ten years and, before that, Kenneth Clarke’s when he was Chancellor. Roy’s two decades of government service earned him his much-treasured MBE and we already know him well (his lovely wife, Monica, always remembers our boys’ birthdays and makes a delicious Jamaican ginger cake).


  As Gordon now has a police driver, it is agreed that Roy will become the driver for me and my family, which means we can have a ‘getaway car’ instead of full-scale protection. We could not have asked for a better person to get us around the place. I sneakily didn’t surrender my Oyster card (though no one actually asked!), because there will doubtless be times when the boys and I will have to go in different directions. I can then send them off in the car with Roy and take the Tube, or hail a cab at the back of Downing Street. As time goes on, this may get harder to do without being recognised, but in all my years as wife of the Chancellor of the Exchequer, I pretty much encountered huge amounts of goodwill wherever I went. I also think that when people are not expecting to see you on the Underground, they tend not to recognise you. However, I was once spotted by a political journalist who said ‘hello’ in a friendly way, and then duly wrote about it in his Sunday newspaper. After that I was a bit more careful, and kept my public transport travels a bit more discreet, by avoiding the nearest Tube stations and bus stops and walking the last bit back. While not opting for a full ‘dark glasses and pulled-down hat’ disguise, I do also take care to dress so I don’t attract extra attention.


  Another important person assigned to look after the family is Clare Cains, our housekeeper. Clare hails from Ireland and lives with her beloved husband John and family in south London, and has worked as part of the Downing Street cleaning staff for many years. The cleaners at Downing Street are all women, all with strong views and a great sense of humour. They have a cleaning rota that lets them work around the building, keeping it spotless without getting in the way of the daily work that goes on there.


  About 200 people work in the Downing Street offices, mostly civil servants for the government of the day, and a further team of political staff that the PM appoints. Of course, there are lots of ‘pointy heads’ – the policy staff and private secretaries who focus on the business of government – but the support teams include clerks and secretaries, IT and digital communications, press officers, events support and the custodians at the famous door. Underpinning all of them are the formidable cleaners.


  These women know their way around the whole building, all its staircases and annexes; to this day, I am not sure that I do. Many of them arrive for work in the early hours so they are rarely seen by visitors, and never caught on camera. Clare got to know all the family’s different needs and various habits very well: she would rescue Gordon’s suit jackets from the backs of chairs, find Fraser’s shoes in the hallway, and know where John had left his homework bag. She takes very great care of us all and understands the pace of everyone’s lives, which all too often means that she is literally picking up the trail of various belongings around the flat.


  The situation with living in a Downing Street flat is that it becomes your main residence, and the value of living there is charged to you via the tax system. This means that we pay extra tax to allow for the fact that being in a Downing Street flat is an in-kind benefit that comes on top of the PM/Chancellor’s salary. This is worked out as the value of having the flat and main bills paid, including some of Clare’s time looking after us in the flat. On top of that we, as the ‘tenants’, pay the council tax to Westminster Council, our family TV subscription, and TV licence. I get asked about this a lot – there seems to be a great deal of public interest in every aspect of our homelife. We are also registered to vote from that address.


  Thursday 28th June


  As soon as I hear that Alistair Darling is to be the new Chancellor, I get hold of his wife, Maggie, already a great friend, and agree we will make the move to Number 11 but with no great hurry.


  Apart from signing up to pay our council tax, my initial time revolves around meeting everyone I can who works in the building and talking about everything; from stationery to access to a computer with a new secure email address. I do break out at one point and take the boys to go and visit my school friend, Ailsa, and her boys, who live just outside London, for a bit of real air and normality. I am already aware of what a bubble it can be in Downing Street, so it is worth the foray out to see the real world.


  Meanwhile, Gordon has the exciting job of appointing his new Cabinet and, in the days to come, all the other Ministers. I have to say it is uplifting to see Gordon’s own Cabinet all in place, coming in for their first meeting.


  CHAPTER 3


  First Decisions


  Friday 29th June


  I am all too aware that my appearance and fashion sense will come under scrutiny. I arrive at Number 10 with a toddler and a baby – John is not yet three, and Fraser is only 11 months old – and am not exactly feeling my fashionable best. Having children definitely changed the way I look. During pregnancy and in the months after birth, I gained weight, found less time for the gym, and even less time for any kind of beauty treatments. I am suffering from the sleep deprivation that many mothers of small children will understand is a tiredness like no other. Some days, brushing my teeth is all I can manage first thing, and brushing my hair comes a bit later, as an added extra.


  I know exactly how long it takes to get ready for a red-carpet event, where photographers with long lenses are picking out who appears in the next day’s papers. But the idea that I am to find time for perfect hair, nails, spray tan, eyebrow threading and skin-rejuvenating wraps is amusing at best. Some may think I should invest more in my presentation, but it just isn’t practical or affordable, given there is no official allowance for the wardrobe of the spouse of the PM (or, in fact, for the PM, either). I decide early on to go for a neutral look that won’t do me down, but also won’t make me stand out.


  I love looking at women in great clothes looking fabulous in magazines as much as anyone, but my definition of what looks great also extends across a diverse spectrum of the way women look. I love clothes and the ever-circulating trends as fashions get reinterpreted for different decades. I worked in Soho for a long time and so was dangerously close to Liberty’s and in the same road as Ben de Lisi’s studio. I am also interested in how our fashion industry works, how it affects and influences so many people through our designers, our high streets and across multi-media. In Britain, we have some of the most brilliant, innovative designers – both established names and young emerging talent. We also have, I believe, the best fashion education in the world in our colleges and universities.


  I decide, where possible, to only purchase British designers and shop in British high-street stores. (Later on, fashion guru and US Harper’s Bazaar editor, Glenda Bailey, suggests I include the American labels that are packed with British creative talent, which I readily did.)


  Having always worn a lot of both designer and high-street fashion, the designer pieces I have fallen in love with over the years have come from Jasper Conran, Ben de Lisi, Nicole Farhi, Margaret Howell, Paul Smith, Paul Costelloe, even Katharine Hamnett (for those who remember the famous T-shirt that she wore to Downing Street back in 1984).


  My starting wardrobe now comes from Jaeger, who have bounced back on the high street under Belinda Earl’s direction, and I go and meet their buyer, Shailina Parti, to look at what’s coming up. I also go to Amanda Wakeley for evening wear. This is a safe but definitely stylish choice as she has a real flair for understanding how to make women look good, whatever their shape and size. I try to work out how many dresses I will need, and quickly realise there is a great call for a different outfit for every occasion. Of course, I can be clever with a bit of mixing and matching of accessories, and for working meetings, frankly, I am all for wearing favourites over and over again. But evening dresses fall into a different category.


  I quickly discover that there is no shortage of designers and retailers who will offer you free clothes just so you wear their label. However, there are many rules that govern what MPs (and spouses) can do with free gifts, not to mention the moral aspect of using your position to grab freebies. So, the Number 10 advisers and I figure out a way that works for everyone. Any clothes, shoes, etc, that I want to keep, I can buy. Any other freely offered clothes, I can effectively ‘rent’ for about 10 per cent of the retail value, and then return unmarked or damaged, of course. This means I can wear a different Amanda Wakeley dress at every state banquet and Guildhall event without breaking the bank. I also come to the same arrangement with jewellers, Garrard, who prove really helpful at finding good pieces to go with my long dresses, and getting them insured.


  There is much discussion about the personal cost of this life borne by spouses, but in all seriousness I have not found the taxpayer falling over themselves to cover the cost of my frocks, and I think I have found a reasonable compromise.


  Once I get the hang of how busy my diary is with official and charity engagements, I do opt for one immediate luxury. I ask my regular hairdresser, Australian Mark Pittman, if he will come to the flat to blow-dry my hair – something I just have never managed to work out how to do well myself. He and his wife, Sue, opened their salon, Bibas, in the 1980s in Bloomsbury, and it has thrived ever since, with me as one of their early customers as I had one of my first post-university jobs nearby.


  Saturday 30th June


  While I have been managing all kinds of domestic and daily office tasks, suddenly something happens that brings a big reality check for the world we live in. News comes through that a bomb attack in London has been foiled, followed by a Cherokee Jeep full of explosives crashing into the main terminal at Glasgow International Airport. The baggage handlers save the day by restraining the men in the car.


  Gordon immediately chairs his first meeting of COBRA, the emergency committee that deals with national crises. He has appointed one of the tough, capable women he likes to work with as Britain’s first female Home Secretary, Jacqui Smith. She reports that the national terrorism threat level had been raised everywhere – a tough start to a new job.


  Monday 2nd July


  I’m starting to understand why being the WPM (Wife of the Prime Minister – I think that Sir Denis Thatcher forged his own path as the one male exception so far) feels so tricky. I have no exact status, no official position, masses of conflicting expectations both internally and externally, and a terrible suspicion that at any moment a great mistake will be made by ME!


  Over the last few weeks, during Gordon’s leadership campaigning time, it was clear that he would arrive with the support of pretty much all the Labour MPs, and so I turned my attention to what I would do once he was made leader. I see my role as supportive, of course; for government events, both professionally and personally, as my husband takes on an even bigger job than the one he had before. I also see – and can look to all my predecessors for this – that there is an opportunity to use the visibility, platform and privilege of being at 10 Downing Street to use my efforts to do something useful and good. I don’t want to over-complicate things, but I am very clear that I can have a voice for change if I don’t step on any policy-making toes. I have to get the balance right between not being an elected politician myself, while making good use of my own abilities and professional experience. I know that whatever happens, a watchful media will report on my successes, or otherwise. It is not without a degree of personal stress that I recognise that failure on my part will make a good news story, but I am an ‘eyes forward’ kind of girl and prepared to take the risk.


  There is, of course, no formal guidebook for all this, but I have had my ‘trial run’ at Number 11. Two things strike me at the start: firstly, that my children are very young, so I need to make time for them and prioritise our family; and secondly, that with whatever time I can carve out after that, I will devote my efforts to supporting causes I am passionate about, and continue to open up Number 10 to as many charity groups and other visitors as possible. I am prepared to work hard, follow whatever rules do exist and totally support our Labour government.


  I don’t have a formal plan and need to find out what resources are available. A few weeks ago, I did sit in Fiona Millar’s kitchen in her North London home sipping delicious Lemon Zinger tea, getting as much advice as I could from her. Fiona ran Cherie’s office back in 1997 and became the Head of Events and Visits for all of Number 10, so I rightly figured that she was the closest thing to a guidebook I could find. I am very grateful for the steer she gave me.


  To get my own office up and running, I am allowed two members of staff and a place to work with computers – and also a fairly blank slate. After some discussion, an office is provided on the first floor just off a central staircase right between Numbers 10 and 11 (there is another more famous staircase with all the pictures of former Prime Ministers but that is further inside the Number 10 building, just past the ground-floor Cabinet Room running directly up to the state rooms where visitors enter). My new office was previously occupied by Lord Birt, the former BBC director general who came to work for Tony Blair, and is notorious for having the ceiling collapse all over Lord Birt’s desk. I am assured it has since been fully repaired and will accommodate me and my team of two. It also has some rather fabulous works of art from the Government Art Collection, but I am warned that these might be collected any time, so to enjoy them while I can.


  One odd thing is that the office has no internet connection (only a link to the in-house Cabinet Office intranet system), so I immediately put in a request for an update to the twenty-first century. This is a wonderful but sometimes strange building.


  I begin by appointing Konrad Caulkett as my special adviser. Konrad is in his mid thirties, very personable and has the right skills for juggling different events and activities from his former jobs with a think tank and the New Statesman magazine. He has a lot of experience in organising events, mailings and visits to political conferences. When he and I meet for coffee to discuss the job further, we realise that we are both on a steep learning curve. He also has a very understanding girlfriend, Victoria, who knows that he will not be doing a 9 to 5 job.


  I have a groaning in-tray of welcoming letters, invitations and requests, so we are joined part-time by Pauline Pennington, a civil servant who works in the Honours section, who works her way through them all for me. One of the first small parcels we open contains a card from Fiona Millar wishing me well with the challenge ahead, and a box of her favourite Lemon Zinger tea.


  It does look as though Konrad and I will be fairly overwhelmed by the array of events and supportive WPM duties as things stand, but are prepared to figure it out. I also intend to maintain my day-to-day involvement in running the children’s charity PiggyBankKids set up in 2002, and to keep up the role of Patron for a number of other charities with whom I already have a role: SHINE education trust, Maggie’s Cancer Caring Centres and Women’s Aid.


  Thankfully, I can also rely on Gil McNeil, who is both a close friend and hard-working colleague – Gil and I have worked together for many years. She is the director of PiggyBankKids, which we set up to raise funds for a range of projects to help vulnerable babies, children and young adults in the UK, including funding scientific research to make pregnancies safer and save newborn lives at the Jennifer Brown Research Laboratory. Gordon and I helped establish the medical research laboratory in Edinburgh in memory of our baby daughter who lived for only ten days after her birth in December 2001.


  As Gil lives in Kent, with her teenage son, Joe, she does not come in to London every day to work. In fact, it is often in the evening, after my boys’ bedtime, when we catch up on our various activities, compare notes, read over speeches or articles, and look at the workload coming up. I know that I will be able to count on her and call her any time things are extra tricky, or a bit too much for me.


  The first charity reception at Number 10 I join as host is for the Down’s Syndrome Association. Then, the next day, my first visitors are a group of trade union women, and I also meet a group of war widows for tea, which brought home to me firsthand how brave our service families are. We also see lots of friends and colleagues at a reception for Horse’s Mouth, a great energetic online volunteering programme, set up by entrepreneur MT Rainey, that seemed very in keeping with the thinking of Gordon’s team. I think there must have been 200 people at the Horse’s Mouth event – the building was just buzzing. The level of activity is building up and I am starting to realise how busy I will be.


  Wednesday 4th July


  Gordon is taking full advantage of the honeymoon period enjoyed by all new PMs, when everyone lets you get on with the job unencumbered. He kicks off with Prime Minister’s Questions (PMQs) and announces that the plans for the super casinos are no more, which is greeted with much delight by the general public. A mini-Las Vegas is not on its way to Blackpool, at least not yet.


  Thursday 5th July


  Another small but welcome change was kicked off when John, an inquisitive and alert toddler, noticed the flagpoles on the roof of Downing Street and complained there were no flags flying. As Gordon pondered the reason for this, he thought that it would be a strong symbolic gesture for all our public buildings to be able to fly their Union Jacks in defiance of the recent terrorist attacks. It turned out that an ancient by-law stated that the Union Jack could only fly a certain number of days a year. So Gordon asked the next question which was to find out how you could change that ruling. It turned out that the answer was that the Prime Minister could change the law. That was handy. He did, and it is a wonderful sight around Westminster, and around the country, to see so many Union Jacks flapping away proudly in the wind.


  I get a text message from Piers Morgan, the TV presenter and former newspaper editor, who has been a friend for many years: It reads, ‘Love the flags idea … I feel oddly proud.’ Quite right.


  Sunday 8th July


  I take a short leave of absence to attend a family event. My beloved father, Iain, passed away a few months ago, at the end of March. While my parents divorced when I was a child, my two brothers, Sean and Bruce, and I, have kept in close contact with our dad. We enjoyed many memorable family holidays over the years in Scotland, visiting grandparents and going off on our own camper van adventures. He later remarried very happily and settled just outside Dublin with his wife, Elizabeth, and my two new half-brothers, making Ireland his home for the last 30 years or so.


  Although my father had been in poor health for a number of years, it has been a shock for us all to lose him (just around the time when Gordon was giving his last Budget, I remember flying out to Dublin only hours later). With family and friends, we gathered together for the funeral a few weeks later in April. Sadly, my dad missed seeing Gordon become PM, which he would have enjoyed very much – and today I join Elizabeth and my brothers for a memorial mass at St Joseph’s Church in Glasthule by Sandycove. While I am not a Catholic, my father had become one and taken great comfort in the Church, and he would have been chuffed to see us all there for him today. I head out at the crack of dawn to get a flight to Dublin and, after the service, spend the day visiting the places my dad loved.


  Wednesday 11th July


  A large part of the WPM’s duties is to greet and spend time with the spouses of visiting leaders and heads of major international organisations. Some visits are in the diary months in advance, while others will pop up at short notice.


  My first official spousal engagement meeting is with Ban Soon-taek, wife of the new United Nations Secretary-General, Ban Ki-moon. Gordon has always engaged enthusiastically with international development issues and ways to reduce global poverty. While he talks to Secretary-General Ban about his first UN General Assembly coming up in September, where Gordon is to be one of the opening speakers, I meet Mrs Ban for a half-hour coffee.


  I meet her at the door of Number 10, and notice that a red carpet has been rolled out for their arrival. Mrs Ban has been travelling extensively with her husband and must be really tired, but she shows no sign of it. Her own family home is in South Korea, but her new home is now in New York and her English is very good. She is an elegant, quiet and gracious woman and I have a great chat with her about family life, and keeping up with hardworking spouses. I feel I have made a good friend. We agree to keep in touch and find ways to support each other’s charitable work.


  Monday 16th July


  I finally find time to move our belongings over to Number 11, thereby making way for Alistair and Maggie Darling to move into Number 10. We shift over our various boxes and work as hard as we can with the cleaning staff to get it ready for their arrival. That done, I whizz over to our new flat, as tomorrow we have Fraser’s first birthday to celebrate.


  Amid all the flurry of government business, a house move and more, our children have been terrific. However, Fraser is still small and the wakeful nights and early starts just add to the exhaustion that all mums will understand.


  To celebrate Fraser’s first birthday I invite some friends with young babies and toddlers over, and we all sit around the hallway on a big blanket playing toddler games. Gordon finds time to sneak away from the office and join us for a while (at least the travel time between home and office is short). Anna Darling (Maggie’s teenage daughter) and I spend hours wrapping a baby-friendly ‘pass the parcel’ and later entirely forget to bring it out. Maggie has made one of her fabulous chocolate cakes while at home in Edinburgh and brings it down on the train. Louise Shackelton comes with her new baby, Isaac, and her husband, David Miliband – the new Foreign Secretary – also calls in via his meetings downstairs. A suitable amount of chocolate cake and chaos ensues, and very importantly, some birthday photos for the album are taken lest anyone think in future years we did not make an effort while we had other distractions on the go.


  Thursday 19th July


  Gordon and I were reminded about the fragility of life and the courage of those who face illness and difficulty today. We met 12-year-old Liam Fairhurst, who suffers from terminal cancer. He is fundraising for his favourite causes and spreading a great deal of joy and inspiration, and came to visit with his parents and brother, Callum. Liam reminds us of how to turn any adversity into a moment of triumph and achievement, especially by helping others. Somehow I know we will be seeing more of this remarkable family, but I know that Liam has reminded me how important it is to support other families’ efforts around the country to do special and remarkable things. Downing Street is the perfect place to recognise people and their achievements, and I hope we can reach out to all kinds of people while we are here.
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  Appendix – Charities


  You can follow Sarah Brown on Twitter on @SarahBrownUK and follow her work on www.gordonandsarahbrown.com.


  PiggyBankKids


  www.piggybankkids.org


  Twitter: @Theirworld


  [image: image]


  PiggyBankKids is about changing children’s lives. Every single child is precious and unique. At PiggyBankKids we work hard to give children the best possible chance of living a healthy and happy life, here in the UK. We want to help as many children as we can: from the vulnerable babies whose lives could be saved with the right scientific breakthroughs, to those kids and young people who have the hardest start in life.


  The charity was founded in 2002 to help inspiring professionals continue their world-changing work in saving and transforming children’s lives.


  The Jennifer Brown Research Fund


  http://piggybankkids.org/our-projects/jennifer-brown-research-fund
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  The researchers at the groundbreaking Jennifer Brown Research Laboratory are working to solve some of the most devastating pregnancy problems and find better ways to look after premature babies.


  White Ribbon Alliance


  www.whiteribbonalliance.org


  Twitter: @WRAGLOBAL
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  The White Ribbon Alliance for Safe Motherhood is an international coalition of individuals and organisations formed to promote increased public awareness of the need to make pregnancy and childbirth safe for all women and newborns in the developing, as well as developed, countries.


  The white ribbon is dedicated to the memory of all women who have died in pregnancy and childbirth. In some cultures, white symbolises mourning and in others it symbolises hope and life. The white ribbon represents this dual meaning globally. The White Ribbon Alliance not only works to sustain life and hope for all women, but also mourns and honours those women who did not survive their pregnancy or childbirth.


  The White Ribbon Alliance represents an opportunity for individuals, organisations and new partnerships to work together to advance women’s health and women’s rights everywhere. Everyone can play their part.


  Since its launch in 1999, the White Ribbon Alliance has been a leader among those holding governments and institutions to account for the tragedy of maternal mortality. With members in 148 countries, WRA is amplifying the voices of people suffering from the greatest burden of morbidity and mortality of complications due to pregnancy and childbirth.


  Other related campaigns can be found at:


  Maternal Mortality Campaign


  www.whiteribbonalliance.org/GlobalMaternalMortality.cfm


  Half the Sky


  (from the book by Nicholas Kristof and Sheryl WuDunn)


  www.halftheskymovement.org


  Twitter: @nickkristof


  Every Mother Counts (the campaign launched by Christy Turlington Burns to address maternal mortality)


  www.everymothercounts.org


  Twitter: @cturlington
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  Wellbeing of Women


  www.wellbeingofwomen.org.uk


  Twitter: @WellbeingofWmen
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  Wellbeing of Women is a charity that raises money to improve women’s health through research, training and education. Established in 1964, we have been raising funds ever since to invest in medical research and the development of specialist doctors and nurses working in the field of reproductive and gynaecological health.


  We are the partner charity of the Royal College of Obstetricians and Gynaecologists and a member of the Association of Medical Research Charities.


  Women’s Aid


  www.womensaid.org.uk


  Twitter: @womensaid
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  Women’s Aid is the key national charity working to end domestic violence against women and children. We support a network of over 500 domestic and sexual violence services across the UK.


  www.thehideout.org.uk


  Women’s Aid website for children and young people.
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  Maggie’s Cancer Caring Centres


  www.maggiescentres.org


  Twitter: @MaggiesCentres
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  A Maggie’s Centre is a place to turn to for help with any of the problems, small or large, associated with cancer.


  Under one roof, you can access help with information, benefits advice and psychological support, both individually and in groups, with courses and stress-reducing strategies. You don’t have to make an appointment, or be referred, and everything we offer is free of charge. It is there for anybody who feels the need for help, which includes those who love and look after someone with cancer, who often feel as frightened and vulnerable as those who actually have the disease.


  A Maggie’s Centre will be many things to many people. It is there for anybody to use in the way they want to. There isn’t a one-size-fits-all recipe for how you live with cancer. Everybody needs to find their own way. The job of the professionals at Maggie’s is to listen to you, to help you find out what you want and give you the tools to help yourself.


  ‘A community jewel.’ Michelle Obama, First Lady of the United States


  SHINE Trust


  www.shinetrust.org.uk


  [image: image]


  SHINE: Support and Help in Education was founded in March 1999. Our mission is to support additional educational initiatives, which encourage children and young people to raise their achievement levels. We fund organisations working with underachieving 6–18 year olds from disadvantaged areas in London and Manchester.
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