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Letters to the Editors

The Esther Rudolf Diaries: Esther Gets a Surprise

Every month, MHreceives hundreds of letters. This issue, we decided to print a few 

Esther Rudolf

It's Friday night and I'm at my
module buddy Mark Hilscher's
house, watching Psycho and sitting
amongst debris made up ofbiscuit
crumbs, pizza boxes and slightly
toasted housemates. Live bits of
tuna-filling scuttle around the floor,
breeding, and possibly asking for
money. There are a lot ofthings I'd
like to do to you, you dirty dirty
man.And the first thing is de-lice
you. Then I'd shampoo your carpet
and scrub your housemates with
medical soap, before fumigating the
hallway and flooding your kitchen
with oven cleaner. No, wait, Esther,
calm down, he's just a friend.I'm
starting to need the loo, and I need
to work out a way of travelling from
the surprisingly white sofa (that'll be
a new addition to the furniture
then),across the stepping stones of
newspapers from 2006 and general
bits of crap,through a sea ofmisery
and broken Toploader singles.
Onward, to battle what trolls may
live in their loo!

I get up and turn around.
Oh my word. Oh my god. Period.

Massive. Period. Massive. Massive
period.I've had a massive period! It's
sitting on their white sofa,staring at
me. Its expression is one of
abandonment,as if it's questioning
me as to why I've left it behind.I
rush out of the room and bolt
myselfin the loo. What the hell do I
do?

First things first, I need a
sanitary pad.I could go in there and

ask his housemates if I can borrow
one, but I imagine that James, Nick,
Tom and Simon would only respond
with mute bewilderment.Or disgust,
when they realise that I've left the
Somme on their sofa. Oh my god.
Oh Christ almighty. I could go in
there and sit down to cover it up, but
something tells me that this is only

making a bad situation worse. I
could leg it,but what if I leave a trail
all up the way up the Viaduct for
Mark to follow like a Beagle and
demand that I come back and clean
it up?

I could lock myself in here
and wait until I'm 'clean' again,like a
low-ranking female from a Native
American hill tribe. But this would
only encourage Mark and his
housemates to wee in the sink,
which is something I suspect that
they might actually do. Plus I've got
a group project meeting tomorrow.
Maybe they haven't noticed yet.
Maybe this is an exciting addition to
the Psycho experience? Nope, I'm
starting to hear noises ofdisgust
from the living room,which I think,
from them,is a bit rich. It could be
worse.

There's a knock at the
door.

"Esther? Are you ok?
You've left an awful lot of blood on
the sofa. Are you hurt? Open up."
Shit. My only response to that is,
"I…I…I…" "Dude , look at her,
she's gone all white." "Right,that's it.
We're taking her to A & E." And

before I know it, I'm bundled into
the car. I should say something. This
is exactly the time I should say
something. But I don't want to break
to them the real reason why I'm now
destroying the upholstery of Mark's
car. The car jolts off, with the boys
squabbling in the back; "it's all your
fault,Simon.You didn't clear up all
the shards of the glass unicorn you
broke yesterday." "I did, I did!" "But
we didn't find the foot. Where was
the fucking foot?" Mark squints at
the road muttering, "you've killed
Esther. You've literally killed Esther.
You've killed Esther with a glass
unicorn foot and this is exactly the
sort of thing you'd do, Simon." 

Just as quickly I'm bundled
out of the car and marched across
the car park to A & E by six pairs of
hands. We wait for twenty minutes,
and as every minute passes, they
become increasingly fraught,and I'm
more and more appallingly aware of
how I can't possibly tell them
because they might actually stab me
and make it true. When a doctor
does finally call me up, they all rush
forward and collectively gibber a
story to the effect that I've been

hoofed in the back of the leg by a
unicorn. The doctor eyes me up and
down, clicking her pen repeatedly,
and takes me into a cubicle. What do
I say? What the hell do I say? She
draws the curtain on six pairs of
anxious eyes and sighs. "Miss
Rudolf, have you had a period
before?"

Dear MH, 
I've always thought of myself as
being quite attractive. At school
many of the boys went through a
phase ofliking me, and I was judged
'best legs' by our school yearbook.So
it worries me now that despite a
surge in cases ofindecent exposure
in Durham, I have neither been
flashed at nor masturbated-towards.
Why is this? Do I need help? 
Yours worriedly,  
Raquel Robinson 

***  
Dear MH, 
I applied to Durham with my
boyfriend,and we've continued our
relationship, even though I'm in a hill
college and he lives on the Bailey.
Things were fine at first,but now he
always seems to be too busy to see
me, and I'm worried. He says it's
because ofhis workload and sports
practice, but I'm scared he might
actually be seeing another girl behind
my back! I've found out that he is
quite close with a girl from his
building, and when I've popped in on
a surprise visit,I'm sure he seemed
guilty and secretive. That said,it is
possible I'm simply being paranoid
since I've got a large workload and
am starting to stress. What should I
do? 
Susie. 

Dear Susie,  
If you're starting to stress about your

workload,then time management is
your most effective solution.Break
the work down into manageable
chunks, and get to each one
individually - then it won't seem like
such a big task.Remember, your
college parent has done this last year
and so should be able to offer some
advice on the amount ofwork you
should be doing each week.

Yes, I expect your
boyfriend is cheating on you. Move
on.

***
Dear MH,  
I'm worried about my choice of
career. Ever since I graduated from
Durham,I've been getting this empty
feeling every time I go into work.
Surely this wasn't what I was
supposed to be doing with my life? I
had so many plans. I could have been
someone. What should I do? Please
help.
Doreen Jones, Careers Advisory Service 

***
Dear MH, 
I've been getting this feeling lately
that I'm being used.I may look like a
loveable and cuddly travel writer, but
I have opinions too, about things like
world peace and top up fees.
Sometimes I think my life has
become nothing more than a cheap
photo opportunity.
Kind regards, 
Bill

***

Dear MH, 
I'm interested in doing some work
experience with a newspaper. I was
wondering ifyour publication would
consider allowing me to make the tea
and do the photocopying for a week
or so over the summer.
Yours sincerely, 
Tim Smyth 

***

Attention, all you Durham students! Paris
students are revolting - now it is our
time!

Let us build on Durham's
revolutionary past of Hatfield
students and feminism, 1968
students protesting against dinners.
Momentum is on our side. You can
sense how wild lads are getting:
shouting in the streets, or running
around dressed in cunning disguises

(terrorists, fairies, bears in the case of
one drama company). Havoc and
uprisings are nigh! 

Drunken members of
AltSoc, dissidents (well, a dissident)
from Labour: my vicious guinea pig
and socialist students call you to
action! Let us conspicuously gather
(army gear, please) at 6 o'clock this
very Sunday . A commando will go
and infiltrate Old Shire Hall,while a
selected group of thirty lads will go
and hold the castle walls with the
help of whoever they can muster in
the bailey bars. The main bulk of our
forces will occupy the DSU, and raise
our flag there.

If anyone has a flag,
contact me. Come along - it will be
good fun. The two first volunteers
will be provided with halfa bar of
Fair Trade chocolate, funded with the
money we stole from New Labour!
The five next ones will be offered
free beer. This is provided they pay
their membership fee beforehand
(£140, non-refundable). Brave men
(and women) never die. As the poet
had it; "fall we may/ but never
forgotten,nay / forever remembered
in May / loyal day today".

Yes - I wrote that.
Remember to keep this secret.
Commander Erik 

***
If you want to write to us, email
your woes, queries or whatever to

mostlyharmless06@gmail.com

Period?


