
Crap weather, isn’t it? Rain  
all day. Reminds me of  
another miserable rainy day, 
a few years back. It might 
have been 1965. My ex-wife 
and I were living in New York 
during a very rainy season, 
when my then wife – I’m only 
calling her that because that’s 

what she was, a Then Wife – she met this other English 
gel, Judy. Judy was blonde, talky, a little chubby but not too 
much. I liked her a lot, but I won’t go into that. You listen-
ing? ... Yes, I’ll get to the rainy part of the story. 

It turns out that Judy is the PA– I don’t think we called 
them PAs then, by the way. There was some other word. 
What? Oh yeah, secretary. And gofer! That was someone 
you’d make Go... Fer. So Judy was the Go Fer for another 
English person who was starting a nightclub scene to be 
called The Establishment. Not to namedrop or anything, 
but the guy was Peter Cook, the renowned wit. You remem-
ber Pete and Dud? That Peter Cook. Very well known. And 
Judy introduced us to Peter Cook.  

Also to Peter Cook’s girl friend, Wendy. She was cute, and 
a lot shorter than Pete. But that’s no criticism. I liked her a 
lot. Well, my then wife and I saw a lot of Peter and Wendy 
via Judy. Plenty! We had a lot of fun with them, you can 
imagine. I’m trying to remember some of Peter’s famous 
jokes ... oh never mind. 

Then one day Wendy told me, ‘Peter and I are going to get 
married. But my father is dead.’ Or maybe she said, ‘But my 
father isn’t in New York.’ Can’t remember which. She then 
said, ‘I’d like you to give me away when we get married.’ 

Blimey! She wanted me to be like father of the bride, ex-
cept those who didn’t actually know I wasn’t might guess 
that I really wasn’t, because Wendy was too short for us to 
be related. Also, we were about the same age. 

Well, you would have been amazed and honoured if it was 
you, yes? 

So, on the morning of the wedding … since you’re in a 
rush I won’t bother to describe Wendy’s wedding gown and 
my own fancy father-of-the-bride getup. So I go to Peter 
and Wendy’s flat in the rain to liaise for the transport. 

I’ll never forget the first words of theirs to me on their 
wedding day. Wendy looks up at me, still very short despite 
her high heels, and she says, ‘Fuck. Wouldn’t you know it 
would be pissing the fuck down on my wedding day?’ And 
Peter, who was taller, says, ‘Shut up, cunt. It’s the happiest 
day of your life.’ 

And that rainy day in New York was exactly like this one. 
Apart from Peter’s witty remark and the subsequent  
wedding. Cheerio! Ta ra! 
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