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Alexander McCall Smith : Bertie's Guideto Lifeand Mothers (44 Scotland Street Series) before purchasingitin

order to gage whether or not it would be worth my time, and all praised Bertie's Guide to Life and Mothers (44
Scotland Street Series):

33 of 33 people found the following review helpful. Bertie's continuing awful Mother problemsBy GRMASs usual poor
Bertie has great problems in combating his overbearing and simply awful Mother. Nice to realise that he and his rather
useless Father plus of course Ulyses will enjoy a period of bliss and contentment. It is of great pleasure to catch up


http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=0804170002

with all the other inhabitants of 44 Scotland Street i.e. Angus and Domenicawith Cyril, Matthew and Elspeth with the
triplets, and Big Lou. | always enjoy these books......... they brighten up the day.16 of 16 people found the following
review helpful. lovely bookBy SGHis usual lovely and kind book. With thoughtful and thought inducing remarks. Not
much is happening but his characters are like all the people around us and his observations are wonderful . Also love his
vocabulary, nice to have to look up a new word every now and again.Very enjoyable! 14 of 15 people found the
following review helpful. In Which Bertie Turns 7, Cyril Gets Drunk, and Stuart Finally Grows a Bit of a Back-
boneBy Mary LinsCalling fans of the "44 Scotland Street” series by Alexander McCall Smith! Isn't six-year-old

bel eaguered Bertie your favorite character? Heis mine, so | was so happy to find so much of him in the latest in the
series, "Bertie's Guideto Life and Mothers'. Has he ever got the MOTHER of mothers! The poor kid; and dad Stuart
hardly ever steps up.As much as | love to hate Irene, Bertie's horrible mother, | did start to notice that ALL the women
in Bertie'slife are pretty pushy; you'd ailmost think the Steiner School where Bertie is an Elementary student, could be
re-named School for Fascist Females. Seven year-olds, Olive and Pansy, are little Irenes in the making. Olive insists
that she and Bertie are going to be wed when they turn 20, whether Bertie likesit or not. (Y ou wonder if that's how
Irene got Stuart!)At least Bertie hastwo MANLY menin hislife, even if they are aso seven years old - Tofu and
Larch. Bertie represents the median between the Neanderthal Tofu, and the wimp Stuart, but can he remain well-
balanced into the future?l won't spoil the fun - but Bertie FINALLY turns seven in this book - and wait until you find
out what he got for birthday presents. Sheesh. All the other Scotland Street denizens are here (plus a new character is
added to the gang in this novel!) Fans will not be disappointed.

Alexander McCall Smith'swildly popular 44 Scotland Street series chronicleslife in a corner of Edinburgh brimming
with wit and humor.Newlywed painter and sometime somnambulist Angus Lordie might be sleepwalking his way into
trouble with Animal Welfare when he lets his dog Cyril drink abit too much lager at the local bar. The longsuffering
Bertie, on the cusp of his seventh birthday party, has taken to dreaming about his eighteenth, atime when he will be
able to avoid the indignity of unwanted girl attendees and the looming threat of a gender-neutral doll from his
domineering mother Irene. Matthew and Elspeth struggle to care for their triplets, contending with Danish au pairs and
dubious dukes to boot, while the narcissistic Bruce faces his greatest challenge yet in the form of an over-eager
waxologist. As ever, when Alexander McCall Smith visits 44 Scotland Street, fun is sure to follow.

"Poignant. . . . Readers can start here and feel the warmth of McCall Smith’s wit, deft characterization, and
overarching theme of kindness. However, if you read the series from the outset, you'll be treated to an astonishing
view of changesin characters' lives, very much like atime-lapse video in book form."  --Booklist (starred

review)" Sense and humor fuse absolutely.” —The Scotsman®“McCall Smith is an engaging and a witty guide to the
goings on (and comings off) at fictional 44 Scotland Street.” —The Daily Express (London)About the
AuthorALEXANDER McCALL SMITH isthe author of the No. 1 Ladies Detective Agency series, the | sabel
Dalhousie series, the Portuguese Irregular Verbs series, the 44 Scotland Street series, and the Corduroy Mansions
series. Heis professor emeritus of medical law at the University of Edinburgh in Scotland and has served with many
national and international organizations concerned with bioethics. He was born in what is now known as Zimbabwe
and was a law professor at the University of Botswana. He livesin Scotland. Visit his website at

www.al exandermccallsmith.com.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.1.??Knives and
Chromosomes Bertie Pollock (6) was the son of Irene Pollock (37) and Stuart Pollock (40), and older brother of
Ulysses Colquhoun Pollock (1). Ulysses was also the son of Irene but possibly not of Stuart, the small boy bearing a
remarkable resemblance to Bertie' s psychotherapist, recently self-removed from Edinburgh to a university chair in
Aberdeen. Stuart, too, had been promoted, having recently been moved up three rungs on the civil service ladder after
incurring the gratitude of a government minister. This had happened after Stuart, in a moment of sheer frustration, had
submitted the numbers from The Scotsman’s Sudoku puzzle to the minister, representing them as likely North Sea oil
production volumes. He had immediately felt guilty about this adolescent gesture—homo ludens, playful man, might
be appreciated in the arts but not in the civil service—and had he been able to retract the figures he would have done
so. But it was too late; the minister was delighted with the encouraging projection, with the result that any confession
by Stuart would have been a career-terminating event. So he remained silent, and was immensely relieved to discover
later that the real figures, once unearthed, were so close to his Sudoku numbers as to make no difference. His
conscience was saved by coincidence, but never again, he said to himself.Irene had no interest in statistics and always
adopted a glazed expression at any mention of the subject. “I can accept that what you do is very important, Stuart,”
she said, in apinched, rather pained tone, “but frankly it leaves me cold. No offence, of course.” Her own interests
were focused on psychol ogy—she had a keen interest in the writings of Melanie Klein—and the raising of children.
Bertie' s education, in particular, was a matter of great concern to her, and she had aready written an article for the
journal Progressive Motherhood, in which she had set out the objectives of what she described as “the Bertie
Project.”“ The emphasis,” she wrote, “must always be on the flourishing of the child’s own personality. Yet this
overriding goal is not incompatible with the provision of a programme of interest-enhancement in the child herself”



(Irene was not one to use the male pronoun when afeminine form existed). “In the case of Bertie, | constructed a
broad and fulfilling programme of intellectual stimulation introducing him at avery early stage (four months) to the
possibilities of theatre, music and the plastic arts. The inability of the very small infant to articulate a response to the
theatre, for example, is not an indication of lack of appreciation—far from it, in fact. Bertie was at the age of four
months taken to a performance by the Contemporary Theatre of Krakow at the Edinburgh Festival and reacted very
positively to the rapid changes of light on the stage. There are many other examples. His response to Klee, for
instance, was noticeable when he was barely three, and by the age of four he was quite capable of distinguishing
Peploe from Matisse.” Some of these claims had some truth to them. Bertie was, in fact, extremely talented, and had
read way beyond what one might expect to find in a six-year-old. Most six-year-olds, if they can read at al, are
restricted to the doings of Spot the Dog and other relatively unsubtle characters; Bertie, by contrast, had already
consumed not only the complete works of Roald Dahl for children, but also half of Norman Lebrecht’ s book on
Mahler and almost seventy pages of Miranda Car-ter’ s biography of the late Anthony Blunt. His choice of thisreading,
which was prodigious on any view, was dependent on what he happened to find lying about on his parents’
bookshelves, and this was, of course, the reason why he had also dipped into several volumes of Melanie Klein and
was acquainted too with a number of Freud’s accounts of his famous cases, especially those of Little Hans and the
Wolf Man.Little Hans struck Bertie as being an entirely reasonable boy, who had just aslittle need of analysis as he
himself had.”1 think Dr. Freud shouldn’t have worried about that boy Hans,” Bertie remarked to his mother, as they
made their way one afternoon to the consulting rooms of Bertie's psychotherapist in Queen Street. “1 don’t think there
was anything wrong with him, Mummy, | really don’t.”“That’s a matter of opinion, Bertie,” answered Irene. “And
actually it’s Professor Freud, not Dr. Freud.”“Well,” said Bertie. “ Professor Freud then. Why does he keep going on

Irene. “We mustn’t mumble, carissimo. We must speak clearly so that others can understand what we have to

say.” Bertie looked anxiously about him. He decided to change the subject. “What about my birthday, Mummy?’ he
said.Irene looked down at her son. “Yes, it's coming up very soon, Bertie. Next week, in fact. Are you excited?’ Bertie
nodded. He had waited so long for this birthday—nhis seventh—that he found it difficult to believe that it was now
about to arrive. It seemed to him that it had been years since the last one, and he had almost given up on the thought of
turning seven, let alone eighteen, which he knew was the age at which one could leave one' s mother. That was the real
goal—adistant, impossibly exciting, shimmering objective. Freedom.”Will | get any presents?’ he asked.Irene smiled.
“Of courseyou will, Bertie.”*1’d like a Swiss Army penknife,” he half-whispered. “Or afishing rod.” Irene said
nothing.” Other boys have these things,” Bertie pleaded.Irene pursed her lips. “ Other boys? Do you mean Tofu?’ Bertie
nodded miserably.“Well the less said about him the better,” said Irene. She sighed. Why did men—and little boys
too—have to hanker after weapons when they already had their?.?2.?.7She shook her head in exasperation. What was
the point of all this effort if, after years of striving to protect Bertie from gender stereotypes, he came up with a request
for aknife? It was a question of the number of chromosomes, she thought: therein lay the core of the problem.2.?
?Essex Girls et alFrom Bertie' s point of view his approaching birthday was the cause of immense excitement. Not
only was there the issue of presents—although he was virtually reconciled to not getting what he wanted, as his mother
had on previous birthdays always been careful to choose gender-neutral gifts—there was also the question of the party
Irene had promised him. This was something to which Bertie looked forward with keen anticipation, although he knew
that here, too, there would be snares and pitfalls that would require very careful evasive action on his part. The greatest
problem, of course, wasthe list of those to be invited. If Bertie had his way, the guests would all be boys, as that
would mean that they would be able to play the games they wanted without having to take into account the wishes of
any girls. Bertie had once been to a party where the guests had played British Bulldog, and he had enjoyed that every
bit as much as that other game of rough and tumble, Chase the Dentist. Girls, he had learned, liked neither of these
games, on the grounds that the boys, being rougher and more inclined to push and shove, had a natural advantage over
them.But the list, he knew, could not be an all-boy one, as Irene had made it very clear that she expected an equal
number of boy and girl guests.” There are plenty of nice girls who’d love to come to your party, Bertie,” she assured
him. “There' s Olive, obviously, and Olive' sfriend Pansy. Then there s that pleasant girl Chardonnay, although heaven

it. And she’s got alittle sister called Shiraz. That’s anice name too, | think.” Irene rolled her eyes upwards. “ Such
names are?.?2.2.well, they’re rather closely linked with?.?2.?2.2well, Bertie, I'm sorry to say they are rather closely
associated with Essex.”“ Essex?’ said Bertie. “Isn’t Essex aplace in England, Mummy?'“Yesitis,” said Irene.
“Unfortunately.”“What do you mean, Mummy? Are there lots of girls called Chardonnay in Essex, but not in
Edinburgh?’ Irene suppressed a smile. “Y ou could say that, Bertie. Chardonnay is not really an Edinburgh name. But
Essex, you see, isabit?.2.2.21t' sabit?.2.?2.2well, let’s not worry about Essex, Bertie. Chardonnay can’t help her
unfortunate name, and I’ m sure that she'll love to come to your party.”“ And there'll be boystoo,” said Bertie
quickly.lrene nodded. “1’m sure that Ranald will be very happy to come.”“ And Tofu.” Irene made a non-committal



noise. “I thought you found Tofu abit difficult, Bertie.” Bertie nodded. “ Y es, heis, Mummy. But | have to invite him.
He'd hear about the party and if | didn’t invite him, there'd be trouble.” The conversation about guests continued for
some time, but Bertie's mind was not really on it. He was now remembering the party he had attended several weeks
earlier, which had been to celebrate Olive's seventh hirthday. Bertie had been reluctant to go to this but had been
obliged by his mother to accept the invitation. “You’ll enjoy yourself once you're there, Bertie,” she had said. “I often
find that myself when Mummy and Daddy have to go out. We may not be in the mood to begin with, but then we find
that we enjoy ourselves quite alot once we're there. Daddy often finds that.” Bertie thought about this. “1s that because
he gets drunk, Mummy?’ Irene looked shocked. “Bertie, you mustn’t say things like that. Daddy doesn’t get drunk at
cocktail parties. Anyway, the point isthis. you'll enjoy Olive's party once you' re there—you mark my words.” Bertie
did not enjoy himself. When he arrived at Olive' s house in the Braids, his heart sank as he saw the cluster of pink
balloonstied to the gatepost at the end of the short drive. And it sank even further when he realised that of the twelve
guestsinvited by Olive, he was the only boy.“1sn’t Ranald coming?’ he asked Olive as he handed over her

present.“ Certainly not,” said Olive. “ Ranald Braveheart Macpherson has not been invited to my house and never will
be, with those stupid thin legs of his! No, Bertie, you are the only boy who is privileged to join us today, and you
should bejolly grateful for that.”“Yes,” said Pansy, shaking her finger at him. “Y ou should know just how lucky you
are, Bertie.” Bertie did not argue. He was outnumbered in every way, and he had long ago learned that arguing with
Olive got one nowhere. So he busied himself with a sausage roll and a slice of pizza and waited for events to take their
natural course.After tea, Olive had clapped her hands and announced that it was time for games. “We're going to play
agame now,” she said. “A really good one.”“Houses?’ asked Pansy. “Could we play houses, Olive?’ Olive appeared
to give this request full consideration before she shook her head. “No, we shall not play houses, Pansy. Houses is a
very yesterday game. We're going to play Jane Austen!” There were squeal s of pleasure and excitement from several
of the girls. “Yes!” enthused Pansy. “Jane Austen!” And then she asked, “How do you play that?’“|’m going to be
Lizzie,” said Olive. “She' sagirl with lots of sisters. Pansy, you can be her Mummy, who is very stupid, and Lakshmi,

on until five. Two hours of Jane Austen stretched ahead of him.” And you, Bertie,” said Olive decisively, “you can be
Mr. Darcy.”“How do | do that?” whispered Bertie. “1 don’t know how to play Jane Austen, Olive.”“Y ou just stand
there and be handsome,” said Olive. “That’s all you have to do. And when one of the sisters asks you to dance, then
you have to bow and say, ‘Madam, | would be most honoured, truly | would.” That’s all. You don’t have to say
anything else.”“How long do | have to do that for?’ asked Bertie.“ An hour or so,” said Olive. “ Then we' re going to
play another game. Royal Weddings!” There were further squeals of excitement, but from Bertie there came only a
sigh. Royal Weddings, he felt, was a game that adults played—not children.



