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Don’t you just hate pandas? Whenever I find myself with a surfeit1 mouthful of 
unfocused loathing, I remember pandas and it slips down nicely. 
 For a start, it’s their faces, that childish clown’s make-up. And then there’s the 
ingratitude. Panda should be a synonym for rudeness. After everything that has been 
done for them- the money, the diplomatic initiatives, the four-star reception centres- 
all we have asked in return, is that they mate. Hardly difficult work. And will they? Will 
they heck. They just sit there turning their backs on us, begging, stuffing their mouths, 
occasionally relaxing on a car tyre. A tyre, may I remind you, that has been paid for by 
me and you. How many decent English families can afford to have a recreational tyre? 
Exactly. Pandas are just taking advantage.  
 This country has an unparalled record in offering a home to persecuted pandas. 
We’ve been welcoming them since before Blue Peter. And heavens, nobody’s 
suggesting that pandas with a real cause- pregnant pandas- should be refused entry. 
But in all the years, how many babies have they given in return for our soft-touch 
liberal largesse? None. Zilch. Zero. I think I speak for all decent, right-minded people 
when I say enough is enough. No more pandas.  
 It’s not just their ingratitude- they’re not like us. Barely human. Barely bear. If 
my daughter ever fell for those big black eyes and came home with a panda, I’d... 
I’d...well, I wouldn’t be responsible for my sulk. I’d sulk until my nose dropped off. I’d 
read the newspaper and hum the Dambusters meaningfully. If they’ve got problems at 
home, well I’m sorry. We’ve got problems of our own. The truth is, pandas are just 
sexual tourists. They’ve brought it on themselves.  
 You may be wondering what all this has got to do with a restaurant column. 
Well, let me tell you the shocking truth: the real reason we hate pandas. They’re 
vegetarians. Oh, you knew that already? Ah, but what you don’t know is that they’ve 
chosen to be vegetarians. Pandas are unique in the non-mammalian world: they’re 
animals with carnivores’ metabolism, digestive systems and teeth, who have, through 
caprice, self-advertisment and subverted anger at their parents, become vegetarian. 
Their brinking extinction is nothing to do with predators, human encroachment, ozone, 
motor cars or online banking. It’s because they won’t eat their bloody dinners, ‘Oh no, 
just a few bamboo shoots for me, mum. I’m a vegetarian.’ 
 Well, they’re going. Oblivion is staring them in the bowel. Let the panda be a 
grim warning to all those little girls who think they’ll be more interesting if they give up 
meat. It will only end in black-eyed tears. Nobody will want to sleep with you, you’ll 
never have babies and you’ll spend all day playing back-axles with a Pirelli2.  
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 Too much/ excess 
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 A make of tyre 


