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            PREFACE

         

         There are few politicians who could genuinely be described as a phenomenon. Boris Johnson is one. Whatever ‘it’ is, he’s got it in spades. Walk down the street with him and he is mobbed by people wanting selfies. Borismania happened way before Corbynmania became a ‘thing’.

         Boris’s appearances on Have I Got News For You propelled him into the political stratosphere, building him a fan base way beyond the confines of politics. Boris has star quality. He’s loved by many, ridiculed by some and feared by others.

         My abiding memory of Boris was spending a day with him when I was campaigning as the Conservative Party candidate in North Norfolk back in 2004. Boris kindly agreed to come and support my efforts to be an MP (which sadly failed!). I had heard terrible stories of him being late or turning up on the wrong day, so when I answered the phone at ten to nine that morning, my heart was already in my mouth. I thought I’d covered every organisational base there was to cover, but, oh no, I hadn’t. ‘Morning, old bean,’ chirruped Boris. ‘Nearly at the station now.’ As the train was due to depart for Norwich at 9 a.m, I was already worried. ‘Where exactly are you, Boris?’ I whimpered. ‘Just coming into King’s Cross now,’ came the rather worrying response. Why worrying? Well, he was supposed to be at Liverpool Street. I just about managed not to cry and rapidly created a Plan B. I got him on the train to King’s Lynn – a mere ninety-minute drive from my home near North Walsham, and then of course a ninety-minute drive back. Bearing in mind he was due to speak at a lunch for 150 people at 1 p.m., things were not looking good. In the end we managed to go to the glass-making factory, do an interview with North Norfolk Radio and conduct an interview with the local paper in the back of the car without too much trouble. However, it meant we were forty-five minutes late for the lunch.

         We walked into the room and I expected to be lynched. But they all stood and cheered, because, frankly, they had never expected him to be on time. ‘Good old Boris,’ they cried. Only Boris could have got away with it. Meanwhile, I slumped into my chair, a nervous wreck, thinking to myself, ‘Never again.’

         In 2008, he successfully ousted Ken Livingstone as Mayor of London. Since then he has brought a new energy and unique style of governance to City Hall. As an LBC radio presenter, I have had the pleasure of interviewing Boris on more than a few occasions over the years, and his charm and wit remain to this day. He gives good interview, as they say, even though he has a very annoying habit of never looking you in the eye when you ask him a difficult question. It makes it very difficult to interrupt him, as he well knows. Sometimes I have had to remind him that an interview consists of me asking a question, with him answering it, rather than him indulging in a monologue.

         Boris is underestimated by many of his opponents because they can’t comprehend his popular, cross-party appeal. The left try to paint him as an alt-right, populist extremist, when he is nothing of the sort. Just as they misjudged George W. Bush and tried to dismiss him as ‘stupid’, they are making the same mistake with Boris. They may live to regret it.

         Boris was the coalition government’s worst critic. He lambasted the government’s housing policy as ‘social cleansing’, went against Conservative policy and called for a referendum on the EU and warned the government to rethink cuts to police numbers in the wake of the London riots. Boris is the darling of the Conservative grassroots and is seen by many as the only man standing up for Conservative values.

         When he finished his eight years as Mayor of London, everyone speculated that No. 10 would be his logical next destination. His leading role in the referendum campaign enabled him to announce he wished to succeed David Cameron. But it was not to be and he withdrew from the contest after an incendiary intervention from Michael Gove. To everyone’s surprise, Theresa May appointed him Foreign Secretary, giving him the chance to prove himself on a world stage. It’s fair to say that despite one or two triumphs, his tenure at the Foreign Office was not seen as a success. Despite that, when he announced his candidacy to succeed Theresa May, Boris Johnson was instantly made the red-hot favourite. 

         During the 2019 leadership campaign, I spent more time with him than any other journalist or broadcaster. I hosted ten of the sixteen leadership hustings between Johnson and Jeremy Hunt at venues all around the country, culminating in an amazing evening in London in front of 4,500 people. At the first hustings in Birmingham, I was roundly booed by the audience of Tory members for having the temerity to ask him about his private life, in particular the front-page newspaper reports about a row he was supposed to have had with his partner, Carrie Symonds. As the hustings progressed, I became more and more impressed by candidate Johnson. He purveyed such an optimistic message that I found myself being wound in at times.

         One incident at the Carlisle hustings will stay with me for a long time. Jeremy Hunt had departed the stage and I was asking Boris Johnson whether he would declare a climate emergency, when I noticed out of the corner of my eye that a helicopter was landing nearby. Boris had also spotted it and blurted out: ‘Well, that’s a bit embarrassing. I bang on about climate change, and I think that might be my helicopter.’ The audience lapped it up and laughed. A minute or two later, I noticed that Jeremy Hunt was getting into his own helicopter. Boris chimed in: ‘Why are we all travelling in separate helicopters? One helicopter!’ Cue more laughter. As the helicopter took off, a gust of wind blew into the room. I saw Boris look to his right and it was then I realised the whole staging backdrop starting to fall on top of the both of us. I put my hand up to stop it and managed to push it back into position. 

         Apart from that, what happens on tour with Boris stays on tour.

         On 24 July 2019, Boris Johnson became the most powerful Conservative politician in the country when he achieved his lifetime ambition of becoming Prime Minister.

         This is the third and biggest incarnation of this book, since the original Little Book of Boris was published way back in 2007. My former PA, now a star journalist with the Sunday Times, Grant Tucker, helped me compile the second book, The Bigger Book of Boris, and for this volume I am delighted to have a co-author, my LBC producer Jakub Szweda, without whom I would not have had the time to meet the very stern deadline given to me by Biteback. Thanks also to another LBC colleague, Henry Riley, for his contribution.

         As I finish writing this introduction at the end of July, Boris has been PM for less than a week. I’ve said quite often over the past few weeks that I expect Boris to be either one of our greatest Prime Ministers or one of the very worst. There are few shades of grey with Boris. He could be Prime Minister for years, or he be the political equivalent of Lady Jane Grey and end up as our shortest-serving premier.

         However it turns out for him and the country, it’s surely going to be an interesting ride.

         
             

         

         Iain Dale

         North Norfolk, July 2019 

      

   


   
      
         

            LIFE, LIBERTY AND THE PURSUIT OF POWER

         

         
            I had so massacred Bach that I became one of the first pupils in years to fail Grade 1 piano, and still I persevered, in spite of the gentle whispering campaign mounted by my piano teacher to persuade me to give up.

            On his childhood aspiration to play the piano

         

         
            I remember there were a lot of teacher strikes just after I finished teacher training college. I actually received a letter from a union asking if I’d like to sign up. I replied, tersely of course, explaining that I certainly would not, that I opposed their strikes and that they could stick their offer… well, you know.

         

         
            Try as I might, I could not look at an overhead projection of a growth–profit matrix and stay conscious.

            Explaining why he quit after a week as a management consultant 
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            That’s one for the memoirs.

            On being rescued after he was swept out to sea while swimming

         

         
            Sometime before the end of August, I will grab a week’s leave, like a half-starved sea lion snatching an airborne mackerel, and whatever happens that leave will not be taken in some boarding house in Eastbourne. It will not take place in Cornwall or Scotland or the Norfolk Broads. I say stuff Skegness. I say bugger Bognor. I am going to take a holiday abroad.

            On refusing to take a holiday in Britain

         

         
            All the warning we had was a crackling of the alder branches that bend over the Exe, and the stag was upon us. I can see it now, stepping high in the water, eyes rolling, tongue protruding, foaming, antlers streaming bracken and leaves like the hat of some demented old woman, and behind it the sexual, high-pitched yipping of the dogs. You never saw such a piteous or terrible sight…

         

         
            It was a stellar performance. I may as well give up now and make way for an older man.

            On his father Stanley’s appearance on Have I Got News For You, Daily Express, 12 May 2004 

         

         
            I’m in charge here!

            When things on Have I Got News For You threatened to get out of hand

         

         
            I’ve got my fingers in several dykes.

            Conservative Party conference, 6 October 2004

         

         
            OK, I said to myself as I sighted the bird down the end of the gun. This time, my fine feathered friend, there is no escape.

            Friends, Voters, Countrymen

         

         
            What we hate, what we fear, is being ignored.

            On the fears of MPs, 21 April 2005

         

         
            I got to page 1,264 of War and Peace. It was really hotting up, but unfortunately I lost my copy. 

         

         
            There is no finer subject. I say that without prejudice to other subjects, which you can basically read in your bath.

            On the subject of classics, 2005

         

         
            I lost the job. Well, the honest truth is that this has been embellished… probably by me, in the sense that there were two of us who were taken on as trainees, and this was in the ’80s, I think it was the late ’80s, and it was him or me who was going to get the job at the end of… eight months or nine months. It was mano-a-mano and of course it was him who got it.

            (In fact, rather than failing to beat another trainee to win a permanent position, he was sacked for falsifying a quotation)

         

         
            I was just chucking these rocks over the garden wall, and I’d listen to this amazing crash from the greenhouse, next door, over in England, as everything I wrote from Brussels was having this amazing, explosive effect on the Tory Party, and it really gave me this, I suppose, rather weird sense of, of power.

            On being the Brussels correspondent for the Telegraph, speaking on Desert Island Discs, 30 October 2005 

         

         
            It is easy to make promises – it is hard work to keep them.

         

         
            It’s economically illiterate. A degree in classics or philosophy can be as valuable as anything else.

            In response to claims that students are dropping certain subjects for courses seen as more useful to their careers

         

         
            Terrible outbreak of afternoon kipping in Henley. Always in their dressing gowns, hard at it.

            On siestas

         

         
            The trouble with campaigning in the wilds of Oxfordshire is that you lose touch with the main battle. I feel lost in the jungle, way up the Nong River, seventy-five clicks beyond the Do Long bridge.

         

         
            We are tiny blobs of flesh and blood crawling on the thin integument of a sphere of boiling rock and metal.

            On the human race 

         

         
            The royal family are living memorials, the history of the country written in their DNA, a bit like the inscriptions on the Menin Gate. Unlike the Menin Gate, thanks to human reproduction, those genes can go on for ever.

         

         
            One man’s Mickey Mouse course is another man’s literae humaniores.

            Discussing the ‘lite’ courses studied at British universities

         

         
            We seem to have forgotten that societies need rich people, even sickeningly rich people, and not just to provide jobs for those who clean swimming pools and resurface tennis courts.

            Lend Me Your Ears

         

         
            What is a gaffe? A gaffe is in the eye of the beholder.

            Wall Street Journal, 3 January 2009 

         

         
            We have the right kind of snow, just the wrong quantity.

            Radio 2, 2 February 2009

         

         
            Piers Morgan: No, you can sit here and take it like a man. You see, I don’t really buy into this buffoon thing. I think you play it all up to make money and charm the public, when underneath it all lurks a calculating, ambitious and very serious brain.

            
                

            

            Boris Johnson: That’s very kind of you, but you must consider the possibility that underneath it all there really may lurk a genuine buffoon.

         

         
            I’d like thousands of schools as good as the one I went to: Eton.

         

         
            Great caffeine-powered, keyboard-hammering community of online thinkers who contribute with such richness to the cyberspace jabberama.

            On online trolls, 17 January 2011 

         

         
            Come on then, I said to the enemy, just you do that again. Just have another quick look over the top of that empty oil drum, and I am going to give you what for. And then he did, the poor sucker. His head popped up like a meerkat and pow-pow-pow I sent down the rain of death and bam-bam-bam my oily projectiles hit him right where it hurt – or so I assumed.

            Everything went quiet. I squinted ahead, and there was a break in the firing. I could hear the breeze in the leaves of this ancient Surrey glade. A pong rose from the puddles ahead. It was time. Like an old cougar plotting his last leap, like Paul Newman at the end of Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid, I hauled myself forward on my haunches and prepared to explode into the gap ahead. A burst to the left, a burst to the right, and then a Stallone-style roll to the shelter of the next set of drums. That was the plan.

            On paintballing, 5 July 2011 

         

         
            Let’s skip the dreary, guilt-inducing, afternoon-destroying October lie-in, and let’s make the leap into light.

            On British Summer Time to be in force all year, Daily Telegraph, 31 October 2011

         

         
            It is one thing to show solidarity with the Scots by eating porridge for breakfast. But can you really face it on its own? Surely the thing is to add brown sugar or – better still – whorls of golden syrup. If you are like me, you take a childish pleasure in watching as it falls from the spoon, a glistening shaft of solid tawny sunlight.

            Daily Telegraph, 12 February 2012

         

         
            Gangnam Style is very good. The Prime Minister and I danced Gangnam style the other day, you will be shocked to discover.

            Daily Telegraph, 9 October 2012 

         

         
            Devolution is causing all the strains that its opponents predicted, and in allowing the Scots to make their own laws, while free-riding on English taxpayers, it is simply unjust. The time will come when the Scots will discover that their personal care for the elderly is too expensive, and they will come, cap in hand, to Uncle Sugar in London. And when they do, I propose that we tell them to hop it.

         

         
            Och aye, it’s the New Jerusalem! It’s a land of milk and honey they’re building up there in Scotland, laddie. They’ll nae be doing with your horrid Anglo-Saxon devil-take-the-hindmost approach. No, they’re just more socialist than us sour-mouthed Sassenachs.

         

         
            My life was one of blameless, panda-like passivity until my sister arrived eighteen months later.

            BBC documentary, March 2013 

         

         
            Me and my brothers and sisters are like the honey you used to get – produce of more than one country.

            BBC documentary, March 2013

         

         
            [Nigel Farage] has always struck me as a rather engaging geezer.

            Daily Telegraph, 28 April 2013

         

         
            I’m delighted that as of this autumn any young man will be able to take his chum up the Arsenal … and marry him.

            On equal marriage, Pride of London gala dinner, June 2013

         

         
            I don’t know what a pint of milk costs – so what?

            Interview with Jeremy Paxman, 30 September 2013 

         

         
            There is one minority that I still behold with a benign bewilderment, and that is the very, very rich. I mean people who have so much money they can fly by private jet, and who have gin palaces moored in Puerto Banús, and who give their kids McLaren supercars for their eighteenth birthdays and scour the pages of the FT’s ‘How to Spend It’ magazine for jewel-encrusted Cartier collars for their dogs.

            I am thinking of the type of people who never wear the same shirt twice, even though they shop in Jermyn Street, and who have other people almost everywhere to do their bidding: people to drive their cars and people to pick up their socks and people to rub their temples with eau de cologne and people to bid for the Munch etching at Christie’s.

            Please don’t get me wrong. I neither resent nor disapprove of such zillionaires; quite the reverse. I just wonder, a bit, what it is like to be so stonkingly rich.

            Daily Telegraph, 17 November 2013 

         

         
            One evening not long ago the cat came back in and he was looking pretty washed up. One eye was closed. His leg was gashed. He had internal injuries that were making it more and more difficult for him to move. Finally he sprawled on a chair, in an odd shape, and it was clear that he had been in a serious fight. As his breathing grew fainter, I realised that our cat might die. Then I was seized by a cold and murderous fury. I knew who had done this, and I wanted to pay them back.

            When other members of the family have begged for a cat, I have resisted on the grounds that they eat malodorous fishy food and are capable of some dubious smells themselves.

            But this evening it was clear that something far worse had happened. It wasn’t just the apparently missing eye, and the twisted ear, and the horrible pink cut. There was a rank smell on his fur. It was the smell of his assailant, no question. I could see them in my mind’s eye, as I saw them every night: padding insolently across the road in search of someone’s rubbish. It was those damn foxes that had attacked our cat, and I was going to sort them out. It was those cruel and cynical canids – and my mind spooled feverishly to fox horror stories: the poor babies gnawed in the crib, the couple who came down to find the decapitated head of their moggie.

            Well, they had messed with the wrong cat owner this time. I started to plan the massacre. I knew where they lived, the mangy vermin. We would stalk them in the scrub by the canal, me with the .22 airgun, and another family member with the death-dealing .177. I didn’t care what the neighbours said. In fact, I might invite the rest of Islington to form a footpack, so that we could smoke the foxes out of their foul holes and blow them to kingdom come. Or perhaps we could all get up in pink coats and chase them with hounds and fixed-wheel bicycles. Stuff the RSPCA.

            Daily Telegraph, 17 November 2013
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