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  FOREWORD




  by A.A. Roadkill




  “Speak Truth to Power”. That, of course, is the motto of the British Broadcasting Corporation, but it might just as easily be that of my old friend and fellow

  scribe Jeremy Klaxon, because Jeremy – just plain Jazza to his friends – has always done that: spoken truth to power. Sometimes this has involved him in controversy. Sometimes the

  Powers-that-be do not want to hear the truth. Ramblers; men who play golf; Koreans; Guardian readers; wimmin’; the French; footballers who care perhaps immoderately for their looks; Romanians

  in shawls; anyone on a bicycle; American fattists; the Scotch; people who believe in global warming; chaps who wear towels on their heads; Germans; Labour-voters; those of an alternative sexual

  orientation; comprehensive-school educated young men who favour hooded sweatshirts; people from the Midlands; Belgian-based legislators; council officials in hi-viz tabards; the elderly, the halt

  and the lame; Peugeot drivers; the French (again); ugly girls. These are just a few of the sorts of people who haven’t taken kindly to Jazza telling it the way he sees it.




  Indeed these “powers” have long sought to silence Jazza. They’ve set out to plug that pure sweet bubbling source of reason and to silence the clarion call of

  one of the most distinct – and distinctive – voices in the land. Sometimes they’ve managed it. Sometimes, by the misappropriation of the various instruments available to them

  – such as the Committee for Racial Equality, the Criminal Prosecution Service, the libel courts and the BBC Executive Board – they have triumphed. Sometimes they’ve succeeded in

  gagging the Bard of Bradford; the Chronicler of Chipping Norton; the Godalming Gazetteer; the Manx Magus. Sometimes his columns are spiked. Sometimes his television programme, so lovingly crafted

  by experts well-versed in every nuance of the forty-minute light entertainment format, is edited in post-production with what George Orwell might have described as a “heavy” hand.

  Sometimes the humble viewer – the man in the street, the man waiting for the Clapham Omnibus that is sadly mired in traffic, the man with the wheeze and the sweat dribbling down his back

  because it is so goddamned hot – hasn’t heard everything the Great Man has had to say.




  Which is a shame.




  For only by seeing the man “in the round” can anyone really understand what a colossal contribution he has made – and continues to make – to the

  cultural climate of this once great nation (now sadly overrun by those whom Jazza might describe as “sag-teated carbonists”). Only by seeing the day-to-day struggles of

  everybody’s favourite curly-haired multi-millionaire as he sets out to make room for himself – not just in the drive of his mansion where cars are parked as “thick as autumnal

  leaves that strow the brooks in Vallombrosa”, but in our country’s cultural headspace – can the reader begin to grasp the enormity of that input. Not for nothing has he become

  known as the unthinking man’s Richard Dawkins. Driving Us Insane: A Year in the Fast Lane with Jeremy Klaxon, Presenter of TV’s BottomGear gives us a glimpse of that contribution, and

  with it the insight we require to form a proper opinion of our country’s most singular cultural icon. By following him through the various vicissitudes he faces throughout the year, and by

  reading of the methods he uses to overcome the slings and arrows that outrageous fortune sends his way, I hope you will come to see – as I have – what a giant of a man he was, is, and

  will be.




  This then is his life, and you are welcome to it.




   




  A.A. Roadkill,




  August, 2010
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  FRIDAY 1ST JANUARY




  Rammond says starting a diary on January the first is like driving a Ford Mondeo Titanium X saloon. Now I don’t know what he means by that but I can tell he means it as a

  joke, because he laughs, and afterwards says ‘as you do’, as he always does, so I know I have to go one better.




  ‘No, Rammond,’ I say, ‘it’s like driving a – ’, but then the words escape me. What is it like? What possible relevance to car driving has keeping a diary?




  ‘It’s like driving a what, Jeremy?’ he asks, and I can imagine his eyes are all goggly and demonic.




  But I still don’t know.




  ‘A Range Rover?’ I try.




  ‘A Range Rover?’ he scoffs, and then he says he has to go and talk to his agent about doing a voiceover for a television series on squirrel-culling in Kosovo.




  ‘I meant a Range Rover Discovery,’ I say into my silent iPhone gizmo, but of course, Rammond’s hung up, ‘as you do’.




  Why did I ever give Rammond the job in the first place?




  It was all right to begin with because he knew his place, but then he had his crash and now his books are all over Budgens and whenever you turn the telly on, there he is, goofing around like a

  Korean, with an access-all-areas ticket to Crufts.




  And where exactly is Kosovo? Does anyone know?




  Exactly. I rest my case. It’s one of those comical made-up countries, isn’t it, where everybody’s called Goran, and come the local saint’s day they ritually catch the

  tips of their penises in their fly zips while chucking live donkeys from tower block walkways.
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  Like most of Europe, basically.




  But you see, here’s the thing: I can’t fire Rammond from BottomGear. And I can’t fire him from BottomGear because of what happened on that awful night in

  Germany.




  





  MONDAY 4TH JANUARY




  So here we go. 4th January. The first day of the rest of my life. BottomGear’s producer Amil rings after lunch to tell me the ratings are in and even though

  it’s a repeat from two years ago, our Christmas Special was watched by seven million people, twenty-six of whom rang the BBC to complain about me using the phrase

  ‘turkey-bark’.




  No, I didn’t know what that meant either, but Zafira, my wife-and-manager, has given me a little crib sheet on which she has written a list of words I have to use to stir things up.




  Now apparently a turkey-bark is a type of fart.




  No, really. But it isn’t just any old fart. No, a turkey-bark turns out to be the Bugatti Veyron (POA) of farts, if you will, because, ladies and gentlemen, just like Santa Claus and James

  Might, it comes but once a year, and even then only at Christmas.




  You see, a turkey-bark is that special fart you let out after you’ve had your Christmas dinner with your in-laws. You’re driving back through country lanes and you’re a bit

  pissed and you roll onto one buttock and let it out in all its turkey-flavoured glory, don’t you, and for once your wife doesn’t say anything because she’s snoring gently with her

  head against the heated dashboard.




  Anyway, I was talking about the climate control on the new Range Rover and I had to say that one among many of its advantages is that it has special witchcrafty sensors that detect any nutrients

  in the air, shall we say, extracts them and replaces them with the smell of, I dunno, lavender or fresh coffee. Rammond was scripted to ask if it got rid of all odours, and I had to say,

  yes, even if you let out a ‘turkey-bark’.
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  As I said ‘turkey-bark’, Natasha – Amil’s assistant, and a girl whom you most definitely would, if you had a spare half hour and a pack of Lurpak at room

  temperature – held up a sign to the audience that said LAUGH and no one did, except Rammond, even though he can’t EVEN READ YET.
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  It’s true that the crowd was a bit uncomfortable because for reasons I don’t claim to understand – something to do with the baggy-breasted raisin-counters who run the BBC, no

  doubt – we were shooting the Christmas Special in the middle of July, and Amil had made all the bald blokes who pay to watch the show dress up in Christmas jumpers and reindeer hats and so

  on.




  Anyway, under the heat of the lights they began sweating like blond boys in a Turkish barracks. In the end we had to dust their heads with talcum powder to dim the glare, but it only got worse

  when the bus from HMP Holloway arrived with all the women we hire to make the show look less blokey.




  Each of these women from HMP Holloway is butcher than James and Rammond and me put together, and sometimes when we watch the footage afterwards I see them staring at my back and I feel like one

  of those barrels of pork fat the French navy used to sail with, the ones with holes drilled into the sides, put on the quarter deck to offer the sailors – or ‘matelots’ as we call

  them – an alternative to sodomizing one another. They all caught venereal disease and died as a result, of course, but what do you expect from the French?
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  So what with the heat and the Christmas jumpers and reindeer horns, all the bald sweaty blokes and the felonious lesbians had their minds on other things, and none of them was going to be fobbed

  off with a prescripted laugh-along.




  So when no one laughed the first time I said turkey-bark, Amil asked me to do the bit again. This time, though, he asked me to pull ‘my face’ to camera as I said it.




  I didn’t understand what he meant.




  My face is my face. I don’t know anyone who consciously pulls a face, except me that is, when I am pretending to be a woman having an orgasm.




  Though perhaps the less said about that the better.




  Amil kept going on about me looking mournful and droopy as I normally do when I make one of these jokes. And then when I still didn’t get it, he said, ‘Oh all right then, just pull

  your normal monkey-scrotum face.’




  And that’s what got the laugh.




  Which brings me nicely to my point that whatever day you start a diary it is always the first day of the rest of your life. And as someone with even more time on their hands than a Romanian

  lorry driver on a cross-Channel ferry once said: keep a diary and it will keep you. Or as Zafira says, it comes in handy if kids stop buying my new Thriller DVD and those BottomGear

  Top Trumps cards.




  





  THURSDAY 7TH JANUARY




  Drive up towards the studio to talk to Amil and Rammond about future stars in our reasonably priced car. I say ‘towards’ the studio because as usual the M40 is

  completely chockablock with Peugeot drivers driving as if they have their nipples in mousetraps, ready to snap down at the slightest sign of life.




  I mean, what’s the point of sitting there in neutral? Don’t they know how to drive?




  In the end I have to make a ‘conference call’ on my iPhone while sitting in the fast lane with the nose of the Range Rover rammed up the jacksy of a Winnebago-style mobile home

  called a Kip DeLux.




  Who chose that name, I wonder?
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  A Capuchin monkey would have come up with a better name, if you’d given it a functioning biro and a gram of cocaine.
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  Amil and Natasha are meeting in the production offices at the BBC and they’ve moved a speaker onto the table so they can hear my suggestions. That is until Rammond comes in. I hear him

  swing the chair around so that he can sit on it backwards ‘as you do’ and then he puts one of his butterscotch-coloured leather blousons over the loudspeaker.




  I have to shout to make myself heard, and even then no one hears me.




  ‘JAMES BLUNT! MICHAEL FISH! URI GELLER! TERRY WAITE!’




  People in other cars nearby are staring at me through their windows, and for a moment I think they’ve recognized me, television’s Jeremy Klaxon, but then I catch a glimpse of myself

  in the backlit leather-trimmed vanity mirror. It is like seeing a very purple-faced shouty man with eyebrows like an emperor penguin, veins throbbing in his temple, a mop of pubic hair on top,

  heading for what looks like an aneurism.
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  Calm myself by slipping the disc of my Desert Islands Discs choice into the CD player, and when I get to the song ‘Night Moves’, I start singing aloud:




  ‘Tight Pants, Points, hardly renowned, she was a black haired beauty with big dark eyes, And points of her own sitting way up high, way up firm and high.’




  That is in my all-time top five songs about nipples, I can exclusively reveal.




  Sue Lawley. Back then you wouldn’t have said no, would you? But now: bit of a boiler.




  Like most Greek women.




  Not that she is Greek.




  By the time I reach the M40-M25 intersection I’ve missed the meeting and when Rammond finally takes his blouson off the phone in the office I hear them all agreeing that the

  ‘old’ format needed ‘tweaking’, and that Rammond – RAMMOND! – was right to suggest a ‘shake-up’.




  ‘COME BACK!’ I shout, ‘JOHN NETTLES OWES ME A FAVOUR!’




  Tellingly, the only answer I get is the sound of the office door closing and tumbleweed rolling in the wind. Or rather the low rumble of the Range Rover’s 450 bhp V-12 engine. The Range

  Rover is a beautiful ride, though, statesmanlike, regal, and superbly upholstered, and I can confirm that it can hold the road at speeds of anything up to – oooh – ten mph. Furthermore

  I will say this for it; if you suddenly tweak the steering-wheel and power across the hard shoulder and up over three fields of winter barley, a school playground and a Tesco’s parking lot so

  that you can get onto a slip road that will take you home, the Range Rover is as responsive as a lark – in a James Dyson Dual Cyclone bagless vacuum cleaner.
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  FRIDAY 22ND JANUARY




  It is deadline day for my column, but I can’t think of a single thing to say that I haven’t already said a million times. Normally that doesn’t stop me filing

  my 1000 words, but today I can’t get into the groove, so Zafira my-wife-and-manager tells me to go to the pub for a pint.




  It’s only a couple of hundred yards to The Lamb and Foreskin, but I get in the Range Rover and drive. Walking is for Ethiopians and postmen, and these days most of them have outsourced

  their jobs to Kenyans or Thai ladyboys.




  Down in the village all the old locals have been bought out of the cottages their ancestors built from spit and potato peel by men called Nigel. Now they live in asbestos prefabs up by the

  plague pits, where it is not so much Lark Rise to Candleford as The Hills Have Eyes, 1, 2 and 3. They all keep devil dogs and brew their own alcohol in tin baths and on

  Tuesdays they send their inbred Cyclops children to vandalize the hanging baskets by the war memorial.
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  And who can blame them, I say. I mean, think about it.




  Who needs flowers? They make you sneeze in spring and they inspire poets to tell us things about themselves we don’t want to know.




  At the weekend you can hardly move in the village for 4x4s and people-carriers and it usually takes me longer to find a parking space than it did to sit my A-levels. For once I am with the

  American National Rifle Association on this one, though: you can’t blame a car or a gun for what people choose to do with it, can you? You can’t blame Mr Heckler or Mr

  Koch if someone uses one of their very fine submachine guns to massacre their classmates, can you? Just as you can’t blame a car if someone drives it head on at 60 mph into a bandstand

  of retired lollipop ladies playing the theme from the A-Team on the village green.
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  YOU MIGHT AS WELL TRY AND BAN JELLY.




  Anyway in the pub I order a pint and a packet of crisps. The barmaid is new and can’t find them. She looks up. She looks down. I look up (her skirt is short). I look down (her top is low).

  I let her see my key fob, but she does not recognize it for what it is, ignorant little minx. Now I’ll have to lure her into the car park so that she can see me get into the Range Rover and

  know that I am carrying some serious wad.




  Her eyes are too close together and her name-tag reads Svetlana and I think we all know what I’m thinking.




  What is it with the Poles? Why are their eyes so close together?
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  I don’t know the answer to that, obviously, but it brings me nicely onto my point: if we are to believe Darwin’s theory of the survival of the fittest, and I think we all do, then

  shouldn’t they all be dead?




  You see, here’s the thing: with such close-set eyes, your average Pole has to have virtual tunnel vision.




  Now I know what you’re thinking: virtual tunnel vision is no bad thing, and you’d be right. Right, that is, if you only wanted to spend your life making potato soup, say, or raping

  your own livestock.




  But what if you can’t spend your whole life sexually assaulting farm animals?
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  What if you are sent to safeguard a frontier, say?




  What if you are sent to safeguard a frontier that borders on lands belonging to wider-eyed, more aggressive neighbours?
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  Well, I’ll tell you. What happens is that while you are peering down the road thinking longingly of your father’s ewes, a mechanized division of wide-eyed fanatics in grey uniforms

  and huge panzer tanks will flank your little hut, drive all the way to your capital city, and burn it down.




  Logic demands, then, that a race of people with such close-set eyes would soon be ‘amalgamated’ into this nation of wider-eyed men and women.




  But they’re not.




  And why not?




  Because of the so-called thousand-year EuroReich.




  No, really. You see, along with almost everything else that is pleasurable in life – public masturbation, dwarfism and suttee – our so-called self-appointed masters in Brussels have

  banned war in Europe.




  Think about it. Along with gratuitously teasing Americans, waterboarding Bill Oddie, smearing Keira Knightley in honey, war in Europe joins the list of things WE’RE NO LONGER ALLOWED TO

  DO.




  Of course this means that anyone can drive from Calais to the Bosphorus without a toilet break – which is no bad thing – but it also means that it is now ILLEGAL to attack

  Poland.
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  Which is no GOOD thing. I mean, think about it. Poland.




  Its inhabitants are named after black stuff you put on your shoes, and I don’t mean polish.




  Or perhaps, on second thoughts, I do.




  Anyway, as it turned out this girl wasn’t Polish but came from Chipping Norton, North Oxfordshire’s barbecue sauce capital, and here’s a chilling thing: she tells me the only

  way to get a job in this country these days is to pretend to be Polish.








  But what struck me most of all was that her perfume was almost as strong as Rammond’s. (Another reason Might won’t share a room with the BBC’s smallest life form apart from

  Basil Brush: he wears an aftershave called ‘Joop!’). And it gives me a brilliant idea for my column.




  Perfume: what’s the point? Everybody knows that bacon is the best smell in the world.




  I ask Zafira if she prefers the smell of perfume or bacon.




  ‘Frying bacon is maybe good smell, but uncooked bacon smell of Denmark.’




  Denmark!




  She laughs.




  ‘Do column on Denmark,’ she says, as if my columns just make themselves up. To prove her point though, she looks in the computer for the column that I wrote for last week’s

  paper in which I asked what the point of Norway was, and she fiddles with it, changing Oslo for Copenhagen and so on, and pings it off to my editor who waves it straight through to the printers,

  and after I’ve spoken to him on the phone (‘lovely job, Jez’) I sit back and look out of the French windows and watch two horses mating in a field.
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  WEDNESDAY 3RD FEBRUARY




  Bloody James.




  Last week’s meeting would have been different if he’d been there, of course, but James is on holiday. In fact, James has gone to the only country where Rammond isn’t king

  – or at least princeling – of the daytime telly schedules. James has gone to the only place left in the whole wide world where BottomGear isn’t shown on a rolling loop

  morning noon and night. James has gone, ladies and gentlemen, to Burma.




  Yes, Burma, where people really do wear banana leaves instead of clothes and where warm devilled cat is the national delicacy. Burma, where they rub noses with one another to say hello, or I

  love you, or your house is on fire.




  Burma, where – actually, where is Burma?




  Anyway, James charged the flights to the BBC and told the Men in Suits he was scouting a new location in which to film a BottomGear Challenge. Not that they’ll believe him of

  course, because if there is one thing they know about James Might, it’s that he hates BottomGear Challenges.




  James hates them even more than I do.




  James would rather have his testicles chopped off and served up on a plate with a side dish of refried pimento beans than go on another challenge. James would rather have

  a sharpened telegraph pole pushed up his anus, without any lubricant, sideways.
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  James would – well, you get my point.




  But he has to do these challenges, and why?




  Because I insisted they were put in his contract.




  You see, when he first came slinking around the BBC offices in his homosexualist shirts and his pot belly and floppy locks looking for a job I couldn’t quite believe it. Seeing him in the

  video-intercom was like seeing a cat taking a shit on my lawn. I wanted to bang on the window and shoo him off. ‘Get away!’ I wanted to cry.




  But then he put it to me, and he put it to me quite persuasively, that he was – apart from Quentin Willson, of course – the only man on telly, who could make me look good.




  He’s an odd character for a motoring show, I agree. People think he is a very slow, careful driver, but not a bit of it. He is trying, honest he is. It is just that his feet are so long

  they’re too big for the accelerator. He has feet like Gollum, only longer, and instead of Captain Slow, Zafira calls him Sideshow James, after the Simpsons character with shoes a yard long.

  He has shoes like Swiss rolls. He has shoes like those salamis you see in so-called authentic delis.




  Anyway, for all those reasons I took him on.




  Which brings me nicely back to my point. The real problem with the challenges is not all the time-wasting nor the stupid and pointless nature of them, nor even the lame set-ups or the mugging to

  camera (my monkey-scrotum face again).




  No, the real problem with the challenges is that I have to share a room, WITH RAMMOND.




  You see, after the Road Trip Special around the spectacularly fat states of America, while I was recording Klaxon’s Top Ten Turkeys (my new DVD, available from all good bookshops,

  RRP £14.99), I took my eye off the ball. I didn’t notice that James’s contract was up and that he had it written into his new contract that he would never have to share a room

  with Rammond, ever again.




  So now clause 4 subsection 2b paragraph 8 – or whatever – of James’s contract states that not only must he have the honeymoon suite of whichever hotel we are staying in, it

  must also come with a pair of freshly pressed silk pyjamas (size L, covered in a ‘non-gaudy’ paisley pattern), a bottle of San Pellegrino frizzante, and no Rammond.




  Which leaves me to bunk up with the smallest man in broadcasting, apart, that is, from Jeanette Tough of the Krankies, though to be fair she’s not really in broadcasting any more. Which is

  a shame.




  To begin with it was like being back at school, with the smells and the picking of feet and all the things you usually enjoy, but then, after lights-out, it got a bit odd.




  In fact I began to see why Might insists on his clause.




  You see, Rammond doesn’t just talk in his sleep, he shouts in his sleep. He shouts words like ‘anus’ and ‘Bristol Siddeley Orpheus’. He shouts words like

  ‘Deploy Parachute’ and he shouts words like ‘I’m coming, Melinda!’




  More than that, though, he gets up in the middle of the night. He gets up in the middle of the night and he paces around the room, and while he’s doing this, he is always wearing tight

  white pants, and his eyes glow in the dark, like someone from that ghost-hunting show they keep repeating on Dave-ja Vu when they should be showing BottomGear. I think he has nightmares

  about being put in a tube and forced up Richard Gere’s backside.




  Zafira my wife-and-manager thinks that odd little necklace he wears must have been given to him by a voodoo priest, too. ‘Why else he wear?’ she asks. And do you know what? I think

  she may have a point.
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  TUESDAY 9TH FEBRUARY




  Slept badly, and after breakfast (dark chocolate Bounty bar and a can of Coca Cola) I have to play an hour on Call of Duty: Modern Warfare 4 to get me in the mood for

  it. Then I get into the first car I can find on my drive that is pointing in the right direction.




  I mean what’s the point of reversing?




  When you’re a child you reverse, yes, that’s true, but you also wet your bed and enjoy Farley’s rusks, and, like roll-up cigarettes and masturbating over The Razzler,

  you should grow out of it. The only people who still reverse are the Italians, and that’s because their girlfriends won’t sleep with them until they’re married, and then when they

  do get married, they explode into great fat Easter puddings.




  So it isn’t surprising they’re all trying to wind the clock back.




  This car is a silver Audi RS6 Avant with red leather seats with the keys in the ignition and a big START button on the dashboard.
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