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FOREWORD


Yeah, hi. Is this thing on? Is that how it works?


It’s amazing that I’ve written a book. Amazing to me, I mean. I’ve never done books before – reading, writing, owning. It hasn’t been my thing. I’d never written anything longer than an invoice to a hobby farmer for rescuing whatever he was trying to destroy that week. But I’d never done any television before I was on Clarkson’s Farm, either, and I didn’t let that stop me. ‘Give it a go’ has always been my approach to anything new. It’s what made a farmer of me.


So I’ve done a book about everything that brought me here, all the different bits of my life, how I see the world, and how the world seems to see me. I still can’t quite believe any of it is happening. I’m just a young farmer, and that’s all I ever wanted to be, until I’m an old farmer. But when you decide to climb up on the tractor, then you take the ride all the way to the end. I hope you enjoy the ride as much as I do. Thanks for reading – and thanks for everything!
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I’ll be the first to admit it: I don’t know a lot about cities. But I do know one thing, and I’m happy to share it, because it’s a very useful piece of information.


And that is: nobody should go to cities.


Ever.


Or live in them.


Or have anything to do with them.
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Not my field of expertise.
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Literally my field of expertise.
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WHY? WHY???





Now, you might not think that’s very practical. But I can tell you different. Before I was on the telly, I’d only ever been to London once, on a school trip. I got on the bus to go there. I stayed on the bus the whole time we were there. Then the bus went home and so did I, which to be honest was the best thing for everyone. I didn’t have to bother with London, and London didn’t have to bother with me.


What I like is being in a field. That’s when I feel free. No one around me, and I can see for miles. In cities, sometimes you can only see as far as the next building. It freaks me out. I was back in London a little while ago for the TV show (not because I wanted to, I just had to), and I looked up, and there was a massive great big building there with a tree on top. I mean, I’m used to pruning trees that are thirty foot. But now, all of a sudden, I’ve got to go a thousand foot up a building, and then another twenty-five – to prune a tree? On top of a building? And then I’m a thousand and twenty-five feet up in the air. To. Prune. One. Tree.




[image: Illustration]


Must have been a rush of blood to the head.





Then I went to West London, and I saw an upside-down house. What’s the whole purpose of that? Why would you want an upside-down house? Why not just build a normal house and live in it like a normal person?


On my first visit to London, we drove past the grounds of Buckingham Palace and I got really excited – because of the wire security fence strung along the top of the brick wall, I thought we must be going to London Zoo to see the animals. I was totally disappointed when I found out the truth. Back then, I assumed the wire was to keep people out. These days, I wonder if it’s there to keep certain members of the Royal Family in.
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‘Mate, I’m just a pig in a zoo, I don’t know what I’ve got to do with any of this.’
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The only things worse than trying to get onto it are being on it, and trying to get off it.





Then there’s the traffic. Driving in London? Oh my God. See, around where I live, I can drive anywhere and I can raise my hand to anyone. You know, we grew up together, we work together. So, you can put your hand up to say ‘hi’ or ‘thank you’ and they’ll be as happy as ever. You do that in London and they think you’re a madman, or that you’re trying to start some kind of road-rage incident.


It’s like, here’s my car, I’m in it, I’ve got to get to this location ASAP and anyone who gets in my way is going to pay for it. The roundabouts are enormous, and they are terrifying. It’s like some kind of high-speed revolving death match on wheels.


People in London are obsessed with their cars. If my car hit their car, that’s the end of the world. But with my work truck, I couldn’t care less. If I drove around London in my work truck and bashed my door against a lamppost, it wouldn’t really bother me.
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And this would bother me even less.





I don’t understand the whole thing about black cabs either. Never caught a taxi. Never been in one. Trains – never been on one. Planes – never been on one. Why would I want to do any of that? I’ve got a tractor.


Another thing I find really weird is that, in the city, if you want an Uber Eats or something you can just get it there and then, to your door, just like that. I can’t do that where I live. I have to go out and get it myself and be independent. If people in London are sat watching TV at home and they want a cup of coffee, they never make a cup of coffee. They just get one delivered. I stand up and then go and make one. Having stuff delivered to your door like that feels wrong. If you want to get a takeaway, just walk around the corner – OK, let’s not go mad here, drive around the corner – park up, speak to a few people, buy what you want to buy, then go home. I like going to the shop, having a good chinwag about everything for twenty minutes. Otherwise you’re going to forget how to walk. Or at least, how to walk to the car. Or you’re going to forget how to talk. Your social skills will fall apart, and you’ll have trouble forming full sentences. You could end up with a city full of people who look like Space Hoppers with mobile phones attached to their hands, just ordering stuff off the Internet and having it delivered to their door.


‘Is this your order, mate?’


‘Yeg. Thgs.’


I clearly don’t belong in a city. To be fair, it’s not that different with town people in the countryside. You can spot them a mile away. I can pick out all the other farmers – you know, the sheep farmers, the beef farmers, the chicken farmers. And I can just as easily pick out the city people. They normally arrive at a farm dressed in white trainers wearing their nice white shorts, and by the time they leave they’ve got a brown-on-white colour scheme going on, thanks to the mud. But even without that, they stand out just because of their body language. All crunched up a little bit, all nervous. Just like me when I go to the city, come to think of it. And they don’t want to step in the wrong place. Just like me when I go to the city.
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Just off to pick up some chips with curry sauce.
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You can even tell with city people who’ve moved to the country, like Jeremy. You can take the city people out of the city, but you can’t take the city out of the city people. And you know they’re city folk when they’re talking to you, when they go, ‘Look at that straw,’ and it’s actually hay. Or the other way around. The difference between straw and hay, that’s a big thing here. So many people get that wrong. Any farmer out there, it’ll frustrate them. It frustrates me, anyway.




[image: Illustration]


IT’S NOT HAY, TOWNIES. And it’s not Weetabix, either.





Village life is where I’m at. Village and town life. Knowing people, knowing where they grew up, where they’ve lived for years. It’s a very small community. And if anyone needs help, no one ever hesitates to go and help them, which is a lovely thing. You go into a local shop, they know you, they’ve been serving you for ten years. As I go down the street, I smile and beep at everyone, like I’m Noddy.
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No, not that Noddy. The one with the silly hat.


OK, the other one with the silly hat.





So, it’s village life for me. You can keep the city. But now with all the TV stuff, whenever they want to talk to me on the telly, they want me to do it in London or Manchester. I’ve managed to get away with doing it on Zoom for a while because of the COVID, but when that’s all over I’m going to have to think of something else. I’ll just have to get them to send the camera crew to me. I’ll tell them, deliver it to where I live – that’s the city way, right?


There are some downsides to village life. I just can’t think of any right now. Apart from snow. When it snows, you’re stuck where you are. Unless you’ve got a tractor to get around on. I’m lucky, I have got a tractor, so that doesn’t really apply to me. When I went to London, I spent the whole time looking around for a tractor, to see what the tractor would be doing in the city, just to make me feel more at home. The nearest I got was seeing one in an advert on the side of a bus.


Actually, there is another downside to village life: the gossip. You should never worry about what anyone outside your own village thinks about you. You should worry very much about what everyone in your own village thinks about you. I should know. I do it myself. If somebody does something stupid, I’ll be the first to tell everyone. But at least people care. In the city, it’s like, ‘Oh, did you hear about what your neighbour did?’ ‘I don’t even know who my neighbour is.’
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Now there’s an idea: ‘Tractor Bus, Tractor Bus. Doing everything a tractor must …’






Kaleb’s guide to the great cities of the world, based on zero information or experience whatsoever


NEW YORK


I don’t really watch TV. I heard that some famous person once said, ‘Television is for appearing on, not looking at,’ and I have to agree with that. Was it Noel Gallagher? I’m glad everybody else watches it, or I wouldn’t be doing this, but I don’t have the time. Anyway. Apparently, New York is on TV a lot. The first thing that comes to mind is snow. Lots of snow. But if it’s like London, where there are no tractors, that’s no good. Can’t say I fancy it, no.


Verdict: Don’t go.
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TOKYO


Busy. Bloody busy. You know when you send up a drone and you can see a flock of sheep? I’ve seen pictures of people crossing the road in Tokyo, and that’s what it looks like. I’m not saying Japanese people are more like sheep than any other people, I just mean when you’ve got so many people all moving at once, that’s what it looks like. It’s like giant flocks of sheep everywhere in the street. And sheep are difficult enough here in the countryside where there’s room for them. If you had a good sheepdog, you’d be all right in Tokyo.


Verdict: Don’t go.


Or go, but take Lassie.
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RIO DE JANEIRO


That’s in Brazil, is it? The only thing I know about Brazil is football. They’re very good at it. I’m a Manchester United fan, which at the moment is not like watching Brazil, because they’re not very good at it. Not at all. Even though they’ve got players from Brazil, but I think they must have got the wrong ones. Still, you’ve got to take the rough with the smooth. And I suppose there’s something quite Brazilian about that.


Verdict: Don’t go.
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PARIS


The only thing I know about Paris is that my girlfriend went there for her birthday a few years ago and she lost her passport. So, I lost my girlfriend in Paris. Somebody told me that it sounded like the plot of a rom-com movie. I was actually celebrating, but I still agreed with them for the sake of appearances.


Verdict: Don’t go.
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MONTREAL


Is that Mexico? Canada, is it? It doesn’t matter because I know exactly the same about Mexico as I do about Canada – nothing. But I know that Alaska is near Canada, and I’d love to go there. One massive area, no one around, massive kit to get around the place in, all that stuff.


Verdict: Go to Alaska instead. It’s not a city, but that’s the whole point.
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‘Oh, God, not more bloody rain!’





There are basically two types of farming, unless you count whatever it is Jeremy thinks he’s doing. And those two types are arable and livestock. That’s plants and animals. It goes right back to the old times, to the Bible. I mean, not that I’ve read the Bible. There’s no point; I already know how it ends. So much for ‘no spoilers’, eh, boys?
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Giving away the ending was a Revelation too far.





But I do know that in the Book of Genesis – which is apparently named after a band Jeremy likes – you’ve got two brothers: Cain and Abel. Abel is livestock and Cain is arable. One day, as I understand it, they have God round for dinner, and Abel serves up a nice bit of lamb but Cain burns the carrots. God’s very pleased with Abel, and Cain isn’t happy about that, so he lumps his brother one. And that’s that – it’s never been quite right between arable and livestock ever since.
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‘Get off me, Cain, or I’m telling our father who art in heaven!’





If you’d introduced me to Cain and Abel back then, I would have known straight away which one was which. It’s still the same round here. You can tell a livestock farmer because he’s got a bit of baler twine as a belt around his jeans. He simply hasn’t had time to go shopping. But an arable farmer has a belt with a gold buckle. And a tractor, of course. Abel should just have got on his tractor and driven away before Cain kicked off, but hindsight is 20/20 and all that.
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When you’re the one with the tractor, you can chase the other guy.
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‘Oh, come on, Artoo, if you don’t hurry up, I’m going to turn you upside down and use you as a milking pail again.’





The thing about livestock farming is that it’s non-stop. Absolutely relentless. Arable farming, you go all summer really hard. But a livestock farmer has to be up at four in the morning all year round because the cows won’t wait. No matter if it’s raining, snowing, whatever. I started off as a dairy farm apprentice. Luckily, we had two robots on the farm. For the milking. Not like in Star Wars.


But I also milked cows in the morning for someone else. And with animals, summer or winter, you’ve got to be feeding them, you’ve got to be bedding them. In the winter, the warmest place is in a calf. No, I know how that sounds. But when you’re trying to get them to suck, you put a finger in their mouth, and when your fingers are that cold, that’s luxury. Same if you’re doing artificial insemination and you’ve got your hand up the other end of a cow. At least one part of you is warm. So you’re happy to do any of those jobs. You’ll jump at them.
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‘No, no, I’ll be fine, just put me on cowshed duty for a bit.’





I don’t know any bad livestock farm owners – I mean, real farm owners – because they just wouldn’t survive. It takes a certain kind of person to be a livestock farmer. You’ve got to be hardy, and hard-working. You’ve got to have a massive passion for it. And you’ve got to like routine. I think that’s why they do it. Farmers hate change. Absolutely despise it.
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‘I wouldn’t even change my underwear if my wife didn’t make me. At gunpoint.’
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The robot room – really isn’t as much fun as it sounds.





Let’s imagine for a minute that I’m a livestock farmer. I always do every single job at the same time in the same way. Nothing ever changes. I get up at four o’clock to milk the cows. First I give them their food, then I start the equipment up, get the water, flush it all through, and then begin milking. I get to my next job at half past eight. Put my overalls and my wellies on, walk down to the parlour – or the robot room, as we used to call it – and collect the milk for the calves. When I’ve fed them, I bed them down. After that, I wash their buckets out. Then I give them fresh water. And then I give any of the ones that are weaning some food. Next I go and do the cubicles and scrape the yard, and then at half past ten I go back to the parlour and have a coffee.


I’ve been working six or seven hours already by that point. After that, I go back out and do the weaned calves – like put the silage out for them – and then I start mixing the food for the cows. By the time I’ve done that, it’s lunchtime, so I go and have lunch. Normally at one o’clock, so that’ll take me to two o’clock. I’ve done a ten-hour day now. After lunch, I do things like dehorning calves, or tagging calves, or TB testing, etc. And then, at four o’clock sharp, I go down to the robot room again …
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Farmer or barista? Take our quiz!





… get the waste milk, go back up, feed the calves, make sure they’ve got clean water, make sure they’ve got clean hay, then start with the weaning calves again, feed them, then do the cubicle shed again and scrape out again. And I only finish when the jobs are finished. As a livestock farmer, you don’t have a clocking-off time. You don’t just finish at five or six like normal people in an office job. You can only finish when every job is done.
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