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			To my current wife, Carrie,

			and however many kids I have.

		

	
		
			Publisher’s Note

			 

			Everything in this book is a lie. Including that.

		

	
		
			

			τὸ μὴ καλῶς λέγειν οὐ μόνον εἰς αὐτὸ τοῦτο 

			πλημμελές, ἀλλὰ καὶ κακόν τι ἐμποιεῖ ταῖς ψυχαῖς.

			 

			False words are not only evil in themselves, but they infect the soul with evil.

			 

			Socrates
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			Foreword

			by Nadine Dorries, Boris’s esteemed colleague and BFF

			When brave, brilliant Boris asked me to provide a foreword for his memoirs, I felt honoured. Elated. #blessed. But not in the least surprised. After all, I served as his Secretary of State for Digital, Culture, Media and Sport between 2021 and 2022. Who better to sprinkle literary stardust on a major new tome? Some lefty snobs might argue that I was wholly unqualified for the role of Culture Secretary and that Boris was merely rewarding me for years of shameless toadying. That I was his gormless human shield, willing to plop down in any TV studio and defend the indefensible. But naturally, the purple-haired, septum-pierced tofu-shaggers have it all wrong. As Boris is well aware, I am a woman of taste, cultivation and elegance. I’m also tenacious, as I demonstrated by eating ostrich anus on I’m a Celeb.

			So what can I say about the volume you hold in your hands? This is the wittiest, warmest, wisest book I have ever read (including my own The Angels of Lovely Lane). It combines the high drama of Game of Thrones with the side-splitting hilarity of a Michael McIntyre special. It’s packed with Johnsonian jests and BoJo bons mots. Most importantly, it provides a corrective to the awful lies put out about him. We don’t often get to hear Boris’s perspective on things – the woke media (Guardian, BBC, Daily Mail) has a habit of silencing white, Old Etonian millionaires. Finally, with this book, he can defend himself against the haters.

			Honest gives the reader unparalleled insight into Boris’s true character (not that I needed it, being his best friend IRL). We see him during stratospheric highs and crushing lows. At times of extreme stress and overwhelming joy. As a lover, a fighter, a jester and a sage. No matter the situation, the same qualities shine through: his thoughtfulness, his integrity, his fundamental decency. These qualities go some way to explaining how one man could achieve as much as he has. Boris is too modest to say this, so allow me: he was our country’s greatest post-war Prime Minister. Or pre-war. And it’s not even close. He’s a heroic leader. An intellectual titan. A supernova of charisma and raw sexual energy.

			But as swooningly, rapturously enamoured of Boris as I am, a good friend must also be critical. BoJo isn’t 100 per cent perfect. More like 99 per cent. No, 99.9. The point is, he’s a man of the people, and like the people he has his flaws. He can be too generous and compassionate. Sometimes his urge to fight for Britain is too powerful. And his blazing intellect can turn lesser mortals into gibbering wrecks. Still, these minor faults are outweighed by his accomplishments. What accomplishments, you ask? First of all: rude. Secondly, I could spend hours – days, in fact – listing the ways in which Boris has improved this country, but he asked me to keep to 600 words.

			Please enjoy the following text, which I can say, without hyperbole, is more important than On the Origin of Species, The Complete Works of William Shakespeare and the Bible put together. Savour Boris’s words. Treasure his ideas. And, above all, vote for him to be Prime Minister again so I can get back in the Cabinet.

			The Rt. Hon. Nadine Dorries, MP for Mid Bedfordshire

			 

			Boris babes,

			Hope you’re happy with the above. By the way, could you call me when you get a chance? You haven’t replied to my last forty-seven texts. Even though it says you’ve seen them. I’d hate for there to be any kind of misunderstanding between us. Anyway, hit me back.

			Your biggest fan,

			Nads

		

	
		
			Additional Foreword

			by Jacob Rees-Mogg

			Boris Johnsonus vir summo honore et ingenio est. Felix fui ad illum operari et ab eo discere. Ut notum est, homo est qui Brexit factum obtinuit et ipsum vaccinum Covidum creavit. Quisquis neget Borisem maximum ducem Britanniam semper habuisse, stultus est et delirus.

			 

			Note to Publisher: On no account should the preceding text be translated into English. If the reader is swinishly ignorant of Latin, he does not deserve my wisdom.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			 

			What ho! ’Tis I, the blond bombshell himself, Alexander Boris de Pfeffel Johnson. You may be wondering what I’ve been up to since I was cruelly cast down from the heights of power. Well, I’ve been beavering away to make ends meet: a book deal here, an after-dinner speech there. It’s hard work, mugging for a bunch of inebriated City boys in exchange for three hundred grand, but someone’s got to do it. Also, I may still be MP for Uxbridge and South Ruislip – I keep meaning to check.

			And yet, and yet, the Johnson heart is troubled. You see, a heap of horseshit, a gallimaufry of guff, a festering fatberg of falsehoods has been talked about my world-beating stint in Number Ten. People say I lied constantly, partied through lockdown and thoroughly demeaned the office of Prime Minister. Can you imagine?! I had hoped that these calumnies could be addressed fully in my memoirs, published by the venerable HarperCollins (£510,000 advance – ka-ching). Alas, their lawyers blanched at B-Dogg’s truth bombs, and so the editorial hand came down heavily. I was dismayed to find a wealth of anecdotes expurgated, extracted and expunged.

			Still, every cloud has a silver lining (just look at Covid, an excuse to throw some brilliant parties). In this case, I found myself with a whole book’s worth of leftover goss. After a quick call to Quercus, Honest: The (Uncut) Memoirs of Boris Johnson was born. These chapters take the reader into the thatched head of the British Berlusconi, the Tory Trump, the Nero of North London, which is to say: me. They outline in bonce-combusting detail the up and downs – but mostly ups! – of my tenure in Downing Street, from Getting Brexit Done to battling the Warriors of Woke, to nearly dying because I shook too many hands. Unlike the HarperCollins book, Honest presents readers with the unvarnished truth (and if there’s one thing I’m known for, it’s telling the truth).

			Yours authorially,

			The Rt. Hon. A. B. D. Johnson, former PM, Hero of Ukraine, World King, four-time host of Have I Got News for You.

		

	
		
			Dramatis Personae

			 

			BORIS JOHNSON: Our hero. Luke Skywalker, John McClane and Thor all rolled into one. Would have rendered Britain a shimmering Shangri-La were it not for the civil service, Remoaners, people bent out of shape over a few parties, etc.

			CARRIE JOHNSON, NÉE SYMONDS: Side chick turned main chick. A Tory media adviser who forged a series of deep friendships with middle-aged men high up in the party. Coincidentally fell in love with Boris.

			DOMINIC CUMMINGS: Bald brainiac and arch-traitor. Unable to forgive Boris for his easy charm and golden locks, this dastardly Durhamite swore to destroy him.

			MICHAEL GOVE: Aged schoolboy with a lightbulb for a head. Inveterate nerd, forever begging teacher to set additional homework. Repeat backstabber, like some unctuous, Scottish Brutus.

			MATT HANCOCK: Grinning non-entity. Held in utter, withering contempt by Boris and everyone who has ever interacted with him. So naturally he remained in charge of Health during a once-in-a-century pandemic.

			DOMINIC RAAB: Only the second most psychotic Dom in Boris’s orbit. Accused by civil servants of bullying. Perhaps he Raabed them up the wrong way.

			JACOB REES-MOGG: Posh sycophant. Determined to restore Britain to its Victorian heyday (sending children up chimneys). Gives his own kids bizarre names like ‘Invicta’ and ‘Fecundus’.

			NADINE DORRIES: Non-posh sycophant. Maybe a little too into Boris? Strong ‘Kathy Bates in Misery’ vibes.

			JEREMY CORBYN: Bearded Communist hippie, from whose malevolent schemes (free broadband, affordable housing) Boris saves Britain.

			SIR KEIR STARMER: Centrist Eeyore who gets on Boris’s case about alleged parties during lockdown. His mother was a nurse and his father was a toolmaker, but he never mentions it.

			DAVID CAMERON: Oleaginous PR man and establishment tool. Lit the fuse on Brexit, then sauntered away from the blast site, humming a merry tune. Eton, Oxford, Bullingdon Club – can you imagine such an upper-crust git?

			THERESA MAY: Swagless Thatcher. Snatched the crown in 2016 after Boris’s campaign, through no fault of his own, imploded spectacularly. Tried to restore some sanity to the Conservative party post-Brexit – big mistake!

			LIZ TRUSS: Hardcore libertarian and lover of bold neckwear. Boris’s immediate successor, who did him the immense favour of kamikaze-ing the UK economy and resigning within forty days. After that, no one could call him the worst Prime Minister ever.

			RISHI SUNAK: Personality-free finance droid. Short-circuits whenever he meets someone whose net worth is less than seven figures. One of the horde of Judases who brought poor Boris down.

			Severe acute respiratory syndrome coronavirus 2 (SARS-CoV-2): A plucky young illness that took the world by storm in 2020. Tried to assassinate Boris, but got roundly duffed up by his muscular white blood cells.

			DONALD TRUMP: Boris if he were American and modelled himself after Gordon Gekko rather than Bertie Wooster.

			JOE BIDEN: OAP (Old-Age President). Less actively deranged than Trump. Like most of his countrymen, pretends to be as Irish as the Blarney Stone. Takes a dim view of the uber-English Boris.

			EMMANUEL MACRON: Wannabe Napoleon. So haughty that even the French can’t stand him.

			VOLODYMYR ZELENSKY: Voloddie. The Volodster. Ukrainian leader who heroically faced down Putin. Loves Boris and thinks that Boris is as brave as he is, if not braver. And he’s not just saying that because he wants missiles.

			THE BRITISH PUBLIC: A bunch of racist, dyspeptic lager louts who are nonetheless the salt of the earth. They loved Boris until the bitter end, and love him still, no matter what you hear from the Marxist media and woke polling firms.

		

	
		
			Timeline

			 

			19 June 1964: The single most consequential date in human history, i.e. my birthday. It is not inconceivable that, in future, years will be labelled either ‘BB’ (Before Boris) or ‘AB’ (After Boris).

			17 March 1988: Unbeknownst to a 23-year-old me, Carrie Symonds is born. Who would have thought those crazy kids would end up together?

			24 April 1998: My first appearance on Have I Got News for You, in which I establish my upper-class buffoon persona. LOL, think the public, imagine this guy being in charge of anything! That would be mental!

			1 May 2008: I am elected Mayor of London. Pros: plentiful opportunity for corruption, springboard to higher office. Cons: forced to interact with Cockneys.

			21 February 2016: As the EU referendum kicks into gear, I am compelled to pick a side. After painstaking deliberation – over which would benefit my career most – I declare for Leave.

			23 June 2016: Britain votes to exit the EU, which was definitely what I wanted to happen and not at all terrifying.

			24 July 2019: Following some unpleasantness (Theresa May being Prime Minister), I enter Downing Street to whoops and hollers. The nation is united in Borismania.

			12 December 2019: I secure a landslide victory at the General Election, putting me on course to rule for over a decade and fundamentally reshape British politics. In the words of Alan Cummings’ character in GoldenEye, ‘I am invincible!’

			2020: Hoo boy. As I understand it, some unholy act of fornication between a bat and a pangolin results in global pestilence. Luckily, Britain has BoJo at the helm!

			30 November 2021: The Daily Mirror reports some scurrilous nonsense about parties taking place in Downing Street during lockdown. My advisers are confident it will blow over.

			7 July 2022: A billion hearts are irrevocably broken as I am forced to resign, despite my innocence on all charges. Great is the lamentation and the gnashing of teeth.

			5 September 2022: My premiership draws to a close, and I leave our country in the incapable hands of Liz Truss. She proceeds to perform economic S&M with no safe word.

			16 June 2023: I complete work on this, the finest, most edifying book ever written. Buy copies for all your friends! Please – I’m paying child support out the wazoo.

			 

			 

			Projected

			 

			January 2024: Now at 0.1 per cent in the polls, the Tories tell Sunak to sling his hook and beg me to come back as Prime Minister. After careful consideration, I reluctantly agree to do so, in the national interest.

			May 2024: I call a snap General Election and smash smarmy Starmer to smithereens. My unique personal connection to the voters results in 650 Conservative MPs.

			2045: During my fifth consecutive term, I surpass Robert Walpole’s record as the longest-serving Prime Minister. Thanks to Brexit, Britain is now a hi-tech paradise, like Wakanda but less ethnic.

			2046: I step down as PM to become full-time host of Have I Got News for You (the BBC no longer exists, so it goes out on the Musk HoloNet). I realise that this is the job I wanted all along.

			2099: I pass away at the ripe old age of 135, in the arms of my sixth wife, surrounded by several hundred children. A devastated nation pays respects by dyeing their hair blond and outlawing the use of combs. For the following year, all newborn boys are named Boris.

			c. 30,000: Humanity is at war with the fearsome Vargonath. On the verge of extinction, mankind resurrects the greatest hero in Earth’s history: Boris Johnson. Given a colossal robot body, Johnson annihilates the Vargonath and is proclaimed Universal Dictator. Thus begins the million-year Boris Imperium.

		

	
		
			Prelude

			 

			It was early on the morning of 24 June 2016. I stood in front of a large television, surrounded by a coterie of my closest advisers. To a man (and occasional woman), we watched with bated breath. Suddenly, the following words flashed up onscreen: REFERENDUM RESULT! BRITAIN VOTES FOR BREXIT! Astonishing the whole world, the Leave campaign, of which I was the most prominent booster, had prevailed. After forty-three years, Blighty was buggering off from Brussels to face an uncertain future alone.

			As the vast historical implications began to sink in, my colleagues turned to me. Boris, their eyes pleaded, grant us some words of wisdom at this seismic moment in UK politics. To which I replied: ‘Oh God oh shit oh fuck. What the actual hell have we done? I didn’t think for a moment that the plebs would vote for economic suicide! Those mouth-breathing pinhead twats! Oh shitty shitting shit, we haven’t planned for anything! We’re fucked from every conceivable position!’

			Perhaps it was the lack of sleep talking. Still, to paraphrase the great Cockney thespian My Cocaine, we had only meant to blow the bloody doors off. Now the van was a smouldering wreck and flaming pieces of shrapnel were raining down and embedding in our skulls. (In this analogy, the van is Britain.) And I couldn’t stop looking at that wafer-thin margin: 51.89 per cent Leave, 48.11 per cent Remain. Was there any question that my personal intervention had given Leave the edge? This meant that if the country went all Children of Men, the responsibility lay on my broad and manly shoulders. It’s fair to say that BoJo was in a tizzy, experiencing a Brexit breakdown rather than a state of EU-phoria.

			But how did I end up at this point? And where would I go from here? Don’t worry, dear reader, all will be addressed. I’m just starting at a dramatic part to hook you. It’s what we classicists call in media res.
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