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Introduction

One day, I may write an autobiography. But this isn’t it. This is a collection of columns I’ve written since I was asked to spend a life on television, gurning and driving a bit too quickly round corners.

Some of them were written many years ago and reflected a view I held at the time. I might not necessarily hold it now because I am older and wiser. So if you disagree with what I’ve said, don’t worry. There’s every chance I disagree with myself.

Jeremy Clarkson, 2012


The contents of this book first appeared in Jeremy Clarkson’s Top Gear magazine column between 1993 and 2011.


1993

Car of the Year: Nissan Micra
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TOP 5 BESTSELLING SINGLES

SONG TITLE – ARTIST

1   I’d do anything for love (But I won’t do that) – Meat Loaf

2   (I can’t help) Falling in love with you – UB40

3   All that she wants – Ace of Base

4   No Limit – 2 Unlimited

5   Dreams – Gabrielle
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TOP 5 BOX OFFICE MOVIES

1   Jurassic Park

2   Mrs. Doubtfire

3   The Fugitive

4   The Firm

5   Sleepless in Seattle
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Statistics

Several statistics can make you raise an eyebrow. When Krakatoa exploded, for instance, they heard it 13,000 miles away in the Falkland Islands. To move its own length, a modern Royal Navy destroyer uses a ton of fuel. And then there’s the most startling of them all. In 100 years, cars have killed more people than every single battle that’s ever been waged.

Cars are irresponsible, environmentally unsuitable, noisy and dangerous. Cars are as daft as unprotected sex, but who really wants to wear a condom? And that’s why upwards of six million people regularly watch Top Gear on BBC2. That’s also why there are 130 different publications about cars and none at all about washing machines.

In this country the driving licence is treated as a right rather than a privilege and then, when we have our pink slip, it is another right to have a car. That’s why there are 22 million of them roaming the roads, killing trees, people and anything else they happen to drive past or over.

Now, with the exception of all those people on the A1 last night and anyone with an old Nissan Micra, everyone who uses a car has to have some sort of interest in it. Not necessarily in what makes it go, but in things like how much it costs to run, how fast it will go, where the nearest dealer is, how they can stop people stealing it, how to find cheap insurance and, most important, whether they can pull birds in it.

What we want to do in Top Gear magazine is cater for all those interests (though we can’t do much if you’re a pimply seventeen-year-old and want to pull Sharon Stone).

We want to talk to the guy in the anorak and the grey shoes who’s a little worried about the price of an overrider on his Maxi and we shall be addressing the old boy with the medals and the handlebar moustache who has owned an Alvis from new. People in overalls who can recite chassis numbers like I can old Monty Python sketches won’t be left out either. We’ll have something for the racegoer, the spotty youth who salivates over photographs of Lamborghinis, the worried father who wants to buy his eighteen-year-old daughter a used Metro and the spoiled little rich kid who can’t decide whether his next car should be an Integrale or a Cosworth. It should be a Cosworth, actually.

We’re going to try and be funny, which will be difficult for Quentin, and we’re going to try and be serious, which is downright impossible for me.

Which is why each month this column is going to talk very little about cars and quite a lot about the evils of socialism, smoking and why it’s good for you, and cricket and why it’s boring. You thought I was opinionated on TV. You ain’t seen nothing yet.

Occasionally, of course, there will be references to the machines you have seen me hurl all over your living room, but these will be short, to the point and free from techno-speak, for two reasons: first, I don’t really know anything about engines and, second, you don’t either.

You want a taster? This morning I took a 330bhp Citroën ZX Rallye Raid car round a special off-road track. It was like driving a bucking bronco through a tumble drier and the five-point seat belt hurt my testicles. After two miles I wondered about the people who drive such a car flat out across the Sahara.

And I reckoned they were probably the only people in the world who are silly enough to read this column.

As for the rest of you, I should read Quentin’s. He’s much better looking and he uses words like vituperative and emetic, which means he’s cleverer, too.

October 1993




Norfolk

In a previous life I spent a couple of years selling Paddington Bears to toy and gift shops all over Britain. Commercial travelling was a career that didn’t really suit – because I had to wear one – but I have ended up with an intimate knowledge of Britain’s highways and byways.

I know how to get from Cropredy to Burghwallis and from London Apprentice to Marchington Woodlands. I know where you can park in Basingstoke and that you can’t in Oxford. However, I have absolutely no recollection of Norfolk. I must have been there because I can picture, absolutely, the shops I used to call on in, er, one town in this flat and featureless county. And there’s another thing, I can’t remember the name of one town.

The other day I had to go to a wedding in one little town in Norfolk. It’s not near anywhere you’ve heard of, there are no motorways that go anywhere near it, and God help you if you run out of petrol.

For 30 miles, the Cosworth ran on fumes until I encountered what would have passed for a garage forty years ago. The man referred to unleaded petrol as ‘that newfangled stuff’ and then, when I presented him with a credit card, looked like I’d given him a piece of myrrh.

Nevertheless, he tottered off into his shed and put it in the till, thus providing that no part of the twentieth century has caught up with Norfolk yet.

This is not surprising because it’s nearly impossible to get there. From London, you have to go through places such as Hornsey and Tottenham before you find the M11, which sets off in the right direction, but then, perhaps sensibly, veers off to Cambridge. And from everywhere else you need a Camel Trophy Land Rover.

Then, when you get there and you’re sitting around in the hotel lobby waiting for the local man to stop being a window cleaner, gynaecologist and town crier and be a receptionist for a while, you pick up a copy of Norfolk Life. It is the world’s smallest magazine.

In the bar that night, when we said we had been to a wedding in Thorndon, everyone stopped talking. A dart hit the ceiling and the man behind the counter dropped a glass. ‘No one,’ he said, ‘has been to Thorndon since it burned down forty years back.’ Then he went off, muttering about the ‘widow woman’.

Moving about Norfolk, however, can be fun. I am used to having people point as I go by. Most shout, ‘Hey, look, it’s a Cosworth!’ but in Norfolk they shout, ‘Hey, look, it’s a car!’

Everywhere else people want to know how fast it goes, but in Norfolk they asked how good it was at ploughing. The spoiler fascinated them because they reckoned it might be some sort of crop sprayer.

I’m sure witchcraft has something to do with it. The government should stop promoting the Broads as a tourist attraction and they should advise visitors that ‘here be witches’.

They spend millions telling us that it is foolish to smoke, but not a penny telling us not to go to Norfolk – unless you like orgies and the ritual slaying of farmyard animals.

The next time some friends get married in Norfolk, I’ll send a telegram. Except, it won’t get there because they haven’t heard of the telephone yet. Or paper. Or ink.

December 1993



1994

Car of the Year: Ford Mondeo
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TOP 5 BESTSELLING SINGLES

SONG TITLE – ARTIST

1   Love Is All Around – Wet Wet Wet

2   Saturday Night – Whigfield

3   Baby Come Back – Pato Banton

4   Stay Another Day – East 17

5   I Swear – All 4 One
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TOP 5 BOX OFFICE MOVIES

1   Forrest Gump

2   The Lion King

3   True Lies

4   The Santa Clause

5   The Flintstones
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Babies

So there I was, standing around in the crush bar at Pebble Mill, when my wife telephoned to say that she was pregnant. Initially, I was pleased because it meant all my bits work properly, but then I was hit by wave after wave of problems. So great is the list that after six cups of hot sweet tea and some Marlboro, I began to wish that the bits had been surgically removed at birth, like we should do with stupid people.

It isn’t so much that I will now have to wait until 2110 before I get a decent night’s sleep, or even that every penny I earn will be gobbled up by the perverts and beardies who run whatever public school we choose. (And that’s only if we have any money left after the unavoidably massive investment in Pampers, Fisher Price and a pouting sixteen-year-old Swedish au pair has bled our bank account dry.)

Already, we are arguing about names. I like the idea of Boadicea if it’s a girl or Rumpelstiltskin if it isn’t, but this has gone down about as well as the idea of a sixteen-year-old blonde locked up in the house with me all day.

I keep trying to point out that I’ll be far too tired for any horizontal jogging with the staff after I’ve been up all night long wiping vomit and faeces off the walls. But despite my protests I have been told, quite firmly in fact, that the nanny will be a moose, or there will be no nanny at all.

The rows, however, are not the worst aspect of babydom. Nor do we mind very much that the days when we can simply disappear off to California are over. Sure, we could take the child, too, but I really do believe that no one should ever be allowed to take a baby on a long-haul flight.

Airlines ban smoking because it inconveniences other passengers, yet children are allowed to howl all the way from Cornwall to Nova Scotia.

Babies should be carried in soundproof boxes stowed safely in the hold, and as I don’t want my baby in a box, it won’t be going on an aeroplane. And that means we won’t either.

We won’t be much fun at dinner parties. Like every other couple that has ever spawned a child, we will be able to talk of nothing else, which will make us dull and tedious. I may even start wearing corduroy.

Certainly, I shall need to go to church and renounce the devil. But all this, we can live with.

What sends Mrs Clarkson scuttling for the Gordon’s and the coathangers is the mere mention of the ‘V’ word.

What we find difficult is the thought of a Volvo. The Cosworth we have as a second car only has two doors and will be no good as a pram, despite the large handle on the back. And anyway, thieves keep breaking into it, so it will have to go.

My Jaguar has enough doors and space to be a sort of wheeled playroom, but I will ruin its caddish image by fitting baby seats, so we need something else.

And if we’re going to be dull and tedious, and wear corduroy, and have no money, and if we’re going to carry on living in south-west London, and if we’re going to conform on every other front, too, then it will have to be a Volvo, with a ‘Baby on Board’ sticker and maybe even an animal of some sort on the bonnet.

Got to go now. I can hear the unmistakable sound of boiling water being poured into an already hot bath.

March 1994




Motoring journalism

Such has been the volume of letters from small boys recently that I’m thinking of changing the name of my house to Neverland. It seems everyone under the age of fourteen would hack off parts of their bodies to have my job.

Two things, though. First, I haven’t finished with it yet. And second, while I do spend a lot of time driving Ferraris and Aston Martins, I spend even more time explaining to people how they can, too. And this is how.

First of all, get back to basics. It doesn’t matter if you have nine illegitimate children or sleep with your sister, but you must be able to spell. Sadly, most people who write to us can’t. Without wanting to be racist, a grasp of the local dialect comes in handy, too. I know they let you learn all sorts of exotic languages these days, but most of Britain’s motoring magazines, except Max Power, are written in English. So do a GCSE in it at least.

When you finally extricate yourself from education, your best bet is to try for a job on a local newspaper. The three or so years you spend on a local rag will give you a grasp of wedding fashion, pony clubs, vegetable contests and – most important of all – the ability to tell a story.

As a qualified journalist, you may then go for a job on a national newspaper. But, almost without exception, they use motoring features from freelancers who have been in the business for an aeon. So if you still want to write about cars, your best bet is one of the 130 motoring magazines. Make your letter short, to the point and obsequious. And don’t give up.

Write stories about your car and send them in. If they’re good, we’ll use them. Then we might ask for another, or even give you a trial. But be warned, we’re the biggest and we only have a full-time writing staff of five, including the editor. There are more astronauts than motoring magazine journalists.

And I’ll let you into a little secret. We never talk about cars in the pub at lunchtime. We don’t care what sort of car we drive home in at night. We like cars, but we don’t wear anoraks. If you do have an anorak, try Autocar.

Those who float, like cream, to the top of this profession are wordsmiths – people who can turn their hands as easily to a Lamborghini as to a parish council meeting. Our features editor, for instance, failed his test four times and drove a Datsun Sunny for years. When he started, he knew less about cars than Barbara Cartland knows about shot-blasting. It doesn’t matter if you can tell a Lantra from a Corolla, or if you can strip an MG to its component parts in seven seconds, or if you can reel off every Ferrari’s 0–60 time from memory. If you can’t write, you can’t come in.

Unless, of course, you are a girl with the morals of a rabbit and are able to send us the sort of cheque that would make Littlewoods blanch. In which case, you start on Monday.

April 1994




Michael Schumacher

Michael Schumacher is a German. Which means that he should, by rights, be fat, loud, vulgar and in possession of some ridiculous clothes to go with his absurd facial hair.

Yet his torso is the shape of Dairylea cheese, and his face is unburdened with any form of topiary. At post-race press conferences, he is intelligent and modest when he wins, and quick to congratulate when he doesn’t.

So when I met him at Silverstone this month I was rather disappointed to note that he was surly, impatient and about as communicative as that Red Indian chappie in One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest. I have had more inspiring conversations with my pot plants. And they’re dead.

I told him my wife hoped he would be world champion, and he gave me a look that made me think I’d inadvertently said, ‘You are the most disgusting human being I have ever had the misfortune to encounter.’

Later I tried again, asking him what he thought of the Mustang. Which, judging by his reaction, translates into German as ‘I know that you like little boys and I’m going to tell your team manager unless you give me some money’. Had he driven a Mustang before, I asked, fully expecting another withering glance from the driver’s seat. ‘Yes,’ came the reply. ‘Where?’ I asked, not realizing that ‘where’ in German means ‘I hope you fall into a combine harvester, you maggot-faced creep’.

So I gave up with the conversation and settled back to watch the fastest man in Formula One deal with the slowest sports car in the world.

On lap one there were other cars on the track so we pottered round. Then on lap two, instead of giving me the ride of my life, Mr Schumacher chose to demonstrate the driving positions.

On lap three, we were following Top Gear’s camera car, so I asked if we could see some wild and leery tailslides. We did, but sadly each one ended up with a spin. I couldn’t help wondering if these gyrations might have been avoided if Mr Schumacher had kept both hands on the wheel. But who am I to question the ability of the greatest driver Germany has ever produced?

The new Mustang’s body is not particularly pretty or brutal, but it is big and eyecatching. Everyone turns to look and everyone knew what it was, even though this was the first in Britain.

To drive, it’s American and rather good in a cheesy grin, firm handshake, hi, howya doin’ sort of way. It’s a big, open, honest sort of car that, despite the air conditioning, cruise control, power seats, power windows, power roof and five-litre V8 engine, costs just $22,000 in the USA.

It’s not very fast – ask it to go beyond 130 and it gives you a look of pure incredulity – and it treats corners with the same disdain I reserve for vegetarians.

It will do everything in its power to go straight on, but there’s never a moment when you think it might go round a bend, so there are no surprises. You know where you are with this car.

It also makes a good noise, unless you take it past 3,500rpm when it sounds strangled. But hey, have you ever heard Stallone hit a high C?

No, the Mustang is muscle-bound, dim-witted and slow, but it’s a good guy to have around town at night, looking mean and threatening.

It’s the automotive equivalent of Carlsberg Special, which is probably the reason why Mr Schumacher was so underwhelmed. He, after all, is sponsored by Mild Seven which are the most limp and pathetic cigarettes I have ever encountered. They have about as much to do with hairy-armed Mustangs as fish.

And apart from muttering about how the Mustang had plenty of grip and wasn’t bad for an American car, he told me nothing about what it was like to drive. So I set off on my own, and fell head over heels in love.

September 1994




Iceland

Greetings from Iceland, the land of fire and ice. It’s 11 o’clock at night, and outside the sun is beating down on the roofscape of the world’s most northerly capital city.

I’m drinking a glass of scotch which cost twelve quid and I’ve just finished reading the wedding vows I took to see if there’s a get-out clause – the women here are just unbelievable. It said in The Times last week that they’re good enough to give any one of the top supermodels a complex, but this is a terrible understatement. If Elle Macpherson turned up here, people would be sick all over her.

I interviewed Miss World last night and I panted from start to finish. After five minutes, my knees had all the rigidity of custard – and she’s the second ugliest girl here, after Björk.

The producer had only been here five minutes when a young woman, right under her mother’s nose, asked if he’d had an Icelandic girl yet. She then went on to explain why it would be a fine idea. Maybe he’d like to try out her mother!

TV soundmen are normally shy and mysterious, and our man Murray is no different, but as he strolled the streets of Reykjavik at 4 a.m., waving his Dougal around, he was Mel Gibson in a diamond jumper, Tom Cruise in Rohans. Young girls wanted to have his babies.

The countryside is beautiful and quiet, geological lunacy from start to finish, and the roads are even more spectacular than the women. Road One is a 1,500 kilometre ribbon of asphalt that circumnavigates the entire island, cutting a tortured, sinewy path through the lava fields and the volcanoes and the vast fields of ash. It may have a 90kph limit, but on most stretches, that’s fast enough. And just in case you were wondering, there is no Road Two.

Of all the cities I’ve ever been to, Reykjavik is by far the most alive. During the summer, the entire population of 120,000 goes out for a party every Friday and Saturday night. It is held on the streets, in the clubs and in people’s houses, and it goes on until work resumes on Monday morning. You can get very drunk over here.

But the thing is, no-one drinks and drives. Yes, it’s against the law and yes, the penalties are severe, but that is irrelevant. No one drives while drunk in Iceland because there’s a strong possibility that you’ll know the person you’ve just run over. And if you don’t know them, you’ll definitely know someone who does.

Feeling duty-bound to go to the funeral of someone you’ve killed is a sure-fire way of ensuring you take every precaution to make sure you don’t kill them in the first place.

The trouble is, of course, that it would never work here. We all live in suburbs and the only time we see our neighbours is when their curtains twitch a bit. Anyone who attempts to open a restaurant or a bar in a suburb can be assured that when they sell it, ten years later, it will be as-new because suburban types feel that if they go out, it has to be in the bright lights of the big city.

And therein lies our problem. We can’t afford to use taxis, the buses are full of the working classes and Jimmy Knapp has finished off what Lord Beeching started with the railways.

The car is our only realistic means of transport, especially for single young women who are fearful of what might happen in a dark bus shelter at 3 o’clock in the morning. The last reported sex crime in Iceland, by the way, was in 1962. But you can’t take the car because you can’t have a very good time if you can’t drink. And you can’t drink because you’re not allowed to drink and drive.

So people either stay in at night with their lamb chops and their TV guides, or else they get into their cars and drive around drunk. And neither option makes Britain a particularly spectacular place to live.

But look, there’s a way round the problem. If the best that your village can manage is a trivial pursuit quiz every Thursday down at the local, and every girl in the place looks like a tractor, don’t feel you have to move to some dreadful, characterless suburb just so you can be five miles from some God-awful town centre.

There is an alternative. All you have to do is develop a fondness for eating whales and move to Iceland. And if you find our sound man up there, tell him to come home.

November 1994




Bob Seger

Last night, in one of the world’s five great cities, I shared an alligator with Bob Seger.

Ever since that long hot summer of 1976, when I ricocheted around Staffordshire desperately trying to shake off those awkward teenage blues, I have worshipped the ground on which old Bob has walked.

I know that it’s desperately trainspotterish to have heroes, but here we have a man whose lyrics are pure poetry, whose melodies are a match for anything dreamed up by Elgar or Chopin and whose live act is, quite simply, the best in the world.

After a gig at the Hammersmith Odeon in London in 1977, the manager wrote to Melody Maker to say that in all his years, he had never seen a better concert. I was there and it was even better than that.

And there I was, eighteen years later, in a restaurant in downtown Detroit, sharing a piece of battered alligator with the man himself. My tongue wasn’t just tied, it looked like a corkscrew. I wanted to talk music, but Bob’s a chatterbox with the laugh of a cement mixer, and he wanted to talk cars. He was born in Detroit and, apart from a brief spell in LA, which he hated, he’s lived there all his life.

He argued, quite forcefully, that if you’re a Detroiter, you are bound to be part man and part V8. The only jobs are in car factories, all your neighbours work there, and the only way to escape the production line is music. It’s no coincidence that Motown began in the Motor City.

The buses move around empty, as does the hopeless monorail. The train station is derelict. Everyone drives a car in Detroit because cars are everyone’s soul. And Bob Seger is no exception.

A point that’s hammered home by the GMC Typhoon in which the great man had arrived. He has a brace of Suzuki motorcycles on which he tears around the States, getting inspiration for songs like ‘Roll Me Away’, but for family trips to Safeway he uses the 285bhp, four-wheel-drive truck – you may remember that we took its pickup sister, the Syclone, to a drag race on Top Gear last year.

Bob’s mate, Dennis Quaid, has one too apparently, which made me itch to ask what Meg Ryan was like – they’re married to one another – but Bob was off again, telling us between mouthfuls of reptile how things used to be in Detroit, how he used to go and race tuned-up muscle cars between the lights, how a side exhaust gave an extra 15bhp and how they posted lookouts for the cops.

This was heaven. The man I’ve most wanted to meet for nearly twenty years is a car freak, but the best was still to come. When we’d finished dinner, he sat back and pulled a pack of Marlboro from his pocket. He smokes, too! And so, he added, does Whitney Houston. By this stage, I had regressed to the point where I could easily have been mistaken for a four-year-old boy – I may have even wet myself slightly – but the full flood was saved until later that night.

Do they, I enquired gingerly, still race their cars on the streets. ‘Oh sure,’ came the reply. ‘Most Friday and Saturday nights up on Woodward you can find some races going down.’

And this, I’m happy to tell you, was not just some rock-star-close-to-your-roots-SOB. Because they do.

Big money changes hands as a hundred or more guys turn up in Chargers and Road Runners and God knows what else. And then, from midnight until dawn, they simply line up at the lights, wait for the green and go. We watched it all, and happily, from your point of view, we filmed it too for a new series called Motorworld.

We learned, too, that in days gone by, the big three American car manufacturers used to take their new, hot cars to these races to see how quick they were. And that, even today, engineers may sneak a new development engine out of the factory and down to Woodward to see if it can cut the mustard.

And all this is set to a backdrop of Martha Reeves, Marvin Gaye, Smokey Robinson, Don Henley, Ted Nugent and Bob Seger – plus the thousand or so other stars that were born and raised in the Motor City.

And we have Longbridge and Take That. Which makes me want to throw up.

December 1994



1995

Car of the Year Fiat Punto
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TOP 5 BESTSELLING SINGLES

SONG TITLE – ARTIST

1   Unchained Melody/ White Cliffs of Dover – Robson and Jerome

2   Gangsta’s Paradise – Coolio featuring LV

3   I Believe – Robson and Jerome

4   Back For Good - Take That

5   Think Twice – Celine Dion
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TOP 5 BOX OFFICE MOVIES

1   Toy Story

2   Batman Forever

3   Apollo 13

4   Pocahontas

5   Ace Ventura: When Nature Calls
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Books

Quentin Willson has read a great many books and is prone to inserting large and complicated pieces of Shakespeare into normal conversation. My wife’s bedside book table, on the other hand, is filled entirely with those orange-spined Penguin Classics, all of which are about women in beekeeper hats who walk around fields full of poppies, doing nothing. These make for good bedtime reading, only on the basis that you need to go to sleep. ‘A Saturday afternoon in November was approaching the time of twilight and the vast, unenclozzzzzzz …’

With Quentin’s books, I’d have to spend the whole time buried in a dictionary, finding out what all the words meant. The guy reads Chaucer for fun, for Chrissakes!

All my books have either a submarine or a jet fighter on the front and they’re full of goodies who seem like they’re going to lose but who, on the last page, do in fact win. I like plots, and Hardy wouldn’t recognize a plot if one jumped out of a hedge and ate his foot. A book is no good, as far as I’m concerned, unless I just cannot put it down. I missed a plane once – on purpose – because I was still sitting at home finishing Red Storm Rising. If Princess Diana had walked into my bedroom naked as a jaybird just as I was three quarters of the way through The Devil’s Advocate, I wouldn’t have looked up long enough even to tell her to get lost. My wife, however, has just taken two years – yes, years – to read Wild Swans, which is about a woman in China who has a daughter who goes to live somewhere else.

But I have just read a book which has no plot, no F-16 on the cover, no goodies, no baddies, and I absolutely loved it. Which is a bit of a worry. It’s called Rivethead and it’s by an American person called Ben Hamper who, in the review section, describes it as ‘an enormously enjoyable read. I laughed. I cried. I learned. I got naked and performed cartwheels for my repulsed neighbours’. My kinda guy.

Basically, Rivethead is the story of one man; a man who gets up every morning and goes to work at the General Motors truck and bus plant in Flint, Michigan. Really, it should have an orange spine, but mercifully it doesn’t. Because if it did, I never would have heard about GM’s answer to the Japanese threat. You see, when American cars were being sold with tuna sandwiches under the driver’s seat and coke bottles rattling in the doors, GM decided it must impress on its workforce the need for better standards. The workforce, largely, was a doped-up bunch of ne’er-do-wells who thought only of their weekly pay cheques and how much beer they could cram in at lunchtime, which is why GM’s decision to have a man dress up as a cat and prowl the aisles, spurring people on, is a trifle odd. That they called him Howie Makem is stranger still.

Equally peculiar was the later scheme, which involved the erection of several sizeable electronic noticeboards all over the plant. These kept people informed of sales, production figures and such, but could also be used for messages. One day it would say, ‘Quality is the backbone of good workmanship’, and on another, ‘Safety is safe’, but Hamper saves his vitriol for the day when he looked up from underneath a suburban pickup to see the sign, ‘Squeezing rivets is fun!’ He goes on to wonder whether, in the local sewage works, there are boards telling the guys that ‘Shovelling turds is fun’. And asks why, if the ‘demented pimps’ who had dreamed up this message thought riveting was so much fun, they weren’t all down on the line every lunchtime, having the time of their lives.

Hamper also lays into the likes of Springsteen and John Cougar Mellonfarm, asking what they know about the daily grind. He says they should be forced to write about things they understand, like cocaine orgies, beluga caviar and tax shelters.

I made an exception and read this book because I am interested in the car industry, but I can recommend it to you even if you have never been in a car plant, and don’t ever intend to.

I tried to get Quentin to read it, but as the first word is ‘dead’ and not ‘sibilance’, he said he couldn’t be bothered … and asked how Janet and John were these days.

January 1995





End of sample
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