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Next up on It’s an Arty Knockout – Chippenham’s forest of manhole covers

Someone has installed a gigantic and rather elegant ladder on Dartmoor. It’s not propped up against anything; it just rises up from the middle of nowhere and heads off into the clouds. Many have called it ‘the Stairway to Heaven’ and soon local officials will remove it on the grounds of health and safety.

They haven’t actually said that this will happen but it will, because what if someone were to climb the ladder and then, when they got to the top – where there’s nothing but sky – fell off? Someone would have to be sued. Best, then, to take it down and put it in a skip.

Previously, an enormous oak chair lived for a while where the ladder stands now. It was built by a local artist called Henry Bruce but ‘Dartmoor chiefs’ (that’s what the regional newspaper calls them) said it was too popular with tourists and, because of the resultant traffic problems, it must be taken away. So it was, in a big removal lorry.

I wonder. Why has no one taken down the 66ft winged figure that towers over Gateshead? Or the naked men of iron who stand knee-deep in sand on the beach at Crosby on Merseyside? Or the stencil sketches that adorn the sides of various shops in Bristol?

Ah, well, that’s simple. All of these things were created by renowned artists. So they are fine. But the ladder and the chair? They were both made by ordinary people, presumably. This makes them litter, so they must be taken away.

I think this is silly. I like the ladder. Without it, Dartmoor is nothing more than a wild expanse of mud and wind. It’s fine if you are a horse, or an idiot in a cagoule, or a convicted burglar, but for ordinary, evolved human beings it needs a focal point. Or else it’s just something that must be driven past on your way to Cornwall. A big blob of nothing that’s holding back Tavistock.

So I say this to the Dartmoor chiefs: put up a small notice on a nearby wall saying they are not responsible if someone is injured while climbing the ladder – and then leave it be.

And then I have an even better idea for the nation’s broadcasters. Let’s bring back It’s a Knockout, but with a couple of important changes.fn1 Instead of getting a paedophile commentator to laugh hysterically while people dressed as Smurfs fall into a paddling pool, make it a gigantic nationwide art competition.

I think people are bored with watching gym enthusiasts in the jungle, or Boris Johnson’s relations being normal. And we are definitely bored with ducks that can skateboard, shop assistants who think they can sing and poorly children who can do magic tricks. Soon we will even tire of people with two left legs and a sequin jumpsuit, jiggling about to an Abba track.

My new programme idea is still a competition but it’s better than the established powerhouses because each week, two whole towns go head-to-head in a battle to create the best municipal art installation. And they will be encouraged by the judges – Antony Gormley, Jonathan Yeo, Keith Tyson and Mr Banksy – to think big.

Think about it. Every town has a bit of waste ground developers don’t want. As often as not these days, that area is known as ‘the centre’. It’s just a row of charity shops and takeaways and it only comes alive at night when it’s a blizzard of chlamydia and vomit. So why not turn it into a mile-long Henry Moore?

Sometimes it won’t be the centre. It’ll be an abandoned factory, or a tower block that’s deemed, post-Grenfell, to be uninhabitable, or a park that’s used mostly as a dog lavatory. Everywhere has something or somewhere that could do with a makeover.

So a spot is identified by council chiefs and local artists are consulted. Everywhere has some of these too; people who put up their watercolours and their weird taxidermy in the town tea shoppe in the hope that a customer from the Royal National Institute of Blind People will want to buy it.

These consultations will be filmed because we’d all like to see the back story; the prize-marrow-pony-club-small-town bitterness that’s bound to surface when one artist is told that his plans for painting all the telegraph poles red is stupid and they’re going for a full-scale model of Bilbao’s Guggenheim.

This will require a lot of work but that’s OK because in every town there’s always a lot of busybodies who want to be involved with ‘the community’. And an even greater number who want to be on television. The one I’d like involves recreating that old Sony Bravia ad in which gallons of paint are fired from a council estate to create a blaze of colour. Remember that? Well, imagine firing foot-wide paint balls from a cannon at the side of an eyesore. In minutes, it wouldn’t be an eyesore any more.

Bristol could produce an installation based around Concorde, Doncaster could make a 600ft-tall bronze miner and Chippenham could create a forest of manhole covers in honour of its most famous son, Jeremy Corbyn, whose ideas for regenerating forgotten towns are nowhere near as good as mine.

Surely there must be a town in Britain somewhere with a company that could recreate that wonderful fountain from the lobby of the Burj Al Arab in Dubai but on a massive scale. I’d far rather watch someone attempting to do this than a girl on a journey, from her checkout till, past Simon Cowell and back to the checkout till again.

And whereas she’d be forgotten in a matter of moments, the fountain could stand for a thousand years. A marvel that puts the town that created it way further up the art map than the next pointless City of Culture. Coventry.

7 January 2018
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Keep playing with your files, constable. Let us vigilantes handle this burglar

I know only one thing about the law in Britain: that there is no more expensive place in the entire world to stand than the moral high ground. God himself could appear from the clouds to tell the jury that what you did was correct, but that doesn’t mean you’re going to win the case. Usually, it means you won’t.

And that brings me neatly on to the case of a man called Mark Cardwell, who appeared at Teesside crown court last week. He’d been online, chatting to what he thought were some young girls, but it turned out he’d been asking for intimate photographs from various paedophile-hunting vigilante groups. Who promptly shopped him to the gammon.

That’s tremendous, of course, but hang on a minute. What crime had he actually committed? He hadn’t been intimate or inappropriate with a young girl. He had merely asked a paunchy man in a Steppenwolf T-shirt to pleasure himself and send photographs. That’s weird, I’ll grant you, but it’s not illegal.

And yet, amazingly, it is, because last Monday, Cardwell was found guilty of attempted grooming and attempting to engage a child in sexual activity, and was jailed for 18 months.

Perhaps there were aspects of this case that were not fully reported but, whatever, the police commissioner expressed his gratitude to the vigilante groups for their assistance in securing the conviction, even though there’s no need to help the police because ‘we have the whole thing under complete control at all times’.

Except they don’t. We know this because they announced last autumn that in a drive to save £400 million they will no longer investigate minor crimes of violence or tiny bits of theft unless the victim can name the person who did it.

Sure, if a baddie uses violence or trickery to enter someone’s house, then the desk sergeant will fill in a form, in his best joined-up writing, and carefully file it away in that massive warehouse where the Lost Ark ended up. But if the baddie jimmies a window open and steals a few bits and bobs, the homeowner will be told politely to get lost.

It’s the same story with mild violence. If, like most of the country, you are at war with your neighbour over his unruly hedge, you can’t hit him in the face with a hammer. Plod’s going to come round if you do that. But if you push him over or poke him in the eye, then that’s OK.

The idea is very simple: by ignoring minor crimes, the constabulary will be able to concentrate its efforts on the only stuff that matters these days. Terrorism. Being a disc jockey in the 1970s. Splashing a mum with muddy water by driving through a puddle too quickly. Or dropping plastic into the sea.

The trouble is that when you find you’ve been burgled, it doesn’t feel very minor at all. At best, it’s inconvenient because you will have to keep your temper while an insurance assessor accuses you of doing the break-in yourself. And then you will have to buy a new toothbrush just in case the thief put yours up his bottom.

At worst, a burglary can be very upsetting. Losing your mother’s engagement ring, or your dog, or your photograph albums may look trivial on paper, but in your heart it’s huge and heavy and sad. And it’s even sadder when you are told to get out of the police station because ‘all our officers are currently on a ladder-climbing course’. So how’s this for a plan …

Warehouses employ night watchmen to keep an eye on things when the workforce is at home. Light industrial estates have men walking round every so often with fierce dogs. And stores have security guards too. I saw one last week, standing in the doorway of a shop. He had big shoulders and an earpiece, and because he was there, the chances of a smash-and-grab raid were, I should imagine, massively diminished.

Pubs and clubs also have their own security teams on hand to sort out the kind of behaviour that no longer interests Dixon of Dock Green. So why, pray, do streets not do the same thing?

The street on which I live in London does. A local was fed up after losing two Range Rovers in a year, so he got his neighbours to club together to employ a man who drives around at night, shining his torch into the face of anyone in a hoodie. And the next year he had three Range Rovers stolen. But I think this is because the lone vigilante he employed is a bit rubbish.

Yours needn’t be. And nor would it be massively expensive, because, think about it: if there are a hundred houses on your road and everyone chipped in, you could have a man and a car and an angry dog for, what, £300 each a year?

For a little more, it might be possible to launch your own legal system. Various Muslim areas of Britain have sharia, or Islamic law, which is obviously tailored to their beliefs, so follow that lead and decide in your street what is appropriate for you and your neighbours.

If you are in a Jeremy Corbyn-type area, you could invite the burglar into your kitchen for some winter-warming soup. If you are Tunbridge Wells, you could tie him to a maypole and sentence him to death. By stoning, if that’s what your children would like.

This would take the burden off the normal courts, leaving them more time to focus on the big stuff, such as parking on a yellow line and driving too quickly.

The only thing I wouldn’t recommend you get involved with is paedophilia. Because I have some experience of this. No, wait. Let me rephrase that. I once had to call on CEOP – the child exploitation and online protection arm of the police – for help.

And it was outstanding. Dazzlingly brilliant. It’s the one area of police work where individuals cannot do better than the police are doing already.

14 January 2018
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Four words that could have saved the UKIP leader’s marriage: I hate classical music

If your husband wakes one morning, has a big stretch and says, as he opens the curtains: ‘I hate all classical music,’ you should breathe a sigh of relief and go through the rest of your life with a smile on your face and a spring in your step. To understand why, you need to examine the case of UKIP leader Henry Bolton who at the age of 54 decided to leave his Russian-born wife so that he could be with a young woman called Jo Marney.

She has been described by friends as a ‘model, actress and journalist’, and by the non-judgmental lefties on Twitter as ‘a topless model 30 years his junior’, but the affair seemed to fizzle out once the newspapers started referring to her as a ‘racist model, actress and journalist’.

So now, presumably, Mr Bolton is on his own in a bedsit while Mrs Bolton is busy at the family home, putting all their wedding photographs in the waste disposal unit.

It’s a sad story and it’s not unusual. Lots of 54-year-old men wake up in the morning and think: ‘Oh no. Soon I shall be a hollowed-out shell with droopy moobs and see-through hair, so I should make the most of my final few days as a man by buying a Porsche, sculpting my pubic hair into the shape of an eagle and taking a 25-year-old out for dinner.’

In order to impress the woman, the poor man will pretend to be interested in Snapchat and why Rita Ora is better than Bouff Daddy. And later he may agree to go clubbing, where he will not realize that no man past the age of 40 should dance with his arms above his head.

Many people will laugh at him. Especially after he’s tried K cider to look cool and finished the evening under a park bench, drooling and thinking he’s stuck in Roger Dean’s head.

It’s probable that one day he will get into the 25-year-old’s underwear but since this will take place in the Porsche, he will put his back out and wake the next day with half the handbrake up his backside and chlamydia.

But he’ll stick with her, they’ll get married and for his 60th birthday, when he should be settling down with a book on fly-fishing, he’ll get as a present a new baby.

Amazingly, some men are able to resist this option. Some look at the teenage receptionist and think: ‘I must not think that way.’ But to take us back to the beginning, a wife can never truly relax until the day comes when her husband admits he doesn’t like classical music.

I admitted it to myself over Christmas and then out loud at a party last weekend. People were quite shocked. But I ploughed on regardless. Some of it may be catchy because it was used to advertise tyres or ice cream but if you actually listen to all of Nissan Dormobile it’s terrible. Longer than a prog-rock drum solo and about as dreary.

Classical music is like Shakespeare. Everyone says his sonnets are brilliant and the bedrock of our language. Really? So how come, then, that nobody in their right mind reads him from the moment they leave school until the moment they die?

Shakespeare is like Radio 3. We are aware of it and the BBC says 2 million people listen to it every week, but we’re not fooled. It’s just one imbecile in a loft, turning his radio on and off 2 million times.

You’ll probably have seen the epically brilliant film In the Loop. It was a feature-length version of the television series The Thick of It and in one scene an angry Scottish man tells a pompous civil servant to turn off his classical music. ‘It’s just vowels,’ he shouts. And he’s absolutely dead right. It’s consonant-free communication.

I firmly believe that the Bay City Rollers produced more of note than Mozart, Brahms and Bartok combined. And anyone who says they like opera, doesn’t really. They’re just showing off.

And that’s the point. When we are in the hunt for a mate, we dream up all sorts of stuff to make ourselves look interesting. We are careful not to use the word ‘toilet’ and we make a point of not having a television in the bedroom. Nor would we lie on a beach openly reading a Lee Child book. Much better to have the biography of some Renaissance painter.

Nicky Haslam, the interior designer and commentator on social matters, recently posted an image of a tea towel given to him by a friend, listing all the things Haslam reckons are common and to be avoided. Ibiza, Richard Branson, personal trainers, being ill, pronouncing the ‘e’ in furore, vodka tonic, Oxfordshire, dress codes, cufflinks …

The list is very long and if you are in the market for a relationship, it’s a handy reference guide that you can hang on your Aga. Hang on. Just checking. Nope. Agas are fine, it seems.

But think of the effort needed to do this, to always be doing the right thing in the right place at the right time with the right people. Once, I arrived with a girlfriend at the house of a posh woman who said to her as we walked through the door: ‘Would you like to look in a mirror.’ She meant ‘Do you want a pee?’ but couldn’t actually say that because it somehow wasn’t correct. She’s the sort who’d listen to Bach. And sit on a train with a copy of the Economist even though in her heart she’d far rather be reading Hello!.

The only reason we live such a wicked life of fakery is because it makes us look cleverer and more interesting and better-read than we actually are. And the only reason we do this is because we want to be attractive.

But the day will come when no amount of squinting into the mirror helps. You just know that you’re not attractive any more. And that is the most blessed relief because it means you can say and do and wear whatever you want.

21 January 2018
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Before you lynch any Oxfam workers, remember the lives they’ve saved

I have probably got this all wrong but so far as I can tell, a hard-working charity worker may have slept with a prostitute after a gruelling day spent handing out fruit and silver foil blankets to earthquake victims in Haiti and now there are calls for anyone who’s walked past an Oxfam shop to be shot in the head and buried in an unmarked grave on the edge of town.

Let’s be in no doubt here, I’ve always had my doubts about Oxfam. I’ve never liked the way it used global warming and austerity and Margaret Thatcher as a three-pronged assault weapon on our guilt juices, and I’ve long suspected that any organization run by a bunch of BBC and Labour Party stalwarts would spend far more on South African nuclear-free peace crisps than it did on bandages for the needy and the dispossessed.

Oh, and not even when I had a brief flirtation with punk on or about 1 August 1976, have I found anything in an Oxfam shop that’s caused me to think: ‘Hmmm. That’s ironic.’ It’s all just tat.

It’s not just Oxfam either. I’ve been to Muslim trouble spots around the world and – during Ramadan – seen UN workers sitting on street corners in hot pants, smoking and drinking beer. And I’ve heard people out there in do-gooder land wondering how every single UN Toyota Land Cruiser hasn’t been daubed with a blue ‘C’ and ‘T’ as well.

Then you’ve got UNICEF, which we were told last week is riddled with paedophiles, and all of the other non-governmental organizations that you just know are run on the ground by the sort of happy-clappy vicar-people you’d never have round for dinner.

I get the appeal of signing up for this kind of work. You get sent to somewhere hot for a few months and you are doing the sort of important work that will make you look interesting and tanned.

Plus, if something does go wrong and you are trapped or eaten or blown up, you know your old headmaster will say glowing things at your standing-room-only funeral and the local paper will call for a roundabout to be named in your honour. Yeah, John Lennon got an airport for his egg man, but you? You got a roundabout. With geraniums on it.

And when the work is done for the day, you can hang around the pool at the house where you’re staying, drinking beer in the warmth of the evening and maybe do sex. And that seems to be the nub of Oxfam’s problems.

One of its chaps, a Belgian, working in Haiti, may have actually paid for some women to do whatever it is they are said to have done and that’s gone down very badly with everyone who has no idea what they’re talking about.

Haiti is very poor. There is very little work. And then along comes a Belgian with a wad of dollars. What happens next, says everyone, puts the Belgian up there with the dentist who shot that lion and Jimmy Savile and Hitler. I’m sorry, but I don’t understand the hysteria.

There are prostitutes in the world. They sleep with men for money. It has been happening since I was born. Some say it’s been happening since even James May was born. Sex workers are a fact of life. Yes? Right? So what happens to these women if there are no customers? They take a job in a nail salon? In Haiti? Get real.

It’s much the same argument we saw recently with grid girls in Formula One. It was decided they didn’t fit the sport’s image so now they’ve been dropped. Which means that several hundred young women from all over the world now have less income.

What this Belgian does with a prostitute is a matter for his wife. Not a bunch of barking mad lunatics back in Britain. I’m distraught to see that since this story broke, Oxfam has been bleeding direct-debitors – 1,270 went in just 3 days. And now we have flocks of former international development secretaries denying they’ve heard of Oxfam and the hairy-armpit brigade burning people in the street for looking in a charity shop window.

We can be absolutely certain that this story will run and run. In the same way that Harvey Weinstein led to Kevin Spacey, who led to everyone else who’s got a scrotum, and the Presidents Club fiasco consumed the nation to the point where Great Ormond Street Hospital handed back money given to help sick children because it had been raised by young women in matching underwear, so other charities will be dragged into the mire.

And by this time next week you’ll be afraid to roll a 10p piece into the Royal National Lifeboat Institution’s tin in case it spends it on bats for clubbing seals.

Yes, some charities are quite inefficient and only spend 60 per cent of what they’re given on good causes. But most do better than that and spend only 1 per cent of their income on running themselves.

I used to know a chap who worked for a well-known charity and when he was back in Europe after six months on a battlefield or in some hellhole, he would regale us with horrific tales of sewing people’s legs back on back to front and nailing coffin lids down on people who said ‘Ow!’ when the first hammer blow landed. Those who didn’t know him well were appalled by this and in today’s climate he’d be hanging from a lamppost while the idiotic threw vegetables at him.

But the fact is this: for every one mistake he made while utterly exhausted, and in a bloodbath, he saved hundreds, maybe thousands of lives.

I fear that’s what the world is doing to the Belgian man. I could be wrong, of course. He could be a terrible wrong ’un. But let’s be sure before we lynch him for sleeping with prostitutes – he’s not the first to do that – after a day spent saving the actual lives of hundreds of others.

In the meantime, here’s a tip. Give Oxfam a bit of money next time you’re passing one of its shops.

18 February 2018
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Keys, gum, corkscrew … ah yes, here it is. I knew I’d put my masculinity in my man-bag

Keen to learn more about the alarming claims that Jeremy Corbyn was once mincing around London with a poisoned umbrella and a briefcase full of atomic launch codes, I turned to the BBC’s sprawling news website and found … nothing about the story at all. There was, however, an interesting piece about the history of the man-bag.

Obviously, no mention was made of this on the BBC but they’ve always been seen as a bit, you know, gay. There was an episode of Friends in which Matt LeBlanc – whatever happened to him, I wonder? – bought a bag that provided his co-stars with many opportunities to make out that he may, in fact, be a lady.

Then there was an episode of Seinfeld in which Jerry told friends, indignantly, that his man-bag was not a purse. ‘It’s European,’ he said. As we know, when an American describes something as European, such as not carrying a gun or smoking a Disque Bleu, he means ‘homosexual’.

My dad used to have a handbag and God I teased him about it. He argued that no one in the hard, men-are-men mining town of Doncaster would ever steal such a thing and he was dead right. It was, in fact, stolen while he was in the European city of Amsterdam. ‘Presumably,’ I said, ‘by someone who wanted something to hit his boyfriend with.’

According to GQ, the man-bag first became popular in the 14th century when chaps would attach a small pouch to their belt or leg that was filled with spices and herbs to make them smell nice. It was a sort of Renaissance deodorant. Right Guard. Only with a hint of parsley.

Things, of course, have changed since then. Homosexuality is now pretty much compulsory and exhibiting its traits is de rigueur if you want to get on. Which is why David Beckham, Lewis Hamilton and various other chaps who live their lives in the Mail Online’s sidebar of shame are regularly seen ‘jetting into LAX’ with a three-grand leather pouch tossed casually over their shoulder.

Sales are up. Fifteen per cent of the male population of Britain bought a bag last year and that jumped to a quarter among the under-34s. And here it comes. I have one. It wasn’t made by Stella McCartney. It doesn’t have any leather trimmings. It’s more in the style of Indiana Jones’s satchel but it’s mine and I’m a man and it’s a bag and I simply couldn’t manage without it.

Think about it. When you went out in the past, everything you ever needed – chequebook, condom and Blockbuster membership card, for when the condom wasn’t necessary – fitted in a wallet. And that fitted in the pocket of your Oxford bags.

Today things are different because when you go out you need a phone, a laptop, an iPad and chargers for all of them. Then there’s your Kindle and your credit cards and a bit of cash, and there’s no way you’re going to fit that lot in your pockets.

You may say that a briefcase could accommodate all of these things and that’s probably true. But a briefcase makes you look like you go to meetings and say that you’ll ‘reach out’ to various people, which is not acceptable unless you are in the Four Tops. It also suggests that you play golf at weekends and that’s not a message you want to be sending out. Much better to have people think you bat for the other side.

What’s more, no briefcase could accommodate all the other stuff that the modern man needs if he’s truly ready to move at the drop of a hat.

My bag, for instance, contains the laptop and the chargers and so on. But in addition, there are headache potions, all the malaria pills I’ve never finished taking, the key cards for every hotel I’ve ever stayed in, two packets of nicotine gum, a bottle opener, a torch, a corkscrew, a passport, pictures of my children, plug adaptors for every country in the world, spare house keys, two pairs of sunglasses, a spare pair of reading spectacles, noise-cancelling headphones that I use to drown out the sound of James May on aeroplanes, a bag of tissues, a card saying I won’t catch yellow fever, $40, €40, coins for airport trolleys, spare batteries for the James May-cancelling headphones, a laser pointer for annoying dogs and, critically, no liquids or penknives or anything that could cause a delay at an airport.

I could get an emergency call this afternoon to be in the Arctic or an equatorial swamp and I wouldn’t have to think for a moment because I know that everything I’ll need is in that bag.

There is a drawback, of course, because we’ve all been there, with a woman, standing outside her front door as she rests her handbag on an elevated knee while she rummages around for the house keys. Well, it’s the same story with my bag. I know everything is in there but I can never locate anything. I’ve cancelled cards that have turned up a week later and once even changed the locks on my flat having decided I’d definitely lost the keys. Only to find them six weeks later, tangled up in some iPhone cabling. Which I’d just replaced at one of those Apple shops where nothing makes any sense.

God knows how David managed. The Bible tells us that when faced with Goliath, he reached into his man-bag and took out a stone that he threw at the Philistine. The truth is that if it had been a real man-bag, he’d have been standing there for half an hour in a puddle of chewing gum wrappers and old boarding passes saying: ‘Hang on, hang on. I know it’s in here somewhere.’

The thing is, though, I’d rather know that I have something I need somewhere about my person than know for sure that it’s on my hall table. And for that, you need a bag.

25 February 2018




[image: Penguin Walking Logo]

A proper lunch – that’s all millennials need to stop getting fat and miserable

Last week an old man in a chalk-stripe suit woke up and said the panna cotta of celeriac that he’d been given for his subsidized lunch in the House of Lords canteen was nothing more than a petrified carrot swimming in a pool of egg. Also, his beef had been ‘uneatable’.

Naturally, this went down badly with those of a hairy-armpitted disposition who all said something or other about hard-working families and austerity and Trump and how the poor can’t even get any food at KFC these days.

It also went down badly with me because I love lunch, and since AA Gill died I can’t find anyone else who does. Apart from a lot of dead people in clubs in St James’s who are propped up in front of a spotted dick that was cooked in black and white during an air raid.

If I do talk someone into joining me for a spot of gossip and a wine, they tut when I order a starter, spend the main course looking at their watch and become wide-eyed with incredulity when I suggest a second glass.

Normally, I could rely on women to come and play, but not any more because – and I am not making this up – they have started having FaceTime lunches. This involves doing something pointless to an avocado, pouring a splash of gently carbonated water into an overpriced glass and then sitting at their kitchen table and nattering away on an iPad to a friend who’s done exactly the same thing at her kitchen table.

It’s no good in the office either, because when I ask if anyone would like to go to the pub at lunchtime, everyone looks at me as though I’ve just said, ‘Would anyone like to come outside and kick a homeless person to death?’

Only the other day I was in our conference room and noticed someone from the previous meeting had eaten half a custard cream. Who does that? Who takes a bite from a small biscuit and then thinks, ‘Mmm. I’m stuffed’?

The problem, probably, is that most of the people in our office are about nine, and as we know, nine-year-olds claim to eat only leaves that have been shade grown by well-paid organic farmers in Borneo. A plate of not-sustainable fish and full-fat chips at the pub? Cooked by an immigrant on the minimum wage? Or an entire biscuit made by an American corporate giant? They’d rather eat their shoes.

Or would they? Because figures just released by the nanny state show that today’s millennials are on course to be the fattest generation in history. More than 70 per cent will need a weighbridge to determine their weight by the time they are 40, say researchers. Others won’t make it that far because they will explode at the age of 29.

So, the message is clear. If by some miracle they make it to old age and need an MRI scan, they will have to be sent to the vet and put in a tube normally used for horses.

I have no idea how millennials are getting so fat. Perhaps it’s because, as we’ve learnt, they prefer lunching via telephone to getting off their arses and going to an actual restaurant.

But I think the real problem is that they are a very miserable generation who believe that Theresa May set the Grenfell Tower alight by herself and that the country would be better if it had a man called Stormzy in the hot seat. They are steered through life by campaigning websites, leftie tweets and inspirational hashtags, and as a result see inequality and injustice all around them. Especially on Instagram, where everyone else is always on holiday. And has a better-looking dog.

This causes them to seethe with bitterness. In their minds, Margaret Thatcher is from the same page in history as Adolf Hitler, all men are rapists and all white people suffer from institutionalized racism. Lily Allen is cleverer than Stephen Hawking, Cara Delevingne has a point, Jeremy Corbyn is a god and all Tories are bastards.

Last week they had a new champion. A woman with big teeth announced that she isn’t paid very much by the BBC, not because she’s penis-free, but because she has some kind of regional accent. And before I could say Cilla Black or Huw Edwards, the Guardian was jumping up and down and squeaking a lot about how she has a point, right? #TimesUpAttenborough.

Let’s have a bit of ‘Ee bah gum’ on t’news. And some ‘Calm down, calm down!’ on the weather forecast. Actually, that’s not such a bad idea. ‘Bit chilly’ would have been more helpful last week than ‘Beast from the East’.

The trouble is that if you wear a shell suit at the next awards ceremony to show your solidarity with the riffraff, you’ll be castigated for not wearing black and thus supporting all the women who’ve slept with attractive rich men over the years. Or a white glove. Or whatever fashion statement Lily Allen has decided is important that week. #ColdandHomeless.

Keeping up with this pressure, with nothing but an avocado for company, is hard work and stressful and lonely and it will make you sad. Which will cause you to eat crisps when your FaceTime lunch is over. And that’s probably what’s causing the weight problem.

And that takes us back to the beginning. Because if you want to lead a full and happy life, don’t bother with breakfast or dinner but do have a nice long lunch, with a bottle of wine, a lot of laughter, and maybe a small zizz afterwards. Doctors say a run would be better. They say exercise stimulates the mind, but they are wrong. There are no very bright athletes.

And there are no very happy people who spend their lunch hour eating weeds while scrolling through a ream of electronic misery on their laptop.
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