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USED TO DRIVE CARS, NOWIJUST SITINTHEM.
I used to love cars fetishise them, even - now it's
just a question oftolerance: don't fuck with me - I
say to cars in an undertone - and I won't screw with
you. I loved cars and I had lots of them, from VtrV
Sciroccos to Austin Maxis, ftom a Volvo 76o Turbo
(a car I loved so much I wrote a short story based

around it), to Mitsubishi Colts (not without their cham).
Don't get me wrong - I never knew anlthing about what went on under

thebonnet-but I certainly did like to &ive, and the faster the better. London
to O>dord along the M4o in z7 minutes;
or buming up the Ar2 at 13omph, the
sticker on the back bumper declaring:
'Keep Your Distance But StaI Close to
Jesus'. I liked long drives too. London
to Marseilles? No problem, just point
out the road and let me go. When I was
u 4 I drove around Australia. ThaCs right
- clear around it. You've got to love
the car to do thal you've got to love
the promise of fteedom it presents
youwith.

But I could also stand urban driving
well enough too. Very early on I saw the
advantages ofthe car as mobile hut. Put
it this way: ifyou're stalled in fiamc don't
fiet, check out the sounds, smoke, eat,
read the paper,whatever. The car offers
you a teasingkind ofpeep show;you're
in your mobile hut, doing your very
private thing, while just beyond a 2mm
thickness ofglass are people shopping
on Odord Street. Relish this incongruity,
bask in it even.

Then the love affair began to unravel
Ihad two kids, then three, and eventu-
ally four. The speed cameras came in; I became unable to cope with traffic
jams - life was too shon. I had to buy a people ca.rrier to fit the farnily in - and
where's the romance ofspeed in that? I even took to cycling in town, and
you know how that can mess with a driver's head. I was sleepingwith the
enemy - and thinking about the environment. I never dug Clarkson one
little bit - but now I felt like burying him altogether. Being an extremist I
movedftomloving cars to this bare tolerance.I stoppedlooking at them as
iftheywere svelte, steelwomen, gliding past me in the street.I held no more
uluslons anymore.

However, ifthere was one marque that still held my attention, that still
piqued my zones of metal erogeny, it was Citrodn. As I say, I'd loved cars
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-but I'dbeen inlove with Citroens. I'd 'ad 'em all: Iittle zCVs and Dianes,
biggerGSAs andVisas;AXs even, a ludicrously overpowered BX GTi (that
was the one with the God-bothering bumper sticker), many, many CXs (a
model that fell out offavour so fast youwere able to bulk buy them in the
late '8os), and the pidce de rdsistance: a brace ofDSs I'd had between '88

and'9o. Thesewere awesomely beautiful cars.In design terms theyweren't
huts on-wheels, theywere entire bloody conservatories, oozing across the
city on their hydraulic cushions. Driving a DS wasn'tlike driving anyother
car, itwas like making love to a goddess on a waterbed.

Or my idea ofwhat that might be like ar any rare. Sure, I had all the
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Francophile associations that
the DS summons up: films in
which it's always 196z andJean
Gabin, or Jean-Paul B eLmondo
(or, indeed, anyone called
Jean'), is leaping into the
squishy upholstery arrd disap,
pearing after the girl/crooks/
cops,4oot in a cloud ofwhite
dust, but the presence of

the DS is so much more overwhelming
rhan any adolescenL image of Brigitre
Bardor, glimpsed through a cloud of
Gitanes smoke.

I felt Ihls when I drove the cars in rh.
198os, and I rediscovered it again this
week afte r picking up a vin rage D S Supers
rretecture Trom u5 wolld rn what tts

o$.ner, Simon, laughably referred to as
'South Chelsea' really, this DS recon'
outflt is under the arches off the
Queenstown Road roundabout in
Bartersea, butlet s allow him his illusion:.
The second I stepped through the plastic
curtains I was back in the world created
by the goddess: there they hunched in

the gloom, all black, sinuous curves and shiny strophes of chromium, From
the ftog's eye, hooded headlights, to the ray-gun indicators positionedabove
the rear window, the DS is a timeless notion ofwhat futurity might be.

This is what the French are so damn sood at: this boldness ofvision: this
urge to reinvenr the vel norion ofwh;f r car can be. They did ir wirh rhe
Traction Avant, they did it with the Deux Chevaux. And I'd argue thar
pushing halfa century since it was first shaded in on the drawing board,
the DS still looks more 'modem' that most contemporary cars. Certainly,
my kids felt that way when I took them for a drive. Yup, that's the size of
it - there are no more teasing prospects to impress with new carflesh in
my life rhan rhe:e riny yet f ierce crirics.
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