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Preview: Big Brother, Channel 4, interminable
Eastenders, BBC1, Friday
The Ronni Ancona Show, BBC1, Friday
Rambo: First Blood Part II, BBC1, Friday

TV is a comfortingly cyclic thing. Christmas – The Wizard of Oz and someone carking it in the snow in Albert Square. Autumn – the race to spot the first Christmas ad and a sudden tendency of TV weather forecasters to use the word "squally". Sundays – Last of the Summer Wine, Songs of Praise and bloody Heartbeat. 

But even when it's bad, it's comforting for those of us who, despite deceptive outward appearances, have a strong conservative streak. Knowing what to expect from this often turbulent existence leaves us free to fret about the important stuff, like remembering when our eBay auctions end, and blowing smoke at people who tut at us outside pubs.

But: summer. The season when TV bosses decide we're all either on holiday, outside getting botulism from half-cooked burgers, or have had our brains frazzled by too much sun. What other excuse is there for the dross they fill the schedules with? 

The insistence that Tim Henman will someday win Wimbledon, not being able to watch a weather report without hearing that it's the hottest 9.17am on a July 23rd since records began, the Twelfth "highlights" showing the obligatory dog with a Union Jack tucked into its collar – and of course Big bloody Brother.

I cannot stress how much I hate Big Brother. Regular readers of this page (hi Mum), will be aware that railing against the country's televisual lack of taste is a favourite pastime of mine. (That and tequila.) It's fun, low in fat, and it keeps me out of mischief. 

Not so with Big Brother. "Starring" self-indulgent, self-important, self-obsessed brainless wonders, whose only contribution to the gene pool should be a swift and painful exit from it, Big Brother is so irritating and inane it can't even be watched to have the piss taken out of it. 

The stupid "tasks", the transparent flirting, the way everyone plays up to the camera while pretending they're just being naturally wacky – Big Brother may herald the arrival of summer, but even a botulism burger is preferable to stapling your eyes open to watch it.

The worst thing is that these bunches of muppets are probably considered the world over as representative of "young people nowadays". When the planet is reduced to rubble and alien archaeologists pick over the ruins in thousands of years' time, the representation of human culture they find will not be the remains of the Globe theatre, a copy of The Iliad or even a karaoke machine – it will be the reels of Big Brother. No wonder this civilization collapsed, the aliens will muse knowingly, before getting back in their spaceship and hot-footing it outta here. This was the best they could do.

And the damn programme can't even be ignored. Buy any paper, switch on to watch anything on Channel 4, even stand at the sodding bus stop and you will be bombarded with ads, images and general twittery about this year's selection of misfits. 

This was all the more true this year with the "celebrity" version of the show, where the brainless Jade Goody and her evil gaggle of witches were alleged to have racially bullied Indian Bollywood star Shilpa Shetty. I didn't even watch the nonsense, yet was still aware of every detail of the now infamous Oxocube-gate row.

Still, all is not lost. The subsequent hoohah over the allegations of racial abuse, and Channel 4's unprecedented three public apologies ordered by Ofcom, could be the final nail in the coffin for Big Brother. Perhaps it could be replaced by something like Das Experiment, the film based on a real psychology experiment from the 1970s seeing how far some people would abuse any power they were given. 

Very far, it turned out, with the participants given authority quickly abusing and torturing those who weren't. A Channel 4 version of Das Experiment featuring all the previous housemates? Now that I would watch. 

Other regular readers of this column (hi Dad) will also be aware that weekend TV has been a recent bane of mine, having being forced to sit in on Friday nights for a few weeks due to a severe cashflow shortage. Last Friday happily saw a mild improvement. Eastenders had our favourite stroppy mare Stacey stomp around in proper short-skirted pouty madam style as she tried to force lover Max to leave wife Tanya. 

Max is particularly hideous-looking for a man who has not one but two women on the go - managing the seemingly impossible and truly disturbing combo of being both ginger and bald. And it's not like he can be excused on the grounds of personality either. My money's on his crown jewels being ripped off by either Stacey or Tanya pretty soon. I pray thrice daily to the TV gods that these tidings may befall.

Now that the decidedly "local" Derek's Dreams is over (sigh of relief), BBCNI actually allowed us plebs in the North to watch what everyone else is allowed to, and so we had Have I Got News For You and the new Ronni Ancona show on at the same time as the other three BBC networks. It was almost like being normal! A sensation not experienced in my flat since goth band Lordi won the Eurovision Song Contest last year with 'Hard Rock Hallelujah'. 

Like Have I Got News For You with its different guest presenters, the first Ronni Ancona was a bit hit and miss. Usually to be seen sidekicking Alastair McGowan in his impressions, this was Ronni's first solo effort. There were some slight chuckly bits, but overall it seems like this one will take a while to get into its stride. Kudos though for the psychopathic teacher character, sweetly and patiently answering increasingly inappropriate questions from her class of teenage boys before losing it and going apocalyptic with rage. Heh.

Déjà vu rather than normality was the name of the game for the rest of the night's viewing on BBC1 though, with Rambo: First Blood Part II on again. It might be assumed from previous TV pages that this one would rail against the blatant machismo and rampant warmongering that is the Rambo films, but, compared to the cultural crime that is Big Brother, they're practically Homeresque. 

The second two are a bit daft, but the first in the trilogy, First Blood, while very Stalloned up, does make a good point about soldiers being trained to kill, being traumatised, then being dumped back into society without nary a thank you nor a support system.

But saying that - seriously BBC, what was the thinking behind showing all three of the Rambo films on three successive Friday nights – only a few months after doing, er, exactly that? Look at Channel 4. They might be starting the annual torture this week with Big Brother, but at least they let us see Apocalypse Now.

