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Get ready for the 

ROYAL WEDDING 
@ mammon 

union jack head-mounted 

rearview mirror 
worried that once the wedding‘s over 

and done with, you‘ll lose that cosy 

feeling of superiority that comes with an 

essentially arbitrary link to a scrap of land 

that happens to be making a fuss of itself 

for no particular reason? simply attach 

this to the special felt cap and you can 

coo at the flag for the rest of your life, or 

until you figure out how to take it off, 

whichever comes first 

£443 (mounting cap not included) 

royal wedding mug 
for you to buy and never, ever drink out of. may 

be worth a fortune on ebay in fifty years or so. or it 

may not. Maybe we‘ll be fighting rad-scorpions 

over strips of metal in the burning wilderness by 

then. better buy this cup just in case that happens, 

so you can stare at the nice comforting faces as 

you cry yourself to sleep in the bunker. £800. 

non-royal wedding mug 
so you can feel nice and superior to all those 

laughable sheep outside having fun on their day 

off. listen up, chuckles: no-one cares that you 

don‘t care. you‘re not making a point about the 

monarchy, you‘re just making yourself look eight 

times as smug as the smuggest aristocrat. either 

express an actual opinion (and preferably not on 

crockery) or shut the fuck up.  4p. 

mammon 
lower case sans serif means we‘re friendly 

tm 
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“They either start a war or 

give us a Royal Wedding.” 

Vol I Issue 7 

Spring 2011 

2sunsmagazine.com 

Anachronism’s Big Chance 
Nothing these people do will ever affect you—p7 

Fuck this cunt 
Really beyond the point of even trying to be witty with this fucker, p12 

With Apologies to Sally Potter 
Remember that film? The one in rhyme? Just read the damn article. p20 

EDITOR’S SHRIEK p4 

p7 

Special eight thousand page exposé of some 

wedding or other than doesn‘t actually affect 

anyone in any measurable way apart from the 

friends and family of the participants 

p12 

A year on, the shape of Cameron‘s Britain can 

be discerned as a place where everything is 

for sale, including the blood in your veins. 

 

p16 

Further to the above, the Government‘s NHS 

leaflet in focus and such. 

 

p20 

There‘s a referendum soon. Vote yes or trap 

Britain in a democratic backwater forever. 

 

p26 

Apparently a UN resolution doesn‘t actually 

make any difference; clusterfucks will happen. 

 

p28 

In which we solve famine forever and ever. 

 

p30 

Holy fuck they‘re already preparing for the 

election in 19 months time? A 2SUNS Primer on 

the Republican field. 
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Welp, two people are getting married. Happens a lot. Probably more than 

two people getting married on Friday 29th of April, actually. But only two that 

matter: Prince William and Kate Middleton, who won‘t be called Kate 

Middleton much longer. ―Princess Catherine‖ is her name from this weekend 

on, as she joins the world‘s richest-for-the-most-arbitrary-reasons family. Even 

Ken Lay earned his money more than these people. 

 

While literally everyone is gawping at that, the NHS is under siege, as it always has been 

under Conservative governments. Someone should perform a ritual to raise the spirit of 

Aneurin Bevan, if only so we can see if ghosts can vomit. 

 

Elsewhere, there‘s yet another war on between us and some random browns, and a 

referendum about the very heart of our democracy in which no-one seems interested and 

which has been marked with some highly suspect campaigning from both sides — from the 

No campaign‘s genuinely disgusting use of a sick baby (―she needs a heart monitor, not an 

AV referendum‖ - you might as well put a gun to her head and say ―vote no or we‘ll pull 

the trigger‖) to the Yes campaign using a WWII veteran as a similar prop, when all they 

really have to do is go through everything the No campaign has said and explain why 

each and every syllable is a lie. And neither campaign really knows what to do with Nicks 

Griffin or Clegg, essentially creating two bogeymen who scare everyone away from 

everything ever. Hopefully we‘ve redressed the balance with our article in this issue, which 

explains very carefully why you should vote Yes and why if you don‘t WE WILL COME FOR 

YOU. Enjoy the apocalypse. 

 

John Wirstham-Harte, editor 

In the previous issue, in the article about Ed Milliband‘s first few months, we accidentally 

miswrote a sentence about Alan Johnson. We said Ed Balls‘ accession to Shadow 

Chancellor was the result of ―one of his cabinet ministers having some off-piste adult fun‖, 

thereby accidentally implying poor old Alan himself was the cheater, which he wasn‘t, 

his wife was. It should have read ―the wife of one of his cabinet ministers having some off-

piste adult fun‖. We‘d apologise to Mr. Johnson for the mistake if there was any chance 

in hell that Alan Johnson even knew the article existed. In the event, we regret the error, 

mostly because the poor sod‘s had enough to worry about what with a) his wife 

cheating on him and b) the fucking tabloid media revealing it to the entire fucking world 

like it‘s any of our business when he wanted to keep it private. Same goes for Andrew 

Marr, incidentally; no, we‘re not fucking scandalised that he took out an injunction to 

protect his god damned family, actually. Yes, even though he‘s a journalist and therefore 

a hypocrite. Pardon us, but what, precisely, does digging into private indiscretions of no 

import to the general public have to do with journalism? Criticise Alan Johnson‘s poor 

performance as Shadow Chancellor. Don‘t fucking point and laugh at him for having an 

unfaithful wife. The former is some of your business. The latter is not. Fuck you if you can‘t 

understand why. 
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A MESSAGE FROM  

ALAN B’STARD, KBE  
LORD B’STARD OF HALTEMPRICE 

PATRON: CAMPAIGN AGAINST STARVATION IN HAITI, COUNCIL 

AGAINST SEAL HUNTING, CLEANUP ADORABLE SOUTH HAMPSHIRE 
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o, are you preparing your street 

party? Are sales of bunting going 

up? Got a Union Flag to wave? At 

the time of writing, it‘s less than a 

fortnight to the Royal Wedding, and we 

have to wonder if it was like this in 1981. 

 

Of course, it wasn‘t. This is the first Internet 

Royal Wedding. There was Prince Edward 

and Griff Rhys-Jones in 1999, but at that 

time, the Internet was still largely used by 

boffins, geeks, MiSTies, Trekkies, Quakelords, 

spods, J. Michael Stracynzski and the 

otherwise unemployable. Much the same 

as the majority of 

Internet users these 

days, of course, but 

by now even 

normal people use 

the Internet. Your 

Gran is probably on 

Twitter. The social 

internet has been 

around so long, in 

fact, that the 

i n v e n t o r  o f 

Facebook has had 

a movie made of 

his life. This is the first 

Royal Wedding to 

be dropped into 

this new instant-

chatter society. It‘s 

also the first major 

Royal Wedding 

since Andrew and 

Fergie, at the very least. There have been 

two since Charles and Diana: the 

aforementioned Edward/Sophie thing, and 

Charles‘ second. The former involved one 

of the least interesting Royals, was scarcely 

bigger than your average country wedding 

between a dairymaid and a farmhand, 

and happened at the end of a decade 

which saw the Monarchy start to seem less 

and less relevant with each passing 

attosecond (with no less than three 

marriages ending in 1992, the annus 

horribilis that basically marked the point 

when the Royal Family ceased to have any 

mystique whatsoever and became 

indistinguishable from any random family 

on a council estate, apart from the accents 

and vast personal wealth). The latter barely 

registered, despite being back at 

Westminster Abbey, and the Queen didn‘t 

even bother showing up.  

 

But this is different. This is a young, beaming 

future King picking his delicate, virginal 

Queen, or something. This is a major event 

in British history, if only by default because 

we still have a royal family. It‘s also 

completely unimportant, for much the 

same reason. 

 

o r 

a l l 

that the Royal 

f a m i l y 

supposedly sum 

up what it means 

to be British, they 

add nothing 

tangible to the 

experience of 

Being British, or 

indeed of Being 

Alive. They‘re just 

symbols — even 

their supporters 

admit that their 

primary value is 

symbolic — of 

British values, say 

their supporters; of British conservatism, say 

their opponents. 

 

The position of 2SUNS Magazine is broadly 

anti-Royalty. They contribute nothing to the 

British experience except a whole lot of 

bunting, they‘re venerated and 

worshipped, and have come to expect 

veneration and worship, solely because of 

their surnames, they wield no executive 

power whatsoever but are treated as if they 

do, their vast wealth and influence is down 

to completely arbitrary concerns, and 

basically it‘s the 21st Century, and we have 

that democracy thing that our politicians 

Above: a man and a woman who are happy that they are going to get 

married. There’s a lot of them, because couples get engaged every day, 

but these two are different because (continued on page 96) 
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are so keen on. Our argument is handily 

summed-up by the fact that were the 

Monarchy abolished tomorrow, nothing 

would be different in the lives of at least 59 

million people in Britain. Some castles and 

stately homes would be empty. But David 

Cameron would still be in charge. His title 

might change to President instead of Prime 

Minister, if we feel like doing that, but his job 

wouldn‘t. 

So anyway, we mention all of that because 

we‘re about to explain why we don‘t hate 

t h e  R o y a l 

Wedding. 

 

ou see, 

j u s t 

because we 

don‘t like the 

idea of the 

M o n a r c h y , 

doesn‘t mean 

we don‘t like 

the people 

t h e m s e l v e s . 

They live in a 

bubble, mostly 

completely unaware of how their subjects 

actually live. They see what they‘re allowed 

to see of the real world. They‘re fed their 

context from without. They‘re like aliens, 

curious and generally benevolent aliens, 

who only have the most basic idea of how 

things actually work on planet Earth. It‘s 

almost impossible to judge them as people 

when they live their lives at such a massive 

distance from everyone around them. They 

exist solely as symbols made flesh, with as 

the flesh allowed as little conventional use 

as possible. We don‘t begrudge these 

strange creatures their little happinesses. It 

doesn‘t affect us, but on the upside it 

doesn‘t affect us positively or negatively. 

 

By the same token, we don‘t hate the Royal 

Wedding and its coverage per se. It‘s being 

talked about to a ridiculous extent for 

something that by definition cannot matter, 

but that comes with having a purely 

semiotic regime in the first place. Besides, 

the media is suffused with bullshit at both 

ends, or more. Complaining about a 

specific iteration of that bullshit is as 

unproductive as worrying about the ocean 

beneath the jagged rocks. The Royal 

Wedding is just another distraction for the 

British people from actually important 

things, like wars being waged in their 

names, or the selling of the NHS, or the fact 

that they‘re basically being treated as 

cattle by the vast commercial forces that 

essentially run absolutely everything in the 

world without even noticing it. The Royal 

Wedding is a 

symptom, if that. 

 

ne thing 

that is 

unsettling 

a b o u t 

the wedding is its 

cottage industry. 

Not just the usual 

c rockery  wi th 

ridiculously opulent 

a n d  f l o w e r y 

patterns which look 

like Laura Ashley‘s 

been sick all over 

them, although 

those are certainly present and correct. Not 

the keyrings with that picture to the left on 

them, which would be a hilarious present to 

give to a desperately lonely bachelor, 

assuming you‘re a sadist. Not even the 

posable Kate Middleton dolls, which 

actually look like Carol Thatcher in a bad 

wig, and no matter what you think of the 

Monarchy, she certainly doesn‘t deserve 

that. No, the worrying thing is the items 

intended to express (or provide) an 

attitude. The special beer, which 

apparently is formulated to prevent 

wedding-night impotence. It‘s called Royal 

Virility Performance. For some reason the 

idea makes this writer feel inexplicably sad.  

Tie in T-Shirts designed after the Sex Pistols‘ 

God Save the Queen cover, which is so 

confusing in its satirical intent it creates a 

feedback loop in reality itself. Scientists are 

testing their potential as stable wormholes, 

to facilitate faster-than-light travel, so at 

least the Royal Wedding will have 

contributed that to the world. The little 

  he monarchy are 
like benevolent 

aliens with no idea 

how anything 

works on Earth. 

T 
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framed photos, 

surrounded by an uneasy alliance of chintz 

and edgy typography. The knowingly kitsch 

little plaster models, with little beefeaters on 

guard. The massage oil. The massage oil. 

The massage oil. And of course, the 

inevitable branded condoms and vibrators 

and dildos and such, which crop up at the 

slightest provocation because tee-hee, it‘s 

ironically scandalous. And then there‘s the 

anti-merchandise, created by people far 

too clever to be taken in by all this Royal 

Wedding business and don‘t mind telling 

you all about it. In fact, not only do they not 

mind, they feel it‘s their moral obligation to 

s h o v e  t h e i r 

complete apathy in 

your face, whether 

you asked them to 

or not. Tea towels 

and mugs saying ―I 

don‘t give a shit‖ on 

one side and ―Sorry, 

but I‘m being 

honest‖ on the 

other. Not that we 

give a shit about the 

Royal Wedding 

either, but at least 

our reasons  were a) 

asked for in the first 

place (because you 

downloaded this 

magazine) and b) 

wouldn‘t fit on the side of a mug. Most 

hilariously of all, one inevitably London-

based artist is selling special branded vomit 

bags, presumably to throw up in while 

watching the Royal Wedding that you 

don‘t give a shit about and would rather 

shear off your own face with a bit of old tin 

than watch. By Saturday, we should know if 

it‘s possible to vomit while raising an 

eyebrow and smirking. 

 

t all points to one diagnosis:  an 

ent i re society suf fer ing 

cognitive dissonance, as 

something inherently old and 

dated as a wedding between the King 

after next and his millionairess fiancée tries 

desperately to coexist with the hip, ironic 

world of Web 2.0, widespread cynicism and 

adjusted attitudes in which it‘s actually 

happening. One society, two worlds, 

neither of which truly understands the other. 

It‘s like a caveman scratching himself, only 

the caveman is considered a truly great 

and iconic person, everything he does is 

news, and his scratchings are broadcast 24 

hours a day on every news channel 

everywhere forever. Everyone has an 

opinion on the caveman. Some make a big 

point of how they don‘t give a shit what he 

scratches or why. Others protest that this 

caveman is part of our national heritage 

and we would be 

poorer as a nation 

without him and the 

legacy he represents. 

And no-one seems to 

understand the one 

important point: that 

it‘s just a caveman 

scratching himself, and 

it doesn‘t actually 

matter. He certainly 

doesn‘t know any 

different, because he‘s 

a caveman. He doesn‘t 

know anything about 

the modern world. But 

that‘s okay, because 

the authorities make 

sure he‘s kept apart 

from it at all times. But then what does it 

matter if he scratches himself? If it brings 

him pleasure, okay. If it brings others 

pleasure, fine. Let‘s just try and get through 

it without torturing any more metaphors to 

death. And then maybe we can go back 

to thinking and talking about important 

things, like the NHS maybe, or electoral 

reform, or human rights abuses in...oh, wait, 

Channel 5 just recommissioned Big Brother. 

Never mind. 

 

Fight the disease, not the symptoms. 

Above: And then the world ended. 



11 

inscrutability 

dream together with Shit I’ve forgotten what 

I’m advertising fuck I knew I shouldn’t have 

just grabbed an idea out of the drawer damn 

fuck I’m going to lose my fucking job for this  
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A year on, and what has the 

coalition wrought? Britain is 

as divided as ever, your 

blood is for sale, and there’s 

no end in sight. Sampford 

Courtenay dismays. 

12 
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listair Stewart‘s shit-eating grin. Nick 

C l e g g ‘ s  a s t o n i s h i n g  d e b a t e 

performance. ―I Agree With Nick‖. Lib 

Dem surge. Racist old lady. Labour 

plunge. Sky‘s Waiting-For-Godot debate 

chamber. Cameron trying his best to look like he 

cares. David Dimbleby. Disappointing lack of 

―Myths and Legends of King Arthur‖. Most 

depressing exit poll since 1987. Lib Dems at a 

loss. Hung parliament. Week of negotiations. 

Betrayal. Coalition. 

 

One year later. 

 

 

 

he 2010 Election, as elections do, rode 

a wave of buzzwords. The most potent 

was ―Broken Britain‖. The nation was 

malfunctioning, apparently, under the 

clumsy, meddling, wasteful, complacent hands 

of Gordon Brown and his cronies (an overused 

word perhaps, but they never found a synonym 

that rhymed with ―Gordon‖ or ―Brown‖). Vote 

for the Tories, they said, and you‘re voting for 

change, and possibly also hope and such. 

Apart from being a 

plummy-voiced white 

a r i s t o c r a t  w h o s e 

cosseted mind can 

barely conceive that 

anyone below the level 

o f  the  average 

Waitrose customer 

even exists, David 

Cameron is exactly like 

that coloured man in 

America. An agent of 

change. A fresh, new, 

dynamic, great-tasting, 

longer-lasting super-Prime Minister-in-waiting. 

 

Well, now he‘s been Prime Minister for a year. 

Things have changed. There‘s less of everything. 

And the poor are right back to carrying the rich 

on their shoulders. Apart from that, it‘s largely 

the same nation as before: angry, divided, still 

suffering from the effects of a global recession 

that may not be over yet. David Cameron, you 

see, and the Conservative Party he has made in 

his image, is one of the new breed of politicians. 

He was accused not so long ago of having no 

policies whatsoever by no less than Norman 

Lamont, the gadfly Chancellor who did fuck-all 

about the last recession. Lamont, for possibly the 

first time in his life, was right: Cameron's 

generation generally consist of educated, rich, 

bored types who don't really believe in anything 

much but fancy wielding power over an entire 

nation. This attitude, unfortunately, doesn‘t 

make for a terribly contented populace, with 

the first year of the Coalition seeing the 

resurgence of something rarely seen to any 

serious extent since the 1990s: industrial action. 

As this article was being finalised, both major 

Teacher‘s Unions threatened to strike, something 

they never did while this writer was at school 

under Thatcher and Major,  the bastards. 

University lecturers already have done, of 

course, as have London‘s transport workers. And 

that‘s just the start. 

 

on‘t get us wrong: it‘s far from the case 

that vocal disgruntlement with the 

sitting government was completely 

unknown before the Tories got back in. 

But there‘s a difference between massive 

protests against a war being waged at the 

behest of some other country, and thousands 

jamming the streets in anger at their specific ill-

treatment, which is what happened shortly 

before the Christmas issue of this magazine 

came out, and then happened again a month 

ago. The Cameron government is making its 

people angry at them not 

(solely) by offending their 

sense of justice, but by 

actively making their lives 

harder. 

 

Worse, they don‘t seem to 

u n d e r s t a n d  t h i s 

themselves. When Health 

Secretary Andrew Lansley 

presented his shit and 

a w f u l  N H S  r e f o r m 

package to the people 

who actually have to work 

there, the delegates at the nurse‘s conference 

going on at the same time told him it was shit, 

and he was shit, and he shouldn‘t be in his 

fucking job. Lansley responded by apologising 

for not having communicated it properly. These 

people live in an even more impenetrable 

bubble than the Royal fucking Family. Somehow 

it didn‘t occur to Lansley that everyone actually  

understood the proposals perfectly well, they 

just didn’t agree with them and in fact thought 

they were horrible. Inconceivable. The proposals 

were self-evidently righteous and correct. No-

one could reasonably disagree with them 

except the insane (ie Labour voters). He must be 

at fault for not communicating them properly to 

those poor confused women (nurses are, of 

course, by definition women). It‘s simultaneously 

patronising, arrogant and imbecilic. It almost 

P
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Hand in glove: how Andrew Lansley depicts himself on 

his website. Not pictured: actual source of the sunlight. 
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Photo by Petr Kratchovil 

You thought Clean Coal had been 
debunked already? Think again. Who 
do you think owns the scientists who 
make these decisions? Same people 
who own the governments they bring 
their “findings” to, the same people 
who make money off of those 
glorious smoke clouds. We’ll shove 
any concept down your throat that 
lets us carry on making money, 
including but not limited to mass 
species extinction. So give up while 
you’re ahead. Accept Clean Coal. 

FUCK YOU, THAT’S WHY 

http://www.publicdomainpictures.net/view-image.php?image=1703&picture=power-plant&large=1
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makes you pine for the Tories of old, who were 

bastards but at least treated you with contempt 

rather than concern at your failure to 

understand just how inherently right everything 

they say is. Even Major‘s Tories were harder — 

remember ―Yes, it hurt, yes, it worked‖? 

 

The arrogance of that slogan worked against it, 

of course, which is why Cameron in getting 

elected fell back on platitudes (―VOTE FOR 

CHANGE‖) or outright lies (―I‘ll cut the deficit, 

not the NHS.‖). The latter poster, one of the 

iconic images of the 2010 election and, one 

suspects, of Cameron himself for 

many decades to come, is now 

darkly hilarious. Some people 

actually believed it. Now that‘s 

comedy. 

 

e‘re not going to list 

the things to which 

the Coalition and its 

boy chancellor have 

made cuts because that would 

be the most transparent 

exercise in padding since this 

sentence you‘re reading right 

now. Everything is for sale in 

Cameron‘s Britain.  The Royal 

Mail is in the process of being 

privatised, something mooted 

since Major, almost achieved a 

couple of times by fucking 

Labour of all people, and finally 

signed into law by Vince Cable, 

whose cognitive dissonance, 

after a year as Business Secretary for a 

government whose economic figurehead is a 

40 year old sales manager, is almost palpable. 

Next on the agenda was Britain‘s forests, 

specifically the ones owned by the Crown 

Government. Cameron was going to sell those 

to the highest bidder until practically minutes 

before the last issue of 2SUNS came out, 

including a spoof advert ranting against the 

idea. Fortunately, so many people recognised 

that this was a terrible idea that Cameron had 

no choice but to withdraw it. 

 

Never fear, however: he‘s found a new thing to 

privatise. Blood. Your blood. The National Blood 

Service, to be exact. In recent years the Blood 

Service has complained of getting fewer and 

fewer donors. Obviously the solution is to turn 

them into a business and give them the 

additional burden of turning a profit on top of 

actually delivering an efficient service. What 

could possibly go wrong. Needless to say, this is 

an even worse idea than 

privatising trees, and if it happens we will require 

an actual uprising, with heads on poles and 

rooves on fire and such. 

 

ameron‘s not -so-secret weapon, 

however, is the Liberal Democratic Party 

in general and Nick Clegg in particular. 

It already seems strange that as recently 

as a year ago, the Lib Dems were the good 

party, the ones who were neither the 

exhausted, embattled remains of an ostensibly 

progressive party at the end of well over a 

decade of steadily moving right 

and then slightly inching left 

again, nor the Conservative 

Party. The most progressive of the 

three main parties. The party with 

interesting ideas about electoral 

reform and social justice that no-

one else had. The party you‘d 

vote for if you were fed up with 

Labour and would sooner stab 

yourself to death with a ballpoint 

pen than vote Tory. The ones we 

were all rooting for as they 

streaked ahead of Labour and 

even the Tories during polling. 

 

Now they‘re just Yellow Tories. 

Having made an alliance with 

their own opposites, they‘ve 

been swallowed up by them. 

Their main use to the Tories at this 

point is as a human shield. 

They‘ve enacted all the Lib Dem 

policies they were interested in (ie the one 

which keeps them in charge for five years with 

little hope of a recall) and now they‘re put in 

front of the media whenever someone‘s angry 

with the Coalition to take the full force of the 

anger. Nick Clegg is more hated than David 

Cameron, as a traitor and an enabler, and this 

deflects a lot of the hatred away from 

Cameron, which is just how he likes it. And not 

incidentally, he‘s succeeded in essentially 

destroying the third party, something even 

Thatcher couldn‘t manage, despite the 

presence of Davids Owen and Steele. 

 

So, year one: the year of cuts, of betrayal, of 

anger. Here‘s hoping Cameron runs out of 

things to sell by the start of his third year in 

charge. Here‘s hoping even harder he doesn‘t 

get a third year in charge. 
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The Government has just put out a leaflet which 

purports, with a creepy, ingratiating smile on its face 

the whole time, to explain their plans for the NHS. 

Gareth Manford breaks it down for you. 

“Together” with whom? Because 

it ain‘t me, and it ain‘t most of 

the people who work for the 

NHS, and it ain‘t most of the 

people of the UK. 

Quite what they’re aiming for with 

this unpleasant bile-green colour 

scheme is beyond us, but it‘s 

certainly appropriate on at least a 

couple of levels. 

Font choice: Gill Sans MT. As 

used by the BBC. For when 

you want to seem pleasant 

without actually expending 

any effort on it. Friendly, 

impersonal, clinical, 

inescapable. The font a 

meticulous serial killer might 

use for the page headings in 

his scrapbook of blood and 

human hair. We use it 

sometimes. 

So why do we need a leaflet if 

you want the NHS to remain 

exactly as it is? 
To get the full effect, read this 

page through teeth clamped 

together so tightly your jaw 

eventually fuses together out of 

sheer confusion. 

It almost justifies the 

Coalition’s existence to 

make the Tories write this as 

if they mean it. Next, make 

them say it about the BBC. 

Because our population is changing, 

the leaflet says, ―change is not an 

option‖. It doesn‘t elaborate on 

exactly how stealth privatisation will 

help the NHS cope with a projected 

increased human lifespan. At least 

it‘s not making its statistics up at this 

point. Patience, my padawaan. 

Also true, and also 

presented without 

any explanation for 

why the reform plan 

will alleviate the 

problem. 
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Ah, now for the bullshit. At no point in the 

accompanying text is ―performing at 

world class levels‖ properly defined, nor 

quite how they arrived at this statistic, or 

from what starting point, or what they‘re 

fucking babbling about. The mentioned 

source is of a study of cancer deaths 

between 26 and 11 years ago and wasn‘t 

even intended to be predictive. They 

might as well have said ―if the NHS were 

privatised, it would automatically cure 

cancer‖. The only difference would be 

that the lie would be more obvious. 

And? A vague point accompanied by an 

incoherent diagram. Just in case you 

forgot this was a Government leaflet. 

GAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHH. This is just fucking 

infuriating on so many levels. The statistic is so 

massaged from the original survey that they 

might as well have made it up and cited their 

anuses. Then there‘s the notion of ―oooooh, 

choooooice‖ - the old capitalist trick of 

deliberately conflating commercialism with 

freedom. What the fuck kind of choice are 

we talking about here anyway? Different 

brands of GP? Fuck off. 

All this olive khaki is starting to get to me. 

Yeah, that‘ll be down to all the previous 

―reforms‖ put forward by successive Tory 

(and, sadly, Labour) Governments. 
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“Hey, I just thought of something! 

‗Diversity‘ is a synonym for ‗choice‘! 

That‘s like, one of those words the left 

use for being all multicultural and shit! 

We can say ‗We believe in diversity‘ and 

it‘ll look like we care about wogs as well 

as the NHS! Thank you, P. M. Roget!‖ 

Pretty much all the rest of the text is 

bullshit, in case you were wondering. 

“Local” is used as a talisman, as if the Conservative 

party finally saw The League of Gentlemen and 

thought it was a documentary about the working-

class. Making every local makes everything better, 

right? Well, that depends on your definition of ―local‖. 

Here‘s an example of Tory ―local‖ thinking: the rural 

county of Cornwall used to have several local district 

councils serving each specific region of the county. 

Now they have one unitary authority that doesn‘t give 

a fuck about anything east of Penzance. ―Local‖ isn‘t 

a solution, it‘s a buzzword. 

Well,  this is interesting. The statistic is again so vague 

as to be meaningless, but the divisions are certainly 

eyebrow-raising. We‘ll let you draw your own 

conclusions, except to point out that since their 1997 

wipeout, the Conservative Party has had little 

influence in Scotland and Wales, holding (as of the 

last election) only eight seats in the latter and one sad, 

forlorn blue seat in the former. 
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There’s no point in denying it any longer: vehicles like this 
are contributing to the planet’s ecosystem tipping 
dangerously out of balance, to the extent that we may 
already be too late to stop it. With that in mind, you might as 
well buy one now, because by 2030 or so you probably won’t 
be in a position to enjoy it. Either because there won’t be 

any more land or because you’ve already frozen to death and 
been eaten by your former best friend in a desperate 
attempt to keep warm. So buy a Range Rover from Land 
Rover while you still can. It may even speed up the planet’s 
destruction and gives you a quicker death. Can you really 
afford to pass up that chance? Of course you can’t. 
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A fundamental 

change in our 

democracy might 

just be coming. But 

it‘s up to the 

electorate. And so 

far, the voices 

screaming against it 

are the loudest. 
Humphrey Jaylynn 

explains why the AV 

Referendum matters 

and precisely how 

you should vote if 

you give a fuck 

about your country, 

you little pissant. 

Obey the words on 

your computer 

screen. Obey. 
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I 
t was perhaps the one saving grace of the Coalition.  Nick Clegg made his 

Faustian pact, trading LibDem principles and the policies they campaigned upon 

for a sniff of power, surely knowing full well that after the five-year rush that he 

would be dragged to the political hell of fourth-party obscurity by those he 

betrayed.  Ah, whimsy. But he had a wild card, a concession he was able to drag from 

the protesting Tories: the chance to completely reform the voting system – the 

referendum on the Alternative Voting system, or AV.  We can say – before referendum 

day itself – that it was a great political victory, possibly the last the LibDems will have for 

some time.  It was not a popular move with even moderate Tories, and William Hague 

(who‘s about as far from moderate as a cheese sandwich is from Kantian idealism) 

looked ill when he announced the concession had been made.  The Tories would have a 

majority.  The LibDems would have their referendum. 

 

That was then. Now, with the referendum looming, the nation‘s anticipation is 

underwhelming.  The issue has received little to no media coverage beyond a few 

opinion columns in the main outlets, and opinion polls are putting the ‗yes‘ vote on shaky 

ground. 

 

But think for a minute: why was a referendum such anathema to the Tories that Clegg 

had to frighten the Tories by fluttering his eyelashes at Gordon Brown to get it?  If they 

were so confident that the nation wanted to stick with First Past The Post, what would 

there be to lose?  Give the Liberals their referendum and try not to look to smug when the 

idea‘s laughed out of the polling booth.  But it wasn‘t like that, because they knew that 

FPTP was tired, that after the farcical election where the system lauded for always 

producing strong government produced 3 power blocs too weak to function alone, the 

nation was fed up with a system so unfair.  They knew that the ‗yes‘ vote had a very real 

chance of winning. 

 

So what happened?  First, we‘ll go through the obligatory explanation of how the two 

voting systems work.  We don‘t actually think this is necessary; but as it‘s mandatory for 

articles like this, here‘s a summary. In a table. Like it‘s a fucking science experiment or 

something. 
 

 

 

FPTP AV 

Constituents are presented with a choice 

between all standing candidates. 

 

They mark their favourite (or least loathed) with 

an X. 

 

Whoever gets the most Xs gets the job. 

Constituents are presented with a choice 

between all standing candidates. 

 

They rank them in order of preference, leaving 

some blank if they choose. 

 

If one candidate has more than 50% of the first-

preference votes, they get the job. 

 

If no-one has more than 50%, whoever got the 

least first-preference votes is eliminated.   

 

Anyone who gave them a first-preference has 

their vote put against whoever they marked as 2. 

This is repeated until someone has more than 

50% of the vote, at which point they get the job. 
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A 
nd in that table is the first 

problem for the ‗yes‘ 

campaign.  Compared to 

FPTP, AV looks complicated.  

While in practice it only means that the 

voter writes a list of numbers rather than a 

single X – hardly beyond the wit of anyone 

older than 5 – it doesn‘t have the simple 

immediacy of ‗you put an X in the box‘, 

and the yes campaign has failed to find a 

message that can be easily displayed on a 

billboard. 

 

The ‗no‘ campaign has no such issues.  Its 

posters have been littering the country for 

weeks, telling anyone who cares to read 

that a police officer needs more backup, 

that a soldier needs more bullets, and 

neither of these will happen if AV is 

adopted.  The focus here, of course, is the 

cost - £250million to change systems.  On 

this issue, they are correct: as with all such 

fundamental changes, it would be foolish 

to argue that it would come for free.  

However, is £250million really that much?  It 

sounds a lot, but there are approximately 

35million taxpayers in the country, which 

means the bill for AV works out to just over 

£7 each.  Even if the cost truly were 

prohibitive, the message would still be 

disingenuous; money, in government 

departments, is not fungible.  Everyone has 

their own budget and must stick within it.  

Wherever the £250million comes from, it 

won‘t be at the expense of policemen. 

 

The second problem with the ‗yes‘ 

campaign is, simply, AV itself.  As a voting 

system, it‘s certainly better than FPTP but it‘s 

still, basically, a bit crap.  It‘s not much more 

proportional than FPTP (in the 2010 election, 

had it been held under AV, the Tories would 

have dropped about 20 seats, the LibDems 

would have gained about 20 and Labour 

would be pretty similar) and while it will help 

the problem of unassailable seats, it 

certainly won‘t end it.  We want a system 

that‘s proportional, either the Single 

Transferable Vote or true Proportional 

Representation, because this is the only 

way of ensuring that every vote counts and 

that everyone has an equal say in who runs 

their country.  We don‘t want AV, but it‘s a 

necessary step on the way, because 

however it‘s being represented, this is not a 

referendum on AV.  It‘s a referendum on 

FPTP.  A vote for the status quo now will be 

held up in perpetuity as a reason to never 

give us another choice on how we elect 

our government, because the standard 

system was approved.  A vote for AV is a 

vote for change – not saying we always 

want AV, we can‘t possibly know that 

without trying it – and change is what is 

desperately needed. 

 

F 
PTP is not a terrible system of 

voting.  The argument that it is 

should be shot down by any 

proponent of AV, because 

building the current system into a strawman 

only makes it easier for people to refute 

that change is needed.  But it is not a fair 

system and encourages complacency 

among politicians, and either of these are 

reason enough to look at alternatives. 

 

The ‗no‘ lobby cites FPTP‘s history as a 

reason for keeping the status quo, without 

realising that it is this very history which 

should be encouraging reform.  Britain has 

used FPTP for many hundreds of years, but 

not this version of it.  The Victorian era – 

looked at so fondly by small-and-big-C 

conservatives 

– saw no less 

than three 

reform acts 

designed to 

change the 

structure of 

the voting 

s y s t e m , 

n o t a b l y 

r e m o v i n g 

r o t t e n 

b o r o u g h s 

where the 

votes of three 

people and a 

cow could 

return two 

MPs.  In 1918, 

the actions of 

t h e 

Suffragettes 

YES 

Above: it‘s quite hard to illustrate an article of this nature. Here‘s a ballot box. 

These things are safe, incidentally, despite the No campaign leaflet darkly 

muttering about ―voting machines‖ like those monstrosities they use in America. 

That‘s a lie, and one so complete in its purity it‘s almost beautiful. 
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gained women the right to vote.  On every 

occasion, the voting system was 

considered and found wanting.  And so it 

was changed. 

 

The other primary argument in favour of 

FPTP is that it produces strong governments 

that can push through legislation swiftly, 

without the need for the arguments and 

negotiations that would come with a 

coalition, which would almost certainly be 

the result of any election under a more 

proportional system.  This, again, is a case 

where exactly the same argument can and 

should be used in support of AV.  Should we 

not be encouraging our politicians to 

actually talk to each other and work out 

solutions rather than screaming across the 

Commons like a herd of worried cattle?  

The current government of the United 

Kingdom is a Coalition – what voting system 

was it elected under? 

 

G 
iven the fact that AV itself is, 

while an improvement, far from 

the ideal voting system, it would 

be reasonable to expect any 

argument attempting to point out its flaws 

rather than place FPTP on a pedestal to 

carry more weight.  However, even here 

the common points are so easily refuted it‘s 

a wonder the ‗yes‘ 

campaign has any 

work to do at all.  

The two main points 

are that it is complex 

and that  the 

C o a l i t i o n 

arrangements it 

supports are an 

i n v i t a t i o n  f o r 

politicians to choose 

the government for 

us, rather than the 

public having a 

direct say.  First, 

complexity.  AV is 

certainly harder to 

explain to the 

a v e r a g e 

disinterested voter 

than the winner 

takes all of FPTP, but 

the only extra complexity is the ranking of 

candidates.  Voters are required to be over 

18; by this age, it is reasonable to expect 

that they can count up to 5.  Secondly, the 

lack of control.  This might be a fair point, if 

it was in any way accurate.  Under both AV 

and FPTP your vote elects one politician.  

Unless you happen to live in a constituency 

held by the leader of a party, it does 

nothing to decide the country‘s prime 

minister.  You help select a party.  The party 

selects their leader.  This is how it works now 

and how it will remain under AV, though the 

more proportional nature of the system 

means that any leader elected under AV is 

likely to care a bit more about what you 

have to say. 

 

It is not hard to present a good argument 

for the Alternative Vote, but unfortunately 

the ‗yes‘ campaign thus far has been 

singularly unable to do so.  Beyond the 

essentially more complex nature of the 

system, there is one clear culprit, the same 

culprit that dogs any campaign run by 

progressives: factionalism.  More bloody 

factionalism. 

 

For all its faults, the ‗no‘ campaign is 

coherent.  It has one position – that of 

keeping the status quo – and because it is 

defending the existing system it has no 

need to expend energies on explaining 

alternatives.  Those who support reform 

support a hundred slightly different types of 

reform, and refuse to join in a common 

interest.  The ‗no to AV, yes to PR‘ 

campaign is one that, in theory, this 

magazine should support: we also believe 

AV is unsatisfactory as a voting system and 

would prefer a system of true proportional 

representation.  But a vote against change 

now means we will never get anywhere 

near PR in our lifetime, whereas a vote for 

change brings it one step closer.  

Occasionally, and it is really fucking 

important that this is drilled into progressive 

heads, there is a need for compromise. 

 

This factionalism is played out in the 

laughable stand-off between Ed Miliband 

and Nick Clegg.  Clegg has been much 

maligned over his alliance with the Tories in 

YES 

Above: it‘s quite hard to illustrate an article of this nature. Here‘s a ballot box. 

These things are safe, incidentally, despite the No campaign leaflet darkly 

muttering about ―voting machines‖ like those monstrosities they use in America. 

That‘s a lie, and one so complete in its purity it‘s almost beautiful. 
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general and the reversal on tuition fees in 

particular, but it should be remembered 

that this referendum is entirely thanks to 

him.  Miliband‘s refusal to share a platform 

with Clegg on this issue is damaging both to 

the campaign and his own credibility as a 

politician.  Labour promised voting reform in 

‘97 and delivered a sum total of jack-shit 

divided by zero – now the referendum is 

here, the leadership refuses to show a 

united front.  The younger Milibi‘s reasoning 

– at least, publically – is that Clegg has 

become too tainted a figure and will 

damage the campaign.  Unfortunately, this 

is nonsense – anyone who is going to vote 

against AV because Clegg is associated 

with it will do so regardless of whether or not 

he joins Labour in a campaign.  Any good 

politician would see it in their interests to 

show themselves as being able to rise 

above schoolyard bickering in the pursuit of 

a cross-party cause, but Miliband prefers to 

score cheap political points. 

 

This same problem rears its head in the 

actions of the thousands of people 

intending to vote ‗no‘ on the basis the Nick 

Clegg is associated with ‗yes‘.  We‘ve tried 

to think of some coherent justification for 

this we can present here to give some 

semblance of a balanced argument, but it 

just doesn‘t happen.  There‘s no way to 

make it seem sensible.  These people are 

fuckwits. 

 

The thought process, if such it can be 

called, appears to be that Nick Clegg 

made an alliance with the Tories and went 

back on the ill-informed promise over tuition 

fees, so Nick Clegg is bad.  Nick Clegg 

wants the Alternative Vote, so the 

Alternative Vote is bad.  This argument 

follows much the same track as saying Hitler 

liked painting, so we should torch the 

Louvre. 

 

T 
he history of any given proponent 

of AV – or any issue – has 

absolutely no bearing on the issue 

itself.  Tuition fees have nothing to 

do with voting reform.  The Coalition does – 

if it hadn‘t existed, there would be no 

referendum in the first place.  A vote 

against reform as a political protest against 

the government is moronic at best, since 

the greater part of the government is 

campaigning to keep the status quo.  Do 

you lot get that?  You’re planning on 

rebelling by voting against change.  Please 

try to understand why this is dumb. 

 

The truth is that AV simply is not that 

important to the Coalition.  Clegg insisted 

on it because it‘s been a pet project of the 

LibDems for years; personally, he‘s far more 

interested in the social mobility agenda.  If 

AV‘s rejected, he‘s not going to lose sleep.  

Despite this, the ‗yes‘ vote is being 

endangered because of a group who are 

too fucking stupid to see that what they 

stand to gain through reform is so much 

more important than a petty, pointless act 

that‘s not even a rebellion, because it 

means throwing their weight behind the 

sitting government. 

 

There are a lot of considered, political 

arguments in favour of FPTP over AV.  We 

don‘t agree with any of them, but as 

opinions, we‘ll respect them.  If you believe 

that 40% of the vote should mean 80% of 

the political power then, well, we‘re not 

going to claim we understand.  But any 

vote cast for that reason will be considered 

and honest.  If you plan to cast your vote 

because of an opinion on Nick Clegg, 

rather than an opinion on voting reform, 

then please, please, drop dead before you 

get the chance.   

 

There is some irony that a referendum 

which could potentially change the voting 

system to AV will be conducted via FPTP.  

There is sense, as well – when presented 

with a binary choice, FPTP is a perfectly 

good system.  But our political system is not 

binary, however much Labour and the 

Tories (and even the Lib Dems nowadays) 

like to pretend it is.  As choices become 

more complex, so too must the systems we 

use to make them.  This is why reform is 

essential.  Vote on 5th May.  Vote honestly.  

Vote yes. 

 

YES 
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WE’LL KEEP MAKING THIS SHIT UNTIL YOU STOP WATCHING IT 
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THIS TIME, IT’S THE DERP THAT’S HERP. 

WE’LL KEEP MAKING THIS SHIT UNTIL YOU STOP WATCHING IT 
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Suddenly 

Moammar 

Gaddafi is the 

most evil man 

since Hitler again. 

And we‘re 

blowing up a 

whole new set of 

brown people. 

How different is it 

this time? Gareth 

Manford has the 

classified results. 

We‘d rather forgotten about Gaddafi 

(Qaddafi, Khaddafi, whatever — as long as 

we know who‘ we‘re talking about who 

cares how it‘s spelt). He was a monstrously 

evil Islamic terrorist before it was 

fashionable. He took 

over Libya, gave 

them the worst flag 

on Earth (it‘s just 

g r e e n )  a n d 

p r o c e e d e d  t o 

oppress, murder and 

basically act like a 

right cunt. And let‘s 

not forget the fact 

that he (prove us 

wrong) is responsible 

for an exploding 

plane being dropped on a blameless 

Scottish village. Now he‘s The Enemy again. 

And it‘s hard not to think about Iraq. 

Because here we are, interfering again. Is 

this any more noble than that most ignoble 

of actions? Well, maybe. 

 

t started in January,  as long-oppressed 

Libya caught the revolutionary bug 

that had been spreading across the 

Islamic world. Peaceful protesters lined 

the streets of Tripoli. It started with 200 of 

them, increased to near a thousand, and 

ended abruptly as the police, sculpted by 

Gaddafi in his own image, ran in and 

started indiscriminately beating them with 

clubs.  Surprisingly, this did not dampen their 

desire for change, and unrest continued 

until they reached a climax on February 

17th, the planned ―day 

of revolt‖. The streets of 

the  capi ta l ,  o f 

Benghazi and Al 

Bayda and every other 

major city in Libya 

were jammed with 

p r o t e s t e r s .  T h e 

response from the 

authorities was biblical. 

T h e y  r e l e a s e d 

convicted prisoners, 

handed them guns 

and told them to go kill protesters. They 

circled above the crowds in helicopters 

picking them off. They gunned down 

anyone they saw. Over the next few days, 

the number of murdered grew and grew 

until it finally reached ―massacre‖ status. 

Shit, in short, got real. 

 

To absolutely no-one‘s surprise but 

Gaddafi‘s, this just made the Libyan people 

even more angry, as angry has any people 

has ever been. This is when it became a full-

blown civil war. The Libyan armed forces 

broke apart. The protesters began to be 



27 27 

referred to as ―rebels‖. By the time 

Gaddafi appeared on television to say 

that he was still in Tripoli, it was clear that 

very bad things were going to happen 

and an awful lot of people were going to 

die. This feeling was not dissuaded by 

Gaddafi‘s already legendary hour-long 

rant at absolutely everyone in the entire 

world, especially the imaginary elves that 

keep flying around his head. The major 

nations of the world started eying each 

other uneasily. Surely someone would 

have to do 

something? After 

all, we have to 

live on this planet 

too. 

 

a v i d 

Owen, of 

a l l 

p e o p l e , 

was one of the 

first to call for a 

no-fly zone over 

the country. But 

since it was David 

Owen, no-one 

noticed. It was 

the end of 

February before a major power —

specifically America — actively took sides, 

with President Obama telling Gaddafi to 

step down if he‘d be so kind. He would 

not. And so the war went on. 

 

By mid-March, the Rebels‘ smaller 

numbers and fewer resources started to 

tell and Gaddafi started winning. Which is 

when the UN finally decided it had to step 

in. After much deliberation, the no-fly 

zone was enacted and NATO hired to 

enforce it. That‘s us, by the way. Backed 

up by the United Arab Emirates, Qatar, 

Jordan, and for no apparent reason 

Sweden, NATO —mostly the Americans, 

French and British — moved into Libya 

and started bombing the ever-loving shit 

out of whatever they could find that 

looked like it was Gaddafi‘s (including, on 

at least one occasion, a ruddy great tank 

full of Rebels. But then it wouldn‘t be an 

American-backed military action without 

a bunch of America‘s allies getting killed 

by the American military). Back home, the 

arguments started about what we were 

doing there and how much it resembled 

Iraq.  

 

oes it? Well, the American 

operational name is equally 

idiotic, although apparently 

named after a stripper (―Odyssey 

Dawn‖, I ask you) rather than a 

profoundly s inister propaganda 

re in fo rcement 

p h r a s e  l i k e 

― E n d u r i n g 

Freedom‖. But 

t h e r e  a r e 

f u n d a m e n t a l 

d i f f e r e n c e s , 

possibly even big 

e n o u g h  t o 

prevent this from 

being as bad as 

that. Don‘t get us 

w r o n g ,  i t ‘ s 

undoubtedly a 

bad thing, and 

even the most 

wide-eyed naïve 

optimist can‘t 

honestly expect this to remain the police 

action it started out as, but the mere fact 

that it is a police action is a marked 

difference from Iraq, which we just 

invaded for the hell of it. Nothing much 

was happening in Iraq before we got 

there, whereas here there was a major 

civil war underway already. Libya‘s going 

to blow itself up either way. We‘re there 

to minimise civilian casualties, they say. In 

theory, it‘s all about as moral as you can 

be while simultaneously killing people with 

bombs. In theory. It probably won‘t be 

long before we start taking matters into 

our own hands. As long as allied feet do 

not touch Libyan soil, it‘s almost okay, but 

how much longer will that be? And if 

Gaddafi loses the war, will Libya become 

yet another American Vichy, like Chile 

and Panama and Iraq was meant to be? 

If it doesn‘t, we will literally and genuinely 

eat an item of clothing. Probably a sock. 

Until then, enjoy the war. 
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How can famine exist in the 

21st century? It‘s the 

economy, stupid. Humphrey 

Jaylynn elucidates. 
 

ny natural disaster will have a 

disproportionate effect on the poor.  

Even an event like a hurricane or 

earthquake – where the planet is entirely 

equal and indiscriminate in dealing out violence 

– will end up with a higher number of deaths 

from the lower socio-economic levels, just 

because the rich have the resources to dust 

themselves off and start their lives again.  They 

will be far less wealthy, and far less comfortable, 

but they will survive.  The poor do not have these 

resources, and die from lack of food or 

healthcare. 

When the disaster is famine, this is exacerbated 

even more, because famine is so often not 

about lack of food.  It is about lack of money.   

There is enough food in the world to feed 

everyone.  This doesn't mean it necessarily can – 

current technology and social structures make it 

impossible to ship dairy surplus from the fields of 

America to be shared amongst Africa's poor – 

just that the original supply is not the issue.  The 

issue is one of economics, because food, just like 

everything else, has a cost.  In a famine, it is the 

poor who die first, because in times of scarcity 

prices will rise and it is the poor who cannot 

afford to feed their families.  The presidents and 

politicians who appeal for food aid always look 

like they don't need it. 

This is not an easy problem to provide a solution 

for.  Any wide-eyed hippies reading this deciding 

that food should be free for all, just stop.  

Producing food is the only income stream 

available for three-quarters of the world's 

population, so not only does that condemn 

them to poverty, it also takes away any incentive 

to produce anything for the rest of you to eat.  

So make everything free, right?  One great big 

happy sharing family, everyone giving their skills 

to the benefit of the community, and the spoils 

shared out equally?  Yeah, well, unfortunately 

people are jerks.  Every time that's been tried it's 

ended in dictatorship and misery.  When the first 

diplomatic dispute or civil war has been solved 

by getting everyone in a room together and 

giving them a great big hug, come back with 

that idea.  </rant> 
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his is not going to be an article about 

how the West should be providing more 

support for countries in these situations.  

Yes, we should.  Britain has a 

comparatively good record in this regard, giving 

away a higher proportion of its income in 

international aid than all but 8 other countries, 

though at 0.52% it's still pretty damn small.  This 

article, though, is not going to be about how we 

should help alleviate the impacts of famine; it's 

about how we should stop causing them in the 

first place. 

Capitalism is built on speculation, because 

speculation leads to profit.  People buy goods 

on the basis that they can either turn these 

goods into something which will make them 

more money, or simply that the price of those 

same goods will rise in the future and they can 

then be sold for a profit.  Speculation is not in 

itself inherently bad; indeed, food price 

speculation was originally introduced with the 

intention of protecting food producers from 

market vagaries.  A merchant would agree to 

buy a certain amount of grain at a certain price 

while the crop itself was still growing, thereby 

guaranteeing the farmer a profit regardless of 

actual price fluctuations.  In this heavily 

regulated market, food prices fluctuated 

according to supply and demand.  This wasn't a 

perfect system; a bad harvest could still send 

the price of staple crops skyrocketing and out of 

reach of some of the poorest members of 

society, but it was due more to the whims of 

nature than the whims of Man. 

This changed when the commodity market was 

deregulated, mostly due to lobbying from the 

big investment banks, allowing anyone to bet 

on price changes, not just those actually 

dealing in the goods.  This meant that when 

mortgages started to look dodgy, investors piled 

into food.  The amount of dollars in the food-

spec market jumped from $0.77 trillion to $7 

trillion between 2002 and 2007, pushing the food 

price bubble.  In December 2008, after a year of 

record grain production, 33 countries had a 

food crisis, because the price of grain had been 

pushed way out of reach of the ordinary 

consumer. 

This bubble stabilised somewhat after the 

financial crisis caused investors to cash in their 

food profits to cover their losses elsewhere, but 

the baseline price remained far higher than in 

the 90s.  Now the bubble is inflating again; this 

time sparked by the Russian drought in 2010.  

Even this, though, is man-made – Russia did 

indeed lose over a third of its harvest, but its 

wheat stocks are huge and easily enough to 

cover this shortfall.  However, instead of using 

those stocks, the Russian government was 

pressured by the multinational grain companies 

to ban exports, driving up the price of those 

companies' existing stocks.  It would be easy to 

assume that this is just a bubble and that all 

bubbles burst – and eventually, it probably will – 

but this is little comfort to the hundreds of 

millions who are struggling to feed their families.   

The moral case for ending the kind of 

speculation that leads to millions of starving 

people is so obvious it shouldn't need to be 

made; unfortunately it's also a bit pointless 

making it because, as noted, people are jerks.  

There are, however, sound economic 

arguments why the West should care about this 

problem, because trade is international and 

trade in commodities is linked.  So the price of 

grain isn't just the price of grain – it's the price of 

oil too. 

We may kid ourselves that the recent uprisings in 

the Middle East are a heartfelt desire for 

democracy over dictatorship, but in reality they 

are riots over living conditions.  Yes, the 

protesters call for democracy, but what they 

want is a life better than the one they have, and 

they look at the prosperity of the West and see 

democracy as a means to that end.  The 

common agitating factor in every single country 

– Libya, Egypt, Tunisia, Bahrain, Saudi Arabia, 

Jordan and Syria – was the price of food.  A 

dictatorship that still allows its subjects to put 

food on the table every night will be in a far 

better position than a democracy where 

people starve.  These countries include some of 

the biggest oil producers in the world, and when 

they fall into civil disorder we see the kind of 

price hikes that are threatening to derail 

Western economies.   

What is required is a return to heavily regulated 

and scrutinised food markets.  Some speculation 

is fine, even beneficial, allowing the world's 

farmers (who tend to be among the most 

vulnerable socio-economic groups) to 

guarantee a certain amount of profit for their 

crops and the risk to be borne by the merchants 

who are better able to afford it.  It means a 

farmer may never become rich, but likewise, 

they never starve.  Leaving the system as it is will 

just lead to ever more years of record food 

production where 200 million parents are unable 

to feed their children. 
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6‘2‘‘, 198lb 

MITT ROMNEY 

CREDENTIALS: Former governor of 

Massachusetts, CEO of the 2002 Salt Lake 

City Winter Olympics, Bacon rating: 4 

STRENGTHS: Looks like a President; 

desperately wants to be President; at least 

he wasn‘t CEO of the Atlanta Olympics 

PITFALLS: Lost out in 2008 to the reanimated 

corpse of Colonel Kurtz; is a Mormon, 

which scares a lot of the fundamentalist 

Christian types; ran in 2008 on a healthcare 

reform package suspiciously similar to the 

one we eventually managed to squeeze 

out of Obama; once strapped a dog to 

the roof of his car to take it on holiday 

CHANCE OF BEING NOMINATED: At this 

early stage, probably the front runner. A 

fiscal conservative rather than a social 

one, and former governor of Gomorrah, he 

won‘t get the support of the rapture-ready 

wing of the Republican party, but they 

didn‘t get McCain/Palin elected either. 

Probably the GOP‘s best shot. 

PRIMER 

THE 2012 MARATHON 
The first Republican presidential debate is due to happen in May, which is completely 

ridiculous but there you go. For all the talk of ―one-term Obama‖, the Republican field for 

the forthcoming election is a bit shit considering they‘re running against someone who 

they‘re confident is the worst and least popular president in history (2001-2009 not having 

actually happened). Still, you never know. Here‘s the big pussy‘s main opponents. 

36-22-32 

SARAH PALIN 

CREDENTIALS: Unemployed housewife, 

former governor of Alaska 

STRENGTHS: Wants to be President even 

more desperately than Mittens, is a 

celebrity 

PITFALLS: Is terrible in every conceivable 

way; is a living symbol of America‘s 

unstoppable descent into madness; would 

be worse President than Bush Jr. 

CHANCE OF BEING NOMINATED: Not much, 

to be honest. There are enough useful 

idiots and priapismic sexists to give her a 

halfway decent run, but she is probably just 

too transparently incompetent to actually 

win. Also, her celebrity—because that‘s 

what running for Vice-President of the 

United States makes you in this day and 

age—also brings with it a lot of baggage 

and negative publicity, mostly connected 

to how she‘s terrible in every conceivable 

way etc. Would be beneficial to Mitt as her 

dumb kids‘ names beat even ―Tagg‖. 

GOP ALLSTARS 2012 SEASON 

Ecc. 10:13 

MIKE HUCKABEE 

GOP ALLSTARS 2012 SEASON 

GOP ALLSTARS 2012 SEASON 

CREDENTIALS: Former governor of Arkansas 
— there don‘t seem to be many currently 
employed people in the current GOP field; 
currently talk-show host on guess what 
channel 
STRENGTHS: Standard-bearer for the 
religious right, surprisingly good at making  
himself seem like a nice person, which he 
absolutely isn‘t; strong showing in 2008 
PITFALLS: Logical conclusion of 25 year 
GOP strategy of pandering to fundamentalists, and therefore heavily 
disliked by a large chunk of the party; 
horrible positions like his advocacy of 
concentration camps for gays at the 
height of the AIDS epidemic CHANCE OF BEING NOMINATED: Probably 
quite high, should he run, but he‘s been 
coy on 2012 thus far. He might just sit it out 
and wait for the potentially more open 
2016 race. At only 56 this year, time is on his 
side. 



31 

Yes, really 

NEWT GINGRICH 

GOP ALLSTARS 2012 SEASON 

22/22K 

RON PAUL 

CREDENTIALS: What does it say about the 

Republican field that Ron Paul is one of the 

only currently employed people in it (he‘s 

the congressman for Texas 14)? 

STRENGTHS: Loved by thousands; is as close 

as damn it to a real live honest politician; 

has actual ideas of his own 

PITFALLS: Those ideas are largely crazy 

and/or dumb, including a return to the 

Gold Standard, the kind of blind 

constitution fetishism wherein the 

document itself is more important than 

anything it says, as little federal 

government as possible. Also anti-war in a 

party of testosterone-soaked insecurity that 

considers not wanting to murder everyone 

who won‘t let you have your own way as 

unconscionably weak and effeminate. 

CHANCE OF BEING NOMINATED: None. His 

supporters practically worship him,  but 

there‘s fewer of them than you or he thinks. 

Will probably just run for the hell of it. 

Worst surname 

TIM PAWLENTY 

CREDENTIALS: Yet another former 
Governor, of Minnesota this time, vacating 

the position at the start of the year after 

two terms 
STRENGTHS: Relatively young at 50; there 

may be no blander, whiter man even in 

the Republican party PITFALLS: No personality whatsoever; half 

the charisma of a glowplug; stress of 

governorship has left a man who could 

once have been played by Jimmy Smits 

puffed out and looking eerily like 
breakdown-era Alan Partridge; that ruddy 

great bridge that collapsed while he was 

Governor, which wasn‘t entirely his fault 

but will always loom large on his CV 

CHANCE OF BEING NOMINATED: Low to 

fair. The GOP won‘t get closer to ―young 

and thrusting‖, and as an evangelical 

Christian, he might just get the vote of the 

Huckabee set if the latter doesn‘t run. Lack 

of personality will count against him. 

GOP ALLSTARS 2012 SEASON 

GOP ALLSTARS 2012 SEASON 

Donald Trump? 

DONALD TRUMP 

CREDENTIALS: Donald Trump 

STRENGTHS: Donald Trump 

PITFALLS: Donald Trump 

CHANCE OF BEING NOMINATED: Marginally 

more than nil; as a celebrity, he might very 

well have a chance based solely on that 

fact (much like when Schwarzenegger 

became Governor of California and 

everyone feigned surprise, as if being a star 

isn‘t the best qualification for public office 

in America right now). America is probably 

not ready for a president with that hair. 

Platform, birth certificate hilarity apart, 

seems to largely consist of cutting taxes for 

him personally, repealing Obamacare out 

of spite, and also fuck the gays, chinks, 

poors, anyone who doesn‘t own at least 

four guns, and abortionists. It‘s probably all 

just an extended trailer for the latest series 

of The Apprentice anyway. He‘s getting 

the early column inches to be sure, but so 

was Fred Thompson at this stage. 

CREDENTIALS: Speaker of the House, thorn 

in Clinton‘s side, figurehead of ―Republican 

Revolution‖. Hasn‘t done much lately 

STRENGTHS: High name-recognition factor, 

low scandal-recollection factor 

PITFALLS: Was one of the least popular 

Speakers in recent memory, although this 

has been largely scrubbed from the record 

for some reason. Jumped at the chance to 

bring down a Democratic administration 

over extra-marital fellatio; simultaneously 

cheated on wife, proving self a giant 

hypocrite. Also, he‘s pretty old. Not John 

McCain old, but he‘ll only spend six months 

of his presidency in his sixties. 

CHANCE OF BEING NOMINATED: Fair. He‘s 

popular among other rich white fuckwits, ie 

a large chunk of the Republican party. He 

also cannily threw in with the Tea Partiers at 

an early stage, so that‘ll help him. As long 

as he doesn‘t remind America why they 

hated him in 1997, he‘s got a chance. 
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A BOB THE FISH MAGAZINE  

the lives of Elisabeth Sladen, John Sullivan and Marianne 
“Poly Styrene” Elliot-Said were terminated in a fashion 
considered both premature and arbitrary during the past 
week; and 
 
the life of Margaret Hilda Thatcher, née Roberts, 
continues unabated despite twenty years of marked poor 
health and a life spent causing nothing but harm to those 
least likely to be able to respond in kind; and 
 
such figures as Glenn Beck, Bill O’Reilly, Kelvin 
MacKenzie, Richard Littlejohn &c are also as healthy as 
ever; and 
 
this form has been the case for several decades, the life of 
the second party surpassing that of John Peel, Mick  
Ronson, two Beatles, Natasha Richardson, Lynn 
Redgrave, Corin Redgrave, Phil Lynott and Gary Moore, 
Bobby Robson, Heath Ledger, Brittany Murphy, Elizabeth 
Taylor, Richard Wright and Syd Barrett, Linda Smith, Jon 
Pertwee, Peter Ustinov, Richard Whiteley, Jeremy Beadle, 
Bob Monkhouse, Pope John-Paul II and the concept of 
hope; 
 
let it formally be resolved that the Bob the Fish Co-
Operative declares WAR on the being or beings known as 
GOD, ALLAH, ODIN, ZEUS, or by any other title, or 
none whatsoever. 

Chairman, Bob the Fish Co-Operative 

WHEREAS 

WHEREAS 

WHEREAS 

THEREFORE 

WHEREAS 
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SPECIAL APPEAL 

This man is 

27 years old.  

 

He‘s the 

editor of 

2SUNS 

magazine. 

 

Before 

completing 

this issue, he 

had long 

brown hair. 

Please, give whatever you can — 

opinion pieces on anything you can 

think of, letters telling us we‘re shit, 

chilling manifestos written in your own 

blood, inscrutable map co-ordinates 

accompanied by a date and time 

and the word ―alone‖ — to 

2SUNSmagazine@bobthefish.org.uk.  

 

Contribute to 2SUNS. 

For this man‘s sake. 

For fuck‘s sake. 
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http://www.publicdomainpictures.net/view-image.php?image=9782&picture=wise-senior&large=1
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VOTE 

YES 
OR WE SWEAR TO FUCKING 

GOD WE WILL KILL AND EAT 

EVERY LAST ONE OF YOU 

IGNORANT MOTHERFUCKERS 

The above sentiment does not reflect the views of the official Yes to AV campaign. 

 

2SUNS issue 7, April 2011. 


