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“No society can legitimately call itself 

civilised if a sick person is denied 

medical aid because of lack of 

means.” 
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I really can‟t think of anything to say here this issue, so I‟m going to tell you 

about a dream I had the other night. In the midst of conspiring with old 

schoolfriends, work colleagues and family in a gym (what about, I don‟t 

know) and exploring and getting lost in a gigantic French market in the 

middle of my hometown, which had grown several new back-alleys, Roman temples 

and an entire wooded riverbank since the last time I‟d been there, it transpired that 

the US Presidential election was over and it had been won by 76-year old John 

McCain, whose running mate was Tom Tancredo. They gave a speech in what 

appeared to be a darkened Drama Studio with wooden flats behind them. John 

McCain was smiling his eerie, skull-like smile. Tancredo, whose face occasionally 

flickered into that of Joel Gray, had a palpable glint in his eye; the glint of a man 

who knows he will be leader of the Free World, probably within the year, and 

presumably then make paella illegal. I knew this too, and tried to explain it to 

everyone in what was now for some reason a butcher‟s cold store, but no-one would 

listen. I think there were stairs and lifts after that. There are always stairs and lifts. And 

public conveniences, which I assume is how my subconscious translates the 

overnight signals from my increasingly full bladder. Anyway, that‟s not going to 

happen in the real world, so don‟t worry. 

John Wirstham-Harte, editor 

CARTOON BY KENSWICK 

THE KIND OF “TENTS” THOSE HIPPIE CLOWNS 

SHOULD BE USING... 

Kenswick 01-11-11 
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Finally, we‟ve stopped taking 

it! Nothing can stop us now 

e x c e p t  a  m a s s i v e 

propaganda compl ex 

owned and funded by the 

enemy. Gareth Manford is 

the 99 Percenter. 

ho would have thought 

it? Protests against 

international capitalism so 

large that the media 

simply can’t ignore them completely, 

though god how they‟ve tried. After two 

long years of watching the concept of 

p ro tes t  be in g 

twisted and co-

opted by the 

corporate system 

as an excuse to 

reinforce the status 

quo by having 

people stringently 

defend their own 

oppression, the 

progressives have 

finally got their 

groove back. Kind 

of. 

T h e  O c c u p y 

Movement got 

started several 

weeks before this 

magazine “went to 

press”; by now, the 

spirit of fish and visitors is starting to take 

hold within the movement itself, and 

divisions have started to make themselves 

apparent, much to the delight of the 

media, who have been willing this to either 

self-destruct or, at the very least, blow over 

harmlessly, since it began. So far, it hasn‟t 

happened. 

Suddenly, the fact that 1% of the 

population of any given first-world country 

controls 99% of the wealth has penetrated 

into public consciousness, and thank great 

God almighty for that. In 2008, America 

elected as President a man that said 1% 

warned, and continue to warn, was the 

most radically left-wing politician in 

American history, with the possible 

exception of FDR (the 

m o n s t e r  w h o 

engineered the Great 

Depression out of sheer 

hatred for  bas ic 

Amer ican values) , 

Jimmy Carter (history‟s 

gre ate s t  m on s te r , 

because he actually 

admitted that the 

Amer ican l i fes ty l e 

wasn‟t even close to 

sustainable) or maybe 

G e o r g e  L i n c o l n 

Rockwell  (because 

everyone knows that 

fascism is a left-wing 

phenomenon - see 

"Liberal Fascism" by 

Jonah Goldberg for 

more details, if you have 

Finally, all those chemicals make Ronald paranoid. Photo: 

Humphrey Jaylynn. 



a strong enough constitution). In reality, of 

course, Obama's not even the most left-

wing politician in the Democratic Party, just 

slightly to the left of Joe Lieberman. He 

possess some progressive instincts, to be 

sure - hence Obamacare - but they're 

overridden by his politician's instincts - 

hence Obamacare. Getting elected is 

more important than actually achieving 

anything once you have done. The pursuit 

of power is an end in itself. That's just how it 

is, and that's why Republican Presidents are 

dead-eyed shits and Democratic 

presidents are craven pussies.  

That's just in terms of electoral party politics, 

of course. The 

people with the real 

power , the star 

chamber of CEOs 

a n d  b u s i n e s s 

emperors for whose 

favour the politicians 

do their little dances 

every time an 

election comes 

along in a desperate 

attempt to convince 

the cow people to appoint them to a 

largely ceremonial office, are never in 

danger of losing the actual power they 

wield, so its pursuit never becomes an issue. 

Until now. 

t least, that's the theory. 

Occupy Wall Street (and Los 

Angeles, and Seattle, and 

London, and Dunstable) 

represent the first time in a long while, 

possibly ever, that anyone's really 

challenged the owners of the western 

world - ie the ultra-rich. The last show of 

solidarity on this scale in the United 

Kingdom was the 1990 Poll Tax protests - 

which, lest we forget, were actually 

successful, inasmuch as the Poll Tax was 

eventually dropped. There's a major 

difference, however, between the 

Occupations and the Poll Tax protests. The 

Poll Tax protesters were working class. This 

time, the injustice only really got 

challenged when it started to affect the 

middle class. Meanwhile, the working class 

demonstrated their current thinking 

graphically in August 

when they rose up in 

riots, not to protest 

against austerity or 

injustice, but simply 

b e c a u s e  t h e 

opportun i ty  had 

come up to smash 

things and steal 

trainers. Knowing 

n o t h i n g  b u t 

consumption and 

desperation, they're little more than 

medieval peasants. And, apart from the 

spate of arguments erupting between 

stoned pseudo-anarchists, actual 

anarchists, and relative moderates who just 

want a regulated market instead of a 

completely new civilisation, this is the most 

disappointing feature of the Occupy 

Movement — that it‟s a middle-class 

revolution. 

We don‟t mean to denigrate the middle 

The art of war: the EU’s next official portrait painter, 

yesterday. Photo: Humphrey Jaylynn. 



class —- they‟re just as victimised and have 

just as much right to be aggrieved by the 

system as anyone — but we do think it‟s a 

shame that it took until they felt the 

squeeze for anything to actually get done. 

The working classes have been trampled, 

and shat on for 

years; under-

educated and 

then sneered at 

for being thick, 

hammered with 

an aspirational 

m o d e l  s o 

ludicrously out 

of reach and 

out of step with 

the desperation 

they currently 

live in that it‟s no 

wonder they 

come to value 

absolutely fuck 

all. And it‟s no 

wonder that the 

working class 

uprising was a 

massive nihilistic 

s h r i e k , 

destruction for 

its own sake 

because who gives a fuck yeah? If only the 

working classes were capable of something 

like the Occupy Movement, we might even 

have a Labour Party that vaguely 

resembles the original one. We‟d even 

settle for Harold Wlson‟s Labour at this point. 

nyway. Obviously, people 

angrily protesting their own 

oppression doesn‟t play as well 

for the oppressors as people 

angrily defending it, which is a strategy that 

they‟ve employed for the past three years 

to great affect. Occupy Wall Street came 

along at exactly the right time, when the 

notion of protest was on the point of 

becoming completely co-opted by the 

right-wing, via the Tea Party, who (though 

too stupid and/or uninformed to know it) 

protest against 

imaginary slights 

on behalf of the 

status quo. 

A s  t h e i r 

c o r p o r a t e 

b a c k e r s /

o p p r e s s o r s 

happen to own 

a huge chunk of 

the media, and 

demand money 

with menaces 

off the rest, the 

Tea Party‟s rise 

t o  m a s s i v e 

p r o m i n e n c e 

was a fait 

accompli. The 

system created 

t h e m  t o 

misrepresent the 

people and 

promoted them 

u n t i l  t h e y 

practically were the people. The Occupy 

Movement hasn‟t had that kind of publicity. 

That they have reached a level in the 

public consciousness comparable with the 

Tea Party is down to their sheer numbers, 

passion and power, with a large chunk of 

credit due to the fact that the traditional 

media still hasn‟t figured out how to cope 

or integrate with the phenomenon of social 

networking, which is what got the Occupy 

movement together in the first place. 

The upshot is, we‟re seeing a whole lot less 

The apocalypse yesterday. Photo: Humphrey Jaylynn. 



 

of Occupy on the news than we did the 

Tea Party. In Britain, at least, it keeps 

coming up, due largely to the fact that the 

London Stock Exchange happens to be 

directly opposite St. Paul‟s Cathedral. The 

impromptu tent-town is getting in the way 

of the tourist trade, which is irritating the 

more conservative members of the Church 

of England. This in turn is causing the more 

liberal members 

— specifically 

t h e  C a n o n 

Chancellor, Rvd 

Giles Fraser, and, 

just as this 

magazine “went 

to press”, the 

Dean, the Rt Rvd 

Graeme Knowles 

— to resign in 

protest of what 

G i l es  F rase r 

called a genuine 

t h r e a t  o f 

“violence in the name of the church”. The 

protestors also have the support, if only in 

the abstract, of the Archbishop of 

Canterbury himself, the Really Bloody Rvd 

Rowan Williams, which might be why the 

threat of legal action, mooted after the 

resignation of Rvd Knowles, was scaled 

down the following day. 

ncidentally, if that statement about 

violence is new to you, it‟s because 

they never mentioned it on the news. 

Also going without mention: people 

on the steps getting intimidated and 

smacked around by the Police; the NYPD 

officer who mased a group of actively 

fleeing ladies; and of course the cop in 

Oakland who shot a fucking veteran in the 

head and then chucked a flashbang 

grenade at his bleeding body specifically 

to prevent anyone from helping him. 

What you will hear, especially in America, is 

a lot of repetitions of the word “hippies”. 

God damned dirty fucking hippies, too lazy 

to get a job and work for a living, so instead 

they blame an out-of-control capitalist 

system that has left power almost 

exclusively in the hands of a handful of 

unelected oligarchs who deliberately tip 

society like a 

gravyboat into 

t h e i r  o w n 

g l i s t e n i n g 

chops, instead 

o f ,  s a y , 

t h e m s e l v e s . 

F u c k i n g 

hippies. You 

don‟t agree 

with them, do 

you? Those 

hippies? You 

don‟t agree 

w i t h  w h a t 

they‟re saying, surely? Not someone 

respectable like you. Would I lie to you? I‟m 

wearing a suit. They‟re wearing hoodies 

and jeans. I think it‟s an obvious choice. 

Now here‟s some adverts for shit you don‟t 

need. Pay no attention to the revolution 

behind the curtain. The Daily Mail branded 

them “hateful” (sans one iota of 

justification, obviously) and actively called 

for their expulsion, by force, with batons 

and guns and knives. People will have 

nodded along to that. Whether or not the 

Occupy Movement succeeds—and by that 

I mean achieves anything positive at all—

depends largely on how efficiently they 

can make their case against the deafening 

roar of the media telling people they suck 

and everything‟s actually A-OK.  Let‟s hope 

they stop arguing about weed, then. 

We’ll all be living like this in a few years’ time, mark our words. Photo: Humphrey 

Jaylynn. 



CHRISTMAS! 



Let us sit upon the ground and tell sad 

stories of the death of kings: how some 

have been deposed, some slain in war, 

some haunted by the ghosts they have 

deposed, some poisoned by their wives, 

some sleeping killed, all murdered — for 

within the hollow crown that rounds the 

mortal temples of a King keeps Death his 

court… 

 

That was Shakespeare‟s Richard II, being 

his usual morose self as he contemplates 

the major problem with the job he wants 

so much: that everyone hates you and 

wants you dead, even if you‟re a good 

king, which Richard (at least 

Shakespeare‟s Richard) certainly was 

not. 

 

Neither was Moamar Gaddafi (and 

that‟s how we‟re going to keep spelling 

it, so get used to it), self-proclaimed 

“King of Kings of Africa” and Premier 

League tyrant who ruled Libya until the 

Arab Spring made his people realise they 

didn‟t have to take his shit after all, 

whereupon they started a massive civil 

war that they eventually won — with 

NATO‟s help — and which essentially 

ended this October with Gaddafi‟s 

capture and death, not necessarily in 

that order. 

 

“All murdered,” Richard muses; the 

appearance of Death at the King‟s side 

being the price he has to pay for his 

arrogance in being a King at all. All 

murdered. No-one‟s quite sure at the 

time this magazine “went to press” — 

and it will probably remain unclear for a 

long while to come — exactly what 

happened to Gaddafi in Sirte on the day 

he died, except that he was found, he 

was captured, he was killed. Which we 

knew already. 

MURDER 
WAS THE CASE 

Gaddafi’s dead — on that we can all agree. But 

was he murdered? And is that such a bad thing 

when it comes to someone like him? Are some 

killings more equal than others? Sampford 

Courtenay navigates the moral maze. 



It seems increasingly likely that something 

like this happened: Gadaffi was driven out 

of hiding in Sirte as his enemies got closer, 

went and hid in a hole in the ground 

hoping to Allah that it made him invisible, 

was inevitably found, gibbered “don‟t 

shoot” and was shot in the legs, then 

dragged out of hiding, shoved into a 

crowd of enraged Libyans 

and essentially kicked to 

death, before being shot 

in the head to finish him 

off. If this is what 

happened, make no 

mistakes: it‟s a war crime. 

No ifs, ands or buts: it‟s the 

killing of an unarmed 

prisoner while in captivity. 

That‟s murder, and that‟s a war crime. Even 

if the victim is Hitler Q. Stalin, it‟s murder. 

That‟s the bare facts. 

The question is, assuming that murder is the 

case, is it really that much of a crime, given 

that it‟s Gaddafi, who spent 42 years 

terrorizing the very people who just 

overthrew and killed him? Well, that‟s 

certainly not a complicated question, and 

it definitely has a single definitive answer. If 

you‟re Jesus or something. Jesus does not 

write for this magazine, unfortunately, so 

I‟ve got to figure it out. 

First, whether or not the unilateral killing of 

Gaddafi would be justified, it‟s certainly 

understandable.  Imagine you‟ve lived for 

over four decades under the yoke of a 

backward, increasingly deranged, 

medieval  dictator who slices people‟s 

hands off for thieving, assassinates all critics 

even if they escape to the ends of the 

earth, denies the existence of whole ethnic 

minorities, spies on literally anyone who 

draws breath within the country‟s borders, 

deliberately under-educates his population, 

directs the entire media to do nothing but 

praise his name, institutes a prison system 

that essentially consists of placing 

thousands of people within a tiny concrete 

cuboid and leaving them there, and 

essentially remakes the entire country in the 

image of an insanely harsh 7th Century 

interpretation of Islam. Finally, your people 

overthrow him, and 

now here he is in front 

of you — the King, the 

Glor ious Leader, 

cower ing in  a 

sewage pipe, thin 

a n d  u n s h a v e n , 

shivering in rags, 

gibbering at you not 

to shoot him. Oh, also, 

you‟re holding a selective-fire, gas-

operated 7.62×39mm assault rifle and have 

been using it all day against your fellow 

countrymen in an attempt to get to him. 

Do you resist the temptation to kill the 

motherfucker  right there and then? Or 

even to grab him, kick him in the nuts and 

throw him to a baying mob of people just 

like you? 

Make no mistake, Gaddafi was an evil fuck 

and he genuinely deserved to die. Which, 

as we discussed before with reference to 

Osama bin Laden, doesn‟t mean we have 

the right to kill him. The UN‟s stance on rights 

still rejects the theory that one right is 

equivalent to two wrongs. More seriously, 

we have to hold ourselves to the same 

standards to which we hold our monsters, 

or we might as well be monsters ourselves. If 

Gaddafi was murdered, rather than killed in 

battle, it is, as we mentioned, a war crime, 

and whoever is responsible should be 

prosecuted. Mainly because Gaddafi 

wouldn‟t have done so. Moral consistency: 

it‟s bloody annoying sometimes. 

MURDER WAS THE CASE 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Selective_fire
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gas_operated
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gas_operated
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/7.62%C3%9739mm
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Assault_rifle


DESPAIR HEARTS 
FIZZY SWEETS FOR THE DEAD INSIDE 



espite the drama, 12th October 2011 

will not be looked upon in years to 

come as the day the NHS died.  That 

day will be whatever day its murder 

ends up being given Royal Assent.  12th 

October was just the day we realised the 

cancer had finally become malignant. 

 

Because the 12th October was the day that 

the Lords of Westminster, in their infinite 

wisdom, passed the Bill through their hallowed 

ranks.   There had been hope they would see it 

for what it is - arsenic dressed as sugar pills - but 

in the end, they looked at the prescription, 

doped up the patient and administered the 

medicine, and when it starts convulsing and 

dribbling on the examination table in a few 

months time, no doubt they'll express surprise. 

 

Here's a thing.  Your Dashing Correspondent is 

not a fan of laboured metaphors.  Not even 

when, as in this case, they can be delivered a 

dose of warming journalistic irony.  But he's still 

using one, because it is the only way to get this 

message out without it degenerating into an 

incoherent howl of rage, and there's only so 

much AARGYKI]#HHDFI!!GIFSRGL a reader can 

stand before they go pick up some nice 

coherent James Joyce. 

 

Because there are absolutely no redeeming 

features here.  Let's be honest; the NHS could 

do with some reorganisation.  It was a system 

designed in the 1940s and even by the late 50s 

it was starting to show the strain of a growing 

population and a public that demanded the 

latest medical advances to be available but 

had no desire to pay for them.  Socialised 

healthcare can still work today just as it did in 

the 40s, and we should work  

 

Your Dashing Correspondent makes this point 

to show that he is not, in principle, opposed to 

change. The world changes, and our 

institutions, even those most hallowed, should 

bend with the wind. But this... this Health and 

Social Care Bill that treats Health as an 

afterthought, has no truck with Care and is in 

no way Social... this is a solid gold, class A 

clusterfuck the like of which should have died 

with Thatcher.  It is a distillation of everything 

broken about the Tory approach, to say how 

much they appreciate and understand how 

beneficial the system is to the population, how 

much that even they stand behind the 

Bevanite principle of free at the point of 

delivery, and then, when they have fitted all 

hospitals with credit card scanners at the front 

gate, shrug their shoulders and say "Well, yes... 

but it wasn't making any money." 

 

I doubt anyone reading this needs this cleared 

up, but let's just make it really obvious, for those 

who haven't got it yet:  The Tories don't care 

about the NHS, nor anyone who has to use it.  

The earliest indication this time round wasn't 

even this basket-case of a Bill, it was in the 

cabinet himself, because in this cabinet we 

have (had - HAH!) Dr. Liam Fox.  Now, Fox was 

a nepotistic psycho-dwarf, but he was a 

medically-qualified nepotistic psycho-dwarf.  

He had been a GP, in the not-too-distant past.  

But given the chance to put someone with 

actual experience in charge of the health 

portfolio, Wax Dave instead went for Andrew 

Lansley, civil servant-turned-career politician, 



with an estimated personal wealth of around £700,000.  What experience does he have?  When 

was the last time he even used the NHS? 

 

And from that background comes the Health and Social Care Bill.  A Bill focused, as all Tory 

health bills are, on making money.  Because making the NHS make money is, and there should 

be no mistake about it, what this bill is about.  Not money for itself, which could be reinvested in 

more hospitals and better equipment, but money for the flock of private-sector providers circling 

like vultures, waiting to rip off the tastiest parts. 

That would be the private sector providers who funded Lansley's research and campaign.  No 

doubt this was entirely coincidental, but we mention it for completeness. 

Should there be any dispute over the Government's priorities, we direct your attention to one of 

the amendments that was made in the light of the original public outcry. The amendment made 

the primary duty of Monitor - the healthcare regulator - to promote the best interests of patients. 

This required an amendment? 

In the original version, the primary duty of the regulator was to promote competition.  The primary 

concern of the healthcare 

regulator, and by extension the 

healthcare system, in Lansley's 

original vision, was not the 

patients. Even the amended 

version removes the duty on the 

Secretary of State to provide a 

system such as the NHS.  This has 

stopped being a restructuring and 

has become a removal. The 

above points are perhaps the 

most telling and may well end up 

having the most lasting impact, 

but they are not the most 

dramatic.  The big set-piece 

change is the expansion of the market system.  Blair had already created an internal market; 

Lansley will open it up to everyone.  (Older readers may recall Thatcher did a similar thing with 

the financial markets in the late '80s, and that's worked out real well...) 

The simple fact is that adding a market system into healthcare does not work.  This system has 

been tried, notably in America but also Canada and Mexico.  In all cases it has led to a system of 

excellent healthcare, but only for those who can afford it.  Earn less than $35,000 per year then 

you'd better stay healthy, because God knows no-one's going to help out if you're not. 

What does work is co-operation.  Again, this has been tested.  There are results, actual figures 

showing how a co-operative healthcare system improves quality for patients.  But that doesn't fit 

with the Tory competition ideology, and so has been discarded.  The word 'competition' is 

mentioned 80 times in the Bill.  Co-operation manages 4. 

The market is being imposed because the Right demands choice.  Choice is the absolute king, 

the one cure for all ills.  Taxes should be lower because 'people spend their money better than 

governments do'.  Admittedly, people tend choose to spend it on quadrophonic Wi-Fi electric 



shaving machines than on fixing potholes, but 

hey.  And, so the argument goes, I should be 

given more choice in my healthcare - able to 

decide which drug I should take - because I 

know what's best for me.  But the thing is... I 

don't know what's best for me.  The Doctor 

knows what‟s best for me. He 

went to medical school and 

got a doctorate in medicine. 

I did not. When I am sitting in 

a doctor's surgery, I don't 

want to be given a choice 

between Dutrixypol and 

Anathalactain.  I can't even 

pronounce those things, let 

alone make an informed 

judgement.  I just want to be 

given a pill and told it'll make 

my problem go away.  

Preferably, the person telling 

me this should be a medical 

professional, and I'm happy 

to defer to them due to their 

having gone to medical 

school and spent years 

learning about this stuff while 

I frittered away my time on useless shit like a 

Maths degree.  When my right hand has gone 

gangrenous I don't need choice - I need a 

fucking doctor. 

Likewise, the assertion that GPs will be better 

managers of healthcare budgets is ridiculous 

because, and this really should have occurred 

to someone at some point, they are not 

managers.  How many GPs have ever had to 

manage £80million?  How many GPs, highly 

paid as they are (and this is one of the few 

areas where we can say deservedly so), have 

ever seen £80million?  There are people who 

have trained for years to be able to efficiently 

manage groups of people and resources.  They 

are called managers.  GPs have not spent 

years doing this, because it would have 

clashed with their years of training to be GPs. 

The point, if Your Dashing Correspondent can 

ever be accused of having such a thing, is that 

the public do not know best.  Not here.  The 

doctors know best, because they're the fucking 

doctors. 

It is, presumably, down to blindness of this fact 

that Lansley also ignores the fact that doctors, 

GPs, nurses, practice 

managers... anyone with 

any experience in the 

NHS... thinks it's a stupid 

idea.  They all agree the 

NHS needs reform.  They all 

agree that this is not it, and 

the changes being brought 

in will only place more 

strain on those parts still 

controlled by the state.  (Of 

course, this will also allow 

the Tories to point at how 

well the private sector 

controlled parts are doing 

in comparison to the state 

controlled parts, and use 

this as an excuse for more 

privatisation.) 

Any mandate for this 

beyond ideology is spurious at best.  The closest 

it came to being mentioned in any manifesto 

was the promise, in the Conservative Invitiation 

to Government, to not do any further top down 

reorganisations of the NHS.   

That went well, then. 

This is not the end of the NHS, not yet.  We will 

not wake up to find an American-style credit-

card based healthcare system the morning 

after this travesty becomes law.  But if the Tories 

have their way, we will get there eventually.  

Small steps, one at a time, steps that will seem 

so much easier once we've finally been kicked 

into starting down that road.  And one day, we 

really will have a healthcare system that will tell 

you to either pay up, or if you can't afford it 

you'll just have to live with your plague.  But 

don't worry about it, because, y'know, you 

won't have to live with it for very long. 

Andrew Lansley, or as history will 

hopefully remember him, “The Butcher”, 

yesterday. Photo credit: Acumen Images. 





Doctor Fox — the present-day Tory irritant, not the early-oughties Popstars irritant — watched his political 

career go down in flames in the space of a month. So who is this Adam Werrity, anyway? And does it 

really matter? Willard van Omnomnom Quine explains surprisingly little for you. 

 

he scandal seemed to be over. Liam Fox was going 

back to work and the news had moved on. But of 

course, the scandal is never over without someone 

or something having to pay, and seemingly out of 

the blue, Fox lost his job after all. Not everyone was quite 

sure what he lost it over, though: turns out, it was over having 

a friend, played by Russell T. Davies, who wasn‟t a 

Government employee but sat in at MoD meetings 

regardless in a ridiculously unofficial capacity as an 

“advisor”. These meetings, being MoD meetings, often 

involved highly sensitive information about who we were 

going to bomb and/or sell arms to next, information that 

civilians are usually kept ten thousand miles away from, 

because should we find out about it, we might very well kill 

everyone in the world, starting with the Government and 

ending with ourselves. Except this time. 

Adam Werrity is an old friend of Liam Fox. Best man at his 

wedding, former rent-free lodger at his flat, and his constant 

“advisor” and companion in business, politics, and 

absolutely not in bed because that‟s just cheap. He was 

probably the one who originally came up with that Spice 

Girls joke (what do you call three dogs and a blackbird? 

Answer on page 96 of Germaine Greer‟s The Female 

Eunuch), and the only one to genuinely laugh at it. He‟s also 

probably the highest profile unemployed individual in the 

country — certainly now; the question of whether or not he 

was employed before is what lost Fox his job. He wasn‟t, as was established, a Government employee. 

But judging, Patrick Bateman-like, from his business cards, he must have been getting an income from 

somewhere, with Liam Fox‟s personal pockets seemingly the most likely candidate. Now they‟ll both have 

to live on his measly ordinary backbench MP‟s salary. Boo hoo, Fox and Werrity. Boo hoo. 

 

he first thing we thought of when this scandal broke was Peter Mandleson, who suffered two 

similar “scandals” which basically amounted to him having some friends and being 

photographed with them. It was mostly bollocks, slightly dodgy at best, but it cost Mandleson his 

job twice because the entire news media pretended like he was selling arms to Iraq (but not 

when that was a good thing) instead of buying a house for a friend. 

Fox‟s situation is similar. Worse, because he was the Defence Secretary, and so international geopolitics 

and matters of national security were being exposed to a civilian with no particular expertise in anything 

at all, but ultimately not much more important than Peter Mandleson buying a house or standing next to 

some shady brown people. The clue is in the fact that Fox was Defence Secretary for a year and a half, 



and no-one cared about Werrity, who‟d been following him around like a dog for his entire career, until 

September. Don‟t mistake us for defending Fox: letting an unqualified mate into top-secret MoD meetings 

is a vastly stupid thing to do, and though no active wrongdoing has been proved, it‟s entirely possible he 

deserved to lose his job over it. But if it was the worst thing this Government has done, there‟d be no need 

for this magazine. But of course, bona fide scandals like the 

prisoner abuse in Iraq and Afghanistan, or the current police 

brutality at the Occupy sites in London and America, or the 

shifting characterisation of the late Moamar Gaddafi, or, 

say, an avalanche of lies told to an entire nation to justify an 

entirely artificial war of choice for reasons of pure economics 

which has currently left thousands upon thousands dead for 

the sake of a military-industrial complex which has 

convinced the people it doesn‟t fucking exist in the first 

fucking place, don‟t sell papers. Simple, relatively trivial 

scandals like this one do, and we‟re now conditioned to 

think of something like this as being twelve Watergates 

crossed with Clint Eastwood‟s Absolute Power, but only for a 

week or two. Ever since Irangate petered out in 1986 (it was 

taking too long) everyone‟s been very careful to 

concentrate only on the kind of wrongdoing that can be 

summed up in a single sentence printed in 72-point 

Helvetica. 

e‟re going  to end with a little story from our neck 

of the woods, specifically the rural county of 

Cornwall in the United Kingdom. Prior to 2009, 

Cornwall was divided into six districts answerable 

to a single County Council. Then, in 2007, it was announced 

that for no apparent reason other than to ruin everything for 

everyone in Cornwall, the districts were to be scrapped and 

replaced with a single unitary authority. This, as someone 

once said, has made a lot of people very angry and been 

widely regarded as a bad move. Inevitably, the new Cornwall Council is entirely focused on Truro, 

Penzance and to a lesser extent St Austell, ie the larger, more westerly towns which attract the most 

baying, vomiting upperclass shitclowns every summer to run around, get their bums out, act like the most 

entitled pricks in Christendom and basically shit all over the concept of human dignity. The more rural, less 

seabound, easterly regions get short shrift. 

What does this have to do with anything? Well, the unitary authority was such a self-evidently terrible idea,  

the people behind it had to resort to subterfuge to get people onside. What they did was unveil a 

controversial logo—a swishy black and gold flame motif which was actually quite nice—and then 

intentionally allow people to believe that it‟s replacing the actual coat of arms of the county, which was 

the focus of the previous council‟s logo, and which was never under threat. Let the “controversy” build for 

a bit, and then agree to drop the flame motif in favour of a new logo emphasising the coat of arms. 

Everyone thinks they‟ve “won”. It‟s a massive victory for “people power”! Except the logo wasn‟t the 

problem, the whole concept was the problem.  But, in the shadow of triumph, that‟s completely forgotten; 

and the notion has been subtly reinforced. What we‟re saying here is that maybe we haven‟t actually 

won anything in particular with the resignation of Liam Fox. 
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The nolo contenders: from right to far right, former Utah governor invited over to make the numbers up Jon Huntsman; former pizza magnate and token black Republican Herman Cain; poor man’s Sarah 

Palin, Michelle Bachmann; almost certain eventual nominee Mitt Romney; neo-W Rick Perry; tiny libertarian and Internet meme Ron Paul; hypocritical fifties gameshow host Newt Sodding Gingrich, and 

frothy mixture of lube and fecal matter that is sometimes the byproduct of anal sex Rick Santorum. Not pictured: who-the-hell Tim Robbins lookalike Gary Johnson. Picture by CNN, obviously 



How abortion became 

an issue in the UK again 

elephant talk 
Hey, jies! The next election‟s only a 

year away! The build-up, however, 

started the nanosecond Obama was 

sworn in. Already the lineup of 

potential opponents has been 

whittled to a lean nine.  Here‟s the shit 

story so far. Words by Gareth Manford. 
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frothy mixture of lube and fecal matter that is sometimes the byproduct of anal sex Rick Santorum. Not pictured: who-the-hell Tim Robbins lookalike Gary Johnson. Picture by CNN, obviously 



I 
n America, it is never not election time. Even on 

inauguration day, the run-up to at least the 

midterms are well underway. It‟s a wonder 

Presidents get to achieve anything at all, which if 

they‟re Democrats they don‟t anyway. The next 

Presidential election is still a year away and, the 

occasional murder of a brown person aside, it‟s 

dominated the news cycle coming 

out of the USA for much of the year. 

Obviously, with a running incumbent, 

it‟s less hectic than last year, when it 

was all up for grabs. Incidentally, 

should Obama win in 2012, we can 

look forward to another of those in 

2016, since Joe Biden, by then well 

into his seventies, probably won‟t run. 

God knows what social networking 

technology will be shaping that one, 

though. With any luck it‟ll be some 

form of bum-based communications. 

Anyway, we won‟t have to worry 

about 2016 for at least six months. 

What matters now is 2012 and the 

Republican contenders, fighting to oppose a man 

that they‟re convinced everyone hates, even though 

most people are just disappointed and irritated. It‟ll 

be a classic lesser of two evils fight: a big Democrat 

pussy versus some form of lizard, both bought and 

paid for by the owners of America, neither likely to do 

anything to actually improve the country, because 

that could cut into the profits of said owners. 

Still, a second Obama is undoubtedly the best 

outcome from a progressive perspective, if only 

because he has a rudimentary sense of shame, 

something the right discarded decades ago 

because it was holding them back. So who will he be 

up against? Well, Mitt Romney, obviously, but the 

whole point of the primary system is to pretend that 

more than one candidate has a fighting chance. So 

with the deadline passed and the final pillock of 

candidates finalised, let‟s assess their chances like we 

know what we‟re talking about. Starting with the 

presumptive nominee, prove us wrong, Mitt Romney. 

W 
illard Mitt Romney, to give him his full 

name, used to be Governor of 

Massachusetts, which signals his status as 

one of the more liberal GOP big names, for what 

that‟s worth, ie very little. While he was in charge of 

David E. Kelleyville, he oversaw the legalisation of 

gay marriage (albeit as a result of a lawsuit that 

started before his term — given the choice, he 

wouldn‟t have done it), and created a form of 

universal healthcare for the state —Romneycare, as 

idiots call it — that was actually less horribly 

compromised than what eventually emerged out of 

the Obama administration. Since then, he‟s inevitably 

moved right as his presidential ambitions have grown. 

Last year he released a book with a surprisingly shit 

cover called “No Apology: The Case For American 

Greatness”, a title which surely 

should make any right-thinking 

p e r s o n  v o m i t  t h e m s e l v e s 

unconscious. 

A f i scal  rather than social 

conservative, Romney has the 

backing of a huge swathe of GOP 

representatives, senators, governors, 

mayors and assorted local-politics 

reptiles, plus Meg “California didn‟t 

have a „Buy it Now‟ button” 

Whitman and, for some reason, 

Cindy Crawford. He will probably 

always be despised by the nakedly 

evil wing of the increasingly far-right 

R e p u b l i c a n  p a r t y  f o r  h i s 

unpardonable act of giving every 

citizen of his state the same basic healthcare 

provision (albeit still filtered through the insurance 

companies, because we can‟t let those poor things 

lose 0.001% of their profits, now can we?). Despite 

this, he‟s probably the GOP‟s “best” choice, if for no 

other reason than he‟s the only one who you can 

really see as President — not that that held back the 

Laughing Cowboy of Doom. 

S 
peaking of, Romney‟s closest rival until recent 

weeks was said apocalyptic alcoholic prick‟s 

former deputy, later successor as Governor of 

Texas, Rick Perry. With the face of James Garner 

hosting Hollywood Squares in character as Ronald 

Reagan, and the demeanour of all four Duke boys 

simultaneously, including the cousins, Perry is George 

W. Bush Mark II — a W who actually looks like a 

President, as opposed to an aging, clueless rich kid 

who has never had to do a single difficult thing and 

has no idea what he‟s doing. And who‟s actually 

Texan. 

Like his predecessor, Perry has been responsible for 

more executions than Torquemada, at one point 

using the power of veto to protect his right to kill 

mentally disturbed criminals. He also has an A+ rating 

from the NRA, believes the Bible is infallible and that 

Intelligent Design should be taught in schools, and 

has actively campaigned against the mere existence 

climate change. Basically, if he were President, it 
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A literary masterpiece yesterday. © St. Martin‟s Press, 2010. 



would be shit. Fortunately, his 

chances took a massive blow 

at his first debate, when he 

attempted to burn Romney 

with a simple “for it before he 

was against  i t”  l ine, 

completely forgot his lines, 

and ended up standing there 

with an eerie fixed grin on his 

face spilling out prepositions 

and nouns in a performance 

that could only have been 

more embarrassing had he 

soiled himself right there and 

then onstage. That‟s what happens when your boss is 

George W. Bush for four years. 

Despite demonstrating with his malfunctioning-

android performance that he would usher in another 

four years of the President as an explicit puppet ruler 

of a corpate occupational government, he has 

plenty of supporters (albeit far fewer than Romney) 

perhaps because of that working-class accent. Oddly 

enough, one of his endorsements comes from no less 

than Superman, although only Dean Cain from Lois 

and Clark. 

T 
he man getting all the press at the moment is 

Herman Cain (the late Paul Winfield playing 

Cleveland Orenthal Brown), a hitherto 

unknown candidate who isn‟t even a politician. Like 

many other Republican candidates lately, he‟s a 

career CEO who‟s never held any elected office at 

all. First making a splash with Burger King in 

Philadelphia, he became CEO of the whimsically 

named Godfather‟s Pizza for a decade before taking 

the reigns of the Federal Reserve Bank and becoming 

one of the most successful black Americans of the 

post-civil rights era. 

While he deserves respect for his success, but he‟s still 

a Republican, and therefore a cock. Having become 

successful, he firmly believes that anyone who isn‟t 

rich is a lazy prick. It‟s a strange kind of self-loathing; 

since success came to him, there‟s no reason it can‟t 

come to anyone else. Under this strange logic, he has 

no sympathy for anyone lower on society‟s ladder 

than himself because it‟s clearly their own fault. 

Hence being one of the prime non-political movers 

behind Clinton‟s attempt at healthcare reform 

coming to nothing. 

Cain‟s main platform, unsurprisingly from a CEO, is 

economic: much has been made of his 9-9-9 plan, 

which (according to our very limited understanding) 

would replace almost all federal taxation with 

unicorns, or something. According to 

people more knowledgeable than us, 

the 9-9-9 would see wealth redistributed 

from the rich back to the rich again; 

being mostly a consumption-based tax, 

it would basically see the quality of life 

for the poorest decrease to little net gain 

for the Government. 

Cain also hates fags and Muslims, and 

called global warming “poppycock”, 

which just makes us want to punch him 

in the face for being not only 

disingenuous, but a smug bell-end about 

it. His fans include Tom Tancredo, 2008 

champion at the 500m Racism, and poor man‟s Denis 

Leary (Leary himself being the poor man‟s Bill Hicks) 

Dennis Miller. He also got a good write-up from fascist 

court jester Ann Coulter: “"Our blacks are so much 

better than their blacks." Ho ho ho. What a card she is. 

O 
ne candidate who‟s been relatively quiet so 

far is former Speaker and almighty prick 

Newt Gingrich. This is partly because a 

couple of months after he announced his candidacy, 

almost his entire staff resigned en masse, essentially 

because he was such a dick. He spent the following 

few months carefully planning, keeping his head 

down, and not blowing all his campaign cash on 

flights to the Bahamas. Newt is an old hand, aware 

that this is a marathon and not a sprint. The entire 

world almost certainly have forgotten all about 

Herman Cain in a year‟s time, but Newt might well be 

the candidate. 

Someone who almost certainly won't is Ron Paul, the 

Internet's favourite candidate, with the look of Alistair 

Stewart giving a closing statement to a jury. Paul is the 

right-wing equivalent of Ralph Nader, except sadly he 

was clever enough not to constantly run as an 

independent past the point where anyone could 

convince themselves he was doing it for ideological 

reasons as opposed to ego, harming his stated 

platform in the process. 

P a u l  b e l i e v e s  i n 

devolving a huge 

amount of power back 

to the states, returning to 

the Gold Standard, 

treating the Constitution 

as a screed sent from 

God himself, withdrawing 

from both the UN and 

NATO and basically a 

whole bunch of dumb 

Rick Perry, the candidate 

apparently created by the 

Tyrell corporation, yesterday. 

Photo: Gage Skidmore. 

The black friend of everyone in 

the Republican party yesterday. 

Photo: Gage Skidmore. 
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things that only backward inadequates could really 

get behind. He's very popular on the Internet, less so 

among actual people. His endorsements include the 

likes of former Governor Jesse Ventura, Mr Garibaldi 

from Babylon 5, Barry Manilow (who had hitherto 

struck us as quite a nice guy), Chuck Norris (in the 

absence of Mike Huckabee) and, disappointingly, 

Vince Vaughn.  

A 
nd who could forget Rick Santorum? 

Everyone, apparently; he has so far made 

less impact on the campaign than an 

oxygen-flavoured rice cake. It appears that 2008 was 

his chance to get anywhere near the White House, 

and he passed that up, perhaps hoping that 

everyone will have forgotten about the frothy mixture 

by now. Not likely. Which is just as well; he is, lest we 

forget, an insanely religious, far-right, homophobic 

prickhole, and the sooner he fades into obscurity the 

better. 

Jon Huntsman deserves at least a paragraph; a self-

described moderate, he‟s marginally right of Barack 

Obama. Almost uniquely among the GOP 

candidates, he actually believes in evolution and 

global warming (in a sane world this would be as 

notable as believing in wood and neon, but we live in 

this one), although he‟s started making anti-Cap and 

Trade noises since deciding to run for President. He‟s 

also fence across the bottom of Texas, even though 

the idea made mealy-mouthed calls for a ruddy 

great “to some extent, repulses me”. He once played 

with REO Speedwagon, on keyboards, and is actually 

a distant cousin of Mitt Romney, and like him is a 

Mormon, although he‟s open-minded as regards 

different strands of Christianity and is a firm supporter 

of science. To be honest, he‟s probably the best GOP 

nominee a progressive could ever hope for. He 

doesn‟t even hate fags, for God‟s sake. But he won‟t 

win, so the hell with him. 

S 
aving the best, ie worst, for last: Michele 

Bachmann, a terrifying wild-eyed banshee, a 

fifth-generation Xerox of Sarah Palin, Zelda 

from Terrahawks in the prequel trilogy. The official Tea 

Party candidate, Bachmann has never knowingly 

said anything sensible, sane, or with even the slightest 

basis in reality, and is therefore the quintessential GOP 

candidate. Her success so far in the campaign 

despite a complete lack of qualifications — and we 

don‟t mean paper qualifications, but in terms of 

actual personal attributes — proves that the world is 

completely shit and awful. She wants to nuke Iran, 

phase out the entire notion of welfare, write “kill the 

fags” into the constitution right next to “kill 

a b o r t i o n i s t s ”  a n d 

basically apply the highly 

limited knowledge of 

someone who‟s been 

brought up on distorted, 

corporate-owed cable 

news, which feeds 

e n d l e s s  c a p i t a l i s t 

propaganda for the 

status quo into the 

viewers heads and brains 

while simultaneously 

telling them they‟re the 

best-informed people in 

the universe, to large-scale geopolitics. Once we 

didn‟t think there could be a worse choice for 

President than Bush. Then Palin came along and we 

thought it couldn‟t get any worse than this. And now 

we have Bachmann. There is no bottom limit. She has 

the backing of every other hooting moron who thinks 

that watching Fox News makes them an expert in 

politics, and also Kelsey Grammer, in the final proof 

(as if An American Carol weren‟t enough) that being 

able to play a witty intellectual, even as well as he 

can, doesn‟t mean you can‟t be genuinely fucking 

stupid. 

Fortunately, Bachmann has all the makings of a 

Howard Dean; noisy, able to draw a crowd, and the 

subject of many of the early stories, but probably out 

of the running 

by March or so. 

Let‟s fucking 

h o p e  s o , 

anyway. 

And that‟s your 

lineup. On the 

face of it, 

Obama might 

as well keep his 

suitcase in the 

White House loft 

for another few 

years. But then, 

this is a country 

that elected 

George W. Bush 

at least once. 

Maniacs like 

t h a t  a r e 

capable of 

anything. 

Pint-sized bipartisan irritant 

Ron Paul yesterday. Photo: 

United States Congress. 

A deranged murderer wearing Jennifer Aniston’s 

skin and hair yesterday. Photo by Newsweek, who 

got in a bit of trouble because Bachmann 

complained they made her look crazy. In fairness, 

she only looks crazy because she FUCKING IS.  
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