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Oh alright, but this issue was not entirely unlike a bitch. At first the only big news 

item was the NRA being cunts again, so we expected to have space for our long-

gestating piece on the vacancy for spoiler party in the UK. Then horse burgers 

happened, so we wrote a few hundred words about those. Then the Pope resigned, so 

we wrote a few hundred words about that. Then we remembered Red Nose Day was 

coming up, and we’d always had this bee in our vaginas about the people who sneer 

at that sort of thing because it’s not good enough for them, so we wrote that. Then 

Hugo Chávez went and died right at the last minute, the prick. So yeah, problematic, 

and as a result, we really don’t have much to say here. So permit us to type the word 

“fuck” until the text box is filled. Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck 

fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck 

fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck 

fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck. Wow, that lost all meaning surprisingly fast. 

No time to write this shit, fuck you 

THE NEXT LOSERS p4 

The Lib Dems have sold out, and don’t we 
miss them? So who’s in the frame to take 
over? Some of these people. 

COVER STORY THE WAY OF THE GUN p12 

Wayne LaPierre is a cunt. But that’s all he is. 

ATTACK OF THE POPE BALLS p18 

The Pope’s left his job! Here’s some 
completely stream of consciousness shit 
about Popes and things. 

THEY EAT HORSES, DON’T THEY? p22 

We’ve all been eating horses? Oh well. 

HUGO IN 2D p24 

Why you knew who the President of 
Venezuela was in the first place. 

RED IN THE FACE p24 

You know what’s practical? Sneering at 
Comic Relief. 

Opening 
Salvo 
by John Wirstham-Harte 
(editor and shit yeah?) 
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UKIP Green  

Traditional Liberal English Democrat 

Respect BNP? 
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ANY COLOUR YOU LIKE 
What with the treason of the Lib Dems, 
there’s a vacancy for third-placed tactical
-vote repository in Britain. We look at the 
main contenders. Like madmen. 
Words: Thierry Henry Thoreau 
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I 
t used to be so straightforward. The Tories and Labour would take it in turns to win elections and see 

how long it would take to make the country sick of them, whereupon the other guys would win the next 

election. Meanwhile, the Liberals, and later the Liberal Democrats, would bring up the rear, mopping up 

the odd constituency, gaining a handful of tiny piping voices in the House of Commons, occasionally 

even having the best ideas and policies of the three, but always, without fail, coming in third; their only 

influence as spoilers and shmoozees. There was a brief period in the 1980s when some moderate Labour MPs 

formed their own party and looked, for a week or two, like changing the shape of British politics; but it 

became rapidly obvious that the Gang of Four’s grand plan basically began and ended with the formation of 

the SDP and that they had no idea what to do with it now they had done so. By the time they were fighting 

their first general election, they’d all but merged with the Liberals in lieu of finding an identity of their own; 

five years later they made it official. 

But now, the political landscape really has changed. The successor party to the SDP has finally achieved what 

Woy Jenkins, Shirley Williams, David Owen and the other one* could only promise repeatedly without 

coming up with a strategy to actually achieve it. They’ve caused a sea-change in British democracy. By selling 

out. 

N 
ow there’s no difference between the Liberals and the Tories, except one: it’s the Lib Dems who 

have the voters’ anger taken out on them. The party is haemmoraging votes at a terrifying rate. 

Every MP they lose—Chris Huhne being the latest—and every resulting by-election is another 

knife into the party’s torso, because short of the Nazis being the only other name on the ballot, 

there is almost no way they can win. Anything. This magazine is created in what for twenty years has been a 

fairly safe Lib Dem seat. Only them and the Tories have ever had a chance here, and now there’s no 

difference. For the first time in this writer’s lifetime, he has no idea who the fuck he’s going to vote for. In 

other words, shit’s crazy, dogg. 

The upshot is, the field has been flung open. With the Lib Dems in bed with the Enemy, and therefore 

rendered unvotable to much of their traditional base, there’s a vacancy for “third placed finisher”. Diversity of 

opinions! Diversity of messages! Diversity of rosettes, anyway. That’s the good news. The bad news is that 

only one party seems to have realised this opportunity exists, and it’s the UKIP. But there’s still time! With 

the next election nailed-on for 2015 (in one of the Coalition’s first actions, coincidentally enough), there’s still 

a couple of years for the likes of the Green Party—almost the only mainstream and truly left-wing party left—

or, hell, even the old Liberal Party (yeah, they still exist) to inch their way into the public consciousness. 

UKIP’s stolen the march; human dignity really requires someone like the Greens to steal it back. 

It needs to be said that this article was obviously prepared before the Eastleigh by-election turned out in early 

polling to be, as usual in that constituency, a straight contest by the Tories and the Lib Dems, despite there 

being no practical difference anymore. So maybe things aren’t that different after all and this is all a massive 

waste of time. Then again, in the election itself the Tories managed to come in third, which would be funny if 

second place hadn’t gone to fucking U fucking KIP. In fact, they came a very close second—less than two 

thousand votes—and with a bit more effort could very well have won their first seat, which is horrifying and 

depressing.  STOP VOTING FOR THEM. THEY’RE ONLY A LITTLE TO THE LEFT OF THE BNP. 

FOR FUCK’S SAKE. 

Eastleigh was actually quite confusing. It was the first time the Lib Dems won anything significant since they 

formed the Coalition of  Ideological Opposites just under three years ago. Despite everyone apparently having 

run away from the party like it had some kind of infectious cancer, they basically had the liberal side of the 

votership in Eastleigh sewn up, despite having a perfectly good John O’Farrell to vote for. Ultimately it was 

between the sellout centrists, the right, and the far-right, with the far-right making up a lot of ground. After 

Eastleigh, it’s impossible to see the next parliament without at least one UKIP MP. Three words: Tory-UKIP 

Coalition. Fear this. 
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United Kingdom Independence Party 
Who are they? Cunts. If you really need anything more specific than that: UKIP occupy the exact 

point before “right wing”, and placement in the same bracket as the Tories, becomes 

“far right” and association with the BNP and the NF. Many people consider them 

the Diet BNP—all of the awful taste, fewer genuine fascist and racist calories. Not 

that they aren’t fascists and racists; they’re just either marginally less so, or a lot better 

at hiding it. Where the BNP is working-class fascism, UKIP essentially bottom out 

with the upper middle class. They were formed in 1992 by disgruntled Tories when 

the hapless John Majors signed the watershed but impenetrably dull Maastricht 

Treaty that formed the EU. The original leader and party creator was the ludicrously 

named Dr. Alan Sked, a historian and former Liberal Party member whose anti-EU 

stance was at least based on some actual reasoning beyond knee-jerk xenophobia. 

Some. Inevitably, his new “anti-federalist” party attracted almost exclusively far-right 

racists, homophobes and upper-crust shitcrumbs, and Sked buggered off after the 

1997 election in despair at the increasing radicalisation of his dumb idea for a party. 

He’s resurfaced from time to time to post articles in the Guardian about how UKIP is 

shit, which is good for a laugh. 
UKIP founder Alan Sked, yesterday. 

Who’s in charge? 

UKIP leader Nigel Greenback, yesterday. 

The current leader is an oily, froglike bell-end with the suspiciously French-sounding 

name of Nigel Farage (pronounced fuh-RAHDGE, and not FA-ridge, like a decent 

English name). This is his second stint in the job, having held it previously from 2006 

to 2009, before stepping down to try and fight the Speaker’s seat, which is by tradition 

not fought by the main parties. Why a party leader would think the opportunity to 

become an MP means he needs to step down is unclear. His replacement, Lord 

Pearson of Rannoch, took them into a General Election in which they made no impact 

whatsoever, realised he was shit at this, and left, in a display of refreshing honesty if 

nothing else. Having inevitably failed to unseat the Speaker, Farage took the job back. 

He still has MP after his name though, albeit broken up with the letter E, and has done 

since 1999. And if you think it makes no sense that UKIP have MEPs, and therefore 

are active participants in the system they were formed to stand against...well, so did 

Alan Sked. To be fair, they can barely be said to be “active participants”, since they 

never show up and never have a consensus on anything. The three UKIP MEPs, and 

Farage in particular, are something of a standing joke in the European Parliament for 

this reason, and because of Farage’s occasional speeches, which generally consist of 

barefaced, xenophobic insults prefaced with “I don’t mean to be rude, but”. 

What are their chances? Disturbingly high. Were the General Election held tomorrow, they might very well 

come in third. They’d almost certainly fulfil their long-standing dream of getting some 

MPs. This would be almost as depressing as Cameron being “re”-elected, because it 

would represent a massive swing to the right in the British political landscape. They like 

to claim Libertarianism, and they get cross if you call them Conservative—especially 

the ones, like Farage, who used to actually be in the Conservative Party. But the truth is 

they’re a far-right outfit disguised as a populist Tory alternative. They’re only 

marginally less dangerous than the BNP, and no more trustworthy as a repository for 

your protest votes. If you’re gay, in particular, or an ethnic minority — particularly a 

Muslim — these people are literally your enemies. We expect they only tolerate Rustie 

Lee as a spokeswoman because of the tiny, tiny star power she wields from being a chef 

on TV-am 25 years ago. They claim to be in favour of civil partnerships, but only 

because they’re a fact, and because if they said out loud what they genuinely believe 

about homosexuals they’d lose momentum like a downhill skier running into a pile of 

glue. Unfortunately, they’re largely too smart to do that, and will instead continue to 

pretend to be the only right-wing party in the country. Seriously. They believe that. 

They believe that Cameron’s Tories aren’t right-wing. That’s how far right they are. 
Celebrity supporter (assuming it’s still 
1989) Rustie Lee, yesterday. 



8 

Green Party 

Who are they? 
The only left-wing party in Parliament. Maybe that’s a tad unfair on Labour (not to 

mention the corollary of the Co-Operative Party), but they’re centre-left at best these 

days because that’s what they think everyone wants them to be. These guys are the 

real deal. The name marks them out as environmentalists, of course, but social issues 

have always also been a Thing in the Main with the party. They even have a basic 

statement of principles to go with their election manifestos, like Labour used to 

before Tony Blair scrapped it. They’re not just about wind farms and electric cars and 

couscous — not that there’s anything wrong with any of those things in the first place 

— they also want to legalise your actual cannabis and legislate the harder drugs, 

under the principle that treating it like a war has failed with a thoroughness and 

intensity normally seen only in successes. They want to scrap Trident, because really? 

Millions of pounds spent on a nuclear submarine you’re never going to use in a 

recession? Really? They want to revolutionise democracy, scrap the Monarchy, 

change the House of Lords into something useful and introduce Proportional 

Representation. They want to introduce a state-mandated Living Wage. They want 

to renationalise shit. Most notably, they actually give a shit about things, as opposed 

to the main parties who just want to be elected. Of course, so do UKIP. 

The Green Party’s leader and first MP, Caroline 
Lucas,  yesterday. 

The Greens are so progressive that their current leader is a foreigner: Sydney native 

Natalie Bennett, a sort of Bizarro Pauline Hanson. She started out as a journalist, 

unsurprisingly at The Guardian, before successfully  running to replace outgoing 

leader Caroline Lucas, who stepped down after one four-year term to let other people 

have a go. This is symptomatic of the Greens’ main flaw: they’re too fucking nice. 

Not their policies—which are precisely nice enough—just their attitude. Lucas, for 

her part, was and is also the Greens’ first and only MP; elected to Brighton Pavilion 

in one of the first results in 2010, at a point where we all needed cheering up (unless 

we owned a top hat). Lucas sums up the Greens in many ways: she’s a genuinely 

good, principled person, with sincerely held beliefs and left-wing principles. She’s 

also middle-class as fuck and believes in fucking homeopathy (ie dissolving things in 

water over and over; invented in the 18th Century when we didn’t know any better, 

proven multiple times to be basically a nonsense now that we do, and only used by 

touchy-feely wet whole-foods liberals who are either touchingly naïve, like Lucas, or 

otherwise narcissistic enough to forgo actual medicine just so people can see them 

doing so). 

Who’s in charge? 

Green Party leader Natalie Bennett, yesterday. 

What are their chances? 

The great but unelectable Michael Foot yesterday. 

We’d like to say quite good; they seem to have basically good ideas on everything 

(although we’ve actually discovered that we’d have said the same thing about Michael 

Foot’s Labour, so maybe we’re not the ideal control group). And admittedly some of 

their more radical opinions (most notably the wholesale overhaul of Britain as a 

political entity) might scare people off. But no-one’s going to listen to them as long as 

they’re being so fucking polite. They need to grow teeth, and charisma, put themselves 

about more, essentially be less nice. We totally understand why they are so nice — it’s 

basically their platform — but this is politics. It’s a bastard-eat-bastard-and-bastard’s-

entire-family-and-rapes-its-skeleton-afterward world, whether you believe in eating the 

poor or giving everyone in the country a flat fee just for existing. We’re not calling for 

Karl Rovian realpolitik, but there has to be a middle ground. They need to hire 

Malcolm Tucker or something, because they could be a viable alternative for 

disgruntled left-wingers who gave up on Labour long ago, only to have their second 

option snatched away from them at the last election. Someone needs to stop the rise of 

UKIP. 
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Liberal Party 
Yeah, they’re still around. The Liberal Party of David Steel, Jeremy “Dog Killer” Thorpe, Lloyd 

George and William Gladstone. At least they reckon they’re the same party. While the SDP was 

going through the party political equivalent of a desperate doctor pressing a defibrillator on its 

chest and bellowing “CLEAR” long past the point of rigor mortis, the Liberal Party was also on 

the comeback trail, but quietly. Liberal MP Michael Meadowcroft, unimpressed at the new party, 

formed the new school of old school in 1989, and led it until 2006, when he buggered off to join 

the Lib Dems after all. Cheers then. They had a certain amount of presence at the unutterably 

depressing 1992 election (ie they were able to send out election pamphlets), but failed to make 

any impact whatsoever on anything, anywhere, ever, and since then have been almost exclusively 

reduced to the local Government circuit, most prominently in Liverpool. The party’s leader, 

Steve Radford, who resembles concept art for a gay Mitchell brother who never made it past the 

ideas stage, is a Liverpool City Councillor of thirty years standing—longer than the present 

Liberal Party has existed, of course. He also ran for Mayor of Liverpool, where he made a minor 

splash via a rubbish pun on LiverpoolDirect (try and guess what it was) in an electoral leaflet 

which resembled a gaudy menu for the worst burger bar in town. He came fifth, but at least he beat the Tory candidate. 

That’s Liverpool for you. 

Anyway, never mind the personalities, what are the Continuity Liberal Party’s policies? Well, they’re mostly fairly centre

-left boilerplate: tax the rich, legalize the weed, introduce a bill of rights and a constitution — all that good stuff from the 

last Lib Dem manifesto when they didn’t think they’d have to actually follow through. Their main distinguishing feature 

is that they’re almost as Eurosceptic as UKIP, albeit from a reasoned, considered point of view as opposed to UKIP’s 

kneejerk xenophobia and British exceptionalism. They don’t want to leave the EU, they just have objections to its 

basically Thatcherite economic structure. Which is nice. The main thing standing in the way of the Liberal Party, really, 

is the fact that no-one outside of Liverpool knows they exist. Otherwise they’d be the perfect candidates to replace their 

own replacements as the party everyone likes and no-one votes for. 

What. 

Steve Radford, heir to 
Lloyd George, yesterday. 

The Liberals managed to emerge with much more dignity that the other guys. The 

SDP actually reformed as a rump twice. David Owen had bristled at the mere electoral alliance with the Liberals, and 

famously reformed the SDP immediately after the merger, only to finally give in after they were defeated in a by-

election by the Monster Raving Loony Party (the political equivalent of being iceburned by Andy Dick). Some 

hilarious SDP members refused to accept even this, and reformed the party a second time under the leadership of the 

guy who lost to Lord Sutch. They exist to this day in a handful of parish councils; visiting their website, which was 

apparently created in the dark, reveals a party with absolutely no idea why they exist or what they’re for. Altogether 

now: so no change there then. 

Policywise, the said hideous website, amidst plenty of poorly-resized stock images of people high-fiving, includes a 

similarly poorly resized image of a campaign leaflet setting their basic beliefs out—and very confusing they are too. We 

should keep the pound; immigration should be limited and controlled; England should have a parliament (because 

apparently we don’t already); councils should build 

affordable homes for let; we should stop selling animals for 

meat; and “socialism is not a dirty word”. Most notably, 

they believe that Britain should leave the EU. That was 

added a couple of years ago by the new leader, Peter 

Johnson (the bloke in the picture), who also added the red 

line under the logo and changed the website from being basic 

but competent to the mess it is now. God knows what David 

Owen thinks about all this. They have no chance of getting 

anywhere ever again in their present form. 

Social Democratic Party 
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"Not left, not right, just English". So they say. The English Democrats were formed in 

the early 80s by Robin Tilbrook, who remains Party leader to this day, as the English 

National Party. Their main platform: a parliament in England. Because apparently 

there isn't one. Also: St. George's Day. Oh, and fuck the EU, which seems to be a 

recurring theme. For a party that's neither left nor right, they certainly seem to attract 

more than their fair share of swivel-eyed far-right cockmules defecting out of UKIP 

and the BNP - which has scared off a lot of people, including the man who had given 

them their biggest success story. Just weeks before this magazine "went to press", Peter 

Davies, who'd delivered the EDs their greatest scalp when he was elected Mayor of 

Doncaster in 2009, resigned from the party, citing his increasing discomfort at having 

to share a platform with ugly racists and/or homophobes. Tilbrook almost 

instantaneously launched a venomous and highly public attack on him, which resulted 

the following day in another English Democrat councillor resigning in protest, leaving 

them with just four elected representatives left in the country. Well done there. The 

astonishing implosion of the past month has basically made a nonsense of their 

inclusion in this article at all, but we weren't to know. English Nationalism is still a 

movement, though, and even if the EDs do disappear completely up Tilbrook's arse, 

we're sure another lion-bothering English party will rise in its stead.  

English Democrats 

Really? 

English Democrat and douche 
Robin Tilbrook, yesterday. 

Respect 

On paper, Respect seems like a good idea. A fusion of new and traditionalist leftism, a 

party based on the principles of socialism, environmentalism and trade unionism. 

Sounds perfect! A party like that would be a really good idea one day. What we have 

here, however, is a monument to several egos: most notably, George Galloway’s. Ol’ 

George was a nobody in the Labour Party until his constant bellicose speechifying 

against the Iraq War got him kicked out. He formed Respect with George Monbiot 

and Salma Yaqob as an anti-Iraq war, anti-New Labour, pro-sucking Galloway’s cock 

party. Respect had their greatest success at the 2005 election, when Galloway defeated 

the largely blameless Labour candidate Oona King at Bethnal Green and Bow, 

whereupon he embarked on a five year term in which, instead of serving his 

constituents (about whom he couldn’t give a flying fuck, having picked the 

constituency for being a soft target rather than any affinity with it), he appeared on 

Celebrity Big Brother drinking milk from the cupped hands of Rula Lenska, got a 

talkshow on shit bellowing network TalkSPORT, praised the likes of Hugo Chávez 

and Fidel Castro on general principles and basically acting the tosser and rubbed his 

ego into the country’s face at every opportunity. He moved on to Poplar and 

Limehouse in 2010, lost, and flailed around for a bit until he managed to find a 

constituency (Bradford West) who’d vote for him. 

He’s not even the leader of Respect. To the extent it has one at all, it’s Salma Yaqob. 

But Galloway will always be its figurehead, and that’s why it will never be a viable 

leftist party in this country: because for all that he was briefly a hero, it is widely 

understood nowadays that Galloway is A Douche of quite impressive proportions. 

He’s the left-wing equivalent of Robert Kilroy-Silk and is about as credible. 

Whatever 

An ego yesterday. 
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BNP 

No. 
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CLOWNS for RINGLEADERS 
It seems to good to be true, but the NRA seem 
to be self-destructing in the wake of constant 
gun-related massacres. But the NRA aren’t the 
enemy. They’re just the court jesters. It’s the gun 
manufacturers that occupy the throne. 
Words: Sampford Courtenay 
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I 
n 1996, the BBC’s top children’s current affairs show 

Newsround had a title sequence consisting of several 

angular, brightly coloured images of pandas and space 

shuttles and things, accompanied by a jazzy oboe-led 

tune based around the traditional news-show repetitive 

beats motif. Except for one day in March, when the show 

opened with a silent still frame of the logo before fading to 

a stone-faced Julie Etchingham. This was genuinely creepy, 

and served as a warning to the kids that something had 

happened that horrified even the news. They hadn’t even 

done this when they broke the news that Challenger had 

exploded (although since it exploded literally ten minutes 

earlier they didn’t have time). 

The reason for the solemnity was that a man named 

Thomas Hamilton had burst into a primary school in an 

out-of-the-way town in mid-Scotland with a fuckload of 

guns and slaughtered sixteen children, their teacher, and 

finally his own shit and awful self. Sixteen children. That 

was enough. More than enough. Handguns were banned 

and rifles and shotguns got the shit regulated out of them. 

And that was under a Tory government. 

Dunblane never happened again. In fact, no mass shootings 

ever happened again until 2010, when a single crazy person 

with a shotgun and a rifle murdered his brother, his lawyer 

and a friend, and then strolled through Cumbria for an 

afternoon of killing whoever crossed his path, followed, as 

per tradition, by himself. Rifle and shotgun legislation was 

tightened up a tad bit more. And of course, assault 

weapons such as the M1 Carbine have been illegal in the 

UK since they were used in the Hungerford massacre 25 

years ago. That never happened again either. 

Three “lone-wolf” mass shootings in 25 years. Obviously, 

it’s three too many, but it’s still astonishing considering that 

eight—EIGHT—mass shootings happened in America just 

last year. And the likes of Wayne LaPierre have the 

BALLS say our gun control laws are insane. And to say the 

real cause of things like Newtown was a fucking LACK of 

guns. 

N 
o-one who wasn’t a sociopath knew who 

Wayne LaPierre was until Newtown. Bringing 

him to the world’s attention was by some 

distance the least of the crimes committed on 

that day, but we still resent that we know his name. Still, 

his rise to prominence did have the happy effect of making 

the world aware of how batshit insane he and his 

NAMBLA-for-gunfuckers lobbying group is. His 

astonishing press-conference, which blamed 20-year old  

video games, rap music, the amount of positive ions in the 

atmosphere and haemmorhoids for Newtown, while 

simultaneously advocating chucking more guns at the 

problem, was a watershed moment in the history of guns in 

America: the first time many people looked up and realised 

that these people are terrible. Maybe it’s because they no 

longer have the late Charlton Heston to deliver this horrible 

shit with the authority of Moses — although they do still 

have Tom Selleck, Chuck Norris, and slightly 

disappointingly, R. Lee Ermey, so they hardly lack for 

either charisma or authority. Maybe it’s because this time 

they were being blasé over the corpses of twenty six-year-

old children. But when the fucking New York Post calls 

you crazy you have to have been just a few steps away from 

literally foaming at the mouth. In case you weren’t aware, 

the New York Post is Rupert Murdoch’s attempt at 

bringing the template of The Sun to the American press, 

only far more right-wing. Unless it’s is some confused 

attempt at a double-bluff, being called a loon by these guys 

is quite uniquely humiliating. By the time some NRA-

affiliated douche-a-ma-clot congressman invited genuinely 

insane shit-metal prick Ted Nugent to the State of the 

Union, all bets were off: after several decades of being 

untouchable, the NRA were finally descending into the 

flailing jokes they’d always been inside but had hitherto 

hidden from public view. And this is a good thing, 

obviously. But unfortunately, it’s just a flesh wound to gun 

culture. 

T 
he NRA are just useful idiots. The public face of 

gun culture, the ones who make it a political issue 

instead of a fucking common sense issue, which is 

exactly what it would be if it wasn’t for the fact 

that people make money off this shit. It’s the same 

reason the likes of FOREST — the tobacco-funded pro-

smoking “pressure group”— exist. FOREST wasn’t created 

because smoking  oneself to death is some kind of basic 

human rights issue. It was created cancer manufacturers 

Ronnie G. Barrett, CEO of the company behind the M82, 
pictured in his supervillain lair decorated with bullets and the 
American flag and a fucking sniper rifle lapel pin yesterday. 
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noticed ASH and decided to counteract with their own 

pressure group, to promote the notion that wasting vast 

sums of money on unpleasant chemical concoctions that 

will eventually kill you is somehow an ideological thing, 

and not simply because you’re clinically addicted to the 

nicotine they put in which is the one and only thing that 

keeps you from buying the fucking stuff. 

With guns, the addiction isn’t directly chemical. It’s the 

undeniable power trip that comes with holding one. In the 

instant of firing a gun, the average human feels momentarily 

like nine Gods. And as that pantheon-like feeling fades, it 

transfers to the gun itself. It’s a psychological addiction akin 

to gambling, rather than a chemical dependency as with 

nicotine or alcohol. 

The other big difference is that guns are more dangerous to 

the people around the user than even passive smoking. 

Apart from that, it’s much the same basic notion: 

demonstrably dangerous things being sold as lifestyle 

accoutrements, penis-enhancers and expressions of personal 

identity and ideology, by ghouls who cheerfully profit off 

human misery and death and get offended when anyone so 

much as thinks that this may be actually wrong. 

T 
he NRA’s leadership includes the likes of Ronnie 

G. Barrett, inventor of the M82 sniper rifle, as used 

by armies all over the world, and also famous for 

its starring role in South Armagh in the 90s.Yours, 

if you’re an American citizen, for a few hundred dollars. Then there’s Todd Rathner, who runs a safari company 

where you go to Africa and slaughter blameless wildlife. He 

also lobbies for the knife industry and comes across as 

genuinely insane. And who could forget George Kollitides, 

the CEO of the post-shame “Freedom Group”, who own 

the Bushmaster brand of guns, as used at Sandy Hook. He’s 

one of the NRA’s top  backers. 

So, to sum up, the NRA sees money pouring in from the 

manufacturers of the tools that killed 20 children and 6 

adults a week before Christmas last year. They  want to 

keep selling assault rifles to the general public, even though it 

demonstrably led to the murder of over two dozen of people, mostly 

6-year old children. They DO NOT GIVE A FUCK. And 

they certainly don’t give a fuck about the Second 

Amendment, or the constitution in general, except as a 

means to an end. That end being profit. And they have a 

massive national lobbying group set up to protect those 

profits while simultaneously spinning this issue into one of 

personal freedom as opposed to standard corporate greed. 

We’re going to abruptly end the article now and go hack at 

our forearms with a can-opener. Just remember: it’s 

dangerous to confuse clowns with ringleaders. 

George Kollitides standing over the mutilated 
corpse of a deer which was just minding its own 
business yesterday. 

The equivalent of the Daily Star calling 
you a classless racist bell-end, yesterday. 
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Anatomy 

of a 

TuRd 
That’s the American Association of Retired Persons — sort 

of the American equivalent of SAGA. Why they’re the 

sworn enemies of the NRA we don’t know, especially as 

many NRA members are twice as old as fuck themselves. 

Less of a mystery why these guys might have a vested 

interest in reducing the number of firearms murders in 

America. So that’s old people and doctors so far listed as the 

NRA’s bitter adversaries in their fight for freedom. Okay. 

Old people, doctors and black people. Nice. 

Bonus points for including a fucking mental 

health charity in there, too. 

Oh, can’t forget about the Jews... 

And the women of course. Guns do make 

domestic violence that much easier. 

And then it really goes off the deep end... 

So much for the lawyers. 

THIS IS TRUE WE SWEAR TO 

GOD. Look it up. No, we have no idea 

what the fuck, but Levis, Hallmark and 

Sara Lee are listed, along with the 

Kansas City Royals and all newspapers 

ever. 

...what. 

And as for the individuals... 

Just because the NRA are (touch wood) losing 
relevance, doesn’t mean we can’t laugh at 
them, if only to stem the dread. In the second 
of an occasional series, we look at the now-
legendary NRA shit list: a rambling catalogue 
of seemingly random organisations and 
celebrities the NRA considers their enemies 
for one deranged reason or another. The list, 
made public presumably by mistake on their 

“Institute for Legislative Action” website, was 
taken down sharpish after literally everyone in 
the world pointed and laughed at it, but the 
Wayback Machine never forgets. For the full 
list, go to this link NOW NOW NOW: http://bit.ly/
ZhEmVE . For the choicest cuts, read on... 

http://bit.ly/ZhEmVE
http://bit.ly/ZhEmVE


17 

Richard Dean Anderson… 

presumably because he doesn’t 

need a gun. He’s MacGyver, he 

can kill you with four nail 

clippings, a brown lemon and a 

cork. 

And who could forget 

the insidious evil of 

Mary Lou Retton? 

Or Nora Ephron? Who 

the NRA don’t seem to 

realise is dead? 

Ma$e is presumably listed 

because he gave up 

rapping about guns in 

favour of being, you know, 

Christian and shit. Or 

because he spells his name 

with a dollar sign. 

One of our favourite entries is The Temptations. 

Yes, the fucking Temptations. Papa Was A 

Rolling Stone and all that. Other defunct bands 

on the list include N’Sync and the Temptations’ 

Motown stablemates Boyz II Men. No word yet 

on the NRA’s stance toward 5ive and the 

Chairmen of the Board. 

Presumably she, like Andy 

Williams, will rise up to 

destroy the second amendment 

from beyond the grave. 

For evil musicians, though, you can’t beat the 

entire surviving Zappa family: Moon, Dweezil, 

Diva and Ahmet, plus his widow Gail. Since you 

apparently don’t have to be alive to qualify, they 

might as well have included Frank too. 

Wait, Geraldo Rivera? 

Why? Doesn’t he shill 

hard enough on Fox 

News? Are you still 

bitter that he insulted 

Michelle Malkin? Is 

this just revenge for Al 

Capone’s vault? We’re 

sure he’s sorry about 

your wasted evening, 

guys. Get over it. 

Finally, Kevin 

Bacon. And by 

association, 

everyone in 

Hollywood. 

Efficient. 

If you’re listing Dick Van 

Dyke as your enemy, you 

must be Satan. 

And if you then add 

Maya Angelou? You’re 

Satan’s Satan. 

Art Garfunkel, 

the most 

dangerous man 

in America. 

Hey, it’s another dead guy. Although to be fair he only died a 

few weeks ago. The entire medical profession is the enemy, 

you’ll recall. Unless they just named Koop for his beard. 
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CAPITE HOC OFFICIUM ATQUE TRUDITE ID 
No mo’ Pope. By the time this goes out, Benedict 
XVI will be in his last week of service as Bishop of 
Rome and highfalutin’ voice o’God type thing. Here’s 
800-oddfairly random words about that whole deal. 
(We really shouldn’t write these introductions last) 

Words: Gareth Manford 
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CAPITE HOC OFFICIUM ATQUE TRUDITE ID 
By the time you read this, the world will be Popeless. Rome will be without a Bishop and God will have no-one 
to represent his views to the people who believe he speaks Latin. And knowing that in advance is pretty strange. 
No-one has relinquished the office of Pope in a couple of years short of six centuries. The last one to resign - or 
abdicate, more accurately, since it's an office of state and shit yeah - was Gregory XII back in 1415. And he left 
not because he was old as balls and probably facing the onset of Alzheimer's, but because there were about three 
Popes at the time and one of them had to sacrifice himself to bring the church back together. Ever since, for 600 
years, the Pope has died in office, occasionally getting murdered like John Paul I (WELL, DEMONSTRATE 
THAT HE WASN'T THEN, YOU SHADY BASTARDS). Until now. 

Benedict XVI was always a stop-gap. From the moment he tottered forward in the white robes, looking like a 
Spitting Image puppet of Dracula's grandfather, it was clear he wasn't going to last too long. He has been in 
charge just short of a decade, which was more or less what everyone expected. What no-one expected, including 
literally everyone in the Vatican apparently, was for him to resign. His lauded (and actually quite decent, for a 
leader of an inherently right-wing and oppressive organisation) predecessor hung on until the bitter end, even as 

he grew increasingly frail and skeletal and his kidneys ceased to function. 

The six hundred year gap between now and the last time this happened has meant a whole new set of rules has 
had to be drawn up for a scenario that no-one anticipated. In the end it was decided that Benedict would keep his 
papal name, rather than reverting back to Joseph Ratzinger, and he also gets to keep his white robes (the colour 
white denoting that he's a bigshot) - albeit without any of the gold trimmings and spangles and sequins which 
John Paul II didn't bother with but Benedict brought back with a vengeance. He will have the title "Pope 
Emeritus" - ie Pope in Retirement With Perpetual Popiness And Shit. Oh, and the Fisherman's Ring, the one 
with his papal name and a picture of St. Peter on a boat, will be taken away and smashed with a bloody big 
hammer. But that happens every time. Most Popes don't even wear the bloody thing unless it's necessary, but 
Benedict never took his off until Thursday the 28th of February, 2013. 

One of his last decrees was that the Church wouldn't have to sit around for a fortnight twiddling its rosaries 
before starting the Conclave to name his successor. Which is nice.  A bunch of people, mostly Catholics, have 
entered the frame for the job: some are even BLACK. Were we a betting magazine, we'd probably have a 
tuppence on the next Pontiff being South American - Brazil and Argentina being Catholicism's main growth 
areas of late. But ultimately they're all much of a sameness - right wing, rosary-bothering and unlikely to be 
sponsored by Durex any time soon. The really interesting question, as far as we're concerned, is what he's going 
to call himself. It’s usually a trait or a saint, and often gives clues as to the new Pope’s intentions. John-Paul III 
would be boring, as would any of the overused names from the past century - John, Paul, Pius...even Benedict's 
been used twice in the past century. Leo and Gregory are the most recent names other than those four, and there 
was a string of Benedicts and Clements in the nineteenth century, but Papal names used to be much more 
interesting. There hasn't been a Pope Innocent since number XIII in seventeen-something, and we'd like to see 
another one of those, if only for the sheer balls of naming yourself "INNOCENT". Other names ripe for revival 

include Adrian, Linus, Sylvester, Victor, or best of all: Hilarius. Christopher deserves some love as well (there 
was only one of those, and he doesn't even count), and Stephen is unlikely, as no-one can decide how many of 
those there were. You'd think the Catholic Church would be better organized - they also managed to skip over 
John XX. We probably won't be seeing Alexander, because that name is forever associated with Rodrigo Borgia, 
and it's likely that no-one will ever have the colossal balls to name themselves "Peter II". And why, out of the 
four gospels, has John been the only one to get any use? One Mark and no Matthews or Lukes at all? They only 
wrote the New Testament, you fuckers! It’ll probably be another Pius, or if we’re lucky a John (since the most 

recent one of those started Vatican II, effectively glasnost for Catholicism). Outside bet: Pope Eugene V. Could 
happen. 
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WHOSE MEAT IS IT ANYWAY? 

Burgers contaminated with horse that’s 
contaminated with painkillers. Halal sausages 
made with pork anyway because who gives a 
fuck. What’s next, traces of pine marten in the 
Bolognese? Meat is moidah. 
Words: Willard van Omnomnom Quine 
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S 
o we've all been eating mashed nag 

when we thought we were getting 

minced cow. We've actually 

knowingly eaten horse - they eat it all 

the time in France. We weren't fond. It's a bit 

too rich for our taste, and has a bit of a rabbity 

aftertaste. And we could hardly taste the 

painkillers. But we knew what we were getting. 

We bought horse, we cooked horse, we ate 

horse. Suddenly people all over the country 

have done the same thing while expecting beef. 

It's an unusual scandal in that no single person 

or even company is at the centre of the storm - 

just the concept of horses being mashed into 

burgers. It was only as this magazine was being 

finalised that one specific meat wholesaler came 

to the fore: an Irish company called QK Meats. 

QK's clients apparently include frozen giants 

BirdsEye, despite the fact that their website 

gives the impression of a small family-run 

carpentry firm from Kilcullen, rather than 

anyone who'd ever enter into business with a 

major multinational corporation. It claims to be 

"best viewed with Netscape 3.0", and we believe 

it. And it turns out that their meat production is 

as shoddy as their web design. 

It's fairly obvious how this happened: mash in 

the odd offcut from the knacker's yard to plump 

up the beefburger and make the cow meat go 

further and thus, save money, which is of 

course the sole motive of action since the 

human race adopted the fucking Ferengi Rules 

of Acquisition. We think it was some time in 

the eighties. 

I 
n the absence of a single villain, the popular 

press has been flailing at everything from 

Tesco plc to the concept of horses. Well, to 

be fair, he scandal was only a few steps 

above a puff-piece when it just involved Tesco 

Value burgers. It's assumed those are made of 

eyelids and tendons anyway, and it came as 

little surprise when the odd horse spleen was 

discovered in there too. It's all the working 

classes deserve anyway. Probably more. As for 

Iceland, who the fuck knows what half that stuff 

even is? When traces of pork were discovered in 

supposedly halal sausages, that also turned out 

to be slightly less than a major development in 

the popular press, because ha ha, Muslims. 

Possibly the likes of massive wanker Andy 

McNab might have been given to wonder why 

they didn't explode on contact - these right-wing 

Gulf War fanfiction writers seem to share a 

genuine belief that pork is to Muslims as 

Kryptonite is to Superman. It became a major 

scandal through a combination of sheer weight 

of numbers, the implication of brands such as 

BirdsEye that the middle-class might touch with 

a bargepole, and most importantly, the 

involvement of FOREIGNERS. Yes! The 

meat's been going through Europe! It's their 

fault, the dago wop frog kraut Swiss bastards! 

What are Romanians, vampires? Yeah, vampire 

gits! 

It also transpired that this has some of its origin 

in old-fashioned racism. The Romanian 

government recently banned horses from the 

roads in Romania, simply to fuck with the 

Romanies. That inevitably created an equine 

surplus, and one expedient if grotesque solution 

was to sell them to cheap meat companies to 

mash into burgers. Watch for this angle to be 

completely ignored in the media because it's not 

sensational enough. And because who the fuck 

cares about pikeys. 

The moral of the story is: go vegetarian. Or, if 

you really like the way animal flesh and muscle 

tastes in your mouth, and don’t have a problem 

with animals eating other animals because 

that’s how it works, buy your meat from a local 

butcher with his own stock and, for preference, 

a Q Guild certification. Then you can be sure 

you’re getting not only the correct mashed 

creature, but also quite probably parts of it that 

are worth eating in the first place, such as 

briskets and whatever the hell else. Not eyelids, 

that’s the important thing. 
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HUGO INVICTUS 

That’s what he thought, anyway. But it turns out socialism 
isn’t the cure for cancer. Here’s some words explaining what 
the world’s problem was with this guy who died right at the 
last minute here, so if it’s incoherent, rambling and peppered 
with spelling mistakes and grammatical errors...well, at least 
it won’t stand out from the rest of the magazine. 

Words: John Wirstham-Harte 
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W 
e’ll give you three guesses as to what it is that makes Venezuela so special that everyone in the 

world shit their pants when they elected a radical leftist to the Presidency. What could 

Venezuela possibly have to makes the rest of the world cast more than a cursory glance at an 

otherwise unremarkable second-and-a-half-world South American country full of mountains 

and sheep and IT’S OIL ALRIGHT IT’S FUCKING OIL. It happens to be one of the most biodiverse 

nations on Earth, with the edge of the Andes on one side, the top of the Amazon on the other and the 

Orinoco in between, but fuck that shit, they got OIL. So naturally it’s important for them always to elect right

-wingers who love America and apple pie. Or if they wanted to stage a military coup and start a fascist 

dictatorship that kills thousands upon thousands in the name of perpetuating its totalitarian regime, so much 

the better. No chance of Pinochet getting voted out before at least a decade was up. 

But no, those bastards thought they could run their own country better than The King Of All Countries, 

Inventor Of Democracy And Owner Of The Patent On The Concept Of Freedom, AmericaFuckYeah, and so 

they elected an unreconstructed Socialist with a great big massive capital S. Not that this made him a nice 

man, but he wasn’t the Hitler Q. Stalin the rightwing American media tried to convince the entire world he 

was either. Hey guess what: the truth lies somewhere in between. It does that sometimes. 

C 
hávez was born a typical working-class Venezuelan kid—ie into grinding poverty—in 1954, and 

immediately went into the military, getting close enough to the country’s political machine to be 

thoroughly pissed off about it, and tried to stage a coup. It was a colossal failure and Chávez spent 

a couple of years in prison. Upon his release, he decided to try getting elected instead of just killing 

everyone and taking over — which is quite a mature decision, really — and formed a socialist party which 

won election in 1998, in Venezuela’s first non-hookey national elections (as far as anyone could tell). He 

immediately started reshaping the country in his own image, drawing up a whole new constitution that, 

reasonably enough, necessitated further elections two years later. Chávez won again, but this time its 

legitimacy wasn’t quite so clear, and eventually he had to face a recall referendum in 2004. 

Now, we’re not saying the 2000 election wasn’t hookey. We’re not saying it was, either: no-one without an 

agenda has really made a persuasive case either way. And the subsequent referendum almost certainly was. 

But it was also almost certainly more the CIA’s idea than that of the people of Venezuela, because as 

President, Chávez began an extended program of irritating the fuck out of the United States. He got his first 

real critical notices when he somehow managed to insinuate that the President of America was Satan and a 

donkey simultaneously. The President was of course George W. Bush, so it’s hard to disagree. He also made 

damn sure everyone could see how much he was great mates with the likes Daniel Ortéga of Nicaragua and 

the successive Castros in Cuba. And, of course, he wouldn’t give up the oil. The final insult came in the wake 

of Hurricane Katrina, when he offered hundreds of personnel, a million dollars in aid and even the odd barrel 

of gasoline to help out New Orleans. The Bush administration told him to fuck off, and then went back to 

doing nothing at all. And yes, of course Chávez did it for the publicity. But just by offering to do something, he 

was more use than the actual US Government. 

S 
o what’s Chávez’s basic legacy? Well, probably something very important in South America. He 

was President for fourteen years, mostly via elections that, according to UN observers, were 

reasonably free and fair. He must have made some impact. The massive cult of personality he left 

behind seems to bear that out—weeping crowds are following the funeral procession as we type, 

carring massive placards of their late leader’s chubby face. But not being South American, we’re fucked if we 

can really tell you what kind of impact he has left on the continent as a whole, and we’re not going to insult 

you by pretending otherwise. The only reason we knew who he was in the first place was that he was left-

wing (pretty far-left wing) and annoyed America. And had oil. He wouldn’t be important otherwise, just as 

Nicaragua was just some random country until America thought it could decide who ran it. Venezuela’s none 

of anyone’s business but the Venezuelans’. Oil or no oil. 
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BETTER RED THAN DEAD 
H 

ey, remember Chumbawamba? Of course 

you  do, even if you don’t remember there 

was only one “u” in the name. “I get 

knocked down, but I get up again.” Great 

days, probably. You’re probably even aware that, prior 

(and subsequent) to having a massive hit out of 

nowhere with a cheerfully brainless drinking song, they 

were a hard-left political folk-punk-ska anarchist 

collective, a bit like Crass with tunes. What you’re 

probably less familiar with is the name of their debut 

album in 1986: “Pictures of Starving 

Children Sell Records”. 

Yeah. Harsh, right? This was, of course, 

the age of Live Aid, when white people 

the first world over were giving 

themselves crippling arm-strains in the 

process of patting themselves on the back 

for being so bloody caring about Africa 

and shit yeah?  And then Chumbawamba 

came along to spoil the party with an 

articulate and carefully-argued album 

which pointedly explains how Live Aid is a sideshow 

that achieves more for the viewer’s sense of self-

satisfaction than it does for the starving millions; that 

the entire political structure of the first world is what 

contributes to the misery of the world; effectively 

creating it altogether as a sort of waste-lock for what we 

smugly call the developed world’s blind, pacified self- 

indulgence. 

And good on them for saying it. But why stick the knife 

so very, very deep into Live Aid itself, an event which 

existed solely to provide help for people starving to 

death? Yeah, it’s not going to solve anything, but why 

do you think Bob Geldof called it “Band Aid”? That’s 

exactly what it was, a plaster over a wound, and he 

always knew it and never pretended otherwise. While 

Chumbawamba were absolutely right to point out the 

underlying issues which Live Aid wasn’t—actually, 

couldn’t—do anything to change, and to point out the 

patronising image of Africa we were being sold in the 

process — with the continent having no voice of its own 

in proceedings, and being essentially a desert that 

needed white people to save it — what was gained by 

taking shots at Paul McCartney? What had he done 

other than appear on stage and sing some songs to try 

and attract people to donate to a worthy cause? Live 

Aid might not have been the solution to all the world’s 

problems us patronising white people thought it was, 

but it made the world slightly better. (It would have 

made it even better if a lot of the money hadn’t gone 

straight to dictators and militiamen, but we didn’t know 

that yet). There were hypocrisies involved, and it did 

unfortunately obscure some more fundamental issues 

about why the third world exists in 

the first place in the process of raising 

millions of pounds so people wouldn’t 

starve to death in a world which had 

just invented the McDLT, but Paul 

McCartney, Freddie Mercury and 

Cliff Richard just worked there, and if 

it did serve to raise their musical 

profiles, welp, there you go. 

Performing  in the world’s biggest 

concert viewed by billions worldwide 

will do that. Who cares. It’s a side-

effect. At the very least, thanks to Live Aid, at least 

some people didn’t die, which means Status Quo did 

more to help people than any number of anarcho-punks 

did by sitting on the sofa and sneering and composing 

songs about why David Bowie is a gobshite. Call for 

genuine change, alright. Educate the people about 

global injustice. Show them the truth behind the media 

spectacle. But sneering wholesale at an event that 

basically just wanted to help people (and largely 

succeeded)? Fucking grow up. “Pictures of Starving 

Children Sell records.” Well, so do album titles like 

that, to the right audience. 

A 
round the same time as Chumbawamba’s 

big statement, Comic Relief was emerging 

from the minds of Richard Curtis and 

friends, inspired by the same material as Bob 

Geldof, but with comedy instead of music. With the 

launch in 1988 of Red Nose Day,  it became one of the 

most successful charities in Britain, raising over £750 

million quid over 24 years, while its BBC telethon a 

biannual fixture alongside the inherently less cool 

Children in Need. 
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And just like Chumbawamba vs Live Aid, Comic Relief 

has been subject to sneers and wanker-gestures ever since. 

But at least Chumbawamba’s album was articulate, well-

thought out, well-communicated, and based in realistic 

and reasoned considerations about the realities of global 

geopolitics, mass media and macroeconomics. They just 

happened to waste some energy on people like David 

Bowie, who hadn’t done anything wrong. The people 

who sneer at Comic Relief are just sneering, with nothing 

going on behind the eyes. 

They sneer that the telethon is stupid and not funny. 

Sometimes it is. Who gives a shit? It’s the front-end to the 

charity; fundamentally, it doesn’t matter if it’s any good 

or not, because its first purpose is raising money. They 

sneer that the official singles are shit and annoying. 

Which is again largely true (although “Stick It Out” is 

better than you remember), but you’re not meant to listen 

to them, you’re meant to buy them. If it’s more fun for 

the people making them than the people listening to it (an 

inescapable conclusion with “The Stonk”), then at least 

someone’s having fun. Criticising these aspects just betrays 

a complete lack of proportion: these things exist to lure 

you in from your life of — if viewed from without — 

unbelievable luxury so you might possibly contribute to 

those less fortunate. If it has to do it by irritating you into 

submission, so the fuck be it. 

But mostly, they sneer because it’s famous people giving 

a shit. Famous people asking us to give a shit. Famous 

people, often with more money than we’ll ever see in our 

lives, asking us to give a shit. How the fuck dare they. It’s a 

strange idea, that if you’re rich and successful, even 

slightly, even if you’re Jeremy Spake, then it’s 

automatically hypocritical to care about anything but 

yourself. The argument sometimes goes like this: they’ve 

got money, we haven’t, why don’t they do it? Well, for a 

start, they’re comedians. They don't’ exist to solve all the 

world’s problems, especially not because you’re too lazy. 

Secondly, they fucking are doing. No-one gets paid for 

doing Comic Relief, from the performers to the crew to 

the BBC themselves for giving them the studio space and 

televising it. 

S 
urprisingly, no-one seems to sneer at them for 

the reasons Chumbawamba came up with 

back in the day: that it is ultimately a panacea, 

that it sells (albeit as an unfortunate side-effect) 

an image of the Third World as basically a hell populated 

by sad brown skeletons who need the guidance of good 

white people to perhaps become people themselves one 

day; that while it clearly does good works, real relief can 

only come from fundamental change in the Capitalist 

system that underpins everything anyone ever does in the 

entire world. No, it’s all just “fucking celebrities”. These 

people are doing good. That’s all. Of course some 

douchebags do this sort of thing as a cynical publicity 

exercise to get their faces seen. That’s because they’re 

cunts. Fuck ‘em; whatever their motives, they’re still 

helping the needy. Skipping out on Red Nose Day 

because you’re too clever for them, you can see through 

it, it’s all just showbiz: prove the money’s not going 

where it’s needed. That’s the only thing that would justify 

it. Otherwise, shut up and fork over. It’s only a quid for a 

nose. It won’t bring down capitalism, but if you really 

want that to happen so badly, write an album about it. 

Stupid celebrities using their status as public 
figures and vast personal wealth and resources for 
positive ends, what a bunch of cunts, right? Right? 
Why Red Nose Day matters and you are a prick. 
Words: Gareth Manford 
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NEXT ISSUE: PROBABLY THE APOCALYPSE 

YOU HAVE BEEN READING 

ISSUE SEVENTEEN, SPRING 2013 

REQUIRES YOU 
Don’t just read it– write it. You know the kind of shit we print: any old subject 

matter as long as it’s entertaining, left-wing and halfway coherent. Or a 
quarter coherent would do, really. (We could especially use some parody 

adverts, because we’ve got a grand total of two in this issue). 

And if you don’t want to write it, spread the damn word around. 

At the very least you could chuck a couple of coins into our donation box so 
we can afford to advertise. 

Sorry if this sounds confrontational. 

But seriously. Support this magazine. 

You bastards. 

Email us at 2suns@bobthefish.org.uk with your articles, 
images, political cartoons, pictures of your bum, death 

threats, theories about the Jews and broth. 

http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/2.0/deed.en
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In the next issue of  

Sushi. 

2SUNS #17, March 2013. 


