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As England burns, we look for signals in the smoke 
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life’s essentials at  

£35 

£8 
£500 

Because our shit really is that fucking good. 
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Appetite for Destruction 

Dial 99999 — p7 

Some Other Sucker’s 9/11 

Do Unto Others — p19 

Fuck This Cunt 

Aryan terror p22 

EDITOR’S SHRIEK p4 

p22 

August 2011: England spontaneously 

tears itself apart. What the fuck. 

 

p7 

Ten years after some wankers murdered 

thousands. Thirty-nine years after some 

other wankers murdered some other 

thousands. 9/11 as small part of a cycle 

of violence. 

p23 

Amy Whitehouse becomes a pure 

symbol instead of human being at 27. 

 

p23 

That massive bell-end in Norway and 

where the T-word seems to have gone. 

 

p31 

All money has gone boom. Again. 

What the fuck‟s going on now? We 

don‟t know, but we‟re going to tell you 

anyway. 
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Jesus Christ, people, this year. News Corporation hasn‟t even finished imploding 

when the entire country spontaneously starts smashing itself up for absolutely no 

reason at all in particular. In between, some racist wanker goes on a 

Hungerford-on-the-Omagh in Norway of all places. Basically, July and August 

were insane and full of bullshit and cockends who genuinely deserve to die. 

 

So now it‟s September. You know what that means: the anniversary of the first terrorist attack 

anywhere ever. We‟ve chosen to pay that a bit of lip service and discuss an entirely different 

9/11 (which even happened on the same day of the week, so God‟s clearly trying to tell 

someone something here). We‟ve also got some discussion of that Norwegian cunt (no, not 

Ibsen) and the death of Amy Winehouse. 

 

But the cover story was always going to be that terrifying week in which England tore itself 

apart over nothing and cities were smashed for shits and giggles by apocalyptic working-

class imbeciles with so little to give them any identity of their own that they don‟t see any 

problem at all with simply breaking everything around them. Only one of our writers got close 

to seeing the riots first-hand, living in Bristol, but that was hardly a major flashpoint, and 

besides, the horror unfolding exclusively onscreen made it all the more potent—particularly 

when we realised that this screen was literally our only window into the situation, not just 

visually but emotionally as well. It was a massive filtration system between us and actual 

events that were happening at the time. We had one alternative: Twitter. People were 

tweeting things that weren‟t being reported, and realising this was a curiously nightmarish 

sensation. It probably just goes to show something but fuck knows what. Enjoy the magazine. 

 

John Wirstham-Harte, editor 

Now you know what people see in a Real Fire. 

Issued by the British Board of Jokes that Aren’t So Funny Anymore 
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Out of nowhere, England tore itself apart 

for a week in August. And the worst thing 

about it was that there was no point to it. 

No stated aims, nothing being protested. 

But just because it wasn’t about 

something, it doesn’t follow that it wasn’t 

because of something. Two 2SUNS 

contributors—Humphrey Jaylynn (p8) and 

Gareth Manford (p10) present their takes 

on the horrible, horrible mess. 
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It‟s working-class rage! It‟s feral 

youths! Who‟s right? Nobody, shut 

up. Humphrey Jaylynn‟s take on the 

notion of takes into the 

conflagration. 

 

O n one weekend in early August, it seemed 

like London was burning. 
 

It wasn‟t.  For all the pictures of flames and 

smashed windows and horror stories 

circulating on Twitter, the riots tended to be 

relatively small and localised to single streets.  But 

they were everywhere.  Tottenham, Oxford Circus, 

Croydon, Brixton, Clapham Junction, Peckham... 

violence broke out like a rash. 
 

Let‟s make one thing absolutely clear.  There was no 

political motivation behind these riots.  It wasn‟t a 

protest against Cameron or the cuts.  It was a 

bunch of arsewipes who thought they had the 

opportunity to grab free shit.  Suggesting that it was 

a howl of rage against the conditions people live in 

is an insult to all those people who live in the same 

conditions and don‟t try to smash up the corner 

shop with a length of two-by-four. 

However, just because the riots didn‟t have a point 

doesn‟t mean they didn‟t have a cause.  Saying 

society is absolutely fine and the rioters are just a 

few bad eggs is just as disingenuous as thinking 

raiding JD Sports stores is a political protest. 
 

Unfortunately, the reaction has been 

shutdown.  Any discussion of the potential causes of 

the riots has been deemed an absolution.  We are 

told to follow the party line: the rioters were bad 

people.  End of discussion.  On his eventual return to 

London on the Tuesday after several boroughs were 

in flames, Boris Johnson said “It is time that people 

who are engaging in looting and violence stopped 

hearing economic and sociological justifications for 

what they are doing.”  The word „justifications‟ 

fo l lows  „economic  and soc io log ical ‟ 

automatically.  Not because anyone had 

attempted to justify the riots, but because any 

attempt to consider a possible cause was deemed 

to do so. 
 

Depressingly, this was the reaction from all ends of 

the spectrum.  It‟s the kind of brain-dead, 

stereotyping shit we expect from the Daily Mail, but 

the Guardian and the Independent should have 

done better.  It was left to Al-Jazeera and the New 

York Times to provide any kind of sense, in articles 

that will be blatantly plagiarised here.  Liberal 

reaction, as seen on Facebook, Twitter and what we 

have little choice but to call the blogosphere, went 

along these lines: 
 

“We need to understand the rioters‟ desires and 

motivations.  This is clearly a reaction against the 

wealth gap and we have to understand that.  We 

have to... they‟re coming this way?  KILL THEM!  KILL 

THEM WITH STICKS AND FIRE!” 

 

Some will say this is natural.  When people feel 

threatened, they retreat to a more stereotypically 

right-wing viewpoint.  We say: fuck off.  If this poor 

blighted country is ever to have a chance at liberal 

socialism again, we need its proponents to 

occasionally show a bit of backbone.  This swing to 

the right has so far allowed the overly harsh 

sentences handed down to the rioters (for the 

record, we‟re happy for them to be jailed, though 

communtiy service would be far more practical and 

make them actually fix what they broke, but 4 

months for stealing a bottle of water?  Really?), let 

Wax Dave relaunch his Big Society agenda (BS by 

any other name...) and given Nick Griffin the 

opportunity for a recruitment drive. 
 I t shouldn‟t need to be pointed out that this isn‟t 

good enough.  The looters themselves were 

scum.  Your dashing correspondent has no time 

for morons who would torch a family‟s 

livelihood because there was nothing else to do on 

a Monday night.  But this does not happen in a 

vacuum.  This happens when a generation has no 

aspirations because they have nothing to aspire 

to.  This happens when the only jobs within reach 
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It‟s working-class rage! It‟s feral 

youths! Who‟s right? Nobody, shut 

up. Humphrey Jaylynn‟s take on the 

notion of takes into the 

conflagration. 

 

O n one weekend in early August, it seemed 

like London was burning. 
 

It wasn‟t.  For all the pictures of flames and 

smashed windows and horror stories 

circulating on Twitter, the riots tended to be 

relatively small and localised to single streets.  But 

they were everywhere.  Tottenham, Oxford Circus, 

Croydon, Brixton, Clapham Junction, Peckham... 

violence broke out like a rash. 
 

Let‟s make one thing absolutely clear.  There was no 

political motivation behind these riots.  It wasn‟t a 

protest against Cameron or the cuts.  It was a 

bunch of arsewipes who thought they had the 

opportunity to grab free shit.  Suggesting that it was 

a howl of rage against the conditions people live in 

is an insult to all those people who live in the same 

conditions and don‟t try to smash up the corner 

shop with a length of two-by-four. 

However, just because the riots didn‟t have a point 

doesn‟t mean they didn‟t have a cause.  Saying 

society is absolutely fine and the rioters are just a 

few bad eggs is just as disingenuous as thinking 

raiding JD Sports stores is a political protest. 
 

Unfortunately, the reaction has been 

shutdown.  Any discussion of the potential causes of 

the riots has been deemed an absolution.  We are 

told to follow the party line: the rioters were bad 

people.  End of discussion.  On his eventual return to 

London on the Tuesday after several boroughs were 

in flames, Boris Johnson said “It is time that people 

who are engaging in looting and violence stopped 

hearing economic and sociological justifications for 

what they are doing.”  The word „justifications‟ 

fo l lows  „economic  and soc io log ical ‟ 

automatically.  Not because anyone had 

attempted to justify the riots, but because any 

attempt to consider a possible cause was deemed 

to do so. 
 

Depressingly, this was the reaction from all ends of 

the spectrum.  It‟s the kind of brain-dead, 

stereotyping shit we expect from the Daily Mail, but 

the Guardian and the Independent should have 

done better.  It was left to Al-Jazeera and the New 

York Times to provide any kind of sense, in articles 

that will be blatantly plagiarised here.  Liberal 

reaction, as seen on Facebook, Twitter and what we 

have little choice but to call the blogosphere, went 

along these lines: 
 

“We need to understand the rioters‟ desires and 

motivations.  This is clearly a reaction against the 

wealth gap and we have to understand that.  We 

have to... they‟re coming this way?  KILL THEM!  KILL 

THEM WITH STICKS AND FIRE!” 

 

Some will say this is natural.  When people feel 

threatened, they retreat to a more stereotypically 

right-wing viewpoint.  We say: fuck off.  If this poor 

blighted country is ever to have a chance at liberal 

socialism again, we need its proponents to 

occasionally show a bit of backbone.  This swing to 

the right has so far allowed the overly harsh 

sentences handed down to the rioters (for the 

record, we‟re happy for them to be jailed, though 

communtiy service would be far more practical and 

make them actually fix what they broke, but 4 

months for stealing a bottle of water?  Really?), let 

Wax Dave relaunch his Big Society agenda (BS by 

any other name...) and given Nick Griffin the 

opportunity for a recruitment drive. 
 I t shouldn‟t need to be pointed out that this isn‟t 

good enough.  The looters themselves were 

scum.  Your dashing correspondent has no time 

for morons who would torch a family‟s 

livelihood because there was nothing else to do on 

a Monday night.  But this does not happen in a 

vacuum.  This happens when a generation has no 

aspirations because they have nothing to aspire 

to.  This happens when the only jobs within reach 

are denigrated as low-value.  This happens 

when you‟ve told people so often that they 

are worthless that they‟re not even angry... 

they‟ve just started to accept it.And it 

happens when a society holds up a person‟s 

money and possessions as a measure of their 

worth.  Capitalism is built on appealing to a 

person‟s desire for gain, not on what they can 

provide to a wider society.  It doesn‟t have to 

lead to riots and looting and tax fraud, but it 

frequently does. 

You can add tax fraud to the list just like you 

can add expenses abuse and wage 

depression.  All of them are taking something 

that isn‟t yours for personal gain.  It‟s not 

identical; the looting was performed on night-

time streets, and often involved taking huge 

amounts from a single family.  Sir Philip Green‟s 

£1billion tax dodge, on the other hand, 

happened in an accountant‟s office and stole 

£15 from everyone in the country.  It was also 

legal, because £1billion can buy a lot of 

loopholes, but it was no more ethical. 
 

Is it any surprise, when a country‟s politicians 

and business elite - the people we are told we 

should be looking up to, should be emulating, 

should be lauding for their success and wealth 

- have enveloped themselves in a culture of 

corruption and greed, that the nation‟s 

population does the same?  Is it any surprise 

that their reaction consists of what, even for 

long-standing observers, was truly breathtaking 

hypocrisy?  A few quotes from the House, in 

the aftermath of the riots: 
 

Gerald Kaufman (£43,564 expenses including 4 

grapefruit bowls at £540). I condemn the 

naked greed of these criminals and their 

taking advantage of their pampered and 

privileged opportunities .. 
 

David Wilshire (£160,532 expenses including 

£100k on a flat 15 miles from main home) My 

honourable friend has hit the nail on the head. 

This is not about ideology, it's sheer naked 

greed... 
 

John Healey (£84,562 expenses including 

£6,194 for renovating his kitchen) We should 

understand a little less and condemn a little 

more, Mr Speaker; only tough action against 

these feral youths will … 
 

Of course, these crimes went unpunished, 

because the perpetrators were rich enough to 

exploit the system rather than react against it. 

 

T he riots spawned a counter-offensive 

from Westminster just as brutal, but 

broader in scope.  Not content to 

target just the rioters themselves, 

Cameron went after the families when he 

threatened to revoke all benefits.  He went 

after everyone of vaguely the same age when 

he threatened to reintroduce National Service 

b e c a u s e  i t  w i l l  „ b u i l d  m o r a l 

character‟.  However, he‟s happy to let the 

big corporations siphon money away from an 

economy he‟s made a point of saying is cash-

starved because... well, we‟ve never quite got 

that far.  There‟s been a few mumbled 

comments about them basing themselves in 

Luxembourg if we didn‟t let them get away 

with absolutely everything they like. 

Well, let‟s try this a different way.  All you CEOs, 

all you Kensington-dwellers, all you executives 

who pay accountants to make sure you never 

have to pay a penny in UK tax... how about 

you try actually paying the taxes you 

owe.  How about you admit that because your 

businesses and lives can‟t function without the 

transport network, communications systems 

and society they subsidise, you should pay the 

right amount of tax here, because you‟re 

fucking adults and that‟s how it fucking 

works?  Here‟s the thing, though - this isn‟t 

punishment because us nasty socialists think 

you‟ve been bad.  I mean, we do, but that‟s 

not the point here.  This is a bargain.  You pay 

all those taxes, and we‟ll use them to improve 

the school system.  We‟ll use them to create 

jobs.  We‟ll use them to create aspiration 

amongst the neglected classes, make them 

feel like this society they live in is worth living 

in.  And then, when they‟ve got jobs - not 

sinecures and not even necessarily well 

paying, but actual jobs, in shops and offices 

supporting the small businesses you claim to 

love - maybe, just maybe, they won‟t feel so 

alienated that smashing up your shops on the 

high street seems like a good idea.   

 

These riots are not just a reflection on the 

youths who kicked in the windows of JD 

Sports.  They have given the whole country 

cause to look in the mirror and examine 

itself.  Is there any wonder we‟ve been trying 

to avoid doing so? 
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W 
ay back in issue number three — the socialism issue — we published an article called “The Burberry-

Trousered Philanthropists”, bemoaning the lot of the 21st Century working-class: adrift, under-educated, 

actively derided by literally everyone else, treated as jokes and scum and blobs of unintelligent shuffling 

matter. What we neglected to mention was the effect this would have on a new generation being born 

into this cycle of grinding, awful pauperdom. That week in August, we found out. 

The most terrifying thing about the riots is that they were about nothing. Just nihilism. There are genuine grievances 

with the state of Britain today. Plenty of them. You wouldn‟t be reading this magazine if there weren‟t. And some 

of those grievances, or the reasons for them, did indeed contribute to this mini-civil war. But none of them were 

actively being expressed. It was just about smashing things, stealing shit, and very vaguely sticking something or 

other to “the Man”. Not because the Man was oppressing them in any specific way, however. Just because he 

was “authority”. What were they rebelling against? Whaddaya got? Because they‟ll kick your teeth in and take it, 

then take a mobile snap of you lying in the gutter. 

This is what happens when you drag up an entire generation of the working class, constantly emphasise their 

inferior status in society, educate them just enough that they can communicate, occasionally demonise them for 

being young, and then shove them out into the world not giving a flying one because no-one ever gave them a 

reason to give a flying one. Treat the working class like animals, jokes and scum, and that's what they'll become. 

With a side order of resentment.  

M 
ark Duggan is often pinpointed as the Rodney King of the riots, but he‟s a red herring. Apart from anything 

else, it was hardly on the same level. While the police probably overstepped their mark, Duggan was hardly 

a victim. He was a drug-dealing cockend who definitely had a gun and was probably pointing it at the 

cops. Where Rodney, and what happened to him, was a genuine scandal, and the subsequent riots caused 

by genuine and justified rage, Duggan was more of a symptom of the problem, ie working-class nihilism — what 

better customers are there than miserable, downtrodden people who don‟t give a fuck anymore? His shooting, 

and more specifically the quiet protest that was arranged against it, became an excuse to smash things. And then 

that wave of smashing things became an excuse for even more people to smash things, and it all got out of hand. 

That was what the riots were. In this mindset, there's no reason not to destroy if you get an excuse for it. An excuse 

came up, and smash smash smash they go. They feel no connection with their community, with ideology, with 

anything except themselves. They only have the bare minimum of education because that's all anyone can be 

bothered to give people these days. And of course we‟re not saying it's society's fault. It‟s their fault. The actual 

participants of the riots genuinely are scum. But for us, they had to act like scum before earning the title. Bestowing 

it based solely on their low status in society — and fuck, but are we ever going to get shot of this archaic fucking 

class system? — but there are massive flaws in society, and specifically the way it treats the working class and the 

young, which have created the perfect conditions for this sort of disturbing rioting-for-the-sake-of-rioting. 

Something fundamental needs to change, because this sickness isn‟t going to be solved by satirically harsh 

sentencing or cutting off benefits and sending balding white men to knock on the doors of knife-wielding 

gangbangers to tell them to to be so silly or bringing back hanging — by treating this as a war, essentially, which is 

so far all the Conservative government can think of. Treat it as a war and it will become a war. With bloodshed 

and despair and absolutely nothing solved at the end of it. Something fundamental needs to change. 

Kids today, eh? Walking nihilistic weapons lashing out at literally everything 

they see, including their own homes, because they just don‟t give a fuck 

about anyone or anything including themselves. Whimsy: Gareth Manford. 

 GeNERATION 
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Spending tens of thousands 

OF pounds for the plum 

spot next to the 9/11 article. 

 

because we care. 

What do you mean it’s not actually about 9/11 fucking lefty bastards 
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It’s a date that will never be just another day again. On that day 

ten years ago, a hideous crime was committed against America. 

On that day 38 years ago, a hideous crime was committed with 

America’s help. You know what happened in 2001. Here’s what 

happened in 1973. Words by Willard van Omnomnom Quine. 

THE IDES 
OF SEPTEMBER 
OR: CHILE, SAVED FROM ITSELF 

13 
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I 
n all probability, Osama Bin Laden couldn‟t give 

a fuck about Salvador Allende. While the latter 

was leader of Chile, Bin Laden was navigating 

puberty in Riyadh, the sociopathy which killed so 

very, very many people still fermenting. They were 

separated by the entire span of the Pacific Ocean 

and a large chunk of land. When Allende was killed, 

Bin Laden was 14, 

a year away from 

his first marriage. 

Neither one ever 

heard of the 

other in Allende‟s 

lifetime. 

They were both 

murdered by 

America, 38 years 

apart. Bin Laden 

was assassinated 

by Navy SEALS in 

a military action. 

A l l e n d e 

p r e s u m a b l y 

c o m m i t t e d 

suicide in the 

fac e of  a 

successful military 

coup sponsored 

by the United 

S t a t e s 

G o v e r n m e n t . 

B o t h  c a s e s 

involved the US 

u n i l a t e r a l l y 

d e c i d i n g 

s o m e o n e 

deserved to die 

and barging into 

other people‟s 

co unt r ie s  t o 

achieve this end. 

Bin Laden had to murder three thousand people in 

one day to get that status. What on Earth did 

Allende do? What were his crimes? 

 

A 
llende was born in 1908 into a family who, 

despite belonging to the Chilean 

equivalent of the Eton set, were already 

renowned for their dedication to social 

and liberal causes. Allende‟s grandfather, for 

example, established one of Chile‟s first secular 

schools. Li‟l Salvador‟s mentor as a kid was an Italian 

cobbler called Juan de Marchi, who taught him the 

joys of Italian-Latin American anarchy. 

He founded the Socialist Party of Chile in 1933 and 

became a senator for the first time in 1945, spending 

the next 15 years hopping around the country as 

representative for four 

different seats. All the 

while he was running 

for President every 

time the opportunity 

came up; the first 

time, in 1952, he 

barely registered 

(coming third with 5%), 

but in both 1958 and 

1964 he came 

second. Fortunately, 

before he became 

t h e  C h i l e a n 

equivalent of Neil 

Kinnock (he once 

joked — somewhat 

less amusingly these 

days — that his 

headstone would 

read “here lies Chile‟s 

next president”) he 

finally broke through in 

1970 — much to the 

horror of Richard 

Nixon. 

Nixon, and his Allende

-lookalike Teutonic 

Secretary of State 

Henry Kissinger, had 

kept their eyes on 

South America, and 

Chile in particular, for 

years. Comically enough, Nixon was first alerted to 

the apparent danger posed by Allende by the then 

CEO of PepsiCo, Donald M. Kendall. Kendall was 

good friends with Augustín Edwards, one of Chile‟s 

richest men, and therefore absolutely horrified at the 

prospest of someone who might actually tax him. 

After the US Ambassador to Chile told Edwards to 

sod off, he went to someone with genuine power, ie 

a CEO. Allende, of course, terrified Nixon, because 

he was a proper, breathing socialist in the exact way 

that Barack Obama —who would almost certainly 

THE IDES OF SEPTEMBER, or: CHILE, SAVED FROM ITSELF 
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have given Nixon, were he not dead already, a fatal 

stroke merely by standing behind a podium with the 

Presidential seal on it and not immediately being 

dragged away — isn‟t. Nixon‟s instructions to 

Richard Helms, his chief spy, were to “get rid of him 

at all costs”. 

1970 was a tight election. Let‟s make one thing 

clear: Allende was a universally-loved symbol of 

peace and prosperity. His propensity for quoting 

Marx, openly preferring the USSR to the USA and 

promising extremely sweeping reforms — not to 

mention being a pacifist — were never going to be 

universally popular. Allende would have been 

divisive without America. Consequently, he did not 

win a majority, but he did win a plurality of 36.2% to 

34.9% against a previous President and paper 

magnate, Jorge Allesandri, a staunch right-winger 

and Nixon‟s favoured candidate. In cases like this, 

the Chilean Congress would play tie-breaker, 

choosing one or the other to be the next president 

— usually  whichever one won the popular vote, in 

this case Allende. In the 1958 election, the same 

candidates had reached the same deadlock, with 

the exception that Allesandri had the majority of 

popular votes and therefore won. This time around it 

was mysteriously less straightforward. You may not 

be surprised to learn that this is where the CIA enter 

the story. 

 

T 
he groundwork for the eventual military coup 

was laid before Allende had even been 

confirmed as President. The CIA, smarting 

from having failed to prevent people voting 

for Allende, convinced their Ambassador in Chile to 

discourage stability at all costs, particularly where 

the military was concerned. But in a frankly 

breathtaking double-whammy of irony, it was the 

CIA‟s attempt to manipulate the Chilean army that 

both eventually led to Allende being accepted as 

President and lead to the coup that brought him 

down three years later. 

The Commander-in-Chief of the Chilean armed 

forces at the time was a burly man named René 

Schneider (who ironically looked almost exactly like 

Richard Nixon on steroids). He was also almost 

unique in the military by not wanting to overthrow 

Allende the nanosecond he took the oath of office. 

Apart from the fact that he was left-wing, and that‟s 

rarely compatible with the military in the first place, 

Allende‟s social reforms would have involved 

moving government spending off the military and 

on to things like actually feeding the population. The 

armed forces were not his friends. Schneider, 

however, flatly refused to hear talk of a coup. What 

he actually thought of Allende isn‟t recorded — he 

probably didn‟t vote for him — but he was a man of 

principle, the main one being a staunch 

constitutionalism, with which he became so 

identified that it became known as the Schneider 

Doctrine. If you don‟t like your Government, he 

reasoned, vote them out. You don‟t co-opt the 

military to kill them. They‟re meant to be apolitical. 

Obviously this was terribly unhelpful to Nixon, 

Kissinger and the rest of the Chilean military, and his 

removal became high priority for those who wanted 

to get rid of the democratically elected President of 

Chile. 

Using a far-right radical officer, Roberto Viaux, as 

their proxy (not unlike the Government giving Anders 

Behring Breivik a gun and pointing), they hatched a 

plan to kidnap Schneider. Or they didn‟t. Kissinger, 

for reasons which will become clear, was adamand 

that they had nothing to do with it, but he was very 

probably lying through his teeth, although even if he 

was telling the truth it would have to be through his 

teeth because that man never opened his mouth to 

speak for anyone. Viaux gathered together some of 

his mates and ambushed Schneider in his car. 

Schneider, being a general and a bona-fide war 

hero, immediately drew a gun, whereupon 

someone panicked and shot him several times from 

a range of about seven inches. He was rushed to 

hospital, but pronounced dead three increasingly 

depressing days later. The conspirators (the Chilean 

ones) were later convicted, protesting all the time 

that they had the help of the CIA. Apart from having 

received several thousands of dollars and a wad of 

machine guns from the Agency, this was apparently 

“never proved”. 

Unfortunately for Allende‟s opponents foreign and 

domestic, the killing of Schneider swung opinion in 

Allende‟s favour, and three days later he was 

confirmed as President of Chile, having first had to 

sign a piece of paper pledging that he wouldn‟t 

destroy the country. To make matters “worse”, the 

new army Chief, Carlos Prats, was as dedicated to 

the Schneider Doctrine as the man for whom it was 

named. Foiled in the attempt to prevent a left-

winger become democratically elected to power in 

a completely different country of no particular 

import, Nixon ordered Richard Helms to “make the 

CHILE, SAVED FROM ITSELF, or: THE IDES OF SEPTEMBER 
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economy scream”. 

 

A 
s President, Allende generally made a lot 

of Chileans a lot happier than they ever 

had been before. Specifically, the 

poorest ones, who could now feed and 

clothe themselves properly. He nationalised the 

banks and the copper industry. He also nationalised 

the telephone system, which was provided by an 

American company. He brought healthcare and 

education under governmental auspices. He also 

rushed his economic reforms — because he was 

only allowed one six-year term at a time and he 

didn‟t want Allesandri or someone coming along in 

1976 and undoing everything — seeing welcome 

wage-rises instantaneously cancelled out by 

comical levels of inflation. He openly courted 

contentious figures such as Fidel Castro (who 

compounded the discomfort when he took such a 

shine to Chile after a projected one-week visit that 

he stayed for a whole month, like a worthless cousin 

you only see when he wants money). His biggest 

mistake was his campaign of price-fixing, which, 

combined with the increasingly disturbing inflation, 

eventually crippled both Chile‟s export business and 

their food industry. 

By 1972, strikes were breaking out, mostly among the 

privileged classes. The big one was the trucker's 

strike, lead by the far-right “Country & Liberty” party, 

with which Nixon solemnly nodded along in public 

and funded through the CIA in private. Eventually, 

almost every other union in Chile joined in. It 

eventually lasted 24 increasingly crippling days, and 

ended with Carlos Prats being invited into the 

cabinet as Interior Minister—effectively Vice-

President—as an appeasement measure. No-one 

was appeased, and strikes continued to break out. 

Meanwhile, Allende‟s coalition, the Popular Union, 

started to disintegrate, with the Party of the Radical 

Left (despite the name, less radical than uber-

Socialist Allende) taking their five senators and seven 

deputies (Chile‟s equivalent of congressmen) and 

going home. Meanwhile, the Christian Democrats, 

known as the moderate, if slightly right-leaning, 

centrist party and former electoral allies of the 

Popular Union, were now sufficiently irritated by 

Allende to form an alliance with the increasingly 

bullish right-wing National Party against him. 

 

T 
he first attempt at a coup came in June of 

1973 when a hundred-odd strong splinter of 

the Chilean army, led by Colonel Robert 

Souper, nicked a 

bunch of tanks, trundled 

down Santiago and shot at 

the presidential palace. 

Souper‟s hand had been 

forced by the fact that he 

and h is  ant i -Al lende 

colleagues had already 

been caught planning the 

attack the previous day. 

Armed with this knowledge, 

Prats and the rest of his 

army were able to 

bring it down, but it 

proved a useful dry run 

for the real thing a few 

months later. 

The idea of a coup 

had been floating 

around Chile for years, 

but when it actually 

happened — failure or 

not — it underlined 

how desperate the 

situation had become. 

Strikes and riots were 

now nonchalantly breaking out everywhere. Chile‟s 

parliament was in a constant state of civil war, one 

day passing resolutions accusing Allende of wiping 

his arse on the Constitution, the next day listening 

stony-faced to Allende‟s claims that they were 

deliberately usurping his power and stimieing the 

country‟s recovery. No-one was quite sure who ran 

Chile anymore. 

Perhaps the turning point came on the 24th of 

August, when the army turned on Carlos Prats, 

ostensibly for failing to restore order. Prats resigned 

as both commander of the army and Interior 

Minister, taking the only other remaining adherents 

of the Schneider Doctrine with him. His replacement 

as commander in chief was a man who seemed to 

have been born with a moustache and peaked 

cap: a supposed Allende loyalist named Augusto 

Pinochet.  

On the 10th of September, Allende apparently 

decided he‟d put it to the people. His approval 

ratings were still healthy. He‟d draw up a 

referendum. People could vote on whether or not 

THE IDES OF SEPTEMBER, or: CHILE, SAVED FROM ITSELF 

Allende refused to 

believe that nice 

Sr. Pinochet, who 

had long and 

loud professed his 

loyalty to the 

President, could 

have betrayed 

him.  
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he was a git. He went to bed that night preparing to 

put the idea forward in congress. Twenty-four hours 

later the question was moot. 

 

I 
t started with the Navy. Chile is essentially one 

massive coastline, so the sensible thing to do was 

claim the sea first, and so they did. At seven in 

the morning on the 11th of September, 1973, the 

major port city of Valapraíso was claimed by several 

battleships who proceeding to close down all 

communications and finally squat there ominously 

staring in the direction of Santiago. The nanosecond 

he was notified that this had happened, Allende 

went straight to the presidential palace, where he 

stewed in impotent denial for another hour and half 

as the Army, Navy and Air Force joined forces to 

conquer their own country in dispiritingly efficient 

fashion. The whole time, bolstered by the limited 

information he was getting from the country‟s 

crippled communication channels, he refused to 

believe that nice Sr. Pinochet, Allende‟s own choice 

for commander in chief and a man who had long 

and loud professed his loyalty to the President, could 

have betrayed him. He must have been overthrown, 

he reasoned. His own army has him under lock and 

key. Besides, there must be some people in the 

military still loyal to their President, right? Right? 

Wrong: at 8.30, the military—led triumphantly by 

Pinochet—declared that Chile was theirs and 

Allende was deposed. By 9.00, the presidential 

palace was literally the only scrap of Chile not under 

military control. The President was done, but he went 

out like Gary Cooper: steadfastly refusing his 

supporters‟ pleas to escape and arrange a counter-

coup and his opponents‟ negotiations, all of which 

involved his resignation. Finally, he broadcast an 

impassioned speech, vivid with rage and despair at 

the betrayal of the entire nation. Shortly afterward, 

Pinochet got bored with negotiating and ordered 

the army to attack. Allende either died in a hail of 

gunfire or defiantly committed suicide when they 

burst in. The official line was the latter; the probable 

truth was the former. Either way, on 11th of 

September, a country had been attacked and its 

leader killed, making General Pinochet more 

successful than al-Qaeda. The last remnants of 

Allende loyalism were extinguished the following 

year when good old Carlos Prats, who‟d self-exiled 

to Argentina and was indignantly promising justice, 

was blown up with a car bomb in “mysterious” 

circumstances. 

P 
inochet, of course, went on to become an 

impressively brutal, murderous, immoral, 

despicable dictator, even by South 

American standards; arguably closer to a 

Pol Pot than a Perón or even a Noriega. But no 

matter how many people disappeared, no matter 

how many more were tortured to death, no matter 

how many corpses littered the Estadio Chile, which 

once held a  World Cup Final — no matter what 

disgusting crimes Pinochet committed, as far as 

America were concerned, he could do no wrong. 

And not just America. Margaret Thatcher loved him. 

When he was arrested in London in 1999, she led the 

apologists in urging people to forgive and forget. 

And when he died, the increasingly incoherent 

Thatcher was wheeled out again to join the fucking 

Republican Party and the fucking right-wing 

“blogosphere” in praising his great fucking 

achievements,  which included creating a police 

state in which anyone could be unhappened at a 

moment‟s notice. 

America‟s best move was in keeping themselves 

directly out of the coup. It was strictly hands-off; all 

they did was create the conditions for it to happen 

and supply arms and money to Pinochet. Everything 

else was all Chile. Promise. As Kissinger told a clearly 

worried, even guilty Nixon, “We didn't do it. I mean 

we helped them….created the conditions as great 

as possible…” 

Another thing Kissinger once said was, “…the issues 

are much too important for the Chilean people to 

left to decide for themselves.” America as police. 

America as dad. America as the world. America 

gets to decide how every country governs itself, 

even if they‟re a relatively small and unassuming 

country like Chile. Or Iran, whose Shah was as much 

of a cunt and given as much leeway as Pinochet. 

Whose overthrow was seen by many Americans, 

particularly in the soon-to-be-dominant GOP, as 

practically a declaration of war against America on 

behalf of all Islam. As America saw it, so Bin Laden 

chose to act on the very same day 28 years later. 

The lesson is this: if you‟re going to set yourself up as 

police of the world, try to bear in mind that everyone 

hates the police. Or maybe it‟s just that having 

enough nuclear bombs to annihilate the world 

several times over isn‟t reason enough to poke your 

nose in where it‟s not wanted, because sooner or 

later it‟ll bite you on the arse. Either one works, really. 

CHILE, SAVED FROM ITSELF, or: THE IDES OF SEPTEMBER 
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the complete saga on blu-ray 
Newly remastered with totally superficial additional material, but for all practical purposes still fundamentally the same movies. 

Includes one extra sound affect in Episode IV that you’d need to be absolutely psychotic to even notice, let alone care about. 

 

RRP £89.99, which we all know you’re going to part with for this boxset in less time than it takes a clown to clap his hands,  so why don’t you just shut up about who fucking shot first as if it makes any difference to anything and do something more worthwhile, like gouge your own eyes with your thumbs. Or maybe actually watch and enjoy a movie for the first time in your life, how does that sound? 
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A Zen koan: a man 

kills hundreds of 

people in an 

acknowledged 

attempt to spread 

both fear and radical 

ideology. Yet he is not 

a terrorist. How can 

this be? Easy. He‟s a 

cracker. Thierry Henry 

Thoreau says: “Huh?” 

 

o m e t h i n g  s t r a n g e 

happened to the atrocities 

in Norway in the 24 hours 

after they were comitted. 

Somehow, overnight, they ceased 

to be terrorism. 

 

When the news first broke of a 

simultaneous Omagh-Columbine 

amidst the fjords, most people's 

minds - including that of this writer - 

immediately went to al-Qaeda. 

Newly deprived of their founding 

leader, having only a week or two 

earlier named his successor...they'd 

need something like this to keep 

them in the public eye, to affirm 

that they were still in game, the 

game being the ritualistic slaughter 

of innocent people for absolutely no 

good reason at all. 
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ut no - it wasn't brown people. Pretty 

much the exact opposite. It was a blond, 

blue-eyed, far-right dickwad who did it in 

protest against brown people (which is like 

blowing up Leeds because you hate the Welsh, but 

he‟s a mass-murdering cunt, he doesn‟t need to 

make sense). Immediately, the word "terrorism" 

vanished from the narrative. How could a white guy 

be a terrorist? That's something Muslims do. White 

people are a force for 

good in the world, surely? 

If a bunch of white people 

got together, it wouldn't 

be about how everyone 

not like them deserves to 

die! That's insane! White 

people aren't capable of 

terrorism! 

Let's not beat around the 

bush  here:  Anders 

Wossname Breivik is a cunt 

and a fuck, a bell-end 

and a gigantic wanker, a 

murdering fuckhead who 

genuinely deserves to die (although see the 

previous issue of 2SUNS for our rationalisation of that 

statement with an anti-death-penalty stance). He's 

also a terrorist. He destroyed a chunk of Oslo and 

murdered dozens with the explicit intent of making 

people afraid and underlining his shit ideology. 

That's what a terrorist is. And while no-one actively 

claimed he wasn't a terrorist (except other Neo-

Nazis and apocalyptic tortoise Bill O'Reilly), the term 

"terrorism" mysteriously vanished from the news 

shortly after it was revealed that this was done by 

an Aryan. 

But while it‟s easy to pick on his skin colour as the 

reason why he was exonerated of all charges 

beyond being a random crazyman, that‟s not the 

only problem many commentators have had. The 

real stumbling block is that he‟s right-wing. 

 

revik apparently reads, or read, far-right 

hyper-anti-Islamic blogs such as Jihad 

Watch (imagine, if possible someone 

screaming “aieee sand people” while 

keeping a totally solemn, stonefaced expression on 

their face the entire time), the hilariously vile Anti-

Idiotarian Rottweiler (racist, bullying frat boys who 

emerged from collegiate despotism to be complete 

failures in actual life, and whose blog largely consists 

of “Bumbum Poo” type 

nicknames for Jimmy Carter 

and po-faced instructions to kill 

people) and, most importantly, 

Pamela Geller„s Atlas Shrugs 

(characteristics: shrieking ultra-

Zionism, persecution complex, 

actual genuine insanity, large 

breasts), at which he is 

suspected to have posted as 

“Fjordman”, a much-praised 

(by psychotics) anti-Muslim 

“essayist” apparently from 

Norway. In his famous million-

page manifesto, he cites Geller 

as an influence and singles her out for praise. 

Geller‟s blog, which you should not Google under 

any circumstances, consists largely of barely 

coherent caps-lock screeds against towelheads, 

Obama (Geller predictably latched on to the 

almost-as-crazy-as-she-is Birther movement almost 

immediately, having once seriously put forth the 

theory that Obama is actually the secret lovechild 

of Malcolm X), anyone who criticises anything Israel 

do, anyone left of John Bolton (her ten-dildo fantasy 

man) and Muslims again. Interspersed with this are 

the odd picture of her leaning over to display her 

fake tits. 

So okay, she‟s a crazy blogger. But this is 2011. Crazy 

bloggers are the political mainstream, at least in 

America. Geller is a leading light in the Tea Fucking 

Party, has a bestselling book about Obama called 

“The Post-American Presidency” and regularly 

appears on GUESS WHAT NEWS CHANNEL. No 

Hate and tits: 53% silicon genocide advocate and probable 

sufferer of genuine mental illness Pamela Geller yesterday. 
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wonder she, and her wingnuteriffic colleagues want 

to distance themselves from a man who believes 

exactly the same things they do, but is that little bit 

more pro-active about it. 

ow did Breivik‟s opinions become 

mainstream? Essentially, the powers that 

be exerted too little control over their 

useful idiots. It‟s the same process that 

lead to Mike Huckabee briefly becoming the front-

runner for the Republican nomination in 2008, much 

to the horror of the GOP establishment. But they had 

spent much of the previous two or three decades  

pandering to the Huckabee set—the Jesus crew, the 

fag-hatin‟ god-fearin‟ free-shootin‟ fundamentalist 

dickholes who are essentially indistinguishable from 

the Taliban apart from skin colour and a search-

replace of “Jesus” for “Mohammed*”. The kind of 

people who have terrible opinions on literally 

everything in the world, but hate taxes and are loud 

enough to represent a powerful voting bloc. 

Somehow, they never expected them to take this as 

an invitation to get one of their own into the White 

House. They were just supposed to shut up, hate fags 

and vote for the rich white guy. As the likes of Karl 

Rove gawped at the aw-shucks, approachable-

Nixon face of Huckabee celebrating his Iowa 

victory, they realised that they were reaping the 

whirlwind. 

Anders Behring Fuckstick is the right-wing media‟s 

Huckabee. This is a media that pays, promotes and 

makes stars of Glenn Beck and Sean Hannity, John 

Gibson and Bill O‟Reilly, and creates “celebrity” 

candidates for cocking President of the United 

States in Sarah Palin, or encourages already-

established celebrities like Donald Trump to do the 

same. A media which encourages angry, explicitly 

confrontational rhetoric from the likes of Beck or his 

spiritual mother, Ann Coulter (who as she fades 

further into obscurity increasingly resembles Pete 

Burns‟ skeleton). A media which still employs one-

woman-civil-war Michelle Malkin, genuinely one of 

the worst people alive, even after she proved herself 

too unhinged for a regular spot on Fox News (she still 

appears as a guest occasionally, often alongside 

Bluto-gone-bad alpha prick Sean Hannity). A media 

which treats Pamela Geller like she‟s not an insane, 

mutated mantis just because her hysterically 

shrieked opinions match up with what they want 

people to vote according to. 

 

A media that has ever employed Glenn Beck, let 

alone made him into the bona fide television star he 

became after Obama‟s election, can‟t feign 

surprise when someone use the exact same 

ideology and the exact same rhetoric—and cites 

one of their own contributors—as justification for 

killing hundreds upon hundreds of people like the 

giant racist wanker he is. 

o, of course we‟re not blaming Breivik‟s 

rampage on Fox News, don‟t be fucking 

dense. We‟re saying that they — that the 

right-wing media — employ plenty of 

people who agree with him, some of whom (we‟re 

looking at you, Michelle Malkin) we‟re even sure 

genuinely would kill anyone left of centre and/or 

brown if they could get away with it. We‟re saying 

that the American media is sick to the point that it 

might be the sickness keeping it alive. We‟re saying 

that this Norwegian cunt was just acting out the kind 

of propaganda pumped into American heads all 

the time. Not just via Fox News, either; Glenn Beck 

started out on CNN, who relatively recently hired 

RedState.org editor Erick Erickson, a man who has 

never betrayed any knowledge of anything and for 

whom tact is something that happens to other 

people — but who is as right-wing as all get out — as 

a commentator. Presumably they were won over by 

his way with words; when Justice David Souter left 

the SCOTUS he famously said that “The nation loses 

the only goat fucking child molester ever to serve on 

the Supreme Court."  

Meanwhile, once under the auspices of major 

communcations corporation Comcast, MSNBC fired 

pompous-but-generally-righteous Keith Olbermann 

and started vetoing anything that vaguely smelt left 

of centre, whilst continuing to employ Joe 

Scarborough, Pat Sodding Buchanan, and Chris 

Matthews, a man so glitzy and empty he might as 

well be a hologram. 

Pamela Geller has denied having anything to do 

with Breivik—she‟s as confused as everyone else as 

to why she‟s cited in his manifesto, really she is—and 

has pointed out that if he hated Muslims so much, 

why did he kill white people? Why didn‟t he blow up 

a mosque? Answer that, smart guy! 

Pamela Geller was Michelle Malkin‟s running mate 

when they demonised TV chef Rachel Ray for 

wearing a scarf with a check pattern. 

Pamela Geller is a regular contributor to Fox News. 
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EUROEUROEUROTRASHTRASHTRASH   
You might not have noticed, but Europe is still in the midst of an 

apocalyptic economic crisis. An entire currency dies on its arse, 

and Humphrey Jaylynn is your coroner. 

I 
n one tab of my internet browser, I‟ve got 

the GoogleDoc on which I‟m writing this 

article.  On the other, there‟s a news story 

from the BBC about how the markets have 

dropped again.  The FTSE‟s down 3.58%, one of 

the biggest falls it‟s seen in months.  The 

Frankfurt index is down more than 5%, the Paris 

index more than 4%.  America and Asia were 

slightly better, but not much, both falling 2% in 

the day. 

 

It‟s biggest in Europe because this is all thanks to 

Europe.  The euro is shaky, and everyone knows 

it.  It‟s only a matter of time before Greece 

admits that actually, it‟s not going to pay back 

all the debts it racked up.  It‟s patently obvious 

that it can‟t - the only way the investors are 

getting their money back is if Germany decides 

to suck it up and foot the bill.  The idea has 

been mooted to the German people and a 

resounding „go fuck yourselves‟ was the reply. 

 

It‟s not just the euro, though that does form a 

big part.  It‟s the whole economy, stupid.  What 

started out looking like a reasonably solid 

recovery for Europe (or, at least, the bits that 

matter to investors - Germany, France, Italy and 

Spain) is looking hazier by the day. 

Manufacturing output is down.  Unemployment 

is up.  Germany, previously the eurozone‟s one 

still-working cog, stagnated over the last 

quarter.  

 

Despite this, things aren‟t actually that 

bad.  One thing to remember when looking at 

market slides is that they are almost entirely 

informed by panic over reason.  There‟s reasons 

to be not-entirely-suicidal here.  For one thing, 

the original periphery nations are starting to get 

back on their feet again: Portugal, Ireland and 

Iceland are looking like they might start to 

recover.  Iceland especially is looking fairly 

good, having followed a unique strategy in 

telling the investment markets to sit down, shut 

up and wait their turn for cash.  If their 

respective governments can borrow enough to 

kick-start their economies, they‟ll be able to 

increase their revenues and pay off their 

debtors. 

 

Oh, yeah, panic over reason.  Clearly we won‟t 

be having any of that. Instead, we‟re having 

austerity.  A closing off of the money 

supply.  You spent too much, so now you can‟t 

spend at all.  Bad government, no bikkit. 

 

At first glance, maybe that doesn‟t sound so 

dumb.  But let‟s think about the problem for a 

minute.  The recession hammered financial 

services hardest, so those countries that had a 

lot of their eggs in the bankers‟ basket - say 

hello, Ireland and Iceland - need to rebalance 

a bit.  Clearly, this will take time, but it shows the 

problem isn‟t inherent unviability, Greece 

aside.  It‟s just an issue of liquidity.  So what are 

we doing?  We‟re taking the money 

away!  That makes a lot of fucking sense, right? 

We‟ve been here before.  The Great Depression 

was worse but followed similar lines, and we got 

out of that.  Took us a while, though.  Ten years 

of austerity, belt tightening, during which the 

world economy stubbornly refused to drag itself 

out of the quagmire.  It wasn‟t until Roosevelt 

applied Keynesian methods that things finally 

started to move again. 

 

Keynes‟ theory is fairly simple.  In any economy, 

the money needs to flow.  This is the big 

problem with recessions - it‟s not so much that 

people have less money as that they‟re just not 

spending it.  People worry about their jobs, so it 

gets hoarded for a rainy day.  Less people 
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buying means companies make less money, 

which means they lay off staff, which makes 

people more scared for their jobs, and the 

whole hideous cycle begins anew. 

 

Governments can combat this by spending 

more, making sure the money keeps 

flowing.  Commission big public projects - build 

houses, resurface the roads, upgrade the train 

tracks - but pump the money in.  That means 

workers with money, who spend that money in 

shops, which means there are shops with 

money, who hire staff rather than laying staff 

off.  The government can‟t keep pumping 

forever, but it doesn‟t need to - it just needs to 

bring the economy back up to the point 

where it‟s self-sustaining. 

 

W 
e‟ve tried that before.  It 

worked.  And now... now we‟re 

doing the exact opposite, 

b e c a u s e 

w h e n  t h e  l i s t  o f 

qualifications required to 

run a national economy 

was drawn up, an ability to 

learn from past mistakes 

wasn‟t on there. 

 

We‟re not in the perfect 

situation here.  What most 

people forget about 

Keynes was that he also 

advocated saving in the 

boom years, so you had 

the money to spend when 

the bust came.  That didn‟t 

happen.  Governments 

across the whole western 

world - apparently thinking 

that because the economy had crashed so 

many times before it couldn‟t possibly do so 

again - kept throwing money around like an 

heiress in Selfridge‟s. 

 

The alternative approach was outlined by 

another economist - Hayek.  He advocated a 

„natural rebalancing‟ - in this situation, that 

w o u l d  h a v e  m e a n t  n o  b a n k 

bailout.  Regardless of their size, they would 

have been allowed to crash and 

burn.  Following the loss of revenue, the 

government would then cut down on 

spending to fit its new finances.  This would 

lead to economic stability, but one which 

Hayek admitted would involve a far higher 

level of unemployment than we‟re used to.  As 

a fan of the free market, he didn‟t see any 

problem with this. 

 

Both Keynes and Hayek can lead - as much as 

anything in the voodoo-science-clusterfuck 

that is economics can be said to lead - to a 

stable system.  Your Dashing Correspondent 

prefers Keynes because it‟s not basically evil, 

but whatever. 

 

Europe‟s big problem is that it hasn‟t followed 

either.  Instead, it‟s let the bond markets 

(likened by one commentator to the cyclops 

of Odysseus: stupid, blind, and thrashing 

around everywhere smashing stuff up) stick a 

ring through its nose and drag it from one 

extreme to the other.  They panicked at the 

thought of the banks going under, so we 

bailed out the banks.  Then they worried 

about the sovereign debt 

racked up by the bank 

bailout, so we declared an 

age of austerity.  Now 

they‟re worried about 

austerity cramping growth, 

and we‟re still bending over 

to take it like the bitches we 

are. 

 

U 
ntil Europe - and 

the world, because 

this is not confined 

to one continent - 

can end its thrall to the 

markets then this is not a 

cycle we‟re ever getting out 

of.  Countries will default, 

jobs will be lost.  But maybe, 

this time, we‟ll learn.  Maybe we‟ll pluck up the 

courage to tell the bond markets that they‟re 

the ones who invested the money and they 

knew the risks; it‟s their own damn fault if they 

get back less money than they originally put 

in.  That disclaimer‟s on every stocks-and-

shares ISA; if you‟re investing billions you‟ve 

probably come across it at some point 

before.  Maybe we‟ll finally remember that it‟s 

OK for HSBC to have a billion knocked off its 

profits if that billion has built a hospital and 

paid for thousands of £20k jobs.  Maybe, just 

maybe, we‟ll get this shit to work. 

 

No, I didn‟t really think so either. 

John Maynard Keynes yesterday: not evil. 
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PAINT A VULGAR  
PICTURE  
I 

t‟s an open secret that most obituaries are written well in advance, particularly for major figures like 

Presidents and Royalty, and celebrities with lifestyles non-conducive to old age. Amy Winehouse‟s 

obituary was probably sketched shortly after the release of her first album, Frank, and was probably 

one of the few which precognitively included the cause of death. If it did, it was almost certainly right. 

The relationship between people and celebrities has been increasingly psychotic for decades. It‟s 

reached the point where if you appear on television, even for two minutes, even if all you do is stand in 

front of a tree behind a Eurosport presenter doing a report on the Latvian Second Division mid-table 

finishers, you are officially no longer a person. You are a commodity. You belong to everyone. And 

heaven forfend you complain when someone publishes a photograph of you taking a shit: you knew that 

would happen when you appeared on the big shiny screen. 

A 
my Winehouse knew it. Knew it every second leading up to her inevitable burnout in a grimy 

London flat. She was an alcoholic, a drug addict and apparently allergic to good decisions.  

She was also extremely talented, gifted with a voice that sounded like Nina Simone had finally 

cleared her throat and consequently dropped a few octaves. It was this talent that made her 

famous, that separated her from us humans, and ultimately meant that, for a depressingly high number of 

people, she actually deserved to die. 

You see, since she‟s not a person anymore, that means we can judge her. And all other celebrities. Judge 

them in ways we would never judge people we actually know. Judgement is fine per se, but the nature of 

celebrity makes it much smaller, sharper, more concentrated. They‟re not human beings, remember? 

They‟re the sum of their actions in public and no more, which makes for few shades of grey and a much 

easier path to the moral high-ground than if they were people, with histories and rounded personalities 

and reasons for having done things. 

Of course, this works both ways. The glare of fame, the transition from person to image, the treatment as 

some kind of hated but still worshipped demigod, all practically whispers in your ear that you can do 

anything now. That was the exact thing that Amy Winehouse didn‟t need. And, of course, the more the 

papers and the gossip sites screamed and tutted and plastered her image all over the place every time 

she did something stupid and drunk—which was often—the more depressed she got and the more likely 

she got to do it all over again. It became a demented race for oblivion between Winehouse and the 

tabloids — a race with only one winner. 



27 

To the surprise of fewer than no-one, Amy Winehouse has drunk herself into a 

tragically, criminally early grave. With her death, she takes the final step out of the 

realms of the real to become a pure idea: the early 21st Century’s Janis Joplin, a new 

member of the 27 club, another cautionary tale of rock excess. But was she ever real 

at all? Sampford Courtenay asks: Whose death is it anyway? 

27 
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N 
ow, of course, she really is more icon than person. Dead 

at 27, she can represent anything you want her to, be 

part of any ultimately meaningless celebrity mythology 

you want to draw up. She‟s a cautionary tale, a symbol 

of the oughties, a cultural touchstone. She was even going to be the 

name of a foundation for alcoholics and drug addicts, if some 

opportunistic, skunk-faced cunt hadn‟t bought the name and 

refused to sell it to her family — a move that was shrugged off as “he 

should have seen it coming” by Guardian readers. What kind of 

fuckery is this? The existence of both the grief-raping fuckwad himself 

and his apologists illustrate just how fucked up our relationship with 

celebrity has become. 

Somewhere amongst all this, a woman younger than the writers of 

this magazine is dead, her talent has gone to waste, her father‟s 

attempt at doing right by her has been exploited and we have all 

learned nothing. Because she told us herself: 

I cheated myself 

Like you knew I would 

I told you I was trouble 

You know I’m no good 
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*this one isn‟t real. But you knew that. 

Monumental fuck and permanent stain on the copybook of the entire Australian nation. 

Celebrity minge taxonomist Darryn Lyons made a national-scale nuisance of himself this past 

month in Celebrity Big Brother. At the time of writing, he is still imprisoned with the likes of 

Lucien Laviscount and Tara Reid and whoever the fuck Bobby Sabel is, but he‟s bound to get 

out sooner or later, unfortunately (if understandably—sharing as much as a square mile with 

him must be like squatting in your own faeces while someone plays an episode of Home and 

Away backwards at 10,000 decibels through a loudspeaker system attached to your own 

balls). While on the show, Lyons revealed his horrific plastic surgery: having a six-pack glued to 

his massive, undulating belly like a Frankenstein‟s monster made up of Mel Smith and Bowser, 

King of the Koopas. At least it means he‟s now a physical aberration of nature as well as a 

spiritual one. In this fat, indolent fuck with his fake tortoise belly and hair that thinks it‟s still 1980 

and he‟s still 21, who affords these trinkets and luxury items and self-mutilation entirely through 

the suffering of others — suffering lapped up by many of the same arseholes hooting at his 

belly on the screen — we see the sickness of the 21st Century made flesh. 
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