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A meal from McDonalds 

 goes a long way. 

After six months, a Happy Meal still looks as fresh as the day it was bought. 

(although if you tried to eat it it would probably kill you). Proof if any were 

needed that McDonalds use only the best preservatives for a longer lasting and 

completely indestructible meal. 

We’re fucking you 

“The Happy Meal Project” by Sally Davies. See http://www.sallydaviesphoto.com/ 



3 
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You’ll have noticed we’ve made a few changes in this issue of your super 

soaraway Suns. Not deliberately, or anything, enforced by a hard-drive crash, 

one of the casualties of which was the previous template we’d been using for 

our contents pages and such. So we’ve made a few changes, almost by 

default, making it look a little more like a real magazine in the process. All we 

need to complete the illusion is readers. Know any? 

 

This issue, our sights spread further and wider than ever before, as we take in the results of 

three elections: one in Australia, which saw Julia Gillard, the most powerful Welsh person on 

Earth, squeak back into power. One in Britain for the Labour Leadership, which propelled 

one Miliband into the frontline of British politics and fucked the other’s career right up the 

backpipe. And the midterms in America, where the rage of much of the electorate at the 

Democratic Party’s lack of spine is set to be mistaken for a desire to bring back the naked 

evil of the Bush years. Two potentially good results against just one depressing one? I call 

that progress. 

 

John Wirstham-Harte, editor 

I mean, what are we, your mother’s 

Family Circle? Circa 2005? What is this 

pastime shit doing here? 

 

Yeah, I know it’s lame, but there are 

worse ways to kill time than this. You 

never know, it might even make the 

odd synapse fire in your brain for the 

first time in fucking decades of 

gawping at explosions and sex and 

simplistic descriptions of celebrities’ 

faces, in a manner so patronising you 

become steadily thicker every 

second because you don’t know how 

else to react, until you can’t even tell 

where the entertainment shows 

began and the news ended, or even 

if they did at all or what the 

difference ever was in the first place. 

 

Besides, it’s this or half a page of 

white space. Solution on some page 

or other. 
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Brand new wholly unnecessary Samsung 3D television: 
£2000. 
 
Brand new iPad that doesn’t do anything your iPhone 
didn’t already do: 
£500. 
 
The illusion of conspicuous consumption with no short-
term consequences: 
you know how this one goes. 

There are some things money can’t buy.    

But fuck that shit. 

Happiness is Acquisition 
Acquisition is Happiness  
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In a surprising reversal of standard practice, 32 miners trapped in a cave-in in 

Chile did not die horrible deaths but instead were saved after six weeks 

trapped underground by a combination of determination, initiative and 

some more determination. The best thing about the story (apart from 32 

people getting their lives back after six weeks of unimaginable underground 

hell) is that they were rescued on Margaret Thatcher’s birthday, meaning 

that a story about a mine was the biggest news in the entire world on the 

day that the wizened scourge of the working class who destroyed the British 

mining industry simply because they weren’t acting like slaves was born. 

Margaret Thatcher is 85. John Peel died at 65. 
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The Tory government 

(with some Lib Dem 

collaborators) has began 

to set their plans in 

motion to making 

everything shit and 

rubbish, starting with an 

announcement from the 

grandson of Sir William 

Mount, 2nd Baronet at his 

party conference in 

Birmingham that the 

Government was to 

reform Child Benefits in a 

manner disturbingly 

reminiscent of the Poll Tax: by removing the entitlement to it for a huge chunk of 

the population. This move, apparently calculated to save money by forcing single-

parent and single-working-parent households to starve to death, didn’t go down 

too well, particularly a) among the people who voted for them and b) the Liberal 

Democrats, who had to pretend it was a good idea. 

 

Other schemes the Cameron Government has introduced include scrapping all 

Quangos on general principles, especially the useful ones, making the Citizen’s 

Advice Bureau the first port of call for all consumer complaints — because it’s a 

charity, you see, so it saves the Government from having to spend any money on 

it, and that’s the real point of the Big Society — and, almost comfortingly, the 

privatisation of almost the only thing Thatcher didn’t managed to sell off, the Post 

Office, announced by Vince Cable through gritted teeth. Appropriately, this shit 

and terrible idea, which has been floating around since the Major government, 

was made a reality on the wizened greed-harpy enemy of the people’s 85th 

birthday, which she celebrated by holding a get-together in Downing Street during 

which she presumably sat in the corner drooling because most of her brain has 

disintegrated under the strain of dementia and several large-scale strokes. 
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You may not have heard about this, for several reasons: firstly, that the 

amount of time it takes to explain that Niger is neither the same country as 

Nigeria nor homophonic with “Nigger” could be spent on a story about 

Wayne Rooney’s penis. Secondly, there are only so many of these that you 

can report on before the world loses track. Thirdly, it would just promote the 

image of Africa as savage and/or tragic, particularly since there’s literally 

nothing anyone over here can do about it but tut and say “oh dear”. 

Fourthly, no-one wants to deal with the fact that all this African unrest is 

partly due to white people going over there, destabilising the continent, 

introducing them to killing technology far beyond anything they’d seen 

before, and then buggering off, having exploited them for centuries, leaving 

them pretty pissed off and messed up. 

 
The Dutch Antilles, a group of five islands in the Caribbean under Dutch 

jurisdiction, ceased to exist on 10 October. The two biggest islands, Curacao 

and the other one, are now autonomous countries within the Netherlands, 

much like Wales, while the other three are now more comparable to the 

Channel Islands maybe. To be honest, this story isn’t terribly interesting unless 

you’re one of the few hundred thousand people who live on an Antille, but 

it’s not every month you see an entire country die, so we’re mentioning it 

anyway. Deal with it. 
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Savour the taste 

of  despair. 

Calling all desperate losers, lonely failures and other angry, shuddering loners: 
here is your sustenance. Microwavable meals from Meal Makers, only at 

Mammon. The flavours of  seven thousand chemicals all mingling in your 

mouth. Slightly healthier than smoking. Guaranteed to keep you in the squalor 
and despair in which you live. Buy more of  them and never escape! 
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I 
n November 2006, voters sent a 

message to the by-now ailing Bush 

regime: we’re finally sick and tired of 

you. After, astonishingly, deliberately 

re-electing what was demonstrably the 

worst administration in US history, the 

depth of their mistake was revealed in 

the President’s woefully inadequate 

and terrifyingly detached response to 

the destruction of a major American 

city. Maybe it was because this time, 

the loss of life was on their doorstep, 

instead of that of an abstract Iraqi miles 

away.  Maybe it was simply the 

last straw. But on 

November 7th, 

2006, most of the 

Republican old 

guard — the new 

boys from the 

“Contract With 

America” era of 

1994 — were swept 

away. Rick “Frothy Mixture” 

Santorum, George “Decorative 

Noose” Allen, Mike “Stars on Cars” 

DeWine and many others all lost their 

seats, on a night without a single 

Republican gain. The Democrats were 

back in control of the House. Nancy 

Pelosi became the first female speaker. 

Harry Reid became the first Mormon 

majority leader. The resignation the 

following day of Donald Rumsfeld was 

the cherry on top. Finally, Bush would be 

told to fuck off and die. And with a 

probable Democratic President in two 

years, the future actually looked quite 

bright. 

 

Fa s t - fo rwa rd  fo u r  ye a r s .  Sa i d 

Democratic President did indeed arrive. 

Even more gains were made in the 2008 

house elections. They even had, for a 

brief period, a fillbuster-proof majority. 

They could have done anything. They 

caved to the Republicans on almost 

every issue, yet again. The chance to 

implement genuine social justice in 

America—for the first time since FDR—

came and went, with little to show for it 

but a package of healthcare reform 

that was a definite improvement on the 

third-world “poor people deserve to 

die” system that was in place before, 

but which still left the profiteers of the 

insurance sector holding the cards. 

 

This may have been a depressing turn of 

events, but wasn’t a surprising one. The 

Democrats were simply being the usual 

spineless pussies they’ve been since 

god knows when.  The difference is, this 

time they were cowering in 

deference to an enemy 

they had already 

beaten; a team 

winning 5-0 and 

al lowing the 

opposition to 

score 5 times to 

try and keep their 

supporters in the 

stadium. Worse 

yet, their inevitable defeat 

— likely to mirror 2006, with the 

Democrats taking major losses and not 

making a single gain — will be seen as 

an endorsement of the kind of 

i n c r e a s i n g l y  f a r - r i g h t  p o l i c e s 

represented by the GOP, rather than 

what it is: an expression of anger at the 

supposed liberals not being liberal 

enough, with the Republicans reaping 

the benefits by default because there 

simply isn’t anyone else worth voting for. 

 

This happened the last time there was a 

Democratic President, the 1994 

Midterms becoming known as a 

“Republican Revolution” during which 

Newt Gingrich — still potentially the next 

President of the United States — drew 

up his Contract, the terms of which 

basically ran to not letting Bill Clinton 

get anything done (not that Clinton was 

doing much in the first place).  

 

For why this sort of thing keeps 

happening, read the article in issue one. 

For the price they’re about to pay, read 

on... 
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Grandma of the 

house, Nancy Pelosi. If 

she’s still Speaker by 

the time Issue #5 

comes out, our editor 

will eat his arse. 

How the house stands: from the results of the 2008 election. 

Blue for Democrats, red for Republicans. Light for gains, dark for holds. 

How the senate stands: from the results of the 2008 election. 

Blue for Democrats, red for Republicans. Light for gains, dark for holds. 
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Senate Majority 

Leader and gigantic 

quisling Harry Reid, 

who may not even be 

a Senator by the time 

issue 5 comes out. 

 

Projected 2010 results (atow) 

 

HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES: 202-197 (with 36 currently tied) 

SENATE: 49-50 (with one currently tied) 
 

 

Total: 257—188 

Total: 59  — 41 
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By the end of the year, Congressman John Boehner will be speaker of the 

House (prove me wrong, history). Most British and other foreign readers 

won’t know a thing about him. Of course, most British readers won’t know 

a thing about Nancy Pelosi either, but heigh-ho. So who is he, beyond 

the hilarious name? 

 

Well, for a start, it’s not a hilarious name: it’s pronounced Bayner, not Boner, thereby 

making a nonsense of this section’s headline. He’s from Ohio, and is the 

representative of its 8th congressional district: in British terminology, the MP for a 

constituency that encompasses several small cities, a bunch of smaller towns, some 

rural and the odd bit of Dayton. He used to be in plastics, because he’s from Ohio, 

and went into politics in 1985, becoming a member of the Ohio State Legislature. 

 

He was elected to the House of Representatives in 1990 as one of the Gang of 

Seven—seven freshmen Republican congressmen who got themselves on the 

national stage by bellowing about various incidents of House corruption. Of the 

seven, Boehner’s the only one still active in politics today. (Another was the eerie 

Rick “Gay marriage legitimises bestiality” Santorum, the only one to rise any higher 

than the House of Representatives). In 2006, he became House Majority Leader: the 

de facto parliamentary leader of the Republican Party, behind the Speaker Denny 

Hastert (a sort of satanic Roger Ebert). Upon the GOP’s 2008 defeat, he transitioned 

into Minority Leadership, where he remains to this day. Tradition dictates that when 

the Republicans regain the House, which they inevitably will, he will become 

Speaker — the chairman and administrator of the House of Representatives. 

 

In terms of the two types of Republican, Boehner is more of a Romney than a 

Palin—ie a traditional Conservative, but not a crazy, drooling, babbling religious 

fundamentalist. Don’t get too excited: this just means he’s a rational right-winger. 

His voting record suggests his first concern is to big business and small government, 

which annoys the hell out of said religious “social conservative” types, who’d much 

rather he protect their interests (killing the fags). That’s a point in his favour, albeit 

almost by default. He’s also opposed to cap & trade (naturally), and considers 

Democrats surrender-monkeys (also naturally), jumping in with both feet when an 

increasingly desperate GOP tried to frame the 2006 elections, which they were 

already losing, as a choice between—in Boehner’s words—”a Republican Party 

that understands the stakes and is dedicated to victory, and a Democrat Party [sic] 

with a non-existent national security policy that sheepishly dismisses the challenges 

of a post-9/11 world and is all too willing to concede defeat on the battlefield in 

Iraq.” In other words, he’s pretty much average for a Republican: not the most 

hateful prick in the party, but a prick nonetheless. 

BOEHNER TO VADA 

 3D TV! 3D TV! 3D TV!  
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3D TV:  a thing that is necessary 
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DAMOCLES SHRUGGED 

 

From Portillo in 1997 to Charles Clarke in 2010, every election has its high-

profile casualties, its close calls, its key marginals, its desperately thrown 

together narratives. Here are some of the biggest names and the closest calls 

in the 2010 midterms for your gawping pleasure. 

NEVADA 
 

HARRY REID (D) 

v 
SHARRON ANGLE (R) 

Undoubtedly the biggest battle (in either house) is the 

senate race in Nevada, between Harry Reid (left), the 

Senate Majority Leader, and Republican challenger 

Sharron Angle (right, and how). Unless you’re particularly 

unobservant, or having this read to you by someone prone 

to skipping over random words for no apparent reason, 

you’ll have noticed  why this is potentially such a big story: 

Harry Reid is the leader of the Democratic Party in the 

Upper House. Along with Speaker Pelosi, Reid has been 

half of the public face of the Democratic Party since the 

2006 elections—which is why he is in serious danger of 

being personally punished for their (and in particular, his 

own) failure to lead. Should he lose, he will have no-one to 

blame but himself: even Pelosi has stuck to her guns than 

Reid, a man whose default position appears to be 

snivelling deference, even when he’s nominally in charge. 

 

Angle, for her part, is an Olympic-level wingnut. A Tea 

Partier, her most notable statements and policies include: 

remarking approvingly about the rush in certain small 

towns to buy ammunition in the wake of Obama’s 

election, followed by the phrase “take out Harry Reid”; not 

only opposing free healthcare but demanding the 

privatization of the one publicly-funded program they do 

have; opposing abortion, including in cases of rape and 

incest (saying that when life gives you a lemon, you make 

lemonade—just a friendly reminder here for our non-

American readers that we’re not making any of this up); 

advocating the withdrawal of the US from the UN; calling 

global warming a fraud; and countless other horrible and 

wrong opinions that, were they government policy, would 

basically make a complete bollocks of everything. Should 

she beat Reid, she’ll be hailed as a right-wing hero, a 

template for the future: she and her shit and awful 

positions will be held up as “what the American people 

really want” rather than the winner by default she would 

actually be. Oh, also, she might be a Scientologist, which 

seals her place as one of the least appealing candidates 

in American history, behind even George W. Bush. 

 

Since some of the above batshit insanity has come to light, 

Angle dropped off a little in the polls, but she’s clawed her 

way back to a manicured fingernail in front at time of 

writing. While Reid might be an arsehead, and the patron 

saint of Pussy Democrats, he’s not a psychopath like Angle. 

Which is fortunate, because we’d honestly be saying “fuck 

him” if his opponent was some boring white guy. So (in the 

unlikely event that any of our eleven readers live in 

Nevada) vote for him. 2SUNS official endorsement! 

CALIFORNIA 
 

BARBARA BOXER (D) 

v 
CARLY FIORINA (R) 

In the clearing stands Barbara Boxer: one of the most 

vulnerable incumbents in the 2010 election. Her 

opponent is Carly Fiorina, who appears to have been 

picked solely on the basis that her name sounds vaguely 

like the state she’s running in, leading to the inevitable 

slogan “Carlyfornia”. Such is the price of an advertising-

based democracy. They’ve also dyed their grey hair the 

same shade of blonde for the occasion, making them 

look basically indistinguishable, which presumably is the 

point. 

 

Boxer was one of the few Democrats to actually stand up 

to the Laughing Cowboy of Doom on occasion; signing 

Russ Feingold’s move to censure him, and (almost 

uniquely) daring to ask his nominees for the Cabinet and 

Supreme Court actual questions. Not to mention her (and 

no-one else) pointing out that Ohio’s returns for the 2004 

Presidential Election were almost certainly hookey. She 

was last in the news for telling off a general for calling her 

“ma’am” instead of “Senator”, which is her actual title. 

Literally everyone on the right proceeded to shriek in 

horror at the perfectly reasonable request, aghast as 

much at the notion of a woman telling off a general as 

anything else. This has been repeated over and over in 

Fiorina’s campaign ads, so as to keep idiots from 

forgetting about it. 

 

Formerly CEO of Hewlett-Packard, Fiorina’s not a spittle-

drenched far-right gargoyle like Sharron Angle, but 

neither does she come across as a rational sort of a prick 

like John Boeher. She believes global warming exists, but 

(as a business droid) doesn’t like the idea of doing 

anything about it. She also voted for Proposition 8, and 

this is a woman who’d never voted before in her life. Her 

campaign is funded by her giant severance package 

from HP, where she was responsible for literally thousands 

of layoffs in an outsourcing process, although since it was 

rebranded “rightsourcing” it’s apparently okay. None of 

the people whose jobs she crushed in her tiny fist got 

severance packages anywhere near hers, or at all. Being 

a cosseted, overprivileged two-yacht (really) executive, 

she has never voted before. To her credit (of some sort), 

however, she managed to spin that into a positive (by 

saying “shame on me”). 

 

Current polls (at time of writing) give Boxer a narrow lead 

over Fiorina, but of course it’s too close to call. Certainly 

from a left-wing point of view, the Democratic Party can 

ill-afford to lose one of its only genuine progressives. 
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WISCONSIN 
 

RUSS FEINGOLD (D) 

v 
RON JOHNSON (R) 

The testosterone-fuelled version of the California race, 

Wisconsin’s senate battle sees another of the few 

genuinely left-wing American politicians under threat 

from a CEO with no prior political history (all these 

corporate executives running for the corporate-interests-

before-all-things GOP leave one wondering who’s pulling 

which strings). Feingold’s had his head-scratching 

moments of “bipartisanship” — his strange dual stance 

on gun control, for example — but generally he’s been a 

thoughtful, principled progressive whose decisions are 

made after much consideration and with great 

objectivity and respect for the political process. Johnson, 

on the other hand, is a slightly bemused-looking ghost-

train skeleton with the usual Republican opinions (blah 

blah fags blah blah abortion blah blah blah global 

warming is bollocks blah blah fuck you blah blah blah) 

who, if elected — and he currently holds an increasingly 

commanding lead over Feingold — would be yet 

another pawn in the long game of corporate America. 

ILLINOIS 
 

ALEXI GIANNOULIAS (D) 

v 
MARK KIRK (R) 

The Illinois run is notable because it’s for Barack Obama’s 

former seat, meaning that a Republican victory would be 

a serious PR coup, beating even Scott “Naked Came the 

Senator” Brown’s win on Ted Kennedy’s patch. And such 

a victory looks entirely possible, as Mark Kirk, currently a 

congressman for what in British terms would be called 

Chicago North, currently leads Alexi Giannoulias, the 

State Treasurer. It’s within the margin of error, though, so 

anything is possible. The fresh-faced Giannoulias — only 

30 years old when he became State Treasurer — has the 

advantage of the President’s approval and occasional 

presence on the campaign trail, whereas Kirk is endorsed 

by the aforementioned nude model turned people’s 

champion, Scott Brown. Kirk lied about being named 

Naval Officer of the Year one time. Giannoulias believes 

in gay marriage, a woman’s right to choose, the repeal 

of Don’t Ask Don’t Tell in favour of Who Gives A Fuck 

Anyway and unicorns. Vote for him, you idiots; vote for 

him. 

MINNESOTA 

DISTRICT 6 
 

MICHELE BACHMANN (R) 

v 
TARRYL CLARK (D) 

One of the more interesting races in the Lower House is in the safe Republican seat of 

Minnesota district 6. The incumbent is why it’s interesting: terrifying crazy lady Michele “Can’t 

Spell Michelle” Bachmann, played by a deteriorating low quality waxwork of Victoria 

Principal made in 1985. Bachmann joined Congress in 2006, claiming to have been called to 

the position by God, and having fasted for three days just to make sure. She held onto it in 

2008, but not without very nearly losing a seat she had locked down by calling for a revival 

of McCarthyism for scary scary black people. Since then, she’s become an icon of the 

religious right and yet another Great White Hope of the GOP by seconding the shrieks of 

Sarah Palin (the rich man’s her) about “death panels”, advocating the writing of “kill the 

fags” into the constitution and leading a one-woman crusade against incandescent 

lightbulbs. 

Clark, for her part, is a relatively big name in the St. Cloud area, but probably not big 

enough to unseat Bachmann, although she’s run her quite close on occasion; the race is 

mostly interesting for the sheer entertainment value of the crazy, crazy incumbent. 

Yes, it’s all happening in the Golden State. As Arnold Schwarzenegger reaches the end of 

his two terms as Governor, this one is up for grabs. The GOP have picked yet another 

middle-aged blonde, not to mention yet another corporate executive with no prior 

political experience, in Meg Whitman, the woman behind eBay. The Democrats have 

gone with a blast from the past: none other than Jerry Brown, who held the job between 

1975 and 1983 (the term limits which have done for Schwarzenegger don’t apply to him 

because he was Governor before they were implemented, in case you were wondering). 

His previous service was immortalised in the original version of California Uber Alles by the 

Dead Kennedys, which gives Whitman plenty of material to work with already. Picking 

someone like Brown, who not only has held the job twice already — and thirty-five years 

ago at that — but was a divisive figure even then, seems on paper such a counter-

intuitive thing to do it’s almost wilfully perverse. Whitman — not surprisingly for the original 

eBay billionairess - is outspending Brown ten to one and has a real shot at this, although 

this being California, at least she's relatively liberal for a Republican. 

CALIFORNIA 
(GUBERNATORIAL) 

MEG WHITMAN (R) 

v 
JERRY BROWN (D) 
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For this year’s 

Thanksgiving cake... 

 

 

Paid for by the Andrew Jackson Institute for not giving a fuck 
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This 

is 

Edward. 

 

He’s 

a little 

worried 

about 

his 

future. 

THE GRADUATE 
It’s a new dawn for the Labour Party, again, as we enter the age of 

Miliband. Ed Miliband, that is. Is he really as “Red” as we’ve been led 

to believe? Is it really an objectively bad thing that the unions like 

him so much? And where is he taking the Party? John Wirstham-

Harte doesn’t know either….. 
 

The results are in from the Daily Mail: Ed Miliband, the new leader of Her Majesty’s 

Opposition, is a giant red socialist left-wing union-loving gay atheist, the second coming of 

Michael Foot, the world’s biggest commie after Obama. “Red Ed” they’re calling him. His 

election is already tainted, they’re saying, by the fact that it was the Union vote that swung 

it in his favour. 

 

Well, here’s the thing: he’s the leader of the Labour Party. He’s meant to be left-wing. It’s 

easy to forget, with it being 16 years since the death of the last genuinely left-wing leader 

(although Gordon Brown had some socialist instincts, however hard he tried to suppress 

them) — and even he was relatively, shall we say, pragmatic. If Ed Miliband is a “red” then 

good — that’s Labour’s colour, after all. 

19 
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The same goes for his union support 

(in either direction). Fewer and fewer 

people can remember a time when 

the Labour Party and the Trade Union 

Movement had the same interests; 

but they were originally born of the 

s am e  i m pu l s e s :  th e  u n i on s 

representing the working class at 

ground level, the Labour Party acting 

as their voice in parliament. If Ed 

Miliband’s election signals a return to 

that form, all the better.  

But is all this talk of 

socialism at all 

accurate? Some 

reports have the 

nickname "Red 

Ed" being coined 

b y  P e t e r 

M a n d l e s o n , 

which (if true) is 

disappointing, but 

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

importance and scale of 

Miliband's task in uniting the party.  

It's difficult to say, however. He's still 

keeping his cards close to his chest, 

as far as specific political views are 

concerned. We can gather clues 

about his views from the identities of 

his supporters. Certainly the unions 

like him, which is encouraging from a 

socialist point of view, although the 

unions also put their trust in Arthur 

Scargill and, in America, the Mafia 

via Jimmy Hoffa. Other endorsements 

came from Neil Kinnock, reddest of 

all Labour leaders, and his deputy 

Roy Hattersley, which is also fairly 

encouraging for those who want to 

see the party move leftward.  

It's hard to gauge Miliband's positions 

from his political history as it is 

relatively short. Having only been an 

MP since 2005 - much like the man 

we still hate having to refer to as the 

Prime Minister - the only cabinet 

position he has ever held (other than 

the meaningless "Minister for the 

Cabinet Office") is Gordon Brown's 

Energy Secretary. In that role, he put 

a mechanism in place to cut Britain's 

carbon emissions by 80% by 2050 and 

was one of the leading voices at the 

Copehagen Summit which made 

similar pledges worldwide. At the 

s u m m i t ,  h e  ac tu a l l y 

challenged China to a 

fistfight over their (partly 

successful) attempts at 

s a b o t a g i n g  t h e 

agreement. When the 

expenses scandal hit, 

he managed to deftly 

sidestep to the side of 

the fan by having one of 

the lowest expenses sheets 

in parliament. He is, at this 

early stage, impressively teflon-

coated. The nearest the Daily Mail 

has managed to find to a scandal so 

far is the fact that he's unmarried and 

an athiest (not to mention Jewish - 

keep an eye out for subtle references 

to pork and gas and killing Christ in 

the right-wing papers, from the 

people who brought you outrage five 

years ago over the Labour poster that 

made reference to the phrase "pigs 

might fly" in connection with Michael 

Howard and Oliver Letwin). Of 

course, now we've typed that, within 

a week of this issue's publication he'll 

probably be discovered in bed with 

eight prostitutes, Lindsey Lohan, a pig 

and the late Clare Rayner. Failing 

that, though, Ed's made a pretty 

good start. It might get even better 

when we find out what his Labour 

party will stand for. 

 

We can gather clues 

about his views from 

the identities of his 

supporters: the 

Unions, Neil Kinnock, 

Roy Hattersley 

THE GRADUATE TEAM MILIBAND 
BY WHICH WE MEAN THE MEMBERS OF THE SHADOW CABINET 
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TEAM MILIBAND 
BY WHICH WE MEAN THE MEMBERS OF THE SHADOW CABINET 

DEPUTY LEADER: HARRIET HARMAN 

British equivalent of Hillary Clinton 

in that she’s the best excuse for 

papers like the Daily Mail to be 

openly misogynist to an extent 

rarely seen outside a Cerebus the 

Aardvark phonebook. Good 

choice for deputy. Having  

annoyed David Cameron plenty 

in PMQs, even though Ed didn’t 

get to choose. 

SHADOW CHANCELLOR: ALAN JOHNSON 

Surprise choice for Chancellor of 

the Exchequer, with Ed Balls 

having been Gordon Brown’s 

economic protégé and his wife 

Yvette Cooper holding a MSc 

from the LSE. But picking Johnson 

sidesteps any leadership fallout 

and might even keep the Blairites 

happy. And he’s still better 

qualified than Gideon Osborne. 

SHADOW HOME SECRETARY: ED BALLS 

Dot-eyed protégé of Brown, 

passed over for Chancellor role in 

favour of dot-eyed protégé of 

Blair, but Home Office is a pretty 

decent consolation prize. Clever 

and genuinely left-wing, but still 

hampered by ridiculous name 

and eerie resemblance in 

appearance and demeanour to 

Piers Fletcher-Dervish. 

SHADOW FOREIGN SECRETARY: YVETTE COOPER 

Wife of the aforementioned, 

unsurprisingly chooses to use her 

maiden name professionally. 

Comes across as a genuinely nice 

and down-to-earth lady, unlike 

anyone in the Tory party, 

although that could all be 

marketing and she could carve 

swastikas into orphans’ foreheads 

for all we know. Probably doesn’t. 

SHADOW EDUCATION SECRETARY: ANDY BURNHAM 

Perpetually surprised-looking 

schoolboy, formerly Health 

Secretary. Somewhat to the right 

of the party. Slight tendency 

toward butterfingers while in the 

cabinet (Leafletgate, 

Notreadingathinggate, 

Bullshitgate). Not particularly 

interesting, but seems to know 

what he’s doing, mostly. 

SHADOW HEALTH SECRETARY: JOHN HEALEY 

Relative newbie. Served in 

Brown’s cabinet as Minister of 

State for Housing and Local 

Government; this, while being a 

Shadow position, is probably 

promotion. No relation to Denis. 

Member of Amnesty and 

campaigner for Suez medals and 

a fairer minimum wage. Probably 

should be Prime Minister. 
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Why do you think  
the farm’s called “Happy Hens”? 



23 

Why do you think  
the farm’s called “Happy Hens”? 

It’s not because the hens are happy. It’s because we don’t give a fuck. We treat these chickens 
like they raped our mother and we do it with impunity because we know it’s a self-

perpetuating machine. Nakedly cruel farming methods like this keep prices low. And there’s 
always going to be an impoverished underclass who need their cholesterol shot for as little 

outlay as possible. They could buy free range but gosh—it’s so much more expensive than ours, 
and what noticeable difference does it make to them? Not only are we under no obligation to 

change our practices: the market actively discourages it. Is this a great system or what? 
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I 
t’s said that history repeats itself the first time as tragedy, the second time as 

farce. Two general elections, thousands of miles apart and on different sides of 

the world, tested that supposition out in 2010, and may yet have proved it. The 

first was in Britain, where an apparent surge for liberal principles was cruelly 

revealed to be a hoax, eventually leading to the Liberal party betraying themselves 

and the people who, briefly, placed them at the head of the polls. The second was 

in Australia, where they seriously contemplated having three Prime Ministers in one 

year. 

 

The history of Australian Prime Ministers is already full of bizarre moments, from the 

trainwreck of 1975 which saw Gough Whitlam fired by the Governor and very nearly 

started a civil war out of sheer confusion, to the eerie case of Harold Holt, Prime 

Minister for less than two years, who went diving one day and neglected to surface. 

Deliberate suicide? Premeditated murder? Alien abduction? Just a dumb thing to 

do given his shoulder injury? We don’t know, and we might not ever know, given 

that no-one ever found him. It’s still one of the strangest fates to befall a Western 

Head of Government. 

 

However, though all this bizarre history, at the outset of 2010 none of the Prime 

Ministers had ever been a woman. Which isn’t to say they hadn’t tried, but closest 

lady to get there had been Pauline Hanson—a sort of Satanic, flame-haired Nell 

Mangel whose party (classily, named after herself) became disturbingly popular in 

the 1990s via the time-honoured techniques of po-faced concern trolling and 

breathtaking racism. Frankly, it was just as well for the entire continent-cum-country 

that her star eventually waned as her entertainment value faded. Eventually she 

created a new party (named after herself again),  sued her old party, failed on 

both counts and gave up on Australia altogether. She now plans to move to Britain, 

where Nick Griffin has said he will give her a warm welcome. So, yeah, not a shining 

example for female politicians in Australia. Fortunately they have a better role-

JULIA GILLARD HAS BECOME THE 

FIRST ELECTED FEMALE PRIME 

MINISTER OF AUSTRALIA BY THE SKIN 

OF HER TEETH, AFTER THREE MONTHS 

OF POWER GAMES THAT SOMETIMES 

RESEMBLED “I, CLAUDIUS” PLAYED 

AS A COMEDY.  WILLIAM VAN 

OMNOMNOM QUINE RETELLS HER 

STORY FOR THE RIGHT-WAY-UP 

POPULATION. 
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model these days, in the current Prime 

Minister, Julia Gillard — even if she got 

there in something of a roundabout 

fashion. 

 

A 
t the start of 2010, the 

Australian PM was Kevin Rudd. 

He had been elected in 2007 

on the same wave of fuck-this-

shit progressive sentiment that did for the 

Republican congress the previous year 

and gave the world President Obama a 

year later. Its victim that time was the 

dour John Howard, an evil Clive James 

whose default setting was a particularly 

dull brand of fascism. Despite seemingly 

being hated by literally everyone in the 

ent i re wor ld,  Howard 

managed to keep power for 

eleven years before his 

enthusiastic sending of a 

seemingly unlimited supply of 

young men to the Enduring 

Freedom sausage machine 

finally proved the last straw 

for a populace who still 

remembered the last time 

Australia got themselves 

involved in a completely 

worthless American war of 

aggression. 2007’s federal 

election saw him and his 

party thoroughly rejected — 

Howard suffering the indignity 

of not even keeping his seat 

in parliament, and the 

misspelled Labor party found 

itself back in power for the 

first time since Paul Keating 

ran out of True Believers in 1996. Rudd 

got off to a great start: his first act was to 

sign the Kyoto Protocol, and his second 

was to apologise to the Aboriginal 

community for the horrible scandal of 

the Stolen Generations. John Howard 

had been needled about both things for 

years and had steadfastly refused to do 

either, for no apparent reason other than 

being a giant quivering fuckpiston 

(particularly in the latter case). It was an 

authoritative way to announce your new 

government while underlining its 

difference to the last. Labor were back 

and they were taking names. 

 

Fast forward two and a half years. Rudd 

had been one Australia’s most popular 

Prime Ministers, having enjoyed the kind 

of approval ratings which would suggest 

he was legislating free chocolate-and-

honey-covered blowjobs every third 

Friday since shortly after becoming Labor 

leader. That was until 2010, when it 

started levelling out — and then 

dropping as cracks started to appear in 

the walls. Rudd introduced one 

unpopular piece of legislation after 

another: formulating an Internet  

censorship program that seemed 

modelled on the insanely strict Chinese 

system, deferring the Carbon Profits 

Reduction Scheme, and his best idea, 

the Resource Super Profits Tax — a 40% 

levy on iron ore that came across as the 

environmental lobby’s equivalent of the 

Poll Tax — which was often fingered as 

the straw that broke the Rudd 

Government. 

 

Next and nexter: a pre-Government Rudd flanked by his new deputy 

Gillard upon taking leadership of the Australian Labor Party in 2006.  

Photo credit: Adam Carr. 
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M 
utterings of mutiny started to 

spread around the Labor 

party’s corridors of power. 

The Prime Minister’s thick 

streak of social conservatism (including a 

certain amount of solemn homophobia), 

which had been put up with as long as 

the polls were sympathetic, was 

becoming harder to ignore the more the 

polls dropped; and it didn’t help that he 

was becoming increasingly autocratic — 

starting with his dismissal of the factional 

caucus which usually chooses Labor’s 

cabinet in favour of picking it entirely by 

himself, he created what at times 

amounted to a cult of personality with 

only one member. The unappealing 

prospect of the Liberals — which is a 

stupid name for the right-wing party, but 

never mind — making an immediate 

return to power reared its head. Once 

the Labor Right faction announced that 

it was shifting its support to his deputy, 

the game was up. A brief leadership 

challenge flared up, and then sputtered 

to a slightly embarrassed end when 

Rudd discovered that literally no-one but 

himself supported him anymore. His 

challenger — his former deputy — was 

duly installed as Prime Minister. That 

deputy was Julia Gillard — the first 

female Prime Minister in Australia’s 

history, almost by default. 

 

Gillard had become Rudd’s deputy in 

2006, at the same time as Rudd had 

become leader. It was the preferred 

ticket of the Right faction, with their man 

at the head, and what they saw as a 

safe, moderate liberal to represent the 

Left as deputy. While her policies are the 

pragmatic mix of right and left we’ve all 

seen before — climate change, pro-

choice, a rather disappointing anti-gay 

marriage stance — she wasn’t the 

walkover the Right may have been 

expecting — as befits a woman of the 

Valleys. 

 

Gillard was born in Barry, just outside 

Cardiff, in 1961. Later that year, her 

family moved to Australia because it 

kept bloody raining. Her roots in the 

black hills are exemplified by 

her admiration for Anuerin 

Bevan, although what Nye 

would have made of her 

increasingly conspicuous  

shuffles to the right is hard to 

say. Her first action upon 

taking charge was to 

suspend the Resource Super 

Profits Tax pending a review that 

eventually replaced the 40% levy with a 

30% one. Almost her second was to call 

an election. 

 

M 
eanwhile, the Liberals had 

had a torrid time in the 

aftermath of their crushing 

defeat, burning through 

leaders like a fat man in a cake shop. 

First to bat was the hapless Dr. Brendan 

 

On the left (as much as is politically expedient): Julia Gillard. On the religious right: Tony Abbott.  No biting, no 

hitting below the belt. Photo credit: Reuters. Clearly 
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Nelson — a distinctly frightening-looking 

Metalunan scientist in an ill-fitting rubber 

face mask — who lost his party’s 

confidence approximately twenty-three 

minutes after taking charge and was 

removed after only nine months in favour 

of Malcolm Turnbull, whose schtick was 

forced avuncularity disguising blatant 

gittishness. He lasted fourteen and a half 

months before they tired of him (the last 

straw being his explicit commanding of 

the party to support Rudd’s climate 

change bill). His replacement going into 

2010 was the two-fisted Tony Abbott, 

easily the most colourful leader the 

Liberal party had had in decades. Born in 

London in 1957 and a former boxing 

champion at Oxford University, Abbott is 

a devout Catholic who initially trained for 

the priesthood before deciding to pursue 

politics. He had served as Minister for 

Employment, and later Health, under 

John Howard, and became known as 

one of the dour one’s chief enforcers, a 

“bomb-thrower” as Labor described him. 

All in all, a much more formidable 

opponent than Butterfingers Nelson or 

Gitface Turnbull. The stage was therefore 

well and truly set. 

 

Gillard had called the election for two 

reasons: one, to offset claims of  

illegitimacy by at least trying to get 

actually elected, and two, because her 

polls were looking fairly healthy at the 

time, without which no politician in the 

real world would give a fig about 

legitimacy. Those polls slowly but surely 

clambered up as the campaign went 

on, leading to the one of the tightest 

elections conceivable. Abbott, heading 

the Coalition — the electoral pact 

between the Liberals and fellow right-

wing party the Nationals which has been 

practically de rigeur for decades — 

looked at one point all but certain to be 

the next Prime Minister, but then Gillard 

came back from behind. Australians 

went to the polls knowing that their 

individual vote was more precious than it 

had ever been before. 

 

T 
urnout was 100%, which would be 

a lot more impressive were voting 

not mandatory in Australia. As the 

results trickled in, a hung 

parliament became more and more 

inevitable. At first, it looked as though, as 

predicted, Abbott and his Coalition 

would come out on top by a nose, as 

David Cameron had done in 

Pommieland. But no — as it wore on, 

Labor caught up, and the two (and a 

half) parties ended the night in a dead 

heat—72 seats each. Immediately both 

sides initiated the inevitable increasingly 

undignified self-prostituting to the 

handful of independents who now found 

themselves, like Nick Clegg before them, 

in the position of kingmakers. Or 

queenmakers. The first to explicitly 

pledge an allegiance was Adam Bandt, 

a representative of the Green Party (who 

had profited well from left-wing 

disillusionment with both Rudd and 

Gillard), who to no-one’s surprise threw 

his support behind Labor. Similarly, Tony 

Crook, of a local branch of the Nationals, 

stepped into line behind the Coalition. 

This left four MPs, all with no party 

affiliation, holding the balance of power. 

One, Andrew Wilkie, as a former Green, 

On the left (as much as is politically expedient): Julia Gillard. On the religious right: Tony Abbott.  No biting, no 

hitting below the belt. Photo credit: Reuters. Clearly 
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pledged hi s 

s u p p o r t  t o 

G i l la rd .  The 

remaining three 

negotiated in a 

bloc with each 

other and the 

two sides for 

what seemed 

l i k e  e i g h t 

hundred days 

before, on the 

s e v e n t h  o f 

September — 

three and a half 

weeks after the 

Australians went 

to the polls — 

they finally made their decisions. Tom 

Katter — a JR Ewing lookalike who, in a 

potent illustration of how different 

Australia is to everyone else, represents 

an unimaginably vast and empty 

constituency twice the size of Britain and 

with a fraction of the population — 

declared for the Coalition. 74 all. Then 

Tony Windsor, who resembles the mayor 

of Tortoise town and a self-described 

Conservative, threw in with Gillard. 75-74 

to Gillard. The last to declare  was Rob 

Oakeshott, another long-standing 

Independent MP, who has an air of an 

office worker seconds before snapping 

and going on a blank-eyed rampage 

with a bat. His was the casting vote: 

Gillard or deadlock, in which case fuck 

only knows what would have happened. 

He chose to make his declaration via the 

medium of rambling. His speech 

occasionally came across as if it had 

been drafted by James Joyce and 

edited by Edward de Bono. Finally he got 

to the point: he was supporting Gillard. 

76-74 — the closest result possible. The 

lady had made it, by individual atoms on 

the skin of her teeth.  

 

It must be the least stable government in 

the Western World, however: even 

weaker than the UK Coalition, which is at 

least between two parties. This is 

dependent upon the support of a 

handful of individuals. Australia can look 

forward to at least a year of politics on 

the razor’s edge: or to mix our metaphors 

completely, a government without a 

safety net, or with a very flimsy one. Mix 

in the recent survival rates of party 

leaders and words like “torrid” tend to 

leap to mind. Australian politics 

continues to be a lot more interesting 

than it really has any right to be. Let’s just 

hope that Gillard doesn't decide to go 

diving any time soon. 

The Queenmakers: from left, Tony Windsor, Rob Oakeshott, Adam Bandt 

and Tom Katter, sans cowboy hat. Photo credit: Associated Press. 

HERE’S YOUR SOLUTION YOU THICK CUNT 
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Remembrance Day approaches. 

Everyone on TV has a poppy, 

and most everyone on the street 

has one too. A red one, that is. 

No-one wants to be seen with a 

white one because pacifism is 

shameful. And it’s partly the 

pacifists’ fault. Gareth Manford 

untangles the tale of two 

poppies — and explains why 

they’re not enemies at all. 

ne of the most popular war-hawk banners during the build-up to the 

Iraq war read: "Except for Ending Slavery, Fascism, Nazism and 

Communism, War Has Never Solved Anything”. Ha, the hawks say. Got 

you there, pacifist pussies. War is a good thing after all. This argument 

could be immediately refuted by simply editing the sign to something more 

intellectually honest: “War Has Never Solved Anything It Didn’t Cause In The First 

Place”. 

 

At this time of year, war is on everyone’s mind, directly or indirectly. Everyone 

wears a red paper poppy. Some people are vaguely aware of an alternative, a 

white poppy for peace. But the white poppy is roundly demonised for a 

perceived lack of respect — not because of anything the people behind it 

have said or done, but simply for extolling pacifism. Damian Thompson, former 

editor of the Catholic Herald and a typically frog-shaped columnist for the 

Telegraph, called the white poppy “despicable” and took serious issue with its 

manufacturers’ mission statement that “there are better ways of solving 

problems than by killing strangers” — as if glorying in warfare was the only moral stance to take, as if pacifism is 

objectively immoral just because Hitler existed. Hitler is a problem for pacifists. He and the Nazi regime 

represent one of very few examples of true and unambiguous evil that needed to be fought; the Second 

World War is the closest example to the mythical “just war” which in reality is all but impossible. Hitler, by being 

the perfect cunt, is a constant point of comparison, a useful tool in justifying any war as “just”. It’s true that 

absolute pacifism would have let Hitler take over the world. It’s also true that people and regimes like Hitler and 

the Nazis don’t happen that often. Even WWII was only justified from the defender’s perspective. No ideology is 

effective if it’s inflexible, even pacifism. Sometimes war is necessary. But almost never. 

 

Thompson, of course, has never fought in a war and will never be asked to do so, although he’s obviously 

perfectly happy to ask other men to suffer and die, as long as they’re guaranteed to be as bad as Hitler. 

Fortunately, Ho Chi Minh, Saddam Hussein and the gestalt entity known as “The Taliban” all fit that criteria — or 

at least they did at the time. He also raged against the wearers of white poppies as basking in their sense of 

intellectual and moral superiority to the red poppy wearers. We wish we could call this bollocks, but sadly that is 

all too often the case, and it doesn’t have to be. 

 

It doesn’t help that the manufacturers themselves keep mentioning the red 

poppy in sniffy tones, looking down on the more mainstream Poppy Appeal and 

the British Legion — although they never say out loud that the red poppy 

celebrates war, as they’re often accused of doing. 

 

It’s not true in any case. The red poppy doesn’t glorify war any more than the 

white poppy spits on the dead. Which is why we advocate wearing both — the 

red poppy to mourn the waste, the white poppy to celebrate and hope for 

peace. One to weep for what happened, the other to say “never again”. And 

stop fucking fighting over it — both poppies represent the same thing, after all. 

Neither disrespects anything. Wear both with pride. And hope that something 

happens to strand Damian Thompson in Afghanistan very soon. 
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Franklin Pierce is one of the most forgotten presidents, even less mentioned 

than Rutherford B. Hayes, James K. Polk or Wilfred Holborn Dewey*. This is 

probably because he wasn’t very good at it. He is mostly notable for starting 

the domino process that led to the Civil War. Apparently a perfectly nice 

man who just wasn’t suited to the job, as opposed to an actively evil fuck 

who should never have got near it, like many others. 

*this one isn’t real. But you knew that. 
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Is there something that you want to bellow futilely into the void 

about? Here’s your outlet. Is there something no-one else 

notices or acknowledges about the world that you want to set 

out? We’re your tablet, carve on us. Send us letters, write us 

articles, take photographs, draw cartoons, send us pictures of 

your bum, what-the-fuck-ever, we’ll almost certainly publish it. 

How to submit:  

Just email us with who you are and what you’ve wrote, drawn, shat or 

whatever, and a comedy pseudonym (for preference) and if it isn’t 

nakedly evil it’ll go in the magazine. Please note that we do this for free, 

so all you get in return is the satisfaction of appearing in a low-circulation 

satirical PDF full of swearing. We look forward to hearing from you. And 

we mean you specifically. The person reading these words right now. 

What we need: 

 

 articles about stuff—stuff we don’t necessarily know about 

 adverts—we can’t keep making them all ourselves 

 someone better at photoshop than we are (cf “The Graduate) 

 ten billion pounds in cash, or at least enough to advertise 

 readers! Tell people about this magazine! 

 cartoons and shit for the back pages would be nice. 

 basically anything vaguely amusing and topical. 

 
Our bologna has an email address, it’s 2suns@bobthefish.org.uk  

We also have a website, it’s 2sunsmagazine.com  
(although how you could be reading this without knowing that we don’t know) 
 

We also have a Facebook group at http://on.fb.me/a65fBB 

http://on.fb.me/a65fBB
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