
 1 



 2 

The fuck do we even sell anyway 



 3 

The fuck do we even sell anyway 

Anyone still remember 
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While not quite as viscerally harrowing as 2014, which often resembled a particularly 

slow and artless Eli Roth film, 2015 was almost as depressing, particularly its first half 

— an extended build up to the most horrific election result since 1992, or maybe even 

1983. We got Jeremy Corbyn out of it, but even that isn’t guaranteed not to be 

disastrous just yet. 

That Fucking Election would have been enough to ensure we’ll remember 2015 for a 

long damn time to come, but Daesh have been very generous in starting and ending the year with massacres 

in Paris: first on a satirical magazine, which would worry us if anyone read this one, and second on the city 

itself, wiping out nearly two hundred people in a single night in between last issue and this one, all for no 

reason at all except to make us afraid of them. 

It’s traditional at this point to say “well, we’re not afraid”. But that would be a lie. We’re afraid of those 

fuckers. Of course we are. Not paralysingly so; we’re more afraid of the several things more likely to directly 

harm us, like the seemingly-inevitable collapse of the world’s climate. But we can’t say Daesh aren’t scary, 

what with their insane devotion to totalitarian Islam (itself a manifestation of their own egos, but they don’t 

seem to know that), not to mention the fact that mass-murders like the Friday the 13th Massacre are pretty 

plain-vanilla in terms of their repertoire of atrocities. 

So, yeah, of course we’re afraid. But whoop-de-bloody-doop, Daesh. Murdering people is scary, news at 

eleven. You want us to be afraid; mission accomplished. Sneak up behind us and yell “boo” and you’d 

achieve the same thing. The other thing they want is exactly what they’ve got thanks to the likes of Hilary 

Benn and Michael Fallon: a fucking war in Syria. More western bombs being dropped on Muslim heads 

with very little discrimination between innocent and otherwise. More reason for surviving Muslims to join 

Daesh and fight back against us bastards. More perpetuation of the god damned motherfucking cycle, and if 

we can see this, why can’t Hilary Benn? 

So here’s to 2016: in which humanity makes the same mistakes as last year and once again fails to learn 

from them. Merry Christmas. 
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e didn’t want to write this article. In fact, in all our five year history, this is the one article we 

never wanted to happen. 

As usual, we were already thinking about this list at the start of the year (while compiling last 

year’s). The classy-as-fuck “Cunt of the Year” award started out, obviously, as a reference to 

TIME Magazine’s storied annual Person of the Year issue. The TIME award has a few traditions and customs, 

and one of these is in Presidential election years, to name the victor as Person of the Year. The last time they 

skipped this was 1996, out of sheer bitterness at Clinton being basically okay, and they made up for that two years 

later by naming him in 1998 alongside Ken Starr. 

Translating this principle into the explicitly negative “Cunt of the Year” setup left us with a scenario we’d rather 

have avoided, otherwise known as “actual reality right now”: the end-of-year award goes to the winner of the 

election after all. We get to emulate TIME Magazine even closer. That doesn’t make up for it. 

But we suppose it was inevitable that Cameron take home the prize someday. All but one single issue of this 

magazine has been published under his premiership, and surprisingly enough only one out of five previous Cunts 

of the Year has been a member of the Conservative Party — Nick Clegg notwithstanding. Now, without the flimsy 

drape of Coalition around his shoulders, this is absolutely, definitively his country to wreck his own way. 

e went into 2015 fervently hoping that by the end of the year, David Cameron would be part of 

Britain’s past, and we’d be muddling along under Prime Minister Miliband instead. Instead, 

Cameron remains very much at the centre of Britain’s present, and indeed its future — although 

he thoughtfully provided a slight mitigating factor during the election campaign by pledging not to 

fight another. Presumably he didn’t think he’d win. The result of that characteristically dumb utterance is that we 

don’t know precisely how much of the future Cameron represents, as the likes of Gideon, Boris and Theresa are 

already drawing up their strategies and building their armies for the leadership campaign he’s made inevitable. We 

have to give him props for very thoughtfully undermining his own position before the votes were even counted, 

but unfortunately it didn’t stop him from cementing that same position for at least another year or two (barring 

some kind of disastrous occurrence rendering his position untenable, of course — to which he’s rendered himself 

even more vulnerable) 

So we’ve got that to look forward to. Unfortunately, with Cameron and the Tories inexplicably given a full 

mandate by the British public, we also have the destruction of the NHS, the BBC, what remains of British 

industry, and the continuation of an extended and pointless argument about Europe, complete with referendum, 

which will probably come next summer and therefore dominate the news discourse for the first half of the year, 

whilst about 9000000000 more important things fall by the wayside, like the burgeoning World War III in Syria or 

the continued race toward environmental apocalypse, or every single bank committing openly large-scale tax fraud 

— to all of which Cameron has thoughtfully contributed as well, of course. 

ut it wouldn’t be entirely correct to say Cameron hasn’t contributed anything positive to the year. 

For a start, of course, there was Lord Ashcroft’s revenge, in which he revealed the Etonian rites of 

passage that helped get him where he is now — or less delicately, that he fucked the severed head of 

a pig one time. There’s an outside chance that the British public may forget this, so we’ll try and 

keep mentioning it. 

Some might even argue that, although far more gruesome, it’s not necessarily more important of an issue than the 

fact that Barack Obama once ate dog meat as a child. We’d argue the opposite. Obama once partook of an act that 

is seen as transgressive in some cultures and perfectly normal in others, including the one he was in at the time. 

Cameron’s act — which, lest we forget, was to fuck a dead pig in the mouth — was transgressive by the standards 

of almost anyone in the entire universe. That was the point. 



t the start of 2015, our best 

hope for right now was Prime 

Minister Ed Miliband. And 

we’d still take that now, of 

course. But while Ed’s 

Government would be better than either of Dave’s, simply by dint of containing people 

capable of compassion, it would still have been a fairly miserable compromise of a 

Labour government based on the assumption that neoliberalism is inevitable and 

capitalism needs as much freedom as possible. 

But Cameron and the Tories’ shock victory — and it was a shock; for all that 

they’ve understandably tried to play that down in the months since, the outright 

majority came absolutely out of nowhere — caused Labour to have the greatest 

existential crisis a political party has had since the Tories themselves in 1997 and 

2001, one that resulted in genuine left-wing politics becoming at least semi-

mainstream again, and an actual old-fashioned socialist being elected Leader of the 

Opposition. That might yet end badly (see page 22), but that it happened at all is 

something to thank Cameron for. 

It’s quite instructive as a measure of Cameron and his policies’ actual popularity as well. 

The election was won partially because of his successful squashing of the 

Alternative Vote in favour of the patently unfair First Past the Post system 

that acted in this particular case as insurance against one of the most 

ineptly handled victorious campaigns in British electoral history. 

Labour were none too clever as well, of course (that fucking stone 

tablet), but there was a point when there seemed to be a new 

Tory fuckup every day. And of course there were the polls 

indicating a dead heat from start to finish, which turned out to 

be bollocks. But when Cameron’s band of cunts surprised 

everyone by romping to victory, the resultant popularity of 

genuine left-wing philosophies, of the sort that hadn’t been 

brought up in mainstream discourse in over two decades, 

suggests Britain doesn’t really want him all that badly so much 

as we’ve settled for him, or in the majority case ended up with 

him. 

e’ll end by returning to that pig. Sorry. More 

pressingly, by the nature of this Etonian 

ritual it can, and should, repeatedly, be 

argued that David Cameron is not Prime 

Minister despite having placed his flaccid 

penis in the mouth of a dead sow. Quite on the contrary, 

David Cameron is Prime Minister because he put his flaccid 

penis in the mouth of a dead sow. That’s the country we 

live in. Merry Christmas. 
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veryone seems to have decided on a name for these fuckers this year. ISIS? ISIL? IS? They recently 

rebranded as the streamlined “Islamic State”, without the geographical specifications. The BBC style 

guide insists on “so-called Islamic State”, which they know is irritating but is also the best possible 

compromise. Apart from them, however, the world’s patience for the term finally ran out on Friday 

13th November, when the cunts slaughtered dozens in Paris. Fuck calling them what they want to be called, we’re 

going with “Daesh”, specifically because they hate it. 

In case you’re not aware, “Daesh” — pronounced Dah-Esh — is actively prohibited within the self-declared 

borders of the self-declared state, because it sounds a bit like not one, but two Arabic words for twat: “Daes”, 

which means “one who crushes something underfoot”, and “Dahes”, which means “one who sows discord”. Both 

words, of course, describe the fuckers perfectly. So in this increasingly divided world, at least one consensus can be 

reached: “Daesh” it is, from Parliament all the way down to this very magazine. 

This doesn’t solve our other problem, how to illustrate these articles. Have you ever done a Google Image search 

for Daesh (under any of their names)? Don’t. You’ll probably give up on humanity before you reach the third 

image of a pile of severed heads. On page one. Every image the cunts produce is either too horrible, too 

depressing, or too quasi-heroic, or all three, to use in a magazine article. Not that we want to shy away from the 

realities of who these people are and what they’re doing, but come on. Besides, it’s Christmas. So: blank pages, 

apart from an image of their cute little logo. (If you weren’t aware, it doesn’t say anything special; no God but 

Allah, Mohammed (PBUH) is his prophet; standard boilerplate). 

W 
hen the Friday 13th attacks happened, we considered releasing a “2SUNS emergency special” 

about it. This was a massive news event, after all; a showstopper of an atrocity to rank with 

9/11. As a newsmagazine, we had to release something in order to take our place in history. We 

scrambled to find a prizewinning novelist to write a 1500-word elegy with a poetic title, and were 

just about to settle on Danny Wallace when we were struck with the pointlessness of the exercise. 

Well, what could we say? That the attacks were horrible? No shit. That the people behind it were fucking cunts? 

Yes, and? The only reason for a magazine like this to put out a special edition after an atrocity — with no new 

information to impart or analysis to include — is to plant a big downward arrow reading “WE ARE HERE” on 

historic soil; softened in this case by the blood of dozens of innocent people. In the end, we didn’t have the 

stomach. 

And in a roundabout way, that is also why we haven’t really said anything specific about Daesh or their activities 

in this article, beyond flinging a few generic insults their way. We don’t have the stomach. Daesh genuinely 

represent the current acme of human evil. Whatever we might say about the likes of Trump or Cameron or even 

Iain Duncan Smith, none of them are slicing out tongues for using the term “Daesh”, burning towns to the 

ground, cutting heads off and sticking them on poles, burning people alive in birdcages, or training child soldiers 

by forcing them through assault courses and fights in massive steel thunderdomes, all of which Daesh are 

genuinely doing. And it’s very unfunny. And here we are, supposed to be taking the piss out of the news, and the 

news is full of these fuckers: monsters doing monstrous things. So, all things considered, fuck ’em.  They make the 

world immeasurably worse, and unlike the likes of David Cameron, they don’t even have the common decency to 

do it in a mockable way. The cunts. 
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D 
onald Trump is not going to be the President of the United States. We 

keep reiterating this partially to comfort ourselves, and partially 

because god damn it it’s true. It was touch and go for a while, but 

when his called for a literal ban all on all Muslims—of which the best 

that can be said is that it’s bloodless ethnic cleansing—went down like a 

knee in a sandwich, you could almost hear the sighs of relief over the howls 

of horror. Disturbingly popular this fuck-knuckle might be (and remain, 

even as he steps closer and closer 

to making Godwin’s law 

irrelevant), but he’s demonstrated 

that America is clearly not quite 

so far gone as to actively elect a 

straight-up Hitler analogue: you 

still need to cloak your hate 

speech behind euphemism to 

actually get anywhere with the 

majority of Americans. You can’t 

get to be President of the United 

States of a platform of explicit 

racism on a level genuinely 

comparable to the Third Reich. 

We should probably be grateful to 

Trump for reassuring us on that 

point. His candidacy—and unexpected frontrunnerhood—for the GOP nomination has turned the election into an ongoing, 

semi-improvised work of surreal horror, but at least it’s thrown the few remaining pockets of basic human decency into sharp 

relief. The fact that he remains the GOP frontrunner is slightly less reassuring, of course, but with less than a year to go before 

the election it’s not entirely discouraging to see the Republican frontline dominated by an unelectable prick with verbal 

diarrhoea, no off switch and a narcissistic personality disorder the size of the world. He already seems to have killed off Jeb!., 

although we were all saying that about McCain in December 2007. (At the time of writing, formless semi-gelatinous mass 

Chris Christie as re-emerged as a potentially almost credible candidate.) 

We’re all but certain that sometime in the future, Trump’s vast success, and the fact that he seems to have achieved it simply 

by bellowing aloud a real-time feed from his forebrain, will have inspired a whole raft of thick, hardback (well, futuristic 

equivalent thereof) history books using it as a starting point for an extended analysis of the American psyche in the first half of 

the 21st Century. (Any future historians looking to cite 2SUNS as a primary source: don’t sweat the references). It’s already 

been all but forgotten that Trump technically ran in 2012. Well, 2011; his run was over by the time the election year itself got 

started, and in a primary season where almost every candidate on the GOP bench got a turn as frontrunner, he never really 

had much of the spotlight to himself. It was assumed in many quarters (including these) that the same thing was going to 

happen this time around: Trump would announce his candidacy, everyone would laugh, he’d have an extra month in the 

spotlight and the latest series of The Apprentice would have a bit more free promotion. Maybe that’s what Trump thought 

would happen too. But it didn’t. Nearly two full terms of Barack Obama have driven the GOP round the bend, to the point 

where there are now two Republican parties: the experienced ones who know what they’re doing and the Tea Party newbies, 

deranged by decades of short-sighted Republican propaganda into believing themselves to genuinely be an oppressed 

minority, and obsessed with ideological purity to the point that they consider Paul Ryan unfit to hold the office of Speaker. 

Those people latched on to Trump like remoras. They’re the ones behind his momentum, and Trump—and more specifically 

his ego—loves it. Hence constantly doubling down on the hateful rhetoric. After calling for ethnic cleansing, it’s anyone’s 

guess where he can possibly go from here. But we’re sure he’ll think of something. 

 

 

I AM 
FURIOUS 
ORANGE 
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C.R.E.A.M. 

T he greatest trick the Devil ever pulled was in convincing the world that he did exist, but 

that it wasn’t him that was Satan, it was Ed Balls. This has resulted in a world where Ed 

Balls — an experienced and qualified economist who learned his trade at the feet of 

probably the most important, influential and successful Chancellor of the Exchequer in 

the past century, if not longer — is no longer even a member of parliament, whereas our Satan analogue, 

a bubble-dwelling aristocrat whose main previous job in the financial sector was as a shop boy at 

Harrods, has been placed in charge of the national purse-strings, without the aid of the Vince Cable-

shaped net provided to him for the previous five years by the Coalition. Cable is also no longer an MP. 

Even Ken Clarke has retired to the backbenches. Gideon is the undisputed king of your money for the 

foreseeable future. Good news if you’re rich, bad news if you’re the remaining 99% of the population. 

G ideon’s sole economic strategy, in case you hadn’t noticed — and a lot of the right-

wing press swears blind that it hasn’t — is the Dennis Moore principle, itself a simple 

inversion of the Robin Hood principle. Steal from the poor, give to the rich. Stupid 

bitch. The main difference, of course, being that Gideon knows exactly what he’s 

doing and doesn’t need a set of off-screen ersatz King Singers to point out the flaw. He doesn’t think it is 

a flaw. As an aristocrat, he genuinely believes that the rich and/or powerful deserve everything they 

have, as proven by the mere fact that they have it in the first place. It’s remarkably easy to believe the 

world to be a meritocracy when you’re at the top of the pile, and what’s more it helps keep you from 

going insane with guilt and horror at the realisation that it isn’t, and that your castle is actually built atop 

a mountain of human bones. 

Fortunately, he hasn’t had it all to himself this year. His proposed cuts to tax credits failed: it was just 

that little bit too obvious that the proposals existed solely to victimise the poor. Thatcher made the same 

mistake with the poll tax: if you’re going to kick the shit out of the lower-classes, try and do it without 

them noticing. Kick them in the arse, not the front; that way you can point at someone else and say “he 

did it”. 

He’s definitely going to have to learn that one if he wants to become Prime Minister, and he does. With 

Cameron stupidly ruling himself out of the 2020 election, Gideon is one of the primary horses in the race 

to lead the Tories into battle, alongside Boris Johnson and Theresa May. Thanks to this insane situation, 

all three of them, plus Cameron himself, are keeping their behaviour psychotically under control — 

which isn’t the same thing as behaving well, just that everything they say and do is deliberately 

formulated to aid their inevitable campaign for the leadership. Who knows, maybe next year Gideon will 

win the award as Prime Minister. Then again, maybe not; there would be at least two positive 

consequences. First, David Cameron would be history, and second, whoever Gideon picks as Chancellor 

of the Exchequer will be better at it than him. Unless it’s Iain Duncan Smith. Actually, forget that 

second one altogether. 
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In some ways, it's hard to blame Martin Shkreli.  Anyone growing up with a face as smug as that is 

pretty much forced into being a dick. But damn, did he do it in spectacular fashion. 

Before September, we'd never heard of Martin Shkreli.  We'd never seen his smiling face shared across 

Facebook and been confused about why Michael Gove had shagged a frog. 

But then, his company bought the rights to a drug called Daraprim.  Most people had never heard of 

Daraprim either, because most people have working immune systems - if you don't, Daraprim becomes 

pretty useful.  This means if you have heard of it, there's a good chance you've got AIDS. 

So what do you do if you've just bought the rights to a drug that a lot of people have to buy in order to 

stay alive? If you're a real human being, you keep on making it.  Charge as much as you need to make 

sure you can keep making it, and no more. 

If you're Martin Shkreli, you hike the price from $13.50 per pill to $750, because seriously, fuck poor 

people.  What the fuck are they doing on the planet anyhow? 

You could argue we should actually be thanking him.  This isn't a play Shkreli invented.  Pharma 

companies have been buying up out-of-patent drugs and whacking the prices up for years.  Athcar Gel 

went up from $40 a vial to $28,000 when it was purchased by Questcor Pharmaceuticals.  It's not even 

the first time the Hitler-haired brat himself has done it.  Before Daraprim, his company bought the rights 

to Thiola, an old treatment for a kidney disorder, and raised the price by 2000%. 

But most of the time, it's gone relatively unnoticed by anyone who wasn't directly affected, because 

every other time it's been done by someone halfway competent at spin. 

But when Shkreli speaks - which he does, with depressing regularity - it's clear he doesn't see the need for 

spin, because he just doesn't get that he's done anything wrong.  His approach to the media storm can be 

reasonably accurately paraphrased as "Yeah, I did that.  IT WAS SO COOL."  And that focused the 

public's attention.  If he'd been more competent, most people would still be completely unaware this 

happens. 

And that's the thing about Shkreli.  He's not just a cunt - he's a cunt with a total lack of self-awareness.  

He doesn't just treat people like shit.  He has no conception of why that's bad 

For once, though, there's half a happy ending.  Because the day before this was written, Shkreli was 

arrested for fraud. It wasn't anything to do with the Daraprim price-gouging.  Turns out, he's just as 

incompetent a hedge-fund manager as he is a Pharma CEO, and took money from the funds he ran to 

pay off debts and for personal expenses. 

Force AIDS patients to remortgage in order to stay alive?  No problem.  Start messing with other rich 

people's money?  Capitalism will take you the fuck down. You couldn’t ask for a more potent illustration 

of precisely who our laws are written to protect.  
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The Sick Rose 

I 
t’s been a rollercoaster of a year for the Labour Party. It started off in hope, crashed into disaster and 

ended god alone knows where, with a party unrecognisable from the start of the year. The result is 

actually the most exciting time to be a Labour Party supporter in years, but not necessarily in a good way. 

This bonus sixth-place achievement award thing whatever is being given  to “The Labour Party” in 

general, but we really mean the Parliamentary Labour Party — by which we really really mean the Blairite wing. 

At the start of the year, they were still in undisputed control of the party, despite Ed Miliband’s occasional timid 

squeaks in the direction of his father’s unreconstructed socialism. 

But then came the election. From a position of being marginally the more popular choice, they fell to an outright 

defeat no-one was expecting. Partially this was because they took a look at the (ultimately bollocks) polls, which 

claimed to be too close to call, and decided to play an extremely defensive game, almost never coming out and 

taking the initiative, or actively standing for anything (and on the rare occasions when they did, fucking up with 

stunts like the Ten fucking Commandments tablets). Ultimately, they failed to set themselves up as an alternative 

to David Cameron, despite the fact that we already knew what he would do as Prime Minister because he was 

already doing it. The polls might have been for shit, but it really was that close at one point. They had a chance 

and threw it away. 

S 
o that’s reason number one for this special award. But even if the defeat was one of the biggest disasters 

in Labour’s recent history, and one of the most crushingly depressing nights we’ve ever had to live 

through, but at least it resulted in the left taking control of the ostensibly left-wing party again, much to 

the despair of the likes of Chuka Umunna. 

However, the rise of Jeremy Corbyn and his properly socialist agenda hasn’t prevented reason number two: that 

gruesome day in which parliament debated whether or not to stick our big noses into Syria with a bombing 

campaign which would, inevitably, solve nothing whatsoever except the slaughter of dozens of innocent people 

alongside far fewer actual Daesh-related operatives. If we can figure this out, no-one involved in the voting 

process can possibly have failed to grasp it. And yet the Labour Party made a massive public song-and-dance 

over voting for it, with the leader insisting on voting against, but enough of the parliamentary party, including 

the cabinet, objecting that he couldn’t crack the whip without breaking something. So we got a week of pointless 

arguing and Tory giggling before the inevitable promise of a free vote, which damaged Labour’s image to an 

extent. 

Worst of all was Hilary Benn, subject of the single wrongest statement in the history of 2SUNS magazine, and 

that’s saying something—“Not over fond of bombing countries for their own sake”, we said in his shadow 

cabinet pen-picture last issue. On the contrary, he raised his profile immeasurably a month ago with a genuinely 

electrifying speech in favour of mass killing simply because the country’s penis might look too small. Actually, it 

wasn’t the speech that was electrifying; it was basic auto-written scoundrel’s-last-refuge boilerplate about 

fascism. If he’d said “There are some corners of the universe that have bred the most terrible things...they must 

be fought”, we’d have had more respect for him. But the delivery was astonishing, a level of oratory surpassing 

that of even his father. Not that his father would have delivered a speech eulogising the glory of war. 

If Benn can be persuaded to use his powers for good rather than evil, it might help the party not make the list 

next year. Another thing that would help on that score is to not overthrow Jeremy Corbyn. On the face of it, 

there’s no reason to: voters seem to like him, as evidenced by the Oldham by-election. Yes, it was a safe seat, but 

everyone in the world was anticipating a massive swing against Labour, and didn’t get it. At which point it 

became a victory in spite of Corbyn, of course, but they’re just fooling themselves. Corbyn hasn’t been perfect as 

leader, partly because he never really wanted to be (the best qualification for the job, of course), but leader he is, 

with the largest such mandate in party political history. The party members elected him, and it’s the job of the 

MPs to represent them. In other words: deal with it. 
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The tightest race since this magazine began sees 

Uncle Vlad just miss out on the top five by 

circumstance, in a year in which the best that can be said is that at least he didn’t start 

another new land war in Europe. Even if he is more of a decent draughts player than 

the chess grandmaster he thinks he is, he’s still managed to bring World War III a bit 

closer, most notably by pointedly intervening in Syria on the opposite side—one of the 

opposite sides, really—to NATO, snuggling up to the despicable Bashar al-Assad in 

some of the most stomach-churning PG-rated news footage of the year, although the 

sight in recent days of Putin and Trump practically telepathically rimming each other in 

separate press conferences comes damned close. Last seen shrugging off the massive 

economic crisis caused by British and American economic sanctions over Ukraine, 

claiming that the crisis is over despite the fact that the Rouble remains marginally more 

valuable than a small, brown sheet of cardboard. 

 

Wow, what a massive tosser this guy is. We wouldn’t say it 

to his face for reasons of basic health and safety (he could 

and, given an excuse, would destroy the face of any given writer on this magazine in 

ten seconds flat), but our basic cowardice doesn't make him any less of a bigoted, 

sexist, loudmouthed, uncouth prick. And it’s a particular shame, because he’s also 

created yet another excuse, as if they needed one, for the BBC-hating press to scream 

scandal at the Corporation, even though they’ve done less than nothing wrong. Cunt 

he may be, but Fury is by definition one of Britain’s top sportsmen at the moment, 

recognised as heavyweight champion of the world (and a hard-won title at that) by 

two out of five of the governing bodies behind the irreparably broken sport of boxing. 

He merited his place on the ultimately meaningless Sports Personality of the Year 

list; congratulations to the people of Britain for not choosing him as their winner. 

 

This time of year, we always find us wondering who’s going to 

end up on the list in another twelve months’ time. The likes of 

Gideon and Dave are no-brainers, of course’ what we really wonder about are the 

people we’ve never heard of before who will rise without trace to make the next most 

hated list. Here’s this year’s wildcard. Twelve months ago we didn’t even know the 

name of the Prime Minister of Hungary. Now, here we are publishing a picture of 

Orbán Viktor, symbolising every despicable word and action said by anyone over the 

autumn refugee crisis. As hundreds of thousands of people desperately tried to escape 

becoming military-industrial collateral in their homelands, Orbán — among others — 

responded by literally demonising them as opportunistic spongers. Some were classy 

enough to quiet down a bit after that picture of a drowned child went viral. Orbán is 

one of those who did not, instead choosing to double down on the basic racism, as if 

building a colossal barbed-wire fence around his border weren’t enough. 

 `
 

  

Sepp Blatter, Michel Platini and pretty much everyone else involved with the governance of 

football, whose actions finally started catching up with them this year; Nick Clegg for the 

completion of project Kill The Party, culminating in the worst election result any party has seen 

in decades and Charles Kennedy drinking himself to death in despair; Nigel Farage for just 

being Nigel Farage, not to mention his inevitable but still infuriating welshing on his promise to 

fuck off once and for all; John Whittingdale and the rest of the anti-BBC Tory/media machine; 
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It’s a bit harsh to call ol’ Bob a cunt, especially as he 

doesn’t really have any discernible personality whatsoever. 

But we had to acknowledge yet another Australian year of multiple PMs. 

Turnbull hasn’t really done anything special yet, and we don’t want to kick a 

man when he’s down, or whatever Tony Abbott is either. So the task of 

representing Australia’s latest political mess of the year falls to Brian Shelton, 

one of the two men on the planet to regret Abbott’s ousting, because the 

lizardy one was so incompetent that Stanton hardly had to do anything to lead 

in the polls. Which was good, because a photo of Simon Crean glued to a twig 

would be a more effective opposition leader. As his hair retreats down the back 

of his head, he’s even starting to physically resemble Brendan Nelson. If he’s 

still there come the next election, Labor are fucked. 

 

Another golden year for the monstrous hyper-Tebbit, in which 

he displayed what might be his most powerful political tool: 

the inability to admit, accept or even understand in the abstract 

that he’s wrong. Multiple reports emerged over 2015 indicating a dramatic rise 

in people in the benefits system dying since he took it over — either killed 

attempting to fulfil jobs they weren’t physically capable of doing (having been 

declared “fit for work” on the grounds of having two hands and some arms), 

or simply driven to suicide by the fearsome, draconian system Duncan Smith 

has put in place – in particular the sanctions system, which punishes the 

slightest indiscretion with potential starvation. Duncan-Smith’s response? 

Stonewall denial. This is a man who sincerely believes that foodbanks are 

evidence of nothing so much as opportunism, and if they went away, so would 

the problem. 

 

For France, it’s been a year to lie down and avoid, with terrorist 

atrocities in Paris at both ends of the year, the latter of which was 

followed by the most ominous set of municipal elections in all time. 

Fortunately, these gave the year a surprising bittersweet ending, as the 

complete failure of the all but neo-Nazi Front National to make any headway 

whatsoever seems to have arrested, if only for now, what had seemed to be the 

irresistible rise of the Le Pen dynasty. Nothing lifts racist rhetoric like some 

brown terrorists, after all, even though the Paris attackers were all at least 

second-generation French. But, in one of 2015’s few pleasant surprises, the FN 

failed to win a single region in the elections. Like Farage (her British 

equivalent, if slightly to the left of her), she blamed voter fraud of some sort, 

rather than the fact that she’s terrible. 

 

them chucklefucks in Canberra who built a cage to keep an autistic kid in; Chinese premier Xi 

Jinping, for continuing his project to double down on China’s already lamentable human rights 

record; Walter Palmer, for rather neatly symbolising mankind’s desperate insecurity as an animal 

by murdering Cecil the Lion just to get off; Bill Cosby for being the black Jimmy Savile; Josh 

Duggar for being the born-again Jimmy Savile; Jared Fogle for being the sandwich-eating Jimmy 

Savile... 
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A merry Christmas and a happy 
new year to all our readers 
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