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Bit of a mish-mash this issue, to be perfectly honest with you. 
We blame the slightly larger than usual gap which saw us miss spring altogether and go 

straight on into autumn. Some of us have university work to do, you know. 

In our absence, the US Election was finalised. It will—shock of all shocks—be between 

Barack Obama and Mitt Romney, to the surprise of fewer than no observers. The entire 

campaign dragged on and on for well over a year in a rollercoaster ride which saw the 

GOP flirt with genuinely insane women, horny pizza magnates, retro hate figures, 

comedy homophobes and anyone else short of Ron Paul, before finally settling on the guy 

everyone knew they were going to end up with anyway. The Vice-Presidency is much 

more open, and could go even to a woman, or a brown person, or a morbidly obese 

misogynist. How progressive of the GOP. 

 

John Wirstham-Harte, editor 
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CALEDONIA 

Scottish independence, eh? So, what are 
we talking about here, Braveheart? 
Actually, more like Australia. Or maybe 
Texas? The ins and outs delineated for 
Sassenachs and other non-Scots. 
Words: Thierry Henry Thoreau 

uber alles 
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I t’s official: independence is coming to Scotland. Or a referendum on it. In two years. And a couple of 

months. Why the fuck are we putting it on the front cover now? Are we really that unsure about our 

future? 

Well, notwithstanding any doubt over 2SUNS’ continued existence in two years’ time, we’ve put it on 

the cover because the YES campaign was just launched. The last Yes campaign we reported on was a colossal 

failure, by dint of which British democracy was set back several decades. This one’s got a better chance, 

though. Partly because it’s better organised (already), partly because it’s a simpler and more powerful issue, 

and partly because we’re not explicitly supporting it. Not that we’re against it either; we haven’t made up our 

minds either way, and, no-one on the staff being Scottish, will probably remain neutral and smug and Swiss all 

the way to the actual voting. 

So yeah, Scotland wants to secede. Or something. The Yes campaign's website - that phrase brings back painful 

memories, but this one's already better designed and organised than the AV one - the Yes campaign's website at 

YesScotland.net very helpfully and concisely explains exactly what they mean by "independence" and what it 

would entail, and we are henceforth going to clumsily bowdlerize it with the addition of jokes and swearing, as 

is our custom. 

The Scottish National Party - and let's not kid ourselves, that's who we're talking about here - are at pains to 

make the people of Scotland know that everything is planned well in advance. Should the Scots vote "yes" in 

favour of independence, they will immediately start up a process that they reckon they've already got written 

down, delineated and basically 

ready for starter's orders. 

Functions,  powers and 

responsibi li t ies will  be 

transferred "smoothly and 

simply" from Westminster to 

Edinburgh, and by the next 

Scottish Elections in 2016 

everyone will be voting for an 

independent Government. 

Nothing more specific is 

forthcoming, however, until 

the Scottish Government 

publish their White Paper with 

the full, explicit lowdown on 

just what they're on about. 

 

T here have already 

been arguments and 

in-fighting, though 

— not to mention 

the first major embarrassment 

for the Yes campaign when 

they accidentally assumed 

everyone following them on 

Twitter was automatically a 

supporter and listed them as 

such. That’ll be long forgotten 

by the time the voting actually 

happens, though. Most of the 

Andy Salmond, Alan Cumming 
and a bunch of other Scottish 
people standing in front of a 
backdrop from Highlander 
yesterday. Photo: Getty Images 



7 

in-fighting so far has been about the more constitutional aspects — which is to say, no-one can decide whether 

Scotland will be a republic, or whether they’ll keep the Queen and do like the Australians and Canadians do 

— ie ignore her except when they or she want something. The stated position of the SNP, from the mouth of 

its leader Alex Salmond, is that they’ll keep the Queen; the crowns (which were merged into one in the early 

18th century) will be split apart again, and the British royals will become the English and Scottish royals. 

Salmond has, of late, taken to taking the piss out of England with suggestions that they’ll keep the Queen and 

we should get rid of her: "There is a better case for an English republic than a Scottish one," he said in Prospect 

Magazine; the idea being that Scotland doesn’t define itself in class terms quite as much as England. "I'm not 

saying Scotland is a classless society," he told Prospect, "but I still think inequalities in Scotland are not 

generally linked to the Monarchy." While this sounds good to us, the British Monarchy will probably be 

abolished — in any British nation — around the same time Bush, Cheney and Rumsfeld are tried in the 

Hague. Still, in the spectacularly unlikely event that Scottish Independence does appear to lead to any sort of 

British Republic, even if it’s just in Scotland, then 2SUNS will definitely support it. 

O f course, it can be and has been argued that right now isn’t necessarily the best time to secede 

from a union, what with a seemingly endless recession and all. The SNP have thought of that, 

going into commendable detail for so early in the day about how Scotland can be totally  

economically self-sufficient two times up the bum if need be. Inevitably, this mostly hinges on 

North Sea Oil, from which many Scots already believe they should be much richer than they are. There are 

dark mutterings online about RBS hoarding oil money like Gollum. There’s an underground school of thought 

which seems to believe that Scotland should be like a frozen mirror of Dubai, an oil barony full of skyscrapers 

the size of planets, and the mere fact that it isn’t is some sort of scandal. While essentially being the Scottish 

equivalent of the Truther movement, without Scotland’s claim on North Sea Oil the SNP would be on a 

hiding to less than nothing squared. The oil is life. 

However, the Yes manifesto is honest enough to admit the oil won’t last forever—there’s another forty years’ 

or so worth, and then it’s time for plan B, which according to the campaign has already been thought through, 

although it’s easy to say that four decades before you’ll need to prove it. 

One thing that could make a comeback is mining, once a major industry in Britain, now of course almost 

unheard of, which almost all our tin is imported from China, and the Welsh only managed to exhaust their 

coal reserves because the miners managed to buy back the mine. Scotland has tin, lead and coal, and an 

independent Scotland under a left-wing government might well revive the industry. 

They don’t, however, mention the uncomfortable fact that their economy will be more stretched under 

independence. They’ll have a separate military, just for starters. Clearly they’re still thinking that part through. 

They’ll get back to you. 

B ut for all the meticulous planning on the SNP’s part, is this likely to happen? A recent YouGov poll 

claimed that only 33% of people would actually vote for independence. The SNP laughed it off under 

the not unreasonable grounds that it’s two years early, but still—the Scots will take convincing. North 

sea oil and coal mining might not be enough to offset the stark fact that Scotland would be effectively 

cutting itself off from a supporting economy, which for all anyone knows might have recovered by 2014 

(although with Dave and Gideon still in charge it seems unlikely — in fact, those two might well be used by 

the SNP in the home stretch as two good reasons to leave the UK). And that’s without even considering 

Scotland’s place in or out of the EU, which is another debate, and (should the Scots vote yes) probably 

another referendum, altogether. For what it’s worth, they reckon they’ll stay. 

Two years is a long time to build up a case for something so major as—effectively—founding a new nation. 

And by starting early, it’s got all its words in before the No campaign even exists—like coming first in a 

penalty shootout. The main story around the No campaign so far is David Cameron offering Scotland some 

kind of super-awesome devolution package if they vote No. He really doesn’t want to be the last PM of the 

United Kingdom, and if only to see his face when he realises that this will be his place in history, it might be 

worth supporting Yes Scotland after all. 
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GOP IDOL 
Inevitably, the GOP have chosen Mitt 
Romney. Now he has to choose a potential 
Vice-President. Will he pick the brown guy, 
the economist, the blob, the son of Ron, or 
someone even less likeable? 

Words: Willard van Omnomnom Quine 
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W 
ith the unpredictability of dusk, the endless, often psychotic Republican primary cycle 

has brought forth Mitt Romney, essentially the only viable choice from nanosecond 

one. With just under six months till the actual voting happens, and three until 

convention season, the focus is currently on the less relevant talking points, like 

OBAMA ATE DOG MEAT ONE TIME FORTY YEARS AGO —which has done a good job of 

finally killing off Romney’s genuine and serious animal cruelty — and ROMNEY WAS A BULLY AT 

SCHOOL — which, while the hate-crime nature of the bullying is undoubtedly telling, is still not in any 

sense of the word relevant.  

The only actual issue, of the might possibly effect the election-sort, that’s currently in front of us is the 

question of the second name on Romney’s bumper stickers. Who will get the nod, and into whose shoes 

will they step — Jack Kemp, Bob Dole’s hated archrival turned surprise running-mate, who was 

effectively the loser from the start in being attached to the least charismatic presidential candidate of the 

last several years (yes, including Kerry and Gore)? Or Alben W. Barkley, supposedly defeated by 

Dewey? 

O 
f course, the Vice-

Presidential pick only 

occasionally has a nonzero 

effect on the rest of the 

election. 2008 might be an example, 

partly because the GOP candidate then 

was Methuselah, and whoever he picked 

as running mate would almost certainly 

be President by now had he won. 

Considering who was chosen, it’s not 

unreasonable to suppose that the odd 

vote was scared away by this prospect. 

Another object lesson from 2008: Sarah 

Palin came out of nowhere (and 

fortunately seems to have gone back there, but let’s not tempt fate). All the talking was about Eric 

Cantor, Tim Pawlenty, Joe Fucking Lieberman (supposedly McCain’s first choice) and even Mitt 

Romney. When Palin was announced, even Beltway-addicted C-SPAN watching political freaks yelled 

“whooooooo?” (if any of our readers were listeners to Mark Radcliffe’s show on BBC Radio 1 around 

the turn of the century, that would have been very funny indeed).  

It’s highly unlike that Mitt will do exactly the same as McCain — just grab some random minority 

without bothering to screen them — but his pick might just come out of leftfield. W. Bush’s did — he 

sent Dick Cheney off to draw up a shortlist and, well, we all know how that one ended. That’s probably 

not going to happen this time, if only because Romney didn’t hire Donald Trump to do the scouting. 

Instead, he went with that woman the GOP wheeled out recently to yell “nuh-uh, it’s you that’s 

declared war on women” at the Democrats, and as an archetypal Republican Woman, she’s practically 

programmed not to harbour any ambitions of her own whatsoever. 

So what’s the running like? Well, here’s a mess of the likeliest candidates, nearly all of whom are of 

course nigh-on unbearably hateful for one reason or another. We just wish one of them had the surname 

Marsh. 
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No matter what else happens, it’s a reasonably safe bet that Romney’s running mate will belong to some sort of minority, 

as the GOP remains fixated on removing what they perceive as Obama’s only advantage — that he’s black (not to mention 

their own candidate’s weakness, that he’s the whitest male imaginable). Florida Senator Marco Rubio—a first-generation 

Cuban-American — is the one getting all the buzz at the moment. Rubio first got national notice as the speaker of the 

Florida House of Representatives, before rising to become the state’s junior Senator in January 2011. That’s right, January 

2011. And they said Obama was green. He’s been labelled the “crown prince” of the Tea Party movement—yes, those guys 

are still around, and aren’t you glad you forgot about them? As such, he holds despicable opinions on literally everything, 

which will help Romney keep the base happy. He also belongs to what a snake might describe as a “swing ethnicity” — ie, 

he’s Latino, the demographic often credited with having swung it for Obama in 2008. However, he may have alienated 

some of those when he claimed that his family had fled Castro, when he’s actually not that old and they actually fled 

Batista — you know, the right-wing dictator who was arguably even worse in his day? But most Americans, reared on 

cable news as they are, are barely aware that Fidel Castro’s not even in charge now, let alone that he had any predecessor 

at all. Favourite at the time of writing. 

Marco RUBIO 

Even more ethnic than Rubio—he’s actually brown! However, Indian-Americans (as opposed to Red Native Americans) aren’t 

a particularly huge voting bloc; but on the other hand, how do most Republicans know the difference? Brown is Brown. He’s 

really called Piyush, but that was never going to fly in the Republican Party, so he went with the all-American, not to mention 

whiter than white name “Bobby” instead. He’s also a Christian, as opposed to one of them Asian religions like the Hindoo, or 

the Buddhist, or—horrors—the Moslemen. Basically, like most non-white Republicans, everything apart from the skin is whiter 

than an albino voting for Trent Lott in an SUV. Literally the most exotic thing about him is that he’s a Catholic instead of a 

Protestant. 

His main advantages to Romney are brownness  — obviously — and youth: elected Governor of Louisiana at only 36 years of 

age, he’s now 40, and as a (relatively) young, (relatively) handsome man, would definitely add a certain amount of energy and 

charisma to the ticket. Not that this helped John Kerry when he went with John Edwards. Jindal first came to national 

prominence as Governor of a newly Republican-controlled Louisiana, the state’s electorate having turned on the incumbent 

Democrats after Hurricane Katrina. Just months after being elected, Gustav showed up, and Jindal oversaw the biggest 

evacuation in American history in response. The good press he got from that led him to be picked to deliver the official GOP 

rebuttal to Obama’s first (albeit unofficial) State of the Union Address. Unfortunately, the reviews for that were somewhat less 

than stellar; largely because he brought up Hurricane Katrina in reference to the stimulus—the implication being that 

government failed with Katrina, therefore it can never be trusted with anything. Well apart from the fact that this is bollocks, the 

one thing you don’t want to do, either as Louisiana Governor or simply as a member of the Republican Party, is bring up Hurricane 

bloody Katrina. Fortunately, that was four years ago, so no-one remembers it ever happened anymore.  

Perhaps ironically, it’s his youth that might keep him out of things this time around. With Obama the favourite and Romney 

disliked even in his own party, Jindal, with at least three decades ahead of him, might not want to risk attaching his name to a 

failed campaign so early in his career. 

Bobby JINDAL 
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Elected Governor of Virginia in 2009 on the basis that his name rhymes with “jobs”. Virginia’s likely to be a swing state in the 

election, so Romney would be glad to have this guy on-side, but does he need him as running mate? 

It hardly needs saying that at this point that he’s a shithead, but McDonnell is a very special sort of shithead; he’s the one who 

backed the “she can’t have an abortion unless she consents to having a massive cold metal dildo with a camera in it shoved 

halfway up her snatch” legislation (see page 22), until it became clear that literally no-one who wasn't a disgusting sociopath was 

in favour of it, at which point he changed his mind at almost literally the last second — it was minutes from being debated in the 

Virgina Senate when he withdrew his support, and fortunately the bill effectively died. The last Virginian politician to get 

national note was George “noose desk toy” Allen, and it takes a particularly chilling brand of evil to come after Macaca-boy and 

provoke genuine debate as to which of the two of you is worse. 

It’s widely theorised that the whole whore-raping bill was part of his self-promotional push for the Vice-Presidency, in which 

case it ranks alongside the attempt to market The Shawshank Redemption as a comedy, or Transformers II as something worth 

watching. At least, you’d think so. He’s still high in the running, though; if nothing else, his willingness to literally  assault 

women for having sex proves his strong conservative credentials, something Romney is supposedly lacking, despite being twice 

as rich as Croesus and completely lacking in empathy. (He signed legislation to make it slightly less likely that poor people will 

die of treatable conditions, you see — it needs to be reiterated as much as possible that America is genuinely insane). McDonnell’s 

still a decent outside bet, but the “rapist’s charter” law would surely be too potent a weapon against him? 

Bob McDONNELL 

It’s an obvious joke, but it’s hard to shake the feeling that Ron Paul 

named his son after his favourite hypocritical philosopher of 

narcissism. Looking vaguely like a miscast Alan Shearer in a TV 

movie about his dad, Rand’s star has risen alongside his father’s, and 

more importantly, the Tea Party’s, in which he is a leading light. 

Also like his dad, he has a huge amount of grassroots support. Unlike 

his dad, it was actually successful in getting him elected, as Junior 

Senator from Kentucky. His positions are mostly the same as his 

dad’s — gold standard states’ rights chemtrails and glibertarianism — 

but he courted controversy when he spoke about the civil rights act in 

the manner of someone dreadfully confused in trying to reconcile 

laissez-faire Libertarianism with not being racist — he “abhors 

racism” alright, but he’s programmed to see any regulations 

whatsoever, even telling business that they’re not allowed to turn 

away black people anymore, as an assault on freedom, even though it 

clearly isn’t. Still, like his dad, he’s not a hypocrite (to an unusual 

extent), and he would certainly appeal to the tea partiers and 

Conservatives outside of the south, which, let’s be honest, Romney 

already has sewn up, Romneycare or no Romneycare. 

Rand PAUL 
So that’s what happened to Mike Flowers. Rob Portman is yet 

another Junior Senator — Romney’s almost unique in the GOP 

frontline in having more than a year’s executive experience — this 

time for the traditional swing state of Ohio, which is why he’s being 

touted as a possible running mate despite having no obvious 

personality whatsoever. To be fair to him, this isn’t his first time at the 

rodeo; before he was a Senator, he was George W. Bush’s 

ambassador to the World Trade Organisation, at which he 

unsurprisingly advocated enormous cuts and the elimination of all 

subsidies anywhere ever. His time as Trade Representative — and 

shortly afterward, a brief stint as Budget and Management Director, 

which involves some of the same duties as the British Chancellor of 

the Exchequer — would boost the economic side of the ticket, which 

is useful during a seemingly permanent recession; although there is 

the danger that people might be slightly demotivated to vote for two 

money-related white guys. Aggressively middle-class, his ability to 

appeal to the suburbs helped him get the Ohio job and would be a 

definite advantage for Romney. With no obvious disadvantages, 

Portman would be a solid choice, but not an interesting one. It’s up to 

Romney and co. to decide whether or not that matters. 

Rob PORTMAN 
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Everyone wanted this fat fuck to run for President, with the obvious exception of those few who still prize human dignity. 

Fortunately for them, he wouldn’t do it, but by all accounts he’s much more open to a run for Vice. 

Overweight, uncouth, loudmouthed and sexist, Christie is unsurprisingly the Governor of New Jersey. While someone like Bob 

McDonnell is reptilian and evil, Chris Christie is quite simply a cunt of considerable proportions (in more ways than one). It’s not 

fair to mock a politician for their weight, however (unless they’re Eric Pickles, who is quite simply astonishing to behold), so let’s 

mock him for his boorish frat-boy personality instead. He responded to a question (alright, a heckle) from a young lady about jobs 

going down with the gem “something may go down tonight, sweetheart, but it ain’t gonna be jobs”. That was at a Romney rally. 

He called a young law student an “idiot” in a debate. When a 76-year old widowed stage legislator accused him (correctly) of 

being a hypocrite, he told the press that someone should “take a bat to her”. He told Warren Buffett to just “write a check and 

shut up”. His finest hour: at a town-hall meeting, when a schoolteacher (a Republican, who had voted for him) confronted him 

about education cuts, he intimidated him into getting up on stage (finally getting a state trooper to force him), whereupon he 

bellowed into his face for a full minute about how TAXES R BAD, before getting the same state trooper to throw him out. 

Needless to say, right-wing Americans love him because he’s so “blunt” and “entertaining”, much like Boris Johnson’s basic 

incompetence is actually what got him the job of London Mayor, because it’s so “funny” and because no-one can tell the 

difference between entertainment and fucking reality anymore. So Christie is a leading contender. But his bullying bell-endery 

could, in the end make him a liability—he has the potential to make Joe Biden look like Thomas Dewey. 

Chris CHRISTIE 

Current flavour of the month, the Ryan in the Ryan Plan. That’s the one where he took fifty-five pages to say “fuck the poors”. 

More specifically, it concentrated on doing all it possibly could to offset the tiny reforms Obama managed to make to the 

fundamentally broken and indefensible American healthcare system, to the point where the likes of Paul Krugman denigrated it 

as “heartless”, and even that gigantic pussy in the White House called it “Social Darwinism”. All very interesting from someone 

who lived on Social Security cheques for two years after the tragic death of his father (and quite right too). It will come of no 

surprise that he’s a big fan of Ayn Rand (although he went off her when he realised she was an athiest, of all things) 

The Ryan Plan didn’t work out, getting quite rightfully kicked to death in the Senate, but Romney’s running on something very 

similar — he has to, to get Conservatives to vote for him despite “Romneycare”. Picking Ryan as his running mate would 

therefore help reinforce Romney’s dedication to letting people die of treatable conditions. 

Ryan’s day job is Congressman for Wisconsin One, where he’s been for thirteen years now. Only 28 when he was elected, he’s 

42 now, and still has more experience than most of the people on these pages. His star really began to rise when colossal bell-

end and enemy of the people Scott Walker — whose awesome name he doesn’t deserve to share — became governor and 

immediately started stripping the unions of as many of their rights as he could possibly manage. Ryan was a faithful lieutenant 

to Walker’s despicable shit, and with the concurrent publishing of “A Path to Prosperity” — ie the Ryan Plan — suddenly the 

Republicans had a new star. However, he declined the chance to run for President — twice, in fact, because as Romney became 

all the more inevitable, there was a clamour for Ryan to enter the race late in the day. Like Jindal, he might be put off by the 

idea that it might be too soon to take such a big risk. 

Paul RYAN 
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A Woman’s 

Realm 

War on Women! Yes, that’s right, War On Women! It’s not 
just for talking points anymore. Sex, feminism and popular 

culture lies and traditions: Gareth Manford on drums. 
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D 
on’t take this the wrong way or anything, but feminism is why the War on Women exists 

today. 

See? You’re taking it the wrong way. Let us explain: 

We brought it up early on in this article so we could clarify what we meant right off the bat. 

It’s not that feminists are to blame for the War on Women, obviously. It’s that the existence of feminism is 

Rush Limbaugh’s excuse. And not just Rush. The whole cottage industry of keeping women in their place 

can spin their actions as merely “redressing the balance” — the pathology of a traditional over-class who 

suddenly find themselves challenged. From so high a pedestal, one’s perspective is warped, and mere 

existence of a challenge is astonishing, because you’ve lost the ability to comprehend that everyone else 

isn’t on the damn pedestal. 

N 
ine times out of ten, modern misogyny revolves around sex. There remains, and will probably 

always remain, a huge number of people who will never forgive those Victorian-era doctors 

who discovered the female orgasm. The all-time number one, the abortion debate, is pretty 

explicitly about punishing women for having sex, as summed up and tabulated in a famous 

image seen across the internet (and reproduced overleaf). From the name down, the “Pro-Life” movement 

has deliberately framed itself as being intensely concerned for the welfare of unborn foeta—which 

apparently appear fully-

formed as adorable babies in 

the womb and then hang 

around for nine months being 

cute and hoping, via 

extremely sophisticated 

thought processes, that their 

mothers don’t kill them. Their 

mothers, incidentally, are 

almost exclusively under 25, 

clad in belly-shirts, and 

notably blasé about the 

massive issues of both 

pregnancy and abortion. 

That’s when they’re even 

considered as more than 

incubators for tiny precious 

babies. The doctors charged 

with the task, for their part, 

are invariably bloodthirsty, 

chainsaw-wielding psychopaths, often in butchers’ smocks smeared with gigantic red stains, who relish 

their task of state-sponsored infanticide. 

Meanwhile, in the real world, foetuses—certainly up to and including the abortion period—are actually 

blobs of barely-developed carbon with a rudimentary heartbeat and just enough of a central nervous 

system to move their just-about-defined fingers. 

Don’t get us wrong here. Abortion is horrible. We’d be more than happy if it never existed. It’s bleak, 

harrowing and almost as potentially life-changing as actually having the baby in the first place. We don’t 

like it. But we also don’t think we’re fucking God, or whatever you have to believe yourself to be in order 

to justify legislation over human shitting bodies. As soon as the Government has jurisdiction over your 

actual physical entity, the game is well and truly up. It’s only a quick step from there to the recent wheeze 

A helpless tiny life, yesterday. Photo: Myrmillion 
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out of Virginia, whereupon any woman who wanted an abortion would first have had to consent to 

having a camera on a huge metal pole shoved into their vadges and moved around a bit. It was as if 

they’d just given up pretending that they gave a fuck about anything but hurting women. Mind you, this is 

the same state that in 2005 pondered a law that could have sent women to jail for having a miscarriage. And 

they still say “Virginia is for Lovers”. 

It’s hard to see anything similar being passed to affect men. The closest issue we can even think of is 

circumcision, and that hardly compares (although the psychotic anti-Semitic Aryan Jim Lee impersonator 

Foreskin Man would disagree). 

A 
bortion is just one weapon in the 

arsenal, though. Rape is another 

good one. There’s a pronounced 

inability in many men to 

distinguish rape from any other 

— or actual — form of sex. This in itself is 

telling, not to say terrifying. How can a 

woman not want it? It’s what they’re for, 

right? And then, with a sexist doublethink 

that’s almost beautiful, this leads to slut-

shaming. 

Remember the start of the article when we 

mentioned how feminism’s mere existence 

is the excuse for this shit? As if the 

publication of The Female Eunuch 

instantly made the genders equal forever, 

and any attempt to build on it was just 

tipping the balance? It’s not just a theory, 

it’s the basis for Men’s Rights Advocacy. 

Yep, because men aren’t actually privileged 

beyond belief, and they need someone to 

fight for their rights. It’s the wages of a 

privilege that’s existed almost as long as 

your own civilisation: you forget that it’s 

inherently unbalanced and assume it’s 

exactly how it should be. That’s probably 

destined to become the epitaph of the white 

male: “so privileged he forgot he was 

privileged”. We complain of “white guilt” 

when we should be on our knees begging 

for forgiveness. But that’ll never happen.  

Like Lilith in Eden—thrown out because 

she wanted to go on top once in a while—

women, or any other minority, equality is 

read as superiority because the opressors 

(for want of a better word) have been there 

so long they’ve forgotten the difference. 

Sorry this article is so depressing, but that’s 

civilisation for you. The end. No moral. 

An example of the terrifying Men’s Rights webcomic The 
Pigman Cometh, yesterday.  The worst thing about this 
psychopath is that he seems to think he’s left-wing. Michael 
Claymore/thepigmancometh.com. (He said he has no problem 
with reproduction as long as he gets a credit and a link back. 
So here you go, you bigoted fuck. Hope it chokes you.) 

http://www.thepigmancometh.com
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It’s hard to talk about the right-wing media, about the leaders of American Conservative thinking, or about 
fucking cunts, without Rush Limbaugh coming up sooner or later. The ultrapopular opinion shaper within the 
right-wing political circles has made himself - largely uncontested - into a landmark-persona. With his words 
reaching a staggering audience of over fifteen million listeners per week, Rush keeps on painting the 

conservatives and himself in a decisive, unchanging and unmistakeable image. That of a steaming pile of crap. 

That the conservatives have a problem with women's rights should not come as a great surprise. Rush 'do as I 
say not as I do' Hudson Limbaugh III, the dough-faced owner of what could possibly be the world's most 
dysfunctional penis loves to portray himself as an incredibly bigoted shitlord whose mind seems to become 
duller with every week. A cynical commenter would point to his addiction to opiates, but it's simply more 
likely that Rush is simply shedding his terribleness over time, like a reverse larva which - instead of becoming 
a butterfly - simply outdoes itself in bearing more resemblance to a turd with every unmetamorphosis.  

The recent misogynist debacle 
unfolded after a Georgetown Law 

student named Sandra Fluke 
testified before the House Oversight 
Committee to say that her friend 
had lost an ovary due to not being 
able to afford the oral contraceptives 
prescribed for her condition. The 
reason was that necessary health 
coverage does not extend to 
contraceptives, or in fact any sexual 
health. If it did, such complications 
- and the cost of treating these - 
could be avoided. This upset the 
talk show host who suggested that 
Fluke wanted to be paid for having 
sex (presumably in the same way 
that people who expect dental care 
to be covered by their health plan 
want to be paid to eat chocolate), 
and was therefore a "slut" and a 
"prostitute" and people who would 
pay for the health plan - that would 
be the taxpayers - were "johns". Or 
"pimps"; Rush couldn't decide, 
possibly because he doesn't know - 

he only took the one trip to the 
Dominican Republic with a bottle of 
Viagra and four other men. But 
keeping true to the reactionary 
standard of stomping your feet and 
throwing a tantrum, he made sure to 
insult everyone involved. Maybe if 
he'd spent half the time he devotes 
to insulting people on researching 
what they're saying first, he 

is not a slut 
RUSH LIMBAUGH 

(he just thinks women who want to 
decide about their health are) 

Words Benjamin Ilyich Teme 

“ 

Drug-addicted racist, sexist warthog 
who represents everything that has 
practically brought America crashing 
down, dressed as Alvin fucking 
Stardust for reasons beyond the 
realm of human understanding 
yesterday. Photo: Some berk, we 
expect. You look it up. We already 
took ten showers just from the 
initial image search. 
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wouldn't have sounded like such an idiot. Then again, if he spent any amount of time researching his claims 
before cock-surely spouting them, he wouldn't appear so borderline-criminally retarded.  

The claim that a woman who cares about her health and maybe even wants to avoid sexually-transmitted 
diseases or - dare we print it - pregnancies is sexually promiscuous ties in with the general theme of a double 
standard used by hypocritical idiots, this time being applied to the not-penis-havers known as women. It rides 
on the theme that the desire to be sexually active is to be shamed and publicly ostracised, and the expectation 
that being a citizen of one of the most prosperous countries on the planet should carry with it a certain level of 
sexual health support is to be shamed. Of course this notion only applies to women, as men being sexual 
creatures is totally normal. This attitude is pervasive in the far-right self-righteous circles which Rush tries to 
pander to, and is the childish example of entitlement abundant amongst people who would like to dictate their 
will to others. One might say that in trying to control women's sexuality, Limbaugh is trying to compensate 
for his lack of control over other things - maybe his hearing. Naturally, his stupidity gives Rush the ability to 
claim that state-funded contraceptives are bad and so are state-funded daycare centres, because he will be 

damned as a millionaire to 
contribute tax money to the 
management of the results of his 
braindead ideas - his excuse being 
that they serve to indoctrinate 
toddlers via free diapers. 

Should we be surprised that this 
turdwagon has produced a yet-
another quotable testimony of his 
own mental ineptitude? Not really. 
We' re talking about a man who 

supports the Sudanese Lord' s 
Resistance Army, who might be 
murderers and rapists, but at least 
they' re Christian, which makes 
them better than murderers and 
rapists who are Muslim. Should 
he be sued for his statements? The 
author doesn't' t think so. It' s 
ultimately Rush' s undeniable 
right to be a slimy, double-faced 
bigoted despicable doughboy of 
evil. It' s within his liberties to 
offend anyone he likes and create 

a media empire out of his misinformed claims, like a castle built out of guano. It' s also within his economic 
means — well within — to pay off any fines without a problem. A reaction one might expect is the audience 
and advertisers leaving him. Some already have, some never will, because the undeniable fact is that he does 
attract a mass of insecure, backwards bigots they can advertise to and money doesn't care which hands it 
changes - and that's all that matters in the end.  

So why don't people leave? Is it because the hypocritical drug-abuse hating drug abuser presents himself as 
one of them? Is it because he remains very vocal and confident in what he says? Is it because they actually 
agree? It would be a very romantic idea to think that those who do could change and those who don't could 
see through the paper-thin layer of controlling bullshit. Unluckily we don't live in the real world, and in this 

world, Rush Limbaugh has signed a four hundred million dollar, eight-year-long contract with Clear Channel, 
ensuring that he will be widely heard throughout the United States in Premiere Networks. 

NB: The author would like to make it clear that any moralising tone in this article is unintended. It's just hard to write a 
humoristic article when attempts at mockery sound like descriptions and ideas of how the topic could be worse sound too 
realistic. 

What does it say about the college co-ed 
Susan Fluke [sic], who goes before a 
congressional committee and essentially 
says that she must be paid to have sex, 
what does that make her? It makes her a 
slut, right? It makes her a prostitute. She 
wants to be paid to have sex. She's 
having so much sex she can't afford the 
contraception. She wants you and me 
and the taxpayers to pay her to have 
sex. What does that make us? We're the 
pimps...The johns? We would be the 
johns? No! We're not the johns...Yeah, 
that's right. Pimp's not the right word. 
Okay, so she's not a slut. She's "round 

heeled". I take it back. 

“ 

” 
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In the sea of magazines catering to 
enthusiasts of everything once they 

divert their attention from tits and sea 
bass fishing for long enough to notice this hipster of a publication from model trains to camel 

husbandry, one of them sticks out like a sore, infected thumb. It's the one your average reader 
notices . 

Wired likes to present itself as a tech-slash-I.T.-slash-business magazine which covers the most 

important subjects in the quickly-progressing world of technology, but the reality is that it just takes a 
cargo cult approach to practically everything it presents. It's really hard to put a finger on what 

precisely is so disappointing about it, since their authors have made writing a lot while saying nothing 
in particular into an art form, producing issue after issue of what is a literary equivalent of a Michael 
Bay movie – a colourful timesink which you only half pay attention to and forget as soon as you saw 

it. Practically every issue creams itself over some stupid techno-gadget or a website destined to 
revolutionize the way everyone (meaning thick-rimmed-glasses-coffee-shop-squatting poseurs) lives. 

The articles themselves are the editorial versions of sloppy blowjobs for the particular people behind 
yet another startup, designed to generate as much hype around virtual dildos or other crap the 

company produces to the point where the reader (and presumably everyone in the industry) wants to 
throw all of their money at it. The fact that those ingenious ideas are rarely mentioned again and you 
never get to hear about most of them from other sources is a tacit summary of their worth.  

Every issue of Wired is literally overflowing with advertisements – holding one sideways means you 

will have a whole collection of coupons fly out like grotesque consumerist confetti. Inside there's 
usually an ad on every other page, which - when combined with the fact that the articles look like 

longer versions of advertisements - changes every lecture into a surrealist experience of dredging 
through a mountain of meaningless trivia trying to distil which part is actually meant to be 

informative and factual. And the joke is that there is no such thing and you're a dumb loser for buying 
it.  

Even when it's not a product that Wired is trying to hype up, even when they know the coverage will 

not bring any money, they still manage to somehow fuck up and spend more time talking about 
people related to the subject than the subject itself. On a rare occasion, an article will actually be 
informative and thought-inspiring enough to make you question whether you're still reading the same 

magazine – though the editors make sure the publication returns to its standard factoid format right 
after. If Wired was a person, they would spend all of their day drinking soy lattes and telling everyone 

on every social network possible how much they adore the corporate entity known as Apple, stopping 
from time to time to pass judgement on people who don't sign up to their obviously superior lifestyle 

while obsessing over a new piece of technology that they will never bother to investigate beyond the 
most superficial design details, only to get distracted by a new shiny object like a God damned ADD-
ridden magpie. And you fucking bet they will be wearing an “ironic” beret.  

Astonishing though it may 
seem for this magazine to 
offer any kind of 
judgement over any other, 
Benjamin Ilyich Teme 
really hates this 
publication. 
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All in all, Wired seems to be a magazine crafted for people who either can't or don't want to see 
the difference between an advertisement and an actual article, people who like to profess their 

love of stupid gadgets sold to them by a hype machine that has been kept running for too long. 
It's a magazine which projects the pretentious aura of pseudo-enlightened superiority, designed 

for people who feel contempt for themselves and who think they don't actually deserve anything 
better than being spoonfed a crapload of watered-down tech articles interspersed with sales 
pitches targeting the twentysomething technophile audience. Now on the iPad™ too! 

 

The ultimate irony is that one can get 

the same writing quality without the 

ads by just going on wired.com with 

AdBlock turned on. Or just getting 

drunk while browsing company 

websites. Better not tell the 

readership. 
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The Liberal Democrats had good reason to be surprised by the local election results.  It was, after all, an 

absolutely superb night for them. 

In fact, it delivered final and definitive proof that the general public had forgiven them for such 

minor discretions as saying "We'll never go into an alliance with the Tories," and then going into an 

alliance with the Tories, or "I guarantee that a Liberal Democrat government will abolish tuition fees," and 

then, as members of a Coalition government, heroically stepping up to the plate and voting to raise them 

even higher.  You'd expect their voter base to be a little resentful, but clearly they understand that once in 

power, life may be a bit more complicated than when in permanent opposition, because not only did the 

Lib Dems hold their vote share, they actually increased it by 1%, on the same night their coalition partners 

dropped by a relatively massive 4%. 

Oh.  Is that not how you remember it? 

Regardless, that's how it went down.  Your Dashing Correspondent went so far as to look up those 

figures on Wikipedia. 

The figure that grabbed the headlines was the huge loss in councillors by both the Tories and the 

Lib Dems - 405 and 336 respectively, though proportionately the Lib Dems were hit far harder of the 

two.  Seems that an increase in popular vote share doesn't necessarily translate to seats.  If only there was 

some kind of proportional method... an 'alternative' system, if you will... 

Well, sorry guys, but that ship's sailed, and to be honest here at 2SUNS Towers we're not even that 

bitter about it any more.  It's just one more fuck to add to the cluster that is this Government. 

The last couple of years have, to be sure, been a bit dispiriting for anyone of a vaguely leftward 

BACK TO BASICS 
Coalition Armageddon in the Local elections! 
Boris re-elected! What Labour can learn from 
both, and what they need drummed into their 
heads via the Ludovico Technique or 
something. Words: Humphrey Jaylynn 
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bent.  Since Wax Dave got into power this magazine has taken an almost sadomasochistic pleasure in the 

multitude ways the millionaires in the Cabinet have found to brutally butt-fuck the poor while saying 'we're 

all in this together', closing public libraries while cutting taxes for the rich and making teachers feel like 

scum while throwing parties for bankers. 

So was this finally it?  The numbers may be a bit more complicated than were reported (mainstream 

media spoon-feeding us simplistic lies so we don't need to think?  Surely not!) but they can't hide a strong 

swing to the Left.  Labour gained 823 councillors and overall control of 32 councils - a significant 

proportion of all those up for election.  Was this the first nail in the Coalition's coffin? 

From the size of Ed Miliband's smile that was plastered over the news stream the following day, 

you'd think Dave had abdicated on the spot. 

But the beginning of the end?  No.  No, it was not. 

Sorry, and all that.  We'd like to believe that this is the start of some glorious revolution, but when it 

comes to the 2015 election, this vote means fuck-all, and Your Dashing Correspondent is still convinced 

Labour are basically unelectable in their present form. 

Now, don't get me wrong, this was still a good result.  They may have little direct power to 

implement change but any Government needs the support of local councils to get its policies actually acted 

out.  It's be nice to believe that Tory legislators are going to find it rather harder to dip their hands into the 

poor's pockets if they have to rely on Labour councillors to be their thieves. 

But this was not an election that mattered, because it wasn't an election that anyone thought 

mattered.  Turnout was less than a third of the population. 

This was going to say something 
about renewing of vows, but to 
our dismay even the Daily Mail’s 
done that one already, so fuck it. 
Photo: Nick Ansell/IPA 
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And it was not in any way an indicator of how people are going to vote in a general election.  No-

one cares about local councillors.  They're not on the news.  They don't make Acts of Parliament that get 

John Humphries' attention on the Today programme.  For most people, local councillors never cross their 

radar. 

So any local election is just a repository for protest votes by all the people who can be bothered to 

make them.  Blair repeatedly took a drubbing in the local elections and consistently sailed back into 

Parliament in the general vote, riding his own wave of Jesus-powered smug. 

Your Dashing Correspondent was actually hoping this time would be different.  He wanted Labour 

to get its arse kicked.  Because then the party might finally get its act together, and start being an actual 

alternative to the right-wing tripe spouted by Dave, Gideon and the rest of the bootstraps-fetishising 

harpies that make up the Tory party. 

Here's a couple of reasons why Labour, in their current state, are not getting elected in 2015: 

1.  They're (still) not Labour 

Some would say we've not had Labour for years.  Certainly Blair swung them wildly toward the 

centre and the few tentative steps leftward that have been taken since then have been akin to a five-year-old 

child dipping its toe into a paddling pool and then shrinking back because it's damp. 

Ed's position is that the Government are cutting too far and too fast.  No, Ed.  That's not it.  The 

problem is that they are CUTTING.  There are no qualifiers, the full stop goes there.  This isn't even 

politics, this is economics: when the private sector goes into freefall, the state should step in and put the 

money where it's needed.  Our borrowing rates have never been so low; it's the perfect time to take the 

piles of money the Chinese are desperate to give us 

and plough it into roads, new airports, a 

rejuvenated tube system, subsidised national rail, 

metro systems for Birmingham and Manchester, a 

nationwide broadband system that actually 

works.  These projects mean jobs, jobs mean 

people with money, people with money mean the 

private sector can actually start pulling its weight 

again. 

Instead, we have an opposition positioning itself as 

Tory-lite: we'd do what they're doing, but not so 

much.  Newsflash, dipshit: if they want Tory 

policies, they'll vote Tory. Which they did. That’s 

how we got into this mess in the first place. Long 

story short: no-one's going to give a shit about your 

diluted Callaghanian crap. 

2.    Politics is based on personality, and Labour 

don't have any 

Now, despite the fact Your Dashing Correspondent 

thinks the younger Milibi is playing politics like a 

pansy, he wants to like him.  He really does.  He's 

clearly smart, he's fairly eloquent even if he does 

sound like a squeaky ball that the dog's chewed too 

much, and his heart seems to be in basically the 

right place. 
Ed Miliband desperately trying to look like someone who 
could conceivably become Prime Minister yesterday. 
Photo: Plashing Vole (plashingvole.blogspot.com) 
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But any time he comes on TV, all Your Dashing Correspondent wants to do is steal his dinner 

money. 

It's harsh.  And it's not fair.  Politics should be judged on the policies, not the personalities.  But it's 

not.  The majority of the population don't vote for the ideas, they vote for the person.  Ed's had 18 months to 

show some charisma, and he doesn't have it.  He's a competent enough leader apart from that - not stellar, 

but certainly not a disaster - but without that appeal it's very hard to see him being PM in 2015. 

This principle was shown in the biggest show of the local election night, and the Tories' only real 

victory: the vote for London Mayor. 

Despite the perennial presence of also-rans like Brian Paddick of the Lib Dems and Jenny Jones of 

the Greens, and the plucky-underdog performance of Siobhan Benita, this was always going to be a two-

horse race: the Boris and Ken show.  We'd seen it all before in 2008, when Boris just about managed to 

knock Ken out of office, and now Ken was back for a rematch. 

It didn't go well. 

Ken had some good ideas.  He had some rubbish ones as well - trying to score points over Boris's 

tax record when he was up to his neck in legal-but-unethical stuff himself, while some how never 

considering that the Evening Standard's editor would go looking for exactly that and have seven straight 

orgasms when he found it, for instance - but there were some good policies relating to transport and 

affordable housing. 

Boris ran his campaign based on the premise that he had a silly haircut and could act a good upper-

class twit. And it worked.  The voters made their call on what mattered more to them, and it wasn't Ken's 

thoughts on sorting out the housing shortage. 

(Most of the best ideas in the Mayoral 

election came from Brian Paddick, and 

proven administrative competence and 

innovative policies didn't work too well for 

him, either. Then again, he was running on 

the Lib Dem ticket, so in this day and age he 

might as well have mailed a turd to every 

house in London). 

Policies will always be trumped by 

personality.  If you've got both, so much the 

better.  But if they want to have any hope of 

retaking power in 3 years, Labour need a 

clearly differentiated position and a leader 

people will vote for.  Right now, they don't 

have either. But they do have 823 more local 

councillors than they had a few weeks 

ago.  So keep smiling, Ed - clearly that's what 

matters. 

Man literally placed in charge of an entire city on the basis that 
he’s a twat who clearly shouldn' t be in charge of anything—
twice—clutching a magical implement of extraordinary power 
yesterday. Photo: Huffington Post UK. 
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