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Who cares what it does. It makes toasted cheese sandwiches. Whatever. Look, you can either 

look out of the window, where the weather’s clearly stopped pretending these aren’t the end 

times, or you can buy one of these and eat toasted cheese 

sandwiches until you’re too bloated to feel. And for only 

£99.99.99. It’s up to you, really. 

This should 
stem the tears 

Distraction has never been more important 
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Yeah, we redesigned again. Deal with it. 2SUNS is inching 

ever closer to looking like a professional-quality magazine, 

I’m sure you’ll agree. The website will get a concomitant 

revamp in the fullness of  time, don’t worry. 

As we type this, the apocalyptic storms that raged outside our windows 

for most of  the year so far have died down into mere howling gales and 

bruise-coloured skies. Climate change becomes increasingly hard to deny. 

Even David Cameron is admitting that it exists, and TV’s Mr. Charisma 

Ed Miliband is trying to sell himself  as a King Canute. But is it too late 

already? Well, we’ll have to come back next year and see what’s left after 

the next January-February storms, which all indications suggest will be 

even worse than this year’s. We literally cannot wait. 

In other news, Ukraine has set itself  on fire and dismantled its 

government, amid suggestions that Putin, who by now is for all intents 

and purposes the Tsar, might take the opportunity to take the Russian-

speaking east of  the country back under Mother Russia’s wing. Or Bear 

leg. Whatever. 

http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/2.0/deed.en
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IMPORTANT NOTICE. 
An aid package of several dozen diver’s 

watches will be distributed on 7.3.14 to 

areas still severely damaged by floods 

in association with 

It’s really all we can do 
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et’s talk about the Flat Earth. It’s a synonym for stubborn wrong-headedness, of course, 

for denying the facts right in front of your face no matter what, for believing in something 

provably false past the point of rationality. As such, it’s often used, and not incorrectly, to 

describe the still depressingly large and vocal group of idiots who still deny the existence 

of man-made climate change. But there are fundamental differences between actual Flat Earthers 

and climate change denialists. First, people who genuinely believe that the Earth is flat are 

vanishingly rare these days, while the climate change deniers are sadly legion, despite having been 

proven just as wrong. Second, there is very little chance that a belief - even a widespread one - that 

the Earth, against all evidence, is flat could cause a cataclysmic disaster with the potential to wipe 

out human civilisation. Which is what we’re cheerfully heading towards at the moment. 

 

Third and most importantly, that the Flat Earthers are hilariously wrong can be demonstrated by 

simply holding up a photograph of the planet. Oh, they’ll come up with various excuses for the 

suspiciously spherical-looking body in the picture, but none that either make sense or defeat 

Occam’s razor. Climate change, however, while objectively as undeniable as the shape of the world, 

doesn’t have the benefit of being instantly disproven with a single image - at least not yet. We’re 

certainly heading that way, however. 

We’re only two months in, and 2014’s already the Year of Extreme Weather. Britain has effectively 

been waterboarded in a wind tunnel for almost the entire year, battered by hurricanes and horizontal 

rain. Meanwhile, much of America has frozen solid. In both cases, these conditions are unusual to 

the point of being freak occurrences, except that they both happened at the same time. It’s almost 

like God or Mother Nature is bellowing at us at this point: GET A CLUE BEFORE YOU KILL 

YOURSELVES, IDIOTS. The storms of February are a wind we sowed long ago and are now 

reaping as hurricanes. 

 

And still the Flat Earthers - only worse - fold their arms and sneer at reality itself. Even after David 

Cameron, not exactly Captain Planet, admitted the probable connection, his usually loyal Daily 

Mail told him not to be such a gullible idiot, while energy minister and deputy Tory chairman 

Michael Fallon criticised “unthinking climate change worship” for its impact on British industry. It 

might be interesting to compare the net effect of believing an obvious truth with the net effect of 

Tebbit, Brittan and Thatcher dismantling Britain’s business to the point where we barely export dick 

anymore, but somehow we doubt Fallon would want us to do so. 

 

ou’ll notice we’re not being mealy-mouthed here; no quarter is given to doubt, because 

there is no doubt: anthropogenic climate change is a thing that is happening, and if we 

don’t all admit it everything could be fucked within a few decades. (We’re also calling it 

“climate change” rather than “global warming” because it’s more accurate and harder 

to twist). We still remember 1990, the year that environmentalism became fashionable. We saw the 

fever-dream Earth Day Special, the one that starred ET, Emmet Brown, the casts of Married With 

Children, the Cosby Show and Cheers (including John Ratzenberger, presumably through gritted 

teeth), the Muppets, the Looney Tunes, Ice-T, the Golden Girls and Bette Midler as Mother Earth, 

who falls desperately ill and has to be treated by Doogie Howser MD. If it wasn’t for YouTube, 

we’d think that was a nightmare we had one day. We even owned a copy of the Blue Peter Green 

Book, and another book starring some sort of planet-headed superhero. The point is that back in 
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those days, when it was all “greenhouse effect” and “ozone hole”, it was treated - at least over here - 

as a given. No-one questioned that it was happening - “it” in this case being an unnaturally fast 

thinning of the protective atmospheric ozone layer thanks to goopy chlorofluorocarbons, which, 

correctly treated with UV radiation, become a catalyst that disintegrates ozone. No-one necessarily 

understood the science, but they accepted that CFCs, as found in aerosols and fridges until 1989, 

were fucking up the environment. It helped that the term for these unnaturally thin sections of ozone 

was “holes”, sufficiently dramatic to get people to care despite the advanced chemistry. Modern 

climate change doesn’t quite have imagery that arresting - unless these storms become that imagery. 

 

This is not to say that climate change as understood in 1990 was universally accepted at the time. It 

seemed to be, because Britain was behind the US in propaganda technology and power. More 

specifically, the US had Rush Limbaugh, the Goebbels of environmental apocalypse. His national 

show celebrated its 25th anniversary last year, as if we needed more proof that the throne of God sat 

empty. He spent much of his first half-decade or so yelling that ozone holes were bullshit and CFS 

were fine because volcanoes. Volcanoes were “in” at the time, with Mount St. Helens and Mount 

Redoubt at either end of the decade. Limbaugh’s “point” was that volcanoes shoot much more 

chlorine into the air when they erupt than has ever been sent up by CFCs. This is true. But chlorine 

isn’t the same as CFCs. The atmosphere can cope with pure chlorine. It’s soluble. The atmosphere 

washes it away as rain before it can get far enough to do any damage. CFCs, however are insoluble, 

and therefore the chlorine is protected by the fluoride and the carbon and the hey-hey, all while 

absorbing some nice UV radiation to make it the perfect catalyst for the demolition of ozone into 

plain old oxygen. But Limbaugh didn’t mention any of that, just the basic and indisputable fact that 

volcanos spit a lot of chlorine. In other words, Limbaugh’s “point” is based entirely on wilful 

ignorance and deliberately side-stepping the important bit. And failing to ask a fundamental 

question, which every climate-change denialist needs to answer, and many need to ask in the first 

place. 
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he idea of asking questions is unfashionable in this day and age, which is part of the 

reason that climate-change denialism got so successful, and remains so even as the 

weather becomes increasingly apocalyptic. But there’s one question that no-one seems to 

have bothered asking, even though it’s a classic: cui bono? Who benefits? 

Oh, we all know just cui bonos from denying climate change: people who make money from 

pumping shit into the atmosphere, or clear-cutting forests, or all those other things we briefly cared 

about in 1989 when somehow the anthropomorphic representation of the world was Bette Midler. 

But who the fuck benefits from it being a hoax? If every credible climate scientist in the world is 

making this all up, as the likes of Limbaugh and the Mail would have us believe...well, what’s it for? 

What could possibly be worth all this? What the hell kind of endgame are we looking at? What, in 

short, can be achieved by this supposed hoax?  

 

Just the usual: world 

conquest. A shadowy 

cabal of radical leftists and 

environmental extremists 

is making this up as a 

pretext for a power-grab of 

some kind. Or a vast left-

wing conspiracy to force 

“bigger government” on 

people, even though that’s 

a  se mi - meaning l e ss 

buzzword. Or a get-rich-

quick scheme for Al Gore, 

based on the fact that he’s 

extremely rich right now, 

whereas back when he “lost” the 2000 election he was just very rich. (The fact that he comes from 

an old and moneyed family is irrelevant, of course). 

 

These are the best reasons we’ve been able to find. None of them beat the famous Joel Pett cartoon’s 

sarcastic question: "What it it's a big hoax and we create a better world for nothing?" Because that 

really is the rub here — nothing that environmentalists advocate will do anything but good for the 

world in general; the only people that might be harmed by global action on what is becoming a 

major ecological crisis are the people who profit from fossil fuels and the like. And even then, no 

reason has ever presented itself for the full extent of that harm being any more than said profiteers 

becoming richer marginally more slowly. Essentially, some rich people would rather detonate the 

world than have slightly lower profit margins. The bad news is, those rich people own governments 

and the media the world over, so they can both make that happen and convince the majority of 

people that it’s a good thing. Start digging your shelters now, people. Breed chickens. And pigs. Lots 

of things can be made with pig fat and feathers. 
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PISTORIUS 
BLOOD ON THE BLADES 

The exhaustively researched true story of 

what happened that fateful night in Cape 

Town or wherever it was where he shot 

that hot chick, or maybe didn’t, the trial 

hasn’t happened yet, although let’s face it 

we all know what the verdict’s going to be 

by H.W. Golightly 

PRE-ORDER NOW AND RECIEVE THE EPILOGUE FREE 

(AFTER THE VERDICT COMES IN) 

M A M M O N  P U B L I S H I N G  
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I 
t increasingly feels as though this is Vladimir Putin’s world, and we’re just living in it. It’s 
a measure of how much we’ve given ourselves over to a dead-eyed, resigned sense of 

dread, that his effective dictatorship of Russia barely elicits more than a shrug anymore. 
He’s been in charge, one way or another, since Boris Yeltsin’s massive heart attack and 

subsequent retreat into an inexhaustible bottle of vodka shortly after his hookey re-election. That 
was in 1996. Since then he’s gone from PM to President and back, and back again. By the time he 

has to give up being President again in 2024 (taking the next election as a fait accompli because duh) 

he’ll be 71, about to turn 72. He’ll have been President for 20 years, longer than Brezhnev and only 

a decade shy of Stalin. And that’s just as President; add eight years as PM, effectively running things 
behind the scenes because Yeltsin was too drunk and Medvedev obviously a rook. And he’ll 
probably just give himself another six years as PM and come back at the age of 77 to run for 

President again. And win. Unless Russia somehow figures out what’s going on and does that whole 

revolution thing again, because they’re fond of those. But Putin’s media machine has done a great 

job of making sure that it never occurs 
to the Russian people that they’re 

living under yet another cult of 
personality dictatorship. Maybe 
they’re just used to it. 

The world’s attention has been fixed 
on Russia for a few months now, in 
the run-up to the Winter Olympics in 

Sochi. Initially, of course, the furore 
was over Putin seeming to ban 

homosexual gays, and encouraging an 
increasingly horrific culture of hatred 

towards your actual LGBTs in a way 
that’s actually quite hard to be funny 
about (beatings to death, rapings with 

vodka bottles...it’s a fun scene). That’s 
on top of the apparently-intensifying 

oppression in general, which during 
the Olympics saw one of Pussy Riot 

almost go straight back to prison and/
or the mortuary after she dared 
criticise the Glorious Comrade. Putin 

himself tried to calm the situation by 
saying that fags were welcome to 

enter his country, and even the Sochi 
Olympics themselves, as long as they 

stayed away from children. 

The institutionalised homophobia 
thing gave rise to several amusing 
protest moments, like the Channel 

Four “Gay Mountain” promo (one of 
the gayest things most people outside 

California will ever see) and the 
German Olympic team’s pointedly rainbow-patterned kit. All in all, the whole clusterfuck basically 

served to help normalise homosexuality just that little bit more, by throwing the sheer idiocy of 
bigotry into sharp relief. Not that that’s particularly good news for the poor sods being beaten to 
death on the streets of Moscow by cunts, but the Olympic Games can’t solve everything. 
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B 
ut that turned out to be a sideshow. Hating gays is just a hobby; Putin’s 
profession is geopolitics. He used to be a high-ranking KGB man, he knows 

how to play chess. Temporarily swapping himself for Medvedev? That’s just 
a basic castling move, and a successful one, because he won the 2012 

Presidential Election in a landslide — despite protests on the streets after he announced his 
candidacy. All bought and paid for, naturally, but you still need to establish a basic and solid 

foundation; you still need, in short, to be genuinely popular enough for the obvious election fraud to 
seem halfway plausible. The Republicans realised this in 2000 and 2004—in fact, they did it so well 
that they didn’t even need to steal 2004, despite things like reason and basic common sense. 

Putin managed it by the time-honoured, Russian favourite technique of the cult of personality. 
You’ll have seen it all over the place: Putin is the ultimate alpha male, the shirtless macho man of 

action, a Judo black belt who could cripple a bear with his bear hands and so on and so forth, 

protector of Mother Russia, a strong father figure. Women want him, men want to be him. IN 
THAT ORDER. 

Allied with this Tyler 

Durden shit is the 
careful dissemination of 

information. Russians, 
by and large, know 

what Putin needs them 
to know. The truth 
about the Medvedev 

partnership may have 
been obvious to the rest 

of the entire population 
of the world, but in 

Russia they were fed the 
line that they were equal 
partners in a 

duumvirate, or even that Medvedev was the more powerful of the two. Not having anything around 
to contradict this, the poor sods believed it — until Putin announced that he was going to be 

President again. By which time it was too late to do anything about it. Protests in the streets can be 
ignored, or worse, crushed and used as spin against you. (Which isn’t to say that protesting is never 

worthwhile, but Putin’s playing chess here, and no-one ever won at chess by shoving all his pawns 
up the board waving placards). Putin held his own rally at the Luzhniki Stadium on February 23rd 
— more about that date in a moment — and bussed in dozens upon dozens of uncomprehending 

students, some of whom had been paid and others of whom thought they were attending some sort 
of folk festival. Not that it mattered what they thought they were there for: they were there, and the 

Luzhniki was full to capacity. 

T 
hat date, February 23rd, happened to be a national holiday. It used to be 
called Red Army Day, and it marks the formation of said army, which later 

went on to win the Civil War for the Bolsheviks, which in turn led to the 
formation of the Soviet Union. Strange thing to celebrate? Well, it became 

the semi-official Russian equivalent of Veteran’s Day for a bit, before Putin made it an official day 
off from 2002 under the slightly ambiguous name of Defender of the Fatherland Day. An old Soviet 
tradition reborn. 

That’s the paranoid conspiracy theory, of course: Putin wants to bring back the USSR! He’s an 

unreconstructed Soviet! Ho, ho, ho, how silly. Except it’s looking increasingly likely to be true. In 
2011 (while still “PM”) he proposed a Eurasian Union, coincidentally made up of half the former 

Soviet Union, which he described as “powerful, supranational union, capable of becoming one of 

Putin once 

described the 

dissolution of 

the Soviet 

Union as “ the 

greatest 

geopolitical 

tragedy of the 

20th Century” .  
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the poles of the modern world” — you know, like the Soviet Union. He also once described the 
dissolution as “the greatest geopolitical tragedy of the 20th Century”. Everyone obviously saw 

through this idea in a nanosecond — although it’s still on the table — so Putin instead returned to 
looking inscrutable and/or double-bastard hard for a bit. 

Meanwhile, before and during the Olympics, Russia’s sometimes friendly Ukraine set itself on fire. 

The wildly unpopular President Yanukovych, who is a cunt, responded to a growing trend towards 
waving placards about in the middle of Kiev with his face above the words “FUCK OFF” by going 

Full Metal Tiananmen Square on his own people, slaughtering them in much the same way that 
Gaddafi had done three years earlier. Unlike Libya, however, this didn’t turn into a full-blown civil 

war (yet); Yanukovych was fired with extreme prejudice and temporarily vanished off the face of the 
Earth, eventually surfacing in Russia the day this magazine “went” to “press”, yammering on about 

how he’s still the legit president and all a y’all fools can kiss his ass. Oh, also, Russian troops appear 

to have annexed the Crimea region of Ukraine. So there’s that. 

The Crimea 
used to be a 

part of 
Russia—

Khrushchev 
gave it over to 
Ukrainian 

jurisdiction, 
back when it 

didn’t really 
make a 

difference 
because it was 

all the USSR. 
The people 
there mostly 

speak Russian 
rather than 

Ukrainian. 
There’s been a 

certain amount 
of Gibraltar-
style interest 

from Russia 
since the fall of the Union. Now, with Ukraine in disarray, they’ve got the chance to take it. 

Apparently, every airport in the region is suddenly under Russian control. Ominous camouflage-
clad figures stalk through the runways. No-one can confirm they’re Russian soldiers, mind, but they 

must have materialised from somewhere. Putin’s keeping uncharacteristically quiet about the whole 

thing. Both the interim government and Yanukovych are warning him that Ukraine won’t rise to the 
bait. By the next issue of 2SUNS, there will almost certainly be at least one war over there: either a 

full-fledged Ukrainian Civil War (assuming Yanukovych can raise an army) or a new Crimean War 
between Ukraine and Russia. We might be joining unrelated dots here, but this smells a bit like the 

Bismarck Approach versus the Garibaldi Approach. If Putin can’t have his new USSR through 
treaties, will he take it by force? 

Are we being paranoid? Just because he used to be a spy? We’ll let you know. Assuming it doesn’t 

become obvious. 
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W hat is the deal with the Daily Mail since Cameron got in? You’d think being safely 

ensconced under a (mostly) Tory Government again would calm the fuckers down, but 

instead they’ve steadily lost their minds altogether. Not that they were ever exactly the 
masters of calm reason, but even under Blair and Brown they weren’t this proactively 

hostile. It’s got to the point where even the BBC - who are usually rightly terrified of criticising them 
- are starting to wonder aloud if they’re actively at war with the Labour Party or what the fuck, because 

this is some pretty creepy stalker shit they’re doing now. 
 

Maybe it’s because it’s not a proper Tory Government, but a bizarre forced alliance with the Lib 

Dems. In fact, the moment the Mail’s mind finally snapped altogether seems to have been during 
the first 2010 election debate, when Nick Clegg absolutely owned the other two chancers, Cameron 
and that haunted tree. Remember that? When he was the hero of the British left for about a fortnight 

and the Lib Dems were polling second, only to be fucked over by our unfair first-past-the-post voting 
system? Remember? “I Agree With Nick”? No? Well, anyway, Clegg’s performance so terrified the 

Mail (and the Express, the Cun and on and on amen) that they spent much of the rest of the 
campaign in all-out assault on him personally, attacking him on every front, from having a foreign 

wife to being named after the straight man from “Last of the Summer Wine” instead of one of the 
funny ones, like Foggy, or Seymour Utterthwaite, or, um, Blamire (Compo being disqualified on the 
grounds of Bill Owen being a vocal Labour supporter). Had it not been for that thing with Brown 

and the old lady, they surely would have been reduced to picking through his stools for evidence of 
drugs and/or muesli. And then just making it up. 
 

B ut then he turned out to be the Great Enabler, selling out the very progressive principles 
that had made the country love him; whether out of naivety or ambition is frankly 

irrelevant at this point. The Mail couldn’t smear him anymore, not with the ferocity they 
wanted, because he’d got 

them what they always wanted: a 
Tory Prime Minister. However, 

with him and his party reduced to 
Tory Judas goats, there was no 
longer a need. They could, 

instead, turn their attentions back 
on the real enemy: Labour. And 

when they elected someone 
backed by the trade unions, well, 

that was the final straw that broke the 
Daily Mail’s already impossibly 
fragile capacity for reason. 
 

They coined the term “Red Ed” 
and ascribed all sorts of far-left 
opinions to him, making him out 

as the second coming of Michael 

FRAUD 



 23 

Foot without the charisma. When that didn’t catch on, mainly because reality stubbornly remained 
almost the exact opposite, they dug up his father’s corpse and yelled that it was practically a 

terrorist. When this actually provoked a genuine emotion out of Miliband - ie anger - rather than 
apologising for being entirely out of order, they doubled down and printed a front page that 

amounted to “FUCK YOU”.  Miliband stared them down - Ed Miliband stared them down - and the 

issue faded amidst an undeniable sense that Labour had won. 
 

This time around, they decided to go after one of their favourite targets, Harriet Harman. They have 
despised Harman for at least 20 years, despite her never holding one of the more important cabinet 

roles - the highest she ever rose (so far) was Employment Secretary - because she had the gall to be a 
woman who acted as though she was the equal of any man, and even superior to many. And wasn’t 

Margaret Thatcher. 
 

T heir current strategy for destroying her is an interesting one, in that it’s transparently idiotic 

and yet they seem to believe in it whole-heartedly. Basically the scandal they’ve 
manufactured is that Harman can be linked via marginally less than six degrees of 

separation to some 1970s British equivalent of NAMBLA. Obviously headlines like 
“LABOUR’S PAEDO SHAME” make it look more damning than it is, but the basic “scandal” is 
that Harman, along with her husband Jack Dromey MP and former Health secretary Patricia 

Hewitt (who the Mail don’t hate as much, despite having the same number of breasts and vaginas as 
Harman, because at least she’s less outspoken) belong to a civil rights group in the 70s and 80s, 

before they were in parliament, called the National Council for Civil Liberties (which became 
Liberty shortly before they left), which for some reason granted “affiliate” status to the bluntly-

named Paedophile Information Exchange. 
 
This was a dumb thing to do. However, no evidence has emerged, or indeed been looked for, that 

this was anything worse than a clumsier, less intellectually coherent equivalent to the ACLU 
defending the KKK or the Westboro Baptist shits. Also, it happened before Harman (or Dromey, or 

Hewitt) joined the fucker. Also, too, documented evidence existed of their discomfort upon making 

the exact same discovery. Also, also too, it was forty years ago. Also too, also, also too, the Daily 

Mail are hardly the people who should be digging up people’s pasts. Yes, “Hurrah for the 
Blackshirts” was a long time ago and they weren’t the only ones saying it and blah blah blah, but it’s 

precisely as damning as their big gotcha on Harman. More so, because Rothermere directly wrote 

those things and put his name to it. Whereas Harman existed in an area once. More accurately she 
belonged to an organisation that had communicated with, but far, far from endorsed, some 

paedophiles. 
 

Insanely, some on the left are criticising both her and Miliband for how they’re handling the Mail. 
Admittedly, Harman’s Newsnight appearance just played into their hands, but it’s not like ignoring 

them will make them go away. And Miliband in particular already has the public image of a 
spineless comedy nerd, so the Mail are really doing him a favour by giving him a target to punch. 
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“It’s amazing to think 
people used to live 
down there,” I said. 

“Then the sea came.”  

A hundred words 
Who needs more? 

neilmurton.co.uk 
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