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Out now at Waterstone’s 

Approximately nine billion and four fucking variations on the same 

fucking thing with the same fucking cover design because apparently 

that’s how you shop for books, by packaging. Fuck, they even rereleased 

The Story of O with a cover showing a black-and-white closeup of some 

fetish object or other, and the title picked out in tasteful thin sans-serif. 

At least Anne Rice can publish her non-Vampire works under her own 

name without shame now. 

Hey, we just stock them, you’re the ones who buy them 
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ripoff in which we hilariously select — not the best people of the year, but in fact 

the worst! This year sees our first abstract choice: to us, the disrespect of 

women was a theme to which reality itself constantly returned all year, but 

no one individual stood out as representing the whole thing, so much as we 

wanted to pick Rush Limbaugh, he’s a motherfucker on so many levels and 

in so many ways it wouldn’t seem right to narrow it down to misogyny as 

opposed to, say, racism, hypocrisy, being both a cause and a symptom of the 

degeneration of American culture in the past twenty years, and generally 

being a hateful piece of shit that in a healthy society would be a fringe 

nutter, not a mainstream leader of political thought. We still used a picture 

of his ugly fat face to illustrate the article above, though. Because fuck it. 

Merry Christmas. Here’s our third annual sour-faced TIME 

COVER STORY CUNT OF THE YEAR 2012 p4 

Time for the regular review of the year in 
the form of a countdown of its biggest 
shits. Including a dead person for the 
second time in a row! 

Opening 
Salvo 
by John Wirstham-Harte 
(editor and shit yeah?) 
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It’s the end of another year! And we’ve achieved nothing! 
As a species, I mean, not just us the 2SUNS team, 
although it’s true of us too. As per what we suppose we 
can now call ‘‘Tradition’’ since we’ve done it three times, 
here’s our slightly festive, mostly barbed and often 
depressing look back at the year in unpardonable 
scumbags and absolute shits and blights on human 
civilisation as a whole. Apologies in advance if we spoil 
your Christmas. 

EVIL PEOPLE PROSPER 

OVER THE LIKES OF YOU & ME 

(ALWAYS) 

Words by the usual gang of idiots 
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The Misogynist 

Cunt of the year 2012  
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Year of the lady wars 

Y 
eah, it's an abstract choice. It took TIME 

Magazine a decade or two to resort to this; we 

did it on the third attempt. But then again, at 

least we haven't been reduced to printing a 

mirror and declaring the Cunt of the Year to be "You" out 

of sheer desperation. At least our abstract choice represents 

an actual ideology. 

There were a lot of contenders for this year's slot: Bashar al-

Assad. Benjamin Netanyahu. Gideon Osborne, as usual. 

The late Jimmy Savile came out of nowhere towards the 

year's end to mount a genuinely strong challenge for the top 

spot. America served up is usual batch of mass-murderers, 

who disturbingly became Internet Memes almost 

immediately. Just weeks from the year's end, an absolute 

horror of a being whose name we refuse to print gunned 

down a classful of six-year olds; and he was immediately 

challenged by the disgusting, 

grief-raping NRA types who, 

instead of cringing in horror at 

the slaughter of children, 

panicked about that negra using 

it as a pitiful excuse to take away 

their precious military-issue high-

calibre assault weapons, which 

they desperately need because of 

reasons. It's scum, scum, scum 

all the way down, and if we were 

in charge we would lock anyone 

who owns more than two large 

firearms and isn't surrounded on 

all sides by cougars and jackals in a barren windowless cell 

for nine hundred years. 

And then there was Rush Limbaugh, Todd Akin, Richard 

Mourdock, Bob McDonnell. And as we considered the last 

few, we realised they all basically represented the same 

thing: misogyny. This was a golden year for woman-hating. 

If they weren't being called whores for requesting the Pill or 

Cervical Cancer screenings, or having their own biology 

explained to them in a confused attempt to justify the 

banning of abortion in cases of rape, they were being patted 

on the head by old white men who claimed to know better 

than them what they needed, and in many cases how their 

own bodies worked. This was the year they coined the term 

"War on Women". And it wasn't limited to America. 

Laurie Penny still can't write a grocery shopping list 

without being criticised for having both a grasp on the 

English language, and a vagina; Nadine Dorries continued 

her one-woman crusade to destroy her own gender, and all 

the way over in Australia, Julia Gillard delivered an 

astonishing fifteen-minute rant against the opposition lazily 

using her gender to attack her (as if she hadn't given them 

enough material with her increasingly butterfingered 

record), and was immediately criticised by her own press as 

an opportunistic harpy. Let's look at the year in lady-dissing 

on a case-by-case basis. 

 

T 
he Year of the Misogynist started in late January 

when American Health Secretary Kathleen 

Sebelius, who vaguely resembles a faded 1980s 

comedienne, introduced a mandate to have birth 

control included under the Affordable Care Act. This 

immediately annoyed several old men, terrified of women 

having sex, let alone choosing of 

their own volition to have sex. And 

enjoying it. Being a Democrat (not 

to mention a Catholic), Sebelius 

immediately backed down and 

created an exception for churches 

and suchlike, which mollified 

some of them, but others wanted 

to install an opt-out clause for 

anyone who might have 

objections on religious or moral 

grounds, or just on the grounds 

that they’re shit. Eventually, a 

congressional panel on the issue 

of female contraception and its availability was convened 

by Republican Congressman Darrell Issa. It consisted of a 

roomful of blokes. One woman was put forward on behalf 

of the Democrats, but Issa claimed she applied too late. The 

woman in question was a student at the prestigious 

Georgetown University Law Center, Washington DC, 

named Sandra Fluke. Shortly after the Republicans’ sausage 

party, the Democrats pointedly convened their own panel, 

and Fluke was a main speaker. She gave a pointed, 

articulate and impassioned speech on the importance of 

contraception being covered by health insurance, citing 

friends of hers who had bankrupted themselves over the 

damn stuff (which can cost up to $3,000), and one who had 

polycystic ovary syndrome — a rather nasty condition that 

sends your ovaries haywire, turning the menstrual cycle 

into a terrifying game of chance. It can be treated with 

Sandra Fluke, yesterday. (AP Photo) 
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contraceptive hormones, which otherwise was costing $100 

per thimble-sized tub. No reasonable human could deny 

this was worth coverage. 

And then the trouble began. 

W 
e’re just going to reiterate the context here: 

this is an unknown law student giving a 

speech at a single party, single policy panel 

discussion. It wasn’t a massive event. It 

wasn’t immediate nationwide news. 

Only someone who needed C-SPAN 

to live would have likely even seen it 

as it happened. That it became such a 

big thing is testament to how much 

women’s rights simply terrifies people 

in America. 

So shortly after Fluke’s speech, 

sickening piglike drug addict and 

charm-free blight on the Western 

World Rush Limbaugh singled her 

out on his three-hour festival of 

negativity for special demeaning in 

front of a national audience of 

millions. 

“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.” 

Notice the “...right?” qualifier there. It’s not just there 

because HEY HE’S JUST SAYIN WHAT WE’RE ALL 

THINKIN — it’s for plausible deniability. He wasn’t calling 

her a slut, he was just saying, doesn’t this make her a 

sdrhozhgobeu can’t even fucking type this shit. The next day, 

he was going on about her again: 

“Can you imagine if you're her parents how proud of Sandra 

Fluke you would be? Your daughter goes up to a congressional 

hearing conducted by the Botox-filled Nancy Pelosi and testifies 

she's having so much sex she can't afford her own birth control pills 

and she agrees that Obama should provide them, or the Pope.” 

Efficient little knock at Nancy Pelosi there, for daring to 

become Speaker despite not owning a penis. And then the 

day after that: 

“So, Ms. Fluke and the rest of you feminazis, here's the 

deal. If we are going to pay for your contraceptives, and 

thus pay for you to have sex, we want something for it, and 

I'll tell you what it is. We want you to post the videos 

online so we can all watch.” 

And the day after that: 

“...a woman who is happily presenting herself as an 

immoral, baseless, no-purpose-to-her life woman. She 

wants all the sex in the world whenever she wants it, all the 

time, no consequences. No responsibility for her 

behaviour.” 

It was like a jilted, aging football jock 

having a massive breakdown on 

national radio, surrounded by his old 

highschool locker-room buddies all 

yelling and hooting in his support. 

Even for Rush, it was appalling. 

Advertisers fled from his show in 

droves. The Georgetown faculty 

signed a petition calling him a bell-

end. Peter Gabriel, suddenly made 

aware that Rush was using 

“Sledgehammer” as a theme, 

commanded him to fuck off. Even 

Mitt Romney almost criticised him 

(“it’s not the language I would have 

used”). 

By March 3rd, the fourth day, Rush 

reiterated his now-standard anti-a-

random-woman spiel, and then 

posted an “apology" on his website: 

“My choice of words was not the 

best, and in the attempt to be humorous, I created a 

national stir. I sincerely apologize to Ms. Fluke for the 

insulting word choices.” 

In other words, “sorry I called you a slut, whore”. It 

represented the bare minimum of effort required to still 

qualify as an “apology” at all.  He basically reiterated that 

everything he said was right and explained that it was 

Fluke’s fault for being offended, because it’s not as if he was 

actually being offensive, and besides he’s an entertainer 

yeah? Anyway, the advertisers trickled back and everyone 

eventually forgot this latest outrage from a fat fuck who 

should have been fired at least seven hundred times already. 

Round one: no score draw. 

R 
ound two arrived in August when obscure 

Metalunan politician and Republican candidate  

for Senate Todd Akin brought up rape in regards 

to abortion (which is obviously the most 

important issue in the fucking world). Now, obviously, the 

majority of pro-lifers are anti-abortion strictly out of 

misogyny;  women are breeders, they’re the tools of sex, 

they’re not supposed to enjoy it. So if they get pregnant, 

A fucking cunt who genuinely deserves to 

be pummelled repeatedly about the face 

and neck, yesterday. (Photo by Nic Shayko) 
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whatever the circumstances, whether they can care for it or 

not, in some cases even whether they can safely carry it full-

term or not, they have to follow through. Punish the sex-

havers! PUNISH THEM! 

But obviously things like rape make this horrible, horrible 

ideology a little bit harder to justify. Insane amphibious 

shrieking machine Sharron Angle, when she was standing 

against Harry Reid in the 2010 midterms, shrugged it off 

with a “when life gives you 

lemons” metaphor that horrified 

absolutely everyone in the world 

except for Harry Reid (who’d 

seemed doomed until  the 

Republicans nominated Theodora 

the Wicked Witch of the West 

against him). But that was just a 

folksy, homespun metaphor, and 

one delivered by a woman, or at 

least some sort of actual ovary-

sporting creature, to boot. 

Todd Akin outdid her by a) being 

a man and b) denying the issue 

altogether: 

“First of all, from what I understand 

from doctors, that’s really rare. If it’s a 

legitimate rape, the female body has 

ways to try to shut that whole thing 

down. But let’s assume that maybe that didn’t work or something. 

I think there should be some punishment, but the punishment 

ought to be on the rapist and not attacking the child.” 

These four sentence have been dissected over and over 

again so many times, there’s no point in doing it again here. 

It’s the perfect storm of imbecility, patronisation, 

completely inability to relate to the issue, and sheer 

offensive bullshit. He immediately released an advert in 

which he said that he actually believes the exact opposite, 

but the damage was done. 

And not long afterward, it was increased, as another 

Republican decided to shoot his fat mouth off about rape 

babies. This time it was Indiana treasurer and then-

candidate for Senate Richard Mourdock, who saw the 

outrage Akin caused and raised him, by claiming that 

babies resulting from rape are “God’s will”. 

“I just struggled with it myself for a long time but I came to 

realize: Life is that gift from God that I think even if life 

begins in that horrible situation of rape, that it is something 

that God intended to happen.” 

To make matters worse for the GOP, other unreconstructed 

fuckwads started crawling out of the woodwork to defend 

the likes of Akin and Mourdock: Iowa Representative Steve 

King dismissed the furore as “petty personal attacks”. 

Maryland’s Roscoe Bartlett, who looks like an evil, melting 

Alan Whicker, claimed that the amount of pregnancies 

resulting from rape was so statistically insignificant it 

wasn’t worth dwelling on. A member of the Wisconsin 

State Assembly related a heartwarming father-son talk in 

which he’d received the sage advice that “some girls rape 

easy”. It was like discovering a hitherto lost tribe of Cro-

Magnon Man who somehow knew 

how to communicate in English. 

Unlike the Rush-Fluke affair, this 

one has a happy ending, as on 

e lect ion night ,  Akin and 

Mourdock and several others were 

unceremoniously chucked out on 

their hairy paeleolithic arses. 

W 
ith something like 

misogyny, it’s hard 

to  mount  a 

defence, because 

it’s based entirely on one single 

aspect of the other person’s being, 

which the most eloquent argument 

in the world won’t be able to 

change. That didn’t stop Julia 

Gillard, Prime Minister of 

Australia, from trying anyway. 

The Lucky Country had their own 

skirt-chasing scandal—albeit without the skirt—throughout 

the cold Aussie winter as the Speaker of the House, Peter 

Slipper, was accused by a gay staff member of sexually 

harassing him via SMS. Slipper was a member of the 

Liberal Party — confusingly, the right-wing opposition, 

who had lost to Gillard by a single seat in the 2010 election 

— but had been nominated for the Speakership by Gillard 

in 2011 after his predecessor, a Labor man, resigned for no 

apparent reason. This wasn’t unprecedented, but it wasn’t 

usual either, and Slipper’s acceptance of the nomination 

was considered a renegade action by reptilian Opposition 

Leader Tony Abbott. Under threat of expulsion from the 

caucus, Slipper eventually resigned from the party upon 

taking the job. 

All this meant that the decision to nominate Slipper, and 

Slipper himself, became a line Gillard had inadvertently 

drawn in the sand, so when Slipper was hauled over the 

coals over his alleged salacious text messages—not to 

mention a bit of good old-fashioned expenses-fiddling, as a 

bonus—the heat reflected onto her. And of course his 

freshly-minted status as an independent — which many 

people suspected to be the real reason behind Gillard’s 

wildcard choice — had the potential to make   a big 

The Mekon in whiteface, yesterday. 
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The National Rifle Association 

extends its most sincere 

condolences to the victims of 

the Newtown shooting, and 

regrets that the proliferation of 

hand and assault weapons 

continues to proceed too slowly 

to prevent such tragedies from 

occurring. 

That’s how guns work 
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difference in such a knife-edge parliament. 

The cries for Slipper to step down became deafening as the 

Aussie winter turned into spring, and that was just from 

Tony Abbott. Then, in September, Julia Gillard’s father 

died. Exactly a fortnight later, Alan Jones — Australia’s 

very own Rush Limbaugh — said that he’d “died of 

shame”. The outcry was even more efficient than the one 

which faced Rush earlier in the year (probably because 

Australia isn’t as fundamentally broken as America). Many 

of the advertisers didn’t come back, and Jones actually lost 

his car (because it was a sponsorship gift). But Gillard 

didn’t say anything. Now, Gillard is a Welsh immigrant; 

anyone who knows Welsh women would recognise her 

silence as a portent of impending doom. But Tony Abbott 

didn’t. And not long afterwards, he made the mistake of 

alluding to it in a speech about the Slipper affair. That was 

it. The bottle was 

uncorked, and 

two years of a 

Welsh woman’s 

a n g e r 

i m m e d i a t e l y 

crashed directly 

i n t o  T o n y 

Abbott’s smirking 

face. 

In an astonishing 

f i f t e e n - m i n u t e 

monologue in 

defence of Peter 

Slipper, Gillard — 

clearly running on genuine emotion — methodically took 

Tony Abbott apart. “I will not be lectured about sexism and 

misogyny by this man. I will not.” was her opening gambit, 

and it only got more furious from there. She pointed out 

Abbott’s cynicism: And now, the Leader of the Opposition 

wants to be taken seriously, apparently he's woken up after 

this track record and all of these statements, and he's woken 

up and he's gone “‘Oh dear, there's this thing called sexism, 

oh my lords, there's this thing called misogyny. Now who's 

one of them? Oh, the Speaker must be because that suits my 

political purpose.’” She cited a radio discussion Abbott had 

participated in: “[the host said] I think it's very hard to deny 

that there is an underrepresentation of women,” to which 

the Leader of the Opposition says, “But now, there's an 

assumption that this is a bad thing.” And this is the man 

from whom we're supposed to take lectures about sexism.” 

She practically invented the art of furious improvisation:  

“the Leader of the Opposition’s now looking at his watch 

because apparently a woman's spoken too long.” At times 

she seemed to be visibly resisting the urge to reach across 

the table and lamp him. She was righteous.  She went viral 

worldwide and became a feminist icon overnight. And 

incredibly, she got criticised for it inside Australia, because 

of the cynicism of defending Peter Slipper and therefore 

potentially her parliamentary majority. And yes, that is 

cynical. Welcome to politics; this is how the game is 

played, and when men play it that way no-one blinks. 

Incidentally, the sexual harassment case against Slipper was 

judged to be vexatious and thrown out of court. Oh, and the 

investigation into the expenses scandal found very little. It 

all begins to look rather like a stitch-up. 

And of course, Gillard was accused of playing some sort of 

a misogyny card. This is known as the “rubber-glue” 

strategy: because she’s a minority, you can pre-emptively be 

misogynistic by accusing her of accusing you of being 

misogynistic. If you follow. It’s like right-wingers in 

America whining that they can’t criticise Obama without 

b e i n g  c a l l e d 

“ r a c i s t ” .  O f 

course, they can; 

no-one has ever 

h u r l e d  a n 

accusation of 

racism at anyone 

s i m p l y  f o r 

criticising Obama. 

But they can 

pre tend  they  

have, effectively 

playing the race 

card card. It was 

the same with Gillard, and it’s just another form of 

misogyny: the woman bursting into crocodile tears to gain 

sympathy. Anyone who’s actually seen the video will 

know, whether they admit it or not, that these are deeply-

held views she is expressing. This is old anger finally being 

let loose. As she listed the indignities she’d suffered: “ditch 

the witch”, “make an honest woman of the Prime 

Minister”, you half expected every individual testicle on 

Earth to burst into tears and beg forgiveness. And it did a 

lot for Gillard’s standing, almost exactly a year before the 

next election; or maybe it just hurt Abbott. Either way, 

ultimately she won and he lost. 

I 
t was a gratifying end to a year that saw so much 

sustained misogyny all over the world that questions 

about sexual equality which everyone thought had 

been answered decades ago were suddenly being 

asked again, and a re-examination of gender roles became 

inevitable. Whether anything will be done about it remains 

to be seen, but the subject of the year has been women, and 

the cunt of the year has been the likes of Rush, Akin and 

Abbott for making it such. 
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Cunt of the year 2012 runner-up 
Atrocitiser of the year: Bashar al-Assad, president of Syria, 
takes second place. 

Born on the 
eleventh of 
September 
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D 
ude, fuck off.  

Seriously.  Go.  Leave.  Take the fucking hint. 

This is a very close second, and in terms of 

ghoulish horror it could be argued he deserved to be first, 

but it's our magazine, and besides, the situation is far too 

confusing. At least with Rush vs. Fluke it's obvious to 

everyone who isn't a sociopath who's in the right and who 

in the wrong.  

It certainly doesn't apply to Assad, though; a man who 

apparently saw Gaddafi's 2011 atrocities against those who 

dared defy him as a challenge, one which he took and 

arguably won with consummate, horrifying ease. The world 

watched with horror when Gaddafi nonchalantly gunned 

down wave after wave of his own people in the streets of 

Tripoli. When Assad had entire villages stormed by rape 

gangs and razed to the ground, the world only got a fleeting 

glimpse at the strips of flesh hanging from light fittings 

before simultaneously weeping and vomiting. The news 

stories coming out of Syria were some of the most sickening 

since the 90s Golden Age of Genocide in Bosnia and 

Rwanda. It’s worth remembering that this is still leftovers 

from the Arab Spring. It's been almost two years.  March 

2011 was when the people first decided they wanted Assad 

out. He could have gone gracefully. Tunisia and Egypt 

looked painful at the time, but in retrospect they've turned 

out to be relatively classy exits. A bit of token resistance 

from the guy in charge, then a few quick steps to the exit. 

Yes, even Mubarak. But not Assad, no. Perhaps because he 

inherited Syria from his dad, he dug his heels in and put up 

a fight. Now, Assad doesn't make this list JUST because 

there's a rebel faction trying to kick him out.  There's rebel 

factions all over the world, several of them just as ugly if 

not more so than the guy in charge (M23?  We're looking at 

you). No, Assad makes this list because of how he's gone 

about dealing with it. 

Why haven’t we stopped him? We stopped Gaddafi. It took 

a while, because the people still haven’t forgotten Iraq, but 

NATO eventually agreed and managed to help out the 

rebels in Libya, after one atrocity too many. Assad’s lapped 

Gaddafi by now, and yet apart from the odd UN censure 

(and those self-defeating sanctions), zip. 

Maybe it's because Gaddafi was famous; alternately a 

bogeyman and a comedy ally for over three decades. When 

the people finally got sick of him it was big news. Assad, by 

contrast, is (or was prior to the Civil War) a relatively low-

profile Middle Eastern despot, whose name was neither 

shorthand for Hitler nor a comedy punchline. Maybe it's 

because of oil. It's always because of oil. The sooner we run 

out of that shit the better. At least no-one can own the 

wind. The sad fact is, even use of force alone wouldn't be 

enough.  We'd love a world where people all sat round a 

table to resolve their differences and try to come to some 

kind of mutually amicable solution, but that shit ain't ever 

happening.  When this stuff happens, it's usually going to 

come down to a fight. (Remember what I said about 

Tunisia and Egypt being relatively classy?  That didn't 

happen for them.) 

M 
aybe it’s that confusion we mentioned earlier. 

Assad’s clearly a murdering cunt, responsible 

for some acts of such hideous barbarism that 

Radovan Karadžić would find them 

impressive. But the other guys? Not particularly nice either. 

The likes of the UN have tallied it up and found that out of 

the two, Assad has committed the more atrocities, but 

that’s not much of a recommendation. Mind you, “the 

other guys” is a narrative-based media construction in itself; 

there are several factions opposed to Assad, including the 

Syrian opposition themselves, the Kurds, and our old 

friends the Mujahedeen. Syria has seen too many massacres 

this year (ie any), and not all of them can be attributed to 

Assad or his forces. Just most of them.  

The reason Assad gets on here is because he just even 

discriminate to the extent Gaddafi did.  Rebels hiding in a 

village?  Shell it into dust.  Sniper in an occupied tower 

block?  Send in the tanks and level the district. The number 

of civilians who have died in this conflict was too high back 

in month 1.  Now we're in month 21, and it just keeps 

getting bigger. And let's be clear here - Syria is bleeding.  It's 

not just the death toll - the sanctions we mentioned earlier 

levelled by the international community are pushing prices 

out of reach of all but the richest.  Tourism and oil, the 

country's 2 biggest sources of revenue, have dried up.  The 

economy's expected to drop by 20% next year.  If the 

Greeks think they've got it bad, Syria's going to be enduring 

hardships they wouldn't believe. 

But still, Assad stays in the palace.  The Syrian army keeps 

attacking both the rebels and anyone who happens to be 

standing nearby. And why?  All he has to do to fix the 

whole sorry mess is walk away.  He's a rich man, with a 

rich family.  If he's exiled, it certainly wouldn't be in 

poverty. There’s only one reason we can think of why he’s 

still there: he's a cunt.  And that's why he's made the list. 

Still, in case you’re still not sure, here’s a description (by the 

BBC’s Paul Danahar) of a massacre that almost certainly 

was caused by Assad: “The first house had been gutted by 

fire. The smell of burnt flesh still hung heavy on the air. 

The scene in the next house was even worse. Blood was in 

pools around the room. Pieces of flesh lay among the 

scattered possessions. Butchering the people didn't satisfy 

the blood lust of the attackers so they killed the livestock 

too. Their carcasses rotting in the sun.” Merry Christmas. 
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Cunt of the year 2012 runner-up 

is in 

The 

This was the year a dead TV presenter destroyed several 
careers, including that of the Director-General of the BBC, 
and might yet have set in motion the mechanism for the 
destruction of the second-greatest British institution of 
all. For killing the BBC from beyond the grave, the late 
Jimmy Savile comes third. 
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H 
ow did this happen? How did the 

year of one of the BBC’s greatest 

triumphs, the London Olympics, 

become the Year of the Four 

Directors General? How did they go from 

boom to the very brink of extinction? And how 

can a dead man have managed it? 

When the ITV report first came out, it was all 

very disillusioning. Not even the slightest bit 

surprising, given the man's demeanour 

(something like an amphibious alien pimp), but 

still disillusioning, for those of us who grew up 

on Jim'll Fix It and the like, to discover that the 

man was an absolute gigantic fucking cunt of 

monumental proportions. It's a bit like when 

Arthur Mullard died and his daughter revealed 

that he molested her on a nightly basis. Merry 

Christmas, incidentally. 

But the former Sir Jim'll makes this 

list for more reasons than simply 

being monstrously despicable, or 

indeed demonstrating how we 

simply CANNOT HAVE NICE 

THINGS. In death, the old 

shitfucker might very well succeed 

where the might of the Murdoch 

empire has thus far failed, and 

bring down the BBC. 

When Fuckface was seen on ITV, 

it was usually in adverts for trains 

or public information films about 

seatbelts. His broadcasting career 

was mostly spent on the BBC, both television 

and radio, which meant that as soon as the 

stories broke about how he'd been a massive 

cunt the whole time, it was seized upon by the 

Murdoch press and the Daily Mail with the 

relish of a starving lion with a gazelle carcass. 

After the hacking scandal of 2011, and the 

casualties it wreaked on the Murdoch empire, 

here was a chance not just for revenge, but, 

carefully pacing themselves over the top, to seal 

up the wound and inflict the same on the BBC. 

Through pure volume, they managed to make 

people forget they'd hacked a dead girl's mobile 

phone, and at the same time despise the BBC, 

for employing someone who turned out to be 

scum, much more than they ever had the Sun 

for being almost entirely for and about scum. 

All the damage News Corporation and their 

various tentacles took throughout 2011, undone 

in a couple of weeks. 

When Newsnight got involved it was like 

giving a cake to a fat man. Why did they drop a 

story they were working on? There is literally 

only one possible reason they would ever do 

that, ever: the BBC are an evil organisation that 

promotes and funds systematic rape. George 

Entwistle, having been DG for barely a month, 

was immediately subjected to a two-hour 

interrogation by a panel of mostly Tory MPs, 

barely managing to conceal their glee, about 

things of which he was barely aware. And then 

the media sneered at him for coming across as 

less than statesmanlike in the 

process. 

W 
e're not letting the 

BBC off the hook, 

mind: that the 

shitbag was allowed 

to get away with this for so long is 

depressing and astonishing, but it's 

also something we can't do shit 

about now - short of compensating 

his victims, of course. It's evidence of 

a truly nasty culture that bubbled 

away in the undercurrents of British 

TV in the seventies and eighties - 

which, thankfully, is gone now. And it wasn't 

just at the BBC. ITV had their share of sketchy 

personalities - eerie, helium-voiced shortarse 

Charlie Drake springs unpleasantly to mind. 

But then again, no-one gives a fuck about ITV. 

Had Savile worked predominantly for London 

Weekend or Granada, the tabloids would have 

let the story die after a week or so. It would 

have been entirely about his crimes; the 

companies he worked for wouldn't have been 

mentioned at all, save to add background 

colour. And the head of ITV certainly wouldn't 

WWWHENHENHEN   
NNNEWSNIGHTEWSNIGHTEWSNIGHT   

GOTGOTGOT   INVOLVEDINVOLVEDINVOLVED   
ITITIT   WASWASWAS   LIKELIKELIKE   

GIVINGGIVINGGIVING   AAA   CAKECAKECAKE   
TOTOTO   AAA   FATFATFAT   MANMANMAN...   
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have been interrogated by Parliament. 

By the same token, Newsnight wouldn't have 

dropped the story (any more than ITV's Tonight 

would have broadcast it). That was an error. 

Partly because interviews with the victims had 

already taken place; Newsnight's staff should have 

considered that you can't cause that kind of pain 

without a guarantee that you're doing it for a 

reason. Partly because, as journalists, they must 

have been aware that the story would come out 

sooner or later, and that by dropping it they were 

just going to make 

the Corporation 

look bad when it 

did. If only in the 

interests of damage 

l imi tat ion,  the 

Newsnight team 

should have found a 

way to run it 

anyway, particularly 

after having staged 

the interviews. That 

t h e y  d i d n ' t , 

inevitably left them 

open to accusations 

of a cover-up. 

W 
e don't believe—and the official 

investigation agrees — that there 

was anything sinister about the 

decision to do so; there's no 

evidence to suggest it was anything other than an 

editorial consideration - the story having been 

originally based upon an assumption that the 

police were about to launch an investigation. 

When they didn't, the story lost traction behind 

other pieces of news, like the Arab Spring and 

such, that had the benefit of actually happening at 

the time. These are the cold equations of 

broadcasting; just because something happened in 

the past, doesn't mean it's news now, in the sense 

that anyone wants to watch it. Gotta keep those 

ratings healthy. We're not saying this is a good 

excuse; we're saying it's the reality of television. It 

probably shouldn't be. 

The whole thing smacks of Andrew Gilligan and 

Lord Hutton, when the mysterious death of a man 

the Government wanted out of the way somehow 

got one of the BBC's greatest Directors General 

fired and the Corporation nearly destroyed, while 

the Government got away scot-free, because no-

one remembered it had done anything wrong by 

the time Lord Hutton  - who might as well have 

been wearing a black cap - was reading out his 

findings on the very Corporation he was 

wounding. 

This time it's the 

Murdoch empire 

rather than the 

Government, who 

this time around 

are the attack dogs. 

T 
he BBC 

m a d e 

mistakes. 

But they 

didn't rape anyone. 

Savile did. And 

let's not forget all 

his charity work - 

not only the perfect 

cover under which to operate, but an excellent 

blackmail weapon - "tell anyone about this and 

the charity stuff is gone". Yes, the BBC made 

mistakes. Mostly a long time in the past. They can 

compensate the victims, but the one and only 

identifiable villain is already dead. The story 

should end with the victims finally having their 

day. But because this monstrous fuck worked for 

the BBC, it won't end. The Murdochs, the Daily 

Mail and other right-wing enemies of culture will 

do anything to bring the Corporation down. They 

broadcast Chamberlain discussing his peace talks 

with Hitler; they're responsible for World War II. 

And the Holocaust. Twelve million people dead 

at the BBC's hands. They'd run it if they could. 

This is the age of consent: apparently the fucking Eternal Chairman and 

God-Emperor of the entire BBC, yesterday. Photo by British Rail and shit. 
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Cunt of the year 2012 runner-up 

F 
inally, Mitt Romney got his chance. After being 

tipped for the White House since God knows 

when, the Republicans finally ran out of 

options: it had to be Mitt, literally the only 

halfway electable person willing to challenge Obama. 

With his coiffure, his eerie fixed grin, his ad-man’s voice 

and Presidential height, he made failure marginally less 

than inevitable, which was more than could be said for 

the likes of Newt, or Santorum, or Michelle fucking 

Bachmann, or that cowboy guy who turned out to be 

even more of an inarticulate gimboid than the other 

cowboy guy, and wasn’t there a black guy in there too? 

Romney it was, ultimately by default. Fine. He’d take it. 

It was an uphill struggle from well before the beginning; 

the Republicans might have convinced themselves and 

the more slackjawed and drooling members of their voter 

base that Obama was a staggeringly unpopular President 

who had, by any empirical measure, destroyed the 

United States, and was despised by absolutely everyone 

in the country except for a few traitors, but the real world 

begged to differ. He wasn’t Mr. Tremendous Awesome 

Good hyper-popular superstar or anything, but his 

approval ratings have been fairly healthy. The lowest 

(according to Gallup) it ever hit was 38%, and that was 

when he caved in over the Affordable Care Act. 

Generally his ratings hovered around the high 40s — 

which is pretty good, especially compared to his 

predecessor, whose ratings chart, with its freak 9/11 

spike and subsequent dramatic drop-off, resembles a 

psychedelic computer painting of a tidal wave. Obama’s, 

by contrast, is relatively smooth sailing. 

So it was pretty much always an uphill struggle for 

Romney. But hey, George W. Bush won at least one 

election, despite literally and demonstrably being 

absolutely terrible. America can be convinced of 

anything. But they were never successfully convinced of 

Romney’s suitability for the Presidency, or at least of his 

superiority to Obama. 

T 
he election was effectively lost in September, 

when a succession of fuckups on the part of 

Romney himself effectively saw his polls 

approach George McGovern levels.  

First there was Benghazi, wherein a bunch of arseholes 

ghoulishly chose Tuesday the 11th of September to 

murder a bunch of people at a US embassy, including the 

ambassador. (We’re not going to go into the various 

conspiracy theories about it because they’re even bigger 

bullshit than the 9/11 Truther movement, which at least 

has more material than BAD THING HAPPEN WHILE 

OBAMA PRESIDENT; OBAMA BAD) Romney’s 

response was to high-tail it to the nearest podium at the 

speed of light, before the bodies had even gone cold, and 

condemn Obama for some vague reason or other. Even 

some Republicans, who aren’t even warm-blooded 

creatures, thought he was being a bit of a dick, especially 

when he was photographed smirking like a man who’s 

just learned how to fellate himself as he turned away 

from the press conference. 

As if that wasn’t enough, a week later, remarks by 

Romney at a private fundraiser were first published by 

Mother Jones. Everyone knows this one: he effectively 

dismissed nearly half the country as scrounging bastards 

hell-bent on getting free stuff and consequently 

unshakeable in their devotion to that Santa Negro. 

We all know the summary. But the substance itself is 

more telling. Here’s the key phrase: 

“[The 47%] believe that they are entitled to health care, to food, 

to housing, to you-name-it. That's an entitlement. The 

government should give it to them.” 

Your candidate for President, ladies and gentlemen: he 

doesn’t believe you’re entitled to food. Never mind 

healthcare, he doesn’t even consider basic sustenance to be 

a right. You want food? Fucking catch it yourself, you 

lazy selfish bastards. 

This time, of course, most of his Republican colleagues 

failed to see the problem, because the Republican party 

has effectively become the party of rich men who, if they 

even grasp that the poor exist, genuinely fucking hate the 

lot of them. 

This all sent Romney’s polling down to the point where 

he could almost shake hands with Ralph Nader (this year 

representing the Write-Me-In Party). He crashed so hard 

that it turned into an asset when the debates came 

along: Obama barely showed up to the first 

one, one suspects because Romney 

was tanking so hard. That 

obviously backfired something 

horrible, and actually let this 

massive prick back into the 

race, to the point where by 

Election Night, it was being 

labelled “too close to call”. 

But they were kidding 

themselves. Romney was 

never close to winning this, 

and that’s because not only 

is he a cunt, but he actually 

went out of his way to let 

America know he’s a cunt. 
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Poor 
Little 
Rich 
Girl 

(slight return) 
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Cunt of the year 2012 runner-up 
Another year, another war over a tiny 
coastline in the Middle East. For crisping 
Palestinian babies and getting away with 
it. Benjamin Netanyahu comes in fifth. 
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GO DOWN MOSES 
We haven't touched on the Israel/Palestine conflict much here at 2SUNS. This is because its a 

massive clusterfuck of absolutely retarded proportions. But in the interests of laying our cards on the 

table here is our basic opinion: Israel needs to exist. The Jews deserve their homeland. Also. Palestine 

needs to exist. Because they deserve theirs. And since they were there first and unceremoniously 

dumped out of existence on a whim, they deserve their country the most. Beyond that, we essentially 

believe that everyone should just shut the fuck up and share the fucking thing because how the fuck is 

that hard? Idiots. It is our understanding that Jimmy Carter believes much the same, only not in so 

many words. 

But no: apparently that's far too reasonable for some people, mostly the people in power, and mostly 

in Israel. This year once again ended with scores of people killed and wounded in the disputed areas, 

mostly by Israeli actions (despite the media narrative that poor tiny Israel are the victims of endless 

Missile Command waves of massive bombs presumably conjured by Hamas out of thin air). Ordering 

and perfunctorily justifying this was Israeli Prime Minister and haunted Grandfather Clock Benjamin 

Netanyahu. A major figure in Israeli politics for decades - he knew Yitzhak Rabin, you know - 

Netanyahu fits squarely into the swivel-eyed warmonger mould that once contained the likes of Ehud 

Olmert and the pre-Kadima Ariel Sharon. Occasionally Israel elects someone who actually desires 

peace, but the last one like that - Ehud Barak - turned out to be the least popular Prime Minister since 

Ramses and was turfed out after just a couple of years in favour of the explicitly warmongering Sharon 

(although of course Barak got off lightly compared to the peacemaker before him). While not as 

bloodthirsty as Sharon in his prime - to say nothing of Olmert, who might well be an actual 

psychopath - Netanyahu, despite the odd bit of lip service, is far from an advocate of any two-state 

solution, unless those two states happen to be Israel and Super Israel Two Times Up The Bum.  

Two images dominate our minds with regard to this: one is a side-by-side comparison of the firepower 

of Israel and the firepower of Hamas. The aftermath of a Hamas rocket attack is shown to be a bit of 

blackened asphalt on what appears to be the Israeli equivalent of a B-road, with the remains of a rather 

sad little metal toy rocket next to it. The Israeli equivalent, however, is a colossal smoking crater in a 

city centre, surrounded by bodies and wrecked cars. To be far, this might be propaganda, but it tallies 

with the known facts: the Palestinians have a handful of IEDs and a very basic launching system, 

whereas Israel could drop a nuclear bomb on the West Bank tomorrow if that wasn’t suicidal. In 12 

years, Palestinian rocket attacks have killed just 64 people, which admittedly is 64 too many, but 

nowhere near as many as Israel has managed. 

The other image is definitely not propaganda. It’s BBC journalist Jihad Misharawi cradling the 

charred, improbably tiny and spindly corpse of his 11-month year old son, killed by an Israeli bomb 

nonchalantly chucked in their direction on general principles.  “What did my son do to die like this?” 

asked Misharawi. “What was his mistake? He is 10 or 11 months old, what did he do? We are not the 

resistance, there are no fighters in my house.” 

Netanyahu’s response? He posted a similar photo of a wounded Israeli baby on Twitter and said 

“Hamas deliberately targets our children”. This is not helping, you massive douchebag. You want 

babies not to be bombed? Good. Us too. So stop bombing them. And that goes for Khaled Meshaal too. 
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Cunt of the year 2012 runner-up 
Two years, three budgets, and several million pounds less 
later, Gideon Osborne is still the Chancellor of the Exchequer 
and seems destined to appear on these lists from now until 
the end of time, or this magazine, whichever comes first. 

Moneyballs 
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O h George.  George George George. 

(We’re going to humour you and actually call you George, even though  you changed it to disguise how 

thumpingly posh you were—so posh that the name “George” is actually a step down) 

George George George. What are you doing, George? 

Seriously, WHAT THE EVERLOVING FUCK ARE YOU DOING?  

It's been 3 years, George.  THREE FUCKING YEARS.  And so far, by your own admission, you've done jack-all.  The 

square root of shit.  You walked on, all 'we must cut!' and 'the era of spending must end', strutting around like you'd just 

discovered how to masturbate. And what's happened?  Three years later, in your own damn Autumn statement you admit 

we're no better off than when you started. 

Now, I know what you're going to say now, because you've been saying it for the last three years.  mess Labour left 

behind, terrible economic situation yadda yadda yadda, Thing is, we don't buy it.  We didn't then, and we don't now.  But 

now it's even more obvious you're talking out of your arse, because we've got graphs.  Yes George, we've got graphs.  We 

know what graphs are, we're not all as mathematically illiterate as you seem to think. Or be. 

See that green dot, 

George?  The bit where it 

flatlines?  That's the point 

where you took over.  YOU 

FUCKING BROKE IT, 

GEORGE. Know why you 

broke it?  It's because all this 

trickle-down austerity shit... 

it just doesn't work.  This is 

obvious to anyone on the 

ground.  And the reason it 

doesn't work is because you 

just don't get economics.  

And while I'm no expert in 

political appointments, that 

seems a bit of a fucking 

oversight for the Chancellor 

of the Exchequer. That’s 

why they’ve had to hire Ken 

Clarke to babysit you. 

See, your theory is you cut the government spending on things like benefits, our deficit goes down, and... well, profit, I 

guess.  Apparently the government not spending as much money is meant to show businesses they should be spending 

money, or something.  I don't get it, because IT MAKES NO FUCKING SENSE. 

But anyhoo, let's assume for a sec there is actually logic there beyond the underpant-gnome variety.  Here's why it'd still 

be dumb. Because it's not a problem about the AMOUNT of money, George.  The problem is that no-one's fucking doing 

anything with it.  The country is not the same as a household - one person can only be paid if another person is spending. 

And what you're doing, George, is stopping people from spending.  All these benefits you're cutting... it's not like they get 

shoved in the fucking mattress.  They get spent on rent, and potatoes.  They fucking PAY people, George. 

But they're not going to pay people for much longer, because you're taking them away.  And giving the top earners a tax 

cut instead.  And what are they going to do with that money, George?  They're not going to spend it on rent.  They can 

already pay the rent.  They're going to stick it in their savings account, where it's doing nothing.  Taken out of the 

system.  Useless. 

 YOU'RE STEALING OUR FUCKING MONEY, GEORGE. 

I'm pretty certain you've made this list more than anyone else (ed: yes, he has. He’s been on all of them).  Because you just 

don't learn.  See, you're not actually here because you're ripping benefits away and giving them to people who will put 

them to absolutely no economic use. You're here because you don't fucking learn. 

And—assuming you don’t get, I don’t know, fired or something—you'll be here next year, and the year after 

that.  Because you just don't fucking LEARN. 
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THIS YEAR’S MODEL 

It’s small. It’s portable. It’s solar powered. It’s the 2013 Eewop: the same small 

portable solar powered you’ve known and loved, but sleeker, more powerful 

(assuming the sun goes nova)  and (exclusive to the gti model) with a new hat! 

The gti model is only available from official Mammon stores, the kind with tasteful 

glass walls and tasteful sans serif typefaces that are so intimidating they might as 

well charge a fucking entrance fee, so go get yours now now now now now. 

gti 
For everything you want to be. 

EEWOP 



25 

Cunt of the year 2012 runner-up 
Cunt is insufficient. James Holmes and Adam Lanza and Wade Page and goodness 
knows who else get a page to themselves. Mission accomplished, guys. 

W 
e don’t want to write this. It’s Christmas; we don’t want to talk about mass-murder. But 

there have been so fucking many. 

Tulsa, Oklahoma: 5 dead. Oak Creek, Wisconsin: 7 dead. Aurora, Colorado: 12 dead. And 

finally, as the year drew to a close, America’s very own Dunblane: Newtown, Connecticut: 

28 dead—seven women, 20 five to six-year old children, and the perpetrator, unfortunately 

in the wrong order. 

And of course, gun control is back in the news in America. Only this time, because small children are 

dead, there’s the faintest glimmer of hope that this time it won’t be just a cursory argument in which the 

gun lobby ultimately wins by crying hardest; Obama’s already said he’s supporting a ban on assault 

weapons. 

For their part, the NRA — effectively the National Union of Sociopaths — kept notably quiet in the 

immediate aftermath of the Newtown massacre (and we urge everyone to keep using the word “massacre” 

instead of “tragedy”; the latter subliminally suggests an act of nature with no-one to blame), eventually 

emerging to provide the usual platitudes of sympathy and schedule a press conference for literally minutes 

before this magazine was published, at which they condemned people “using Newtown for political 

reasons” much harder than they did Adam Lanza himself, and with a straight face suggested as a solution 

more fucking cunting guns. If you can look at the aftermath of Newtown and still think you need a 

fucking .22 assault rifle in the house, let alone that you need more, and you don’t live in the desert 

surrounded by cougars, you’re scum. The UK only needed one Dunblane to get the message. Handguns 

were immediately banned and shotguns and rifles heavily regulated. Hasn’t happened since. The country’s 

not a massive lawless wilderness, and sports shooters and hunters can still operate, with a tad bit of 

paperwork. Australia did the same thing after the Port Arthur Massacre. Again, it hasn’t happened since. 

And in America it will happen over and over and over again because they think that owning fucking 

military-issue killing machines is somehow a human right. Food and healthcare, not so much. But 

instruments of mass murder? ABSOLUTELY. FUCK OFF. JUST FUCK RIGHT THE FUCK OFF. 

DAMAGE 
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Cunt of the year 2012 dishonourable mentions 
Paul Ryan. For the second time running, the GOP managed to run a 
ticket where the running-mate was even more terrifying a prospect 
than the main candidate. But before his nomination in August, Ryan was 
merely the up-and-coming young cunt behind the jaw-droppingly 
heartless Ryan Plan. Never mind his devotion to philosopher of 
selfishness Ayn Rand: everything you need to know about Ryan is in his 
supposed plan; from the replacement of the already-inadequate 
Medicare with a voucher system with a qualifying age that rises all the 
time, Catch-22 style, to the plan’s necessity for local government to 
make such drastic cuts they would barely be able to function (now that 
sounds familiar), to the thudding blank emptiness at the core of its anti-
loophole stance. 

Andrew Breitbart. For becoming some kind of journalistic hero among 
the right-wing noise machine for a) screaming ‘‘STOP RAPING PEOPLE” 
at an Occupy site early in the year, dishevelled and unshaven and 
looking precisely like a confused tramp bellowing about the radio 
transmissions he’s receiving through his pacemaker; and b) keeling 
over and dying unexpectedly in March of a heart attack (which was 
clearly caused by Obama, because a fat blogger was that much of a 
threat to him), causing some of the most sickening tributes to an 
absolute cunt since Pinochet died. Still, de mortuis nil nisi bonum and all, 
so here’s what we have to say about Breitbart himself: 

David Cameron. Of course. Mainly just for a) existing and b) continuing to be 
Prime Minister in defiance of God’s Will, but also for leaving no lame excuse 
for the snail’s-pace of economic recovery unused; for hauling the cabinet 
further right in apparent panic, for continuing the systematic dismantling of 
the welfare state, for  promoting Jeremy Hunt, and for basically not 
comprehending the genuine problems in this country because he doesn’t 
understand how or even that poor people exist. Hopefully, by the end of his 
premiership he’ll have lost Scotland, thereby going down in history as the 
last Prime Minister of the United Kingdom. That’s one reason to vote Yes. 

Joseph Kony. Although he is (or possibly was) scum of the highest order, he’s 
accepting the award on behalf of Invisible Children, the apparently highly confused 
charity thing which spent early 2012 yelling his name over and over to get people to 
pay attention to the crisis in Uganda and his terrorist organisation. Fair enough, in 
itself, but it soon transpired that Kony’s organisation was already decimated and on 
the run, and Kony himself was believed to be cowering somewhere in the jungle, if 
not dead already. They lost the war in 2006. The Kony 2012 movie never mentioned it, 
although they did mention where and how to their action packs full of bumper 
stickers and the like. Eventually the movement died when an Invisible Children 
director was seen running through of San Diego in his pants, screaming incoherently. 
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Margaret Thatcher. Mary Tamm, Caroline John,  Whitney Houston, Larry 
Hagman, Sylvia Kristel, George McGovern, Joe Melia,  Mike Morris, Hal 
David, Terry Nutkins, Andy Williams, Herbert Lom, Turhan Bey, Peter 
Wragg, Joe Kubert, Phyllis Diller, Max Bygraves, Andy Griffith, Eric 
Sykes,  Dave Brubeck, Ravi Shankhar, Geoffrey Hughes, Richard 
Dawson, Merv the Swerve, Neil Armstrong, Moebius...how many more 
lives? Just FUCKING DIE ALREADY. 

Tony Abbott. Only slightly unfair; he makes it in for being on the receiving 
end of one of the greatest political savagings since Geoffrey Howe 
destroyed Thatcher, as an embattled Julia Gillard launched an astonishing 
fifteen-minute feminist rant directly into his face (see page 10). Apart from 
that, and the Aboriginal Embassy protests (which weren’t his fault), he’s 
spent most of the year nursing an increasing desperation to become 
Prime Minister, demanding a General Election every time Gillard stubs her 
toe, and generally continuing to come across as an extremely poorly-
made and creepy inflatable puppet of Alan Dale, who people currently 
want to be PM even less than Gillard. 

Iain Duncan Smith. We shouldn’t be surprised, really, since his brief tenure 
as Leader of the Opposition made it perfectly clear that he’s an 
unreconstructed fascist. Now, as Secretary of State for Work and Pensions, 
he’s transformed Blair and Brown’s New Deal into a terrifying totalitarian 
nightmare in which benefit claimants have to log on to the Government 
website which tracks their every movement on the off-chance they might 
not be doing enough to mollify the government’s unemployment record — 
and if they don’t, even if they search the Government network exclusively 
via the jobpoints, even if they  apply for fourteen billion jobs every week, 
they get taken out and shot. All of which makes it seem like a waste of time 
even bothering. Well done, you personality-free bald dickshoe. 

George Zimmerman. And not just George, but everyone who ever made an 
excuse for him. ”Oh, it’s media bias. Or look, he’s got a Jewish name! And 
he’s a bit brown! THEREFORE IT CAN’T BE RACISM THAT MADE HIM GUN 
DOWN A BLAMELESS BLACK MAN FOR NO OBVIOUS REASON I MEAN 
BECAUSE HE WAS CLEARLY A THUG AND WAS BEATING HIM UP FIRST I 
MEAN LOOK AT HIM YOU CAN SEE THE BLACK EYE THAT JUST PROVES IT, 
GREEDO SHOT FIRST.” All cheerfully predicated on basic, nonchalant 
racism in and of itself. It only got worse when that negro President got 
involved, of course. How dare he fan the flames of racial hatred by being 
black and talking about a dead black man and being black? 
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Out now at Waterstone’s 

You’re just adding to the shit mountain, you fuckers 

Even E.L. James was more original, and she was writing Twilight fanfiction 
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