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Life’s too short to 
worry about 
emotionally 
annihilating 
someone you 
claimed to love. 
 
So you cheated on them. Big deal. 
It’s their own fault for being so fucking boring. 
Look at their stupid crying face, the selfish cunt. 

Don’t give a fig about your bloody feelings, do 
they? No wonder you had that affair. 
 
Good for you. You managed to have some fun at 
their expense. Now you better seal the deal. Get 

the fuck out of this crazy person’s clutches A-
fucking-sap. 
 
But not before sending them to 

AshleyMadison.com. 
 
After all, they deserve their revenge. 
You cheated on them, you fucking bastard. 

 

Absolutely unforgivable.™ 
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It’s funny  how things work out sometimes. This issue was planned around the 

theme of ―broken America‖ — why the world’s only superpower is punch-

drunk, insane, and essentially untenable in its current form. It was going to 

feature a lot of swearing and light-hearted, ironic, two-fisted angry prose. 

 

Then a congresswoman was almost assassinated in Arizona. I, like almost everyone on 

Earth, assumed it was a Tea Partier who had done it. It turned out to be much more 

complicated than that: Jared Lee Loughner had political opinions, certainly, but he is 

clearly not mentally stable enough for any of them to emerge in a form us rational people 

would recognise. That prompted two reactions: first, disappointment, then guilt and 

confusion at being disappointed that the child-murdering fuckwad couldn’t be used as a 

PR victory for the left, or whatever. We all, even a crappy ranting magazine no-one reads, 

have to look very carefully at ourselves. 

 

Loughner’s a symptom. The disease is a fracturing of social sanity in America, a fracture 

which was first opened after Watergate and has been getting deeper and wider ever 

since. And what America seems to forget, despite loving to brag about it, is that as the 

world’s hyperpower, their sickness affects the entire world. 

 

We’ve made a few more changes in this issue, most notably dropping NowSpoon. It just 

didn’t work from our perspective, becoming more and more of a thankless chore to write 

as it went on. Hopefully you won’t even notice the difference. 

 

John Wirstham-Harte, editor 

Do you want to see these things in 

this magazine? It takes like five 

minutes to generate them so 

we’re easy, but do you really 

want to keep seeing them? Drop 

us a line or some shit. Oh, and this 

one’s really hard, apparently, so, 

good times. Solution on some 

godforsaken page. 
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would you like to play a game? 

Noughts 
Crosses 

and 

from the quite brilliant minds behind the battleship and monopoly movies 

COMING IN 2012 
unless god gives up and ends the world before that 
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Andy Gray and Richard Keys, the two 

mainstays of Sky’s  football coverage, are 

now unemployed after insulting a lady-

type. Victory for equality, travesty of free 

speech, or shady conspiracy? Willard van 

Omnomnom Quine can see a case for all 

three… 

 
―The game’s gone mad.‖ Those 

four words are the most 

important in the whole sorry 

Gray/Keys affair. They were 

spoken by Richard Keys in a 

what-is-the-world-coming-to 

tone of voice about the mere 

existence of female officials. 

That was the moment that 

elevated the tape from being 

easily written off as banter into 

the realms of actual misogyny. 

Those four words are why they 

definitely deserved to be 

censured. Misogyny is almost 

the last taboo—take a look at  

how Hillary Clinton was treated 

when she ran for president, or 

closer to home, the explosion of 

pure acid that accompanies every mention of Harriet Harman’s 

name in the Daily Mail. Lip service is paid to feminism, but a 

woman in what is seen as a ―man’s role‖ — be it politician or 

lineswoman — won’t get the same amount of respect as a balls-

haver, even if said balls-haver was a drooling, babbling imbecile. 

An example really needed to be made here. 

 

Fine. But then again, it was a private conversation only made 

public by mistake. Is it really fair to sack someone over a private 

conversation? Maybe if they’d commented favourably on the 

Holocaust or something, but otherwise private conversations are 

private conversations and to start regulating them as if they’re 

anyone’s business but your own is basic fascism. 
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While what they said would quite reasonably get them a punch on the nose 

if they said it to anyone’s face, it wasn’t that bad. Not lose-your-jobs bad. 

They deserved to be fined, maybe suspended, sent to one of those diversity 

concentration camps perhaps, certainly made to apologise. Maybe kicked 

square in the balls a couple of times. But not fired. 

 

Keys muttered about ―dark forces‖ being behind the decision. He didn’t 

elaborate. It could be that he was simply referring to ―PC thought police‖ 

and suchlike — the usual bogeymen at whom 

racists and sexists and other assorted bigots point 

their fingers when they get caught being 

bigoted. But it’s more likely he’s talking about his 

former employers. The whole scandal happened 

right as Rupert Murdoch himself showed up in 

Britain to publicise his attempt to take complete 

control of BSkyB and therefore own something 

like 50% of British media, and therefore something 

like 76% of British minds. The bid, being a 

spectacularly bad idea with potentially 

apocalyptic consequences, needs support if, 

God forbid, it’s going to succeed. Which is why 

Rupert hauled his cadaver around Britain to 

promote a) himself and b) Sky. A giant scandal 

involving two of the company’s top faces acting 

like pillocks was, naturally, going to be damaging 

to the company’s image. Hence the zero-

tolerance policy. Not that Murdoch has much to 

worry about: he needs one of three bodies to 

sign off on his horrible idea, one of whom is the 

Hulture Secretary, who thinks he’s just the bestest 

thing ever. 

 

Ultimately, this was a clusterfuck and a bollocks and a distraction, but 

potentially more important than it looked: partly by illustrating, despite the 

rise of feminism, that women might get equal opportunities, but they still 

don’t get equal respect. And partly because of its part in Rupert Murdoch’s 

seemingly unstoppable ascent. We’ll see how that pans out. 
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n the morning of January 8th, a Blue Dog Democrat called Gabrielle Giffords 

was holding a 'Congress on your Corner' constituent meeting, set up in a 

supermarket car park.  Before this meeting, few people outside her 

constituency had heard of Gabrielle Giffords.  Afterward, the whole world 

knew her name, because just after 10:00 a young man called Jared Loughner shot 

her in the head at point-blank range.  Though Giffords, somehow, survived, 6 other 

people, including a 9 year old girl and a federal judge, were killed by Loughner at 

that meeting, before the crowd wrestled him to the ground. 

 

In the aftermath of the tragedy, there were words of consolation from all sides of the 

political divide, perhaps symbolised best by the memorial event in Arizona, attended 

by both Barack Obama and his one-time rival John McCain.  Democrats and 

Republicans were united in calls to tone down the violent rhetoric that has come to 

dominate American politics.   

 

 

here has definitely been a deteriorating of relations between the two sides 

of American politics in recent years.  Once, Democrats would treat their 

Republican counterparts as decent people who simply didn't realise that 

allowing the wealthy to become wealthier wouldn't automatically lead to a 

trickle-down of prosperity to the poorer levels of socio-economic strata; and 

Republicans treated Democrats as basically smart, honourable people who just 

couldn't seem to realise that the poor weren't worth caring about.  Now each side 
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assumes the other is inherently evil 

and beyond redemption. 

In this case, all sides are as guilty as 

each other.  Right-wing radio and talk 

show hosts regularly cast themselves 

as soldiers against the tyranny of 

Barack Obama.  Sharron Angle – 

regarded, admittedly, even by most 

Republicans as someone who should 

probably be shut in a darkened room 

until the voices go away (although 

whether she would be so considered 

by her own party had she won the 

election in Nevada is another article 

altogether) – called for 'second-

amendment remedies' to Democrat-

held seats.  Sarah Palin urged her 

followers to 'reload' and published a 

map with crosshairs over winnable 

Democrat seats—and, in a telling 

illustration of American political 

discourse, reacted in the wake of 

Tucson by flatly denying that they 

were crosshairs, as if hoping that the 

sheer nonsensical audacity of doing 

so would confuse her critics to death. 

Of course, all it did was draw 

attention to the crosshairs, which 

weren’t actually that important until 

the Palin camp starting panicking 

about it. 

 

But let’s be honest now — the left-

wing media – both traditional and 

online – has often used overly violent 

imagery when discussing the bankers, 

Dubya and Sarah Palin herself. 

While there are good reasons for a 

shifting in tone to reasoned argument 

instead of the ridiculous hyperbole 

currently employed (yes, Little Miss 

Death Panels, we're looking at you), 

the American political establishment 

i s  emphas is ing th is  only as 

misdirection.  American politicians, 

certainly those who have reached 

senior levels, are not stupid, and as 
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such are well aware that while it is 

possible the violent rhetoric is partially 

to blame, a rather more pertinent 

factor is that the right to bear arms is 

so bizarrely ingrained onto the 

American psyche that a fucking 

nutjob like Loughner was able to buy 

a fucking gun. 

 

merica is unique in this 

respect.  In no other country 

in the developed world can 

a civilian legally buy a Glock 

semi-automatic, let alone a civilian 

who was clearly, to use medical 

terminology, batshit insane.  Jared 

Loughner could well have been 

inspired by, for instance, the call for 

'second-amendment remedies', but 

he was also quite clearly a paranoid 

schizophrenic.  The gun lobby's 

repeated argument that guns don't 

kill people, people kill people, would 

carry a lot more weight if they weren't 

so eager to ensure guns are available 

to everyone regardless of their 

qualifications to use them. 

Loughner was not unknown to the 

authorities.  He had already been 

arrested twice, and had been thrown 

out of adult education classes 

because he thought the government 

was trying to control his grammar.  

Despite this, he was able to buy a 

h igh-cal ib re  gun and 

cartridges of ammunition after 

a background check that was 

either so cursory it failed to 

pick up on these things, or 

c o n s i d e r e d  t h e m 

unimportant.  An investigation 

ordered by the New York 

mayor found that a Glock – 

the same kind of gun used by 

Loughner – could be bought 

with no questions asked.  And 

was the gun seller, so found 

out, locked up or at least no 

longer allowed to sell 

firearms?  Well, no, because 

he was acting entirely legally.  

A loophole allows occasional 

gun sellers to trade weapons 

without carrying out a 

background check to ensure 

that the purchaser is neither 

mentally ill, a criminal, nor a 

drug user.  Such sales account 

for 40% of all gun sales in 

America.  

So why focus on the words, 

rather than the bullets?  

Because any good politician, 

especially those at the level of 

Above: the second most perfect and unimpeachable 

document in the entire history of time after the Bible, 

which like the Bible should be followed to the letter at 

all times because the founding fathers were perfect 

supermen who knew everything about everything 

(except, like the Bible, when it’s telling us not to kill the 

fags or to help the poor), yesterday. 
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Obama and McCain, 

know that in this 

situation they must be 

seen to be doing 

something, and guns 

are off-limits.  Guns 

are as American as 

apple pie and free 

speech.  A member 

of the NRA might not 

like what you have to 

say, but they will 

defend to the death 

their right to blow your brains out for 

saying it.  In 2007, gun rights political 

spending on lobbying totalled 

$1,959,407 versus gun control 

spending of $60,800, and in a society 

where money buys everything, that 

buys a lot of political silence. 

This is not a mindset restricted to the 

American right.  While support for 

looser gun restrictions does tend to 

be higher among Republicans than 

Democrats, what is referred to in 

relative terms as the American left still 

polls a 37% support for the current 

laws. 

It is not, after all, like this is a one-off 

event.  High-profile shootings such as 

Virginia Tech and Columbine come 

along every few years.  Over 10,000 

people were killed by gun crime in 

the United States in 2010.  Put this 

figure to the gun lobby, and they will 

reply that if those people had been 

carrying guns themselves they could 

have defended themselves, and 

would have saved their lives. 

The love affair is built on the 

American history of revolution and 

expansion.  Guns have featured 

prominently in American culture from 

the very beginning, firstly in the war 

against the British and then in the 

conquest of the west.  The right to 

bear arms was enshrined in the 

cons t i tu t ion ,  in  the second 

amendment, and that's where the rot 

sets in. 

The second amendment, like every 

text that has ever been written, is a 

thing of its time.  It states that 'a well 

regulated militia being necessary to 

the security of a free State, the right 

of the People to keep and bear arms 

shall not be infringed'.  It was written 

in 1791, and in 1791 there were good 

reasons behind it.  There was no 

police force, no real standing army.  

America was a fledgling nation that 

had just pissed off the British Empire: a 

hyperpower that, at that point, 

dominated the world to a far greater 

extent than America ever has or will.  

But that was 1791.  The redcoats are 

no longer coming.  Nor are the 

Russians.  America has the most 

powerful and well-funded army in the 

world, and even with the dramatic 

rise of India and China is likely to 

remain the dominant world power for 

many years to come. 

America needs to admit that the 

world has changed in 220 years.  But 

this does not look likely to happen.  

Instead there will be more shootings, 

more people will die, and the 

American establishment will blame 

the words, and as a solution suggest 

more guns. 

Above: a cold, dead hand yesterday. 
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June 26, 2008 —The Supreme Court narrowly rules that absolutely 

anyone in DC has the right to keep and own a gun for private use and 

that to claim otherwise is unconstitutional. It does mention the whole 

well-regulated militia bit; specifically it says this highly important right 

―assure[s] the existence of a ―citizens’ militia‖ as a ―safeguard against 

tyranny‖. Which is nice. This is the first time the SCOTUS has properly 

dealt with the Second Amendment since the thirties and its 

considerable weight is well and truly thrown behind ―YAY WEAPONS!‖ 

The case, District of Columbia v. Heller, was brought by a wrinkled, 

hairless lawyer named Robert A. Levy (pictured right), partly in order to 

get the Second Admendment protected by the Supreme Court, but 

mostly for shits and giggles. Thanks, Bob. 

June 27, 2008 — A little over a month later, the new order is 

celebrated by walking Southern stereotype  and grizzled John 

Grisham character Jim Adkisson, of Knoxville, Tennessee (pictured 

left), who walks into a non-fag-bashing church and promptly murders 

two people with a shotgun during a kiddie performance of Annie like 

the gigantic prick he is. Adkisson, a fan of Bill O’Reilly, Sean Hannity 

and Michael Savage, is immediately arrested and kicked in the nuts. 

Later he says his intention was to kill literally everyone in the 

Democratic party, opting for a symbolic murder of some harmless old 

people when that proved impractical. 

September 2008 — The NRA continue to labour under the impression 

that they haven’t won already. With an Obama presidency looking 

more and more inevitable, the NRA spends $15 millon on trying to 

convince people ―if elected [Obama] would be the most anti-gun 

president in American history.‖ Patent bullshit; Obama clearly only has 

the opinions the GOP tell him to have, and that’s not going to be one of 

them, now is it, The Late Charlton Heston?  

Almost immediately after Obama takes office and forever and ever 

amen — doughy, emotionally unstable fuckwit Glenn Beck goes 

absolutely hog-wild with the revolutionary schtick, starting in February 

with an hour-long special on guess which network called ―We Surround 

Them‖. Beck describes it as a ―grassroots effort to wake up our Nation's 

leaders and let them know what many, if not most, Americans truly 

believe in and stand for.‖ Which apparently is anything against their 

own interests. Later that month he unveils a Civilization IV scenario 

based on a notional 2014 civil war. It involves citizen militias (ie terrorists) 

in the South taking up arms against the U.S. government. A bit like last 

time, really, only this time they’re defending rights being denied 

themselves rather than just black people. 

March 2008 — Chuck Norris, who’s taken over from Charlton 

Heston as the public face of the dickless wonders at the NRA, 

explicitly warns of a ―Second American Revolution‖ on ultimately 

meaningless right-wing echochamber WingNutDaily. He also 

advocates the secession of Texas from the union with himself as 

the new Texan President. This is yet to come to pass, but seriously, 

Texas: you can feel free. Any day now. Really. 
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April 15, 2009 — Some fuckwad named Daniel Knight Hayden 

cheerfully tweets that he is going to run a nice warm bloodbath 

in Oklahoma City. He gets arrested. Another quote from his 

Twitter:  ―The only thing that is keeping the New World Order 

from destroying this nation is the presence of over 100,000,000 

guns in civilian hands. When guns are outlawed, only criminals 

will have guns. Since we are already criminals in the eyes of the 

New World Order, and they intend to enslave us all, and to kill 

those of us who will NOT submit to their slavery, I say to IGNORE 

gun "laws" and keep your guns (AND ammo) handy.‖ Nice man. 

May 31, 2009 — Dr. George Tiller, who ran one of only three clinics in 

America providing late-term (emergency) abortions, is shot in the eye 

by Scott Roeder and dies. Tiller had been dubbed ―Tiller the baby-

killer‖ by Bob Dornan, which was then picked up by Bill O’Reilly, who 

made him the most famous abortionist in the USA. The low water mark 

was interviewing a 13-year old customer of his, who presumably 

would have been much happier had she been forced to carry that 

baby to term at such a young age. Anyway, O’Reilly denied all 

knowledge of Tiller upon his murder, which is odd because it was 

mostly thanks to him that anyone knew his name while he was alive. 

For some reason the word ―assassination‖ doesn’t come up much. 

November 2009 — Some prick in Missouri makes up a Billboard 

promoting "a citizens guide to REVOLUTION‖, which apparently 

involves keeping your money, voting, and then when that 

doesn’t work kill literally everybody. It also says "LIVE FREE OR DIE" 

and  "PREPARE FOR WAR". It’s erected above Interstate 70 as a 

useful warning to tourists to stay the fuck away. 

February 18, 2010 — Andrew Joseph Stack III flies his light 

aircraft into the local IRS building, killing two people (including 

his owndangself). The Tea Party are immediately connected, 

although it turns out he hated the right as much as the left, 

which makes the Right-Wing Blogosphere jump up and down 

with delight at the fact that they can deflect the blame and 

pretend the mere fact that they instantly leapt to mind after a 

terrorist attack isn’t important. 
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For centuries persecuted. 

Mercilessly slaughtered in the greatest 

atrocity ever committed by Man, by so-

called humans who considered them less 

than people. 

 

Hounded out of their homeland. 

But the Knishes are delicious. 

Remember the Holocaust with fantastic deals at your favourite Jewish 

restaurants. Just go to Groupon.com and try to stop yourself from 

vomiting blood all over your monitor screen! 

We just don’t give a fuck 



15 

Apparently Ed Milliband’s been a hideous failure as Labour Leader, 

and the departure of his Shadow Chancellor just proves that Labour 

under him are floundering and the sooner he’s replaced the better. 

Bollocks, says Sampford Courtenay.  

15 

n case you hadn’t noticed, this 

is a left-wing magazine. Our 

s t a t e d  p o s i t i o n  i s  a 

combination of Bevanite 

Socialism and resigned despair. In 

party political terms, that translates 

into supporting Labour — although 

before the last election we would 

have thrown our complete lack of 

m ight beh ind  the  L ibera l 

Democrats. This writer was even 

considering joining the Lib Dems at 

one stage.  That, obviously, is 

impossible now they’ve made a 

pact with the Eternal Enemy; the 

only hope for them now is that the 

association doesn’t kill them 

completely, that some time a few 

decades from now they can re-

emerge as a progressive party. 

Labour it is then. They’ve got a new 

lease of life after their inevitable, 

but surprisingly close, defeat, a new 

leader, new cabinet, fresh faces, 

even a whispered hope of returning 

to being actually left-wing (not that 

we’ve seen much of it yet). With 

the Coalition becoming less 

popular by the nanosecond, 

Labour can quietly reinvent and 

relaunch themselves as a new 

alternative. 
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ut that takes time and 

patience and a certain 

amount of faith that the 

Coalition won’t actively 

destroy the country before the next 

election, which is still currently locked-

in for 2015. And that is just too much 

to ask in this day and age. Which is 

why, by the end of last year, political 

commentators were lining up to 

either pour scorn on or sadly shake 

their heads at Ed Miliband’s tenure as 

Labour Leader. He hasn’t done 

enough, they said. He’s been largely 

anonymous. He’s biding his time. He’s 

not convincing anyone to vote for 

him yet. He’d had three months in the 

job when they said all that.  

 

Ed Miliband isn’t as dynamic as his 

brother, nor, to be honest, as 

charismatic. What’s more, he knows 

it. Which is why he plays to his 

strengths as a thoughtful politician by 

deliberately playing the long game: 

slowly rebuilding the Labour Party, 

changing it via gradual evolution 

rather than instant revolution, which 

would have invited unwelcome 

comparisons to Tony Blair anyway. 

The task Is to create a new Labour 

without, as much as possible, putting 

people in mind of New Labour. The 

best way to achieve this, at least to 

Miliband’s mind, is to do it slowly, in 

contrast to Blair’s scorched-Earth self-

announcement of 1994. Whether this 

is an effective strategy remains to be 

seen. It’s certainly not without risk: 

apart from the obvious backfiring 

potential of keeping yourself and 

your party on the down-low, it also 

relies perhaps too heavily for your 

own good on your opponents to do 

your job for you. Fortunately the 

Coalition are helping him out after all 

by already being highly unpopular, 

notably causing a full-blown Poll-Tax 

style public demonstration within 

seven months of taking power. 

 

 

 

t’s obviously too early at only five 

months into his tenure to make 

any major judgement calls on his 

performance. He’s done well at 

PMQs so far. His quiet-man strategy 

has even, to an extent, succeeded at  

bringing the Labour Party into the 

foreground, after nearly two decades 

of being overshadowed by the giant 

towering spectre of its most successful 

leader and latter-day pro-am war 

criminal. 

 

Which is not to suggest he hasn’t 

made any mistakes. He’s made at 

least one big one: appointing Alan 

Johnson as Shadow Chancellor. On 

the face of it, this was a fairly woolly-

minded attempt at a) keeping the 

remaining Blairites onside and b) 

keeping his former leadership rival, Ed 

Balls, at arms’ length. The two Eds, it’s 

rumoured, don’t like each other very 

much at all, apparently stemming 

from Balls’ friendship and protégé 

status with Gordon Brown (remember 

him? He was that sad-looking 

mumbly Scots guy who used to show 

up in the news a few months back). 

The rivalry between the Eds (we’re 

now taking bets on which tabloid will 

file the patent on ―Clash of Eds‖, 

assuming they haven’t already, the 

cunts) has been spoken of as  Blair v 

Brown all over again, and even 

―explosive as nitro-glycerine‖, 

although that was in the Daily Mail so 

it hardly counts as human discourse in 

the first fucking place. 
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lan Johnson, meanwhile, was 

a follower of the oft-

mentioned Blair, who gave 

him almost every cabinet 

position under the sun in spite of the 

fact that he’s always come across as 

a sort of nice but worried middle-

aged banker who’s wandered into 

Parliament by mistake and is trying to 

make the best of things. Miliband 

made the exact same mistake; 

Chancellor was one of the few 

cabinet positions he didn’t hold, and 

for a very good 

reason: he knows 

d i c k  a b o u t 

economics He 

c h e e r f u l l y 

admitted as much 

(though not in so 

many words ) 

when he got the 

job. Ed Balls, on 

the other hand, is 

an economist 

who used to run 

the Treasury and 

learned at the 

feet of — and we 

don’t give a fuck 

if this is a 

c o n t r o v e r s i a l 

statement or not — probably the 

greatest chancellor of the last fifty or 

so years. Well, apart from Iain 

Macleod, of course. The point is, the 

choice was obvious, and Miliband 

made the wrong one for — and we 

have to admit we’re  guessing here 

— dumb political reasons. Eventually, 

of course, the change was made for 

him, as poor old Alan Johnson 

resigned at the start of the year for 

―personal reasons‖, which the media 

of course proceeded to dredge up 

as being ―because his wife was 

fucking someone else‖, even though 

when someone resigns for personal 

reasons the implication is that beyond 

that it’s none of your cocking 

business, you fucking vultures. 

Anyway, with Johnson out of politics, 

Ed Balls now has the job of 

shadowing boy Chancellor Gideon 

Osborne, which is good news all 

around as he’s far better equipped to 

tear into him when the need arises 

(although, having said that, we do 

suspect that Johnson knows more 

about economics than Gideon 

does). Replacing him 

as Home Secretary is, of 

course, his wife Yvette 

Cooper, and replacing 

h e r  a s  F o r e i g n 

Secretary is a Scots up-

and-comer Douglas 

Alexander ,  about 

whom all we can say is 

he’s eerily reminiscent 

of Steven Moffat 

playing Blake from 

Glengarry Glen Ross. 

 

Miliband got lucky on 

that one, if you’ll 

forgive the turn of 

phrase considering it 

was all started by one 

of his cabinet ministers having some 

off-piste adult fun, and frankly if we 

were you we wouldn’t. What were 

we saying? Oh yes, Alan Johnson’s 

misfortune is definitely Ed Miliband’s 

fortune, as now he has the Shadow 

Cabinet he should have started off 

with in September. One suspects that 

Fate won’t keep making up for his 

mistakes, though, and he really ought 

to keep that in mind. So far, though, 

he’s doing a decent job. One day 

he’ll need to be pro-active about 

something. Then we’ll see whether or 

not he really is up to the job. 

Ed Balls, yesterday. It’s become a 

popular observation, so we’d like it 

known that we were in fact the first 

commentators to remark on his 

similarity to Piers Fletcher-Dervish. 
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PRIMER 

All About the Green 
They used to call the Republic the “Celtic Tiger”, which is dumb because whoever heard of 

a tiger in Ireland? Now it’s more of a scraggy old cloth cat. How did Ireland go from boom-

ba-ba-boom boom to almost literally penniless? Fucked if we know, but here’s what we 

managed to gleam: 

 

1: The 1990s were great for Ireland. Unemployment was miniscule, their exports had the 

biggest dicks in Europe, and unicorns were everywhere. (In the Republic, I mean; Northern 

Ireland was still suffering with an on/off IRA ceasefire and a succession of splinter groups, but 

we’re not talking about them).  

 

2: Even better, at the end of the decade they adopted the Euro, which meant their interest 

rates were now locked into that of the entire country, and borrowing money was cheap as 

second hand McCain’s Micro Chips. 

 

3: Therefore, lending went through the roof and immigration soared as people all over 

realised the Swedish Deals to be found here. The housing market, as a result, went insane, 

much as it did everywhere. 

 

4: With the housing market expanding into the biggest bubble anyone had ever seen, the 

Irish government began to rely more and more on the concomitant taxes, while the banks 

borrowed like crazy to keep the bubble expanding. 

 

5: Whoops fuck the bubble burst.  The property market exploded in 2008 in the credit 

crunch. Bye bye source of income. Suddenly almost no money was coming in and Ireland 

was left with nothing but giant debts — particularly the banks — and nothing to pay them 

with, a black hole that increased and increased until this year they’ve got a budget deficit 

that runs to about a third of their GDP. That is, it’ll take one third of what the entire nation 

could possibly make out of their goods and services just to plug the hole left behind from 

years of borrowing like there was no tomorrow, which unfortunately there was and this is it. 

 

6: The Government’s response was to nationalise practically every bank in the country and 

bail them out like men throwing water overboard in a leaking lifeboat. They’ve also cut 

Government spending on just about anything at all, raised taxes, and done countless Hail 

Maries and Our Fathers. 

 

7: The Taoiseach (pronounced Tea Shock, equivalent of Prime Minister) while this was going 

on was a fact fuck called Brian Cowen, who looks like an out-of-work Ian Paisley 

impersonator and was completely and utterly shit at his job, which is why for all intents and 

purposes he doesn’t have it anymore, having lost the confidence of absolutely everyone in 

the entire universe — his approval ratings have hovered around 10%, on a good day — and 

resigned as Leader of the probably-not-going-to-be-in-power-again-for-some-time Fianna 

Fáil party, leaving him as a lame duck figurehead until the general elections which are 

scheduled to take place a week and a half after this magazine comes out, and will 

probably result in afternoon gameshow host Enda Kelly, who’s a man, shocking some tea for 

the foreseeable. 

 

Overall: Ireland  in  

diagram form: 
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http://tinyurl.com/6bhgy7u
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Take a look at the picture below. That’s right, it’s a terrible 

photoshop (for the love of god will someone any good at 

those please contact us). It’s also almost certainly what that 

mountain will look like, very roughly, by the end of the 

century, because the rich motherfuckers who Ronald Reagan 

created in the 1980s have been making a concerted effort 

since his death in 2004 to convince the ordinary people his 

administration fucked up that he was the best President ever. 

And since this is country that put Andrew Jackson on their 

money, it won’t be that hard. So just to irritate Grover Norquist, 

here are several reasons, completely off the top of our 

collective head, why Reagan sucked and was shit. 

Words: Willard van Omnomnom Quine. 

1: He didn’t win the Cold War. No-one won the 

Cold War. It was a no-score draw. What Reagan 

did was escalate it. In the 1980s we came closer 

than to a nuclear war than at any time since 

1962, because of the Reagan administration’s 

dick-swinging hair-metal attitude to foreign 

relations. Reagan was prepared to spend 

millions on piece of shit boondoggles like Star 

Wars — which has only ever been useful in 

Civilization II — just so the Russians didn’t think he 

was a pussy. Nixon did more for peace. The 

Cold War ended because the Iron Curtain 

countries decided as one that they were 

fucking tired of this shit, not because Ronald 

Reagan pointed at the Berlin Wall once. It had 

occurred to them that the Wall was a bad thing 

before that, you know. 
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2: AIDS. He didn’t even acknowledge the 

existence of this thing until 1986, halfway through 

his final term, and five years too late. Even then he 

left most of the thinking-type stuff to his Surgeon 

General, C. Everett Koop, the greatest neckbeard 

of them all. Meanwhile, other members of his 

administration (not to mention supporters like the 

late Jerry ―Campari‖ Falwell) were cheerfully 

advocating rounding up gays and locking into 

concentration-sorry-quarantine camps. 

3: Irangate. Do we really need to say more? Rape, 

murder, torture, mutilation: paid for by the United 

States Government with money they raised by 

selling weapons to cocking Iran. A President 

responsible for this shouldn’t even be on stamps. 

2: AIDS. He didn’t even acknowledge the 

existence of this thing until 1986, halfway through 

his final term, and five years too late. Even then he 

left most of the thinking-type stuff to his Surgeon 

General, C. Everett Koop, the greatest neckbeard 

of them all. Meanwhile, other members of his 

administration (not to mention supporters like the 

late Jerry ―Campari‖ Falwell) were cheerfully 

advocating rounding up gays and locking into 

concentration-sorry-quarantine camps. 

4: Reaganomics. Take a look around. That’s the 

end result of Reaganomics. Especially the 

wholesale deregulation of the entire economic 

system. Zero accountability means nothing’s out 

of bounds in the quest for money. 

5: His was the original Cult of Personality. And it still is. 

Right-wingers can whine all they like about the 

supposed hero-worship of giant-pussy-in-chief Barack 

Obama: Reagan was the first President to use the 

media for his own hagiographic purposes. Canny 

enough at the outset of the 1980s to realise that if the 

press can bring a President down in Nixon, it can also 

raise one up, Reagan groomed the likes of Bill Kristol, 

Charles Krauthammer, and just about everyone else 

you’ll ever see on Fox News. With these guys in charge 

of the message, Reagan will never, ever, ever be 

criticised for anything. Airports are named after him, 

streets, landmarks; there are statues to him; his 100th 

birthday is more celebrated than Mozart’s 200th, and 

on that solemn fucking occasion, the current 

incumbent and supposed most left-wing man since 

Stalin J. Marx himself said: ―President Reagan helped as 

much as any President to restore a sense of optimism in 

our country, a spirit that transcended politics - that 

transcended even the most heated arguments of the 

day.‖ The great big prick. 
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And soon the public could own a part of them.  
From November, the forests of Britain currently tended by the Forestry 

Commission will be sold off, and you can own a part of them, assuming 

you’re a multinational conglomerate of some sort. Build houses or 

supermarkets or weapons factories or gigantic nuclear shit-and-guff 

refineries if you want. We don’t really give a fuck as long as you give us 

the money. Because we need it. For the deficit. It’s either that or we raise 

taxes on the aristocracy, and that would be morally wrong. To register for 

a prospectus, call 01272 272 272 or howl endlessly into the void. 

Remember the Tory pledge: “There’s literally nothing we won’t privatise!” 

18% of Britain’s forests are considered public land.  

Hahahaha we even have a tree in 

our logo we can’t believe we’re 

getting away with this Photo by “Cheesby”  

visit saveourforests.co.uk 

saveourforests.co.uk
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Tunisia gores wild. Then Egypt tells Mubarak to get to steppin’. What’s next? And what does it matter to us? Gareth Manford and Humphrey Jaylynn explain why you should be tugging your collar right about now. 

O 
n 17th December, 2010, completely unnoticed by the 

Western media, a young man called Mohamed 

Bouazizi set himself on fire, in protest at his inability to 

find good employment and his poor treatment at the 

hands of the Tunisian police. 28 days later, President Ben Ali 

fled the country after two decades in unchallenged power. 

We noticed that. 

 

Tunisia itself did not cause many discussions in Western 

governments like Britain and America. While they did have the 

embarrassment of having supported the outgoing regime, the 

country itself is a minor player in its region, let alone the world. 

What Mohamed Bouazizi started, however, has now spread in 

a seismic shift across the Arab world. Jordan, Yemen, Saudi 

Arabia and Egypt have all suffered protests and/or full blown 

uprisings  in the wake of the Tunisian Jasmine Revolution. As this 

magazine went to ―press‖, Libya even joined in. 

23 

in  Arabs 

Revolt 
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I 
t’s not hard to draw parallels 

between what’s currently 

happening in the Arabic world 

and what happened in Eastern 

Europe in 1989, which is why plenty of 

real magazines already have and 

we’re following suit. First the 

H u n g a r i a n s ,  t h e n  t h e 

Czechoslovakians, then every 

communist state in Europe finally got 

bored with the oppression and 

staged a revolution — culminating in 

the fall of the 

Soviet Union. 

 

The more right-

h a n d - s i d e d 

media are torn 

over this. On 

the one hand, 

Ayrabs is killing 

each other! On 

the other, as 

the old regimes 

fall, what is 

being put in 

their place? 

More Muslims? 

F U C K  D A T 

NOIZE. 

 

Egypt is the 

latest one to 

f a l l .  H o s n i 

Mubarak, one of those Middle 

Eastern dictators who looks like his 

own Spitting Image puppet, was, 

highly reluctantly, hauled out on his 

arse just days before this magazine 

went to ―press‖. Over the course of 29 

years and several elections — in 

which he was undoubtedly helped 

by the fact that the Egyptian 

constitution didn’t allow for anyone 

to run against him — he’s done most 

of the usual fake-elected dictator 

shit: chucking dissidents in prison, 

building giant undeclared secret 

concentration camps for the really 

annoying ones, loyalty-testing 

educators, controlling the media and 

basically being a great big prick who 

was thrown out not a moment too 

soon. Unfortunately, Mubarak was 

one of those dictators that happened 

to be a friend to the United States, 

and therefore to most Western 

powers by default. He was a 

supporter of Israel, which America 

h a s  h i s t o r i c a l l y 

considered their pet 

country, to the extent 

that criticism of Israel is 

not tantamount to anti

-Semitism, it literally is 

that thing. As an Arab 

Head of State — and 

of a country with a 

bloody great border 

with both Israel and 

the Gaza Strip to boot 

— his support for the 

country was an 

invaluable part of 

America’s Middle 

Eastern power games. 

All cynicism aside, if 

peace is ever to be 

achieved in the 

region, it will not be 

without Egypt's support 

one way or the other. 

 

T 
his has placed Western 

governments in a quandary.  

Because every one of them 

p u r p o r t s  t o  s u p p o r t 

Democracy, the freedom of a 

people to choose and reject 

governments.  They stand against 

autocracies, where dissent and 

freedom of speech is violently stifled, 

and the Mubarak regime was 

unquestionably an autocracy.  It was, 

Arabs in Revolt 

Hosni Mubarak, yesterday. 

When he wasn’t unemployed.  

Credit: Presidenza della Repubblica  
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however, a friendly (to us; not to its 

own people, naturally) and useful 

one. 

 

If the protests were clearly of a 

religious character then it would be 

easier for the West to condemn them; 

simply blow on the dog whistle 

marked ―MUSLIMS‖ and a huge 

chunk of the population are on your 

side already, after they’ve changed 

their trousers. In the interests of fair 

play, it should be noted that there 

are objections other than the 

kneejerk racist; while Islamic regimes 

do not in fact automatically lead to 

extremism, few hardline-religious 

regimes of any sort fully meet liberal 

expectations of 

a free society.  

Just look at the 

George W. Bush 

administration. 

However, these 

protests have 

been entirely 

secular, and the 

stated demand 

of the people is 

for a society 

' m o r e  l i k e 

America'.  There 

is no charismatic figurehead, there is 

no organisation beyond the hurried 

use of social networking.  It is simply a 

people, as one, rising up to say that 

they have had enough of the 

corruption and brutality.  This is 

something no government that says it 

supports democracy can brush off. 

 

T 
he Mubarak regime was not 

the fault of the West; not of 

America and nor of Britain, 

the old colonial power.  That 

said, the West cannot go on 

condemning a style of rule while 

happily dealing with those who 

practice it.  The theft of someone's 

wallet is not made any more right if 

the thief then gives you half the 

money; it just means you become an 

accessory.  If the West truly believes in 

the democracy and human rights it 

claims to, then it must not turn a blind 

eye to countries where the people 

are trodden down by a political and 

wealthy elite. Egypt under Mubarak 

was accepted because of its 

assistance in brokering deals that 

helped the Israelis.  Ethiopia's 

atrocities against the Somali people 

were ignored due to their help in 

ousting a militant Islamic government.  

China's record of human rights 

abuses is tactfully 

never mentioned 

by any Western 

g o v e r n m e n t , 

because of the 

desire to open up 

t h e  C h i n e s e 

market to Western

- b a s e d 

m u l t i n a t i on a l s . 

Donald Rumsfeld 

shook hands with 

Saddam Hussein 

and sold him the 

gas that Rumsfeld’s boss kept 

mentioning Hussein used on his own 

people. 

 

Saddam, of course, solved the 

problem himself: by ending the war 

against America’s then-greatest 

enemy, Iran, and instead threatening 

the oil fields of Kuwait. That changed 

everything. Now he was worse than 

Hitler and Iran wasn’t brought up 

again until Saddam was gone. And 

Ahmedinijad came along. So it goes. 

Wherever Egypt are going, they’d 

better stay onside with Israel. 
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A BOB THE FISH MAGAZINE  

Yes! You could paint the cover to 

2SUNS’ Royal Wedding special! If 

you like! We have an idea in mind, 

we just need an artist! If you’d like to 

take this exciting opportunity to 

paint an entire magazine cover for 

no money and very little exposure, 

contact us at the email address 

opposite. 
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Seriously. Our best issue was #5 and that was the one with the most outside 

contributions.  Send us letters, give us an idea for an advert, write us articles, take 

photographs, draw cartoons, send us pictures of your bum, what-the-fuck-ever, 

we’ll almost certainly publish it. This issue’s article about Korea? A reader 

submission, from the idea up, including the pictures. 2SUNS is your magazine. Help 

people hear what we’re saying. Or help us say it. 

How to submit: 

 

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

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

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

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

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

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

What we need: 

 

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

 ideas for adverts—we can’t keep making them all ourselves 

 someone better at photoshop than we are (cf the Nick Clegg & Che Claus pictures) 

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

 readers! Tell people about this magazine! 

 cartoons and shit for the back pages would be nice. 

 basically anything vaguely amusing and topical. 

 

Our bologna has an email address, it’s 

2suns@bobthefish.org.uk  

We also have a website, it’s 2sunsmagazine.com  

(although how you could be reading this without knowing that we don’t know) 

 

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

http://on.fb.me/a65fBB
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