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Adult editions of children’s books 

If you must follow the adventures of a public school conjuror, even though you are a) notionally a grown adult, and b) have probably been to university or at least to ‘big school’, why attempt to conceal the fact behind a different cover, as if fellow passengers will assume after a casual glance that you’re actually reading Thomas Mann in the original German?

Just because the train on the front is black and white rather than bright red, it doesn’t suddenly become a harrowing Booker prize-winner called Harry Potter and the Genocide in Rwanda.

How do the dinner party conversations go?

‘What are you reading at the moment?’

‘It’s called The Very Hungry Caterpillar. It’s about a caterpillar who gets really hungry - he just has to keep on eating stuff.’

‘I’ve read it. Marvellous.’

‘Oh, don’t tell me how it ends!’

‘No, I wouldn’t. But it’s . . . well, it’s pretty moving. Oh look, I’m hogging all the Hula Hoops . . .’




Adventurers/mountaineers/explorers 

BONG! This is the news: some bloke with more money than sense has got himself lost on a small dinghy in the middle of the Pacific Ocean. Sorry, when I said ‘news’, I actually meant ‘waste of everyone’s time’.

The world being largely explored now, is there really any need for a load of posh blokes to try to reach the South Pole living only on roasted peat and using equipment they bought in the Blacks sale? (Note to any posh blokes reading this: that’s a rhetorical question - that is, no, there is no need for a load of posh blokes to try to reach the South Pole living only on roasted peat and using equipment they bought in the Blacks sale.) If they do set out over the Pacific in an 8-foot dinghy, risking almost certain drowning, would it be unreasonable to suggest that when they do capsize, rather than expect a multi-thousand-pound rescue operation and media furore, they could at least have the decency just to drown, quietly?

These posh weirdies say things like, ‘If you make a mistake in that situation, you’re dead.’ Well, don’t do it then, you twat! Because it’s at least feasible that you’ll make a mistake! Also: ‘If the weather closes in, you’re dead.’ Well, forgive me, but isn’t that what the weather does in the mountains? ‘At that point, the weather started to close in!’ Of course it did. You were climbing up a fucking mountain.

As recreated in the acclaimed documentary Touching the Void, mountaineer Joe Simpson and Simon Yates decided to be the first to climb the treacherous west face of the Siula Grande in the Peruvian Andes. What happened? They made a mistake and the weather closed in.

Simpson fell badly, breaking his leg and forcing the bone through his kneecap causing unimaginable agony. Then, after  Simpson fell over a precipice, Yates, thinking his partner dead, cut the rope and his friend fell 100 feet into a crevasse. Pulling down the rope, Simpson realised he was alone and almost certain to die. At this point he cracked and started punching the ice wall, yelling: ‘STUPID STUPID STUPID CUNT! CUU-UUNT!!! STUPID CUNT! STUPIIIIDDD!!! CUUUNNNTTT!!’

A moment of clarity which, all things considered, he might have had in his living room in England. The stupid cunt.




Advice slips 

In what meaningful sense does a receipt from a cashpoint constitute advice? All it says is: ‘You haven’t got any money.’ That’s not advice.

It would only be advice if they said: ‘My brother’s just won some money on a horse. I expect he’d lend you a couple of quid until you get paid.’ Or: ‘If you turned up to work on time occasionally, maybe you’d get promoted and we wouldn’t have to go through this pathetic charade every month.’

‘Cash machine’ is also a misleading term: it sounds like an amazing mechanical device for the production of free money. It’s not though.




Airport parking 

In 2003, a quarter of the profits of the British Airports Authority, which is the authority for airports (in Britain), came not from flying fabulous flying machines in the sky but from parking slightly less fabulous motor cars on the ground. I’ve no idea where the remaining three-quarters came from, but for  the sake of argument, let’s say it came from those motorway-service-station-style shops selling SAS/chick-lit novels and sunglasses.

BAA don’t even run the car parks - subcontractors like NCP do that, and are also making a fat profit, leaving British airport parking the most expensive in the world.

You could go by train, of course - but the Heathrow Express, crowned mile for mile the most expensive railway journey in the world when it opened, is also owned by BAA, and I don’t think you ever hear people sitting round on the Heathrow Express saying things like: ‘Ooh, this Heathrow Express is cheap, isn’t it? Isn’t it cheap?’ No, because it is very expensive.

It’s not as if it could even be called strenuous, the airport parking game: you just paint a few lines on some tarmac and then let people park on it. Major expenditure? The occasional bit of fence and some cones.

Here is the text of a conversation with a BAA executive that never in fact happened:


 
US: Hi, I’m Quentin Farqua-Farquason from the Bank de Bank, Zurich, Europe. I understand you have some land that you’re just parking cars on and we’d like to invest our riches in you and see them grow, making us all even richer than we are already, ha, ha, ha. How about we build you an hotel on the land, entirely free of charge?

THEM: Thanks for the offer but nah: we’d have to, like, clean sheets and stuff. And frankly we can’t be arsed. We’re making money hand over bastard fist as it is, mate, for doing precisely shag all.

US: A big shop?

THEM: Fuck off. You’ve got to, like, order stock. And then people keep coming in and out rendering the place untidy, and you have to order more stock, and keep count, like, all the time. We don’t have to do jack fanny-adams. We did paint some white lines once - but that was ages ago. We’re parked up on easy street next to a meter that shits gold. Check the address on my card: BAA (Parking Cash-A-Go-Go Division), Offices Plush De Plush, Easy Street, The Maldives. We’re flying high.

US: No puns.

THEM: The sky’s the limit.

US: Stop it.






Alpha Males 

Does your boss sprawl over his chair like he’s got two prickly pineapples for testicles? Does he clearly consider murder when faced with a promotion competitor? Does he prowl around believing all female employees are mere seconds from dragging him to the bogs for a short, sharp bunk-up? If so, he probably considers himself an ‘alpha male’: the kind of business /politics top dog who treats everyone else as his bitch - like the Marquis de Sade with a flip chart.

It’s amazing how many people swallow this stuff - that a man’s at his best when he’s at his most animal - despite the seemingly obvious fact that we are, in fact, humans. In his doomed US presidential election campaign in 2000, Al Gore was implored by image consultant Naomi Woolf to discover the brooding sex panther within. In 2004, John Kerry had to go out and shoot at ducks. If this process accelerates, we’ll soon  be choosing our leaders by getting two beefy Nazis to have a willy-bashing contest in a pit.

Dominance hierarchies in the animal kingdom were discovered in the 1920s by Norwegian scientist Thorleif Schjelderup-Ebbe. Studying flocks of hens, he noticed how each member recognised its place above and below its peers; the upper echelons got first dibs at the corn (hence the phrase ‘pecking order’) and peace generally reigned. Clever hens, thought Thorleif Schjelderup-Ebbe.

But applying the same concept to Homo sapiens isn’t that clever - unless we want our leaders to do head jabs at their opponents’ faces before squatting down in the corner for a crap (actually, that might be interesting). In fact, most alpha males are a brain-rotting liability. Look at that Big Bad Wolf of recent British politics, Alastair Campbell, a man so virile he could inseminate a lump of coal. As Downing Street press secretary, he must have reckoned that his rugged rudeness meant all lobby journalists, female and male, fancied the arse off him.

When he left - presumably to go drag-racing with Tommy Lee or shark-bashing with Billy Bob - they missed his verbal spankings terribly and only compensated by beating the bollocks out of each other after hometime.

But surely Campbell’s alpha male qualifications only ever amounted to graceless egomania, screwed-too-tight menace and the ability to run marathons. You could say the same for Jimmy Saville1 and he never moved out of his mum’s house.

Before Big Brother 6 began, Maxwell predicted he would be the house alpha male. By Day 11, he was demonstrating his leaderene qualities by instigating a competition with Anthony to see who could be first to pee in their pants. Wondering what stunt they could pull next, Anthony suggested: ‘We could shit ourselves.’

That’s where trying to be an alpha male gets you. Think on, Campbell.




Alt-country 

Here are some important facts about alt-country-singer-songwriter-boring-bastard Ryan Adams:1. Add a ‘B’ to the start of his name and you get ‘Bryan Adams’.

2. Ryan Adams really hates this first fact.



 
At one gig in Nashville, an audience member satirically shouted for Bryan Adams’s 1985 hit ‘Summer Of ’69’. Ryan Adams singled out the offender and refused to play another note until he left the venue. He even offered him $30 of his own money as a refund.

It’s Bryan Adams I feel sorry for. No one should have to be associated with alt-country.




Arguments between equally objectionable celebrities 

When Jordan calls Victoria Beckham an ‘evil, conniving cow’.

Or when Jodie Marsh accuses Abi Titmuss of being a ‘whore’.

Or when Christina Aguilera attacks Britney Spears, calling her wedding ‘trashy’ and ‘pathetic’.

Or when Britney Spears calls Christina Aguilera ‘scary’.

Or when Victoria Beckham calls Jordan ‘vile’.

Or when Jordan claims Victoria Beckham has had breast implants.

Or when Jacques Chirac says George W. Bush ‘is so stupid it’s amazing he can eat stuff’.

Or when Damien Hirst says that Charles Saatchi is ‘arrogant’ and ‘childish’ and ‘only recognises art with his wallet’.

Or when Donald Trump brands Richard Branson a ‘total failure’.

Or when Victoria Beckham chants ‘Who Let The Dogs Out?’ at Jordan.

 
Why don’t you all just play nicely?




B




Baby name books 

Nobody has ever found a good name in a baby name book because most of the entries are things like Hadrian, Dylis, Mortimer and Binky. Oh yes, and Adolf.

The Collins Gem version genuinely points out under the entry for Adolf/Adolph that ‘Adolph and the latinised form of the name Adolphus have never been common names in this country and received a further setback with the rise of Adolph Hitler.’

Setback? I’ll say.




Baby pics in newspapers 

‘Hello, I’m a journalist in my early thirties and I have noticed a terribly strange phenomenon called “babies”. They really are fascinating creatures which raise a number of intriguing issues. Interestingly, I myself have just produced one of these “babies” and really think you ought to know more about it.

‘Honestly, it’s incredible! I didn’t know what it was like to have a baby, until I had one . . . You’re up all night at first, you know. Actually, here’s some pictures of me with my baby. Bloody big ones. Pictures, that is, not babies. Babies are quite small.’

The evidence - viz. the fact the human race has not died  out - suggests that, of all the things journalists might usefully gen up on on our behalf, babies are probably not one of them. People do generally seem to know what babies are, and even where they come from.

Sure, if you have a baby you’re going to talk about it at work - that is, with your friends and colleagues - but only journalists (and politicians) crap on about the fruit of their loins while undertaking the actual work.

Bus drivers don’t do it: ‘Single into town? One fifty. Look at this picture of my daughter. She’s got her mother’s eyes.’

Or bakers:

‘So, packet of doughnuts, one sliced loaf, one picture of my new baby.’

‘No, not the picture of the baby.’

‘I love him.’




Big Brother videos 

It’s on telly for 170,000 hours, plus Big Brother’s Little Brother  and all the other attendant shows - and you want more of it that you can keep forever and watch at your leisure. You’re a fucking freak. If ever anyone needed to be issued with The Observer Book of Birds and given an enforced frogmarch through the outdoors, it’s you.




Tony Blair 

People dislike Tony Blair for varied and sometimes vague reasons. Here, finally, we present The 10 Definitive Reasons Why Tony Blair Is Fucking Rubbish. 1. Ugly Rumours. You can pinpoint the death of rock ’n’ roll as a progressive force to the very second the young Tony Blair picked up a guitar and started playing the riff from ‘All Right Now’.

2. His magnificent way with members of the public who disagree with him on television Q&As. ‘I think if you listened to the case for war you’d find-’ he says before repeating his last point, only more slowly. This is Tonyspeak for: ‘Look, prole, the reason you don’t agree with me is . . . you’re thick!’

3. How he speaks about Healing The World (yes, just like Michael Jackson) before enacting a foreign policy that ‘heals’ the world by either bombing it or selling arms to it. Heal the ‘scar’ of Africa? He’s done such a good job of healing Burnley that everyone’s voting BNP - and Burnley’s quite small by comparison.

4. The New Age shit that he and his wife go in for: crystals, Carole Caplin, Mayan rebirthing rituals. Look, mate, if we wanted David Icke in charge of the country we’d have said so.

5. His friends. Tony’s best mates include: Derry Irvine, Alastair Campbell, Lord Charlie Falconer and Mandy Mandelson - that’s, respectively, a pompous egomaniac, a bullying egomaniac, an egomaniac buffoon and an absolute weirdo egomaniac. Bet it’s a right laugh down the pub with that lot. Wonder if Blair says: ‘Blimey, me and the missus, last night and every night - doing it and doing it and doing it and doing it and doing it!’

6. The way he exhorts everyone to Think The  Unthinkable - unless this means thinking anything he doesn’t think himself, which is genuinely unthinkable. What Blair defines as Unthinkable (capital U) are things most of the rest of us think are unthinkable (are you keeping up?). Things that Mr B finds unthinkable (lower case) actually qualify as some kind of Thought Crime. So it’s Unthinkable (that is thinkable) to charge tuition/top-up fees to go to university. But it’s unthinkable (lower case) to fund education by taxing the wealthy and big business. So, to sum up, Thinking The Unthinkable means Thinking Thatcherite. But Blair can’t say that because it would be honest and unpopular. And that would be unthinkable.

7. The fact he drinks mugs of tea at press conferences in order to look ‘relaxed’ and ‘blokey’. Oh, so it’s not meant to make him look like a laser-eyed pixie weirdo with a pole up his bum, then?

8. The invention of ‘New’ Labour. Or, to put it another way, Old Liberal. You have to wonder why Blair joined the Labour Party, considering he hates it so much. Shame he wasn’t around for the Whigs’ heyday - now there was a party for do-good lawyers who didn’t want to change the world much. In fact, it was to avoid voting for them that people started the Labour Party. Now they’re saddled with this great bastard. It takes a special kind of chutzpah to call this progress.

9. Because he will go down in history as ‘one of the most popular Prime Ministers ever’ despite not being as popular as John Major (whoever he was). In 1997, Labour’s 179-seat majority was won with  13,517,911 votes - fewer than the 14,093,007 votes John Major won with in 1992 (oh yeah, I remember - he was the Prime Minister!). Blair’s 2001 majority of 167 seats was won with 10,724,895 votes, which is fewer than Neil Kinnock’s losing total from ’92 (11,560,484). And Kinnock a) lost, and b) went ‘oh yeah’ at an eve-of-election rally like a pissed-up gibbon.

10. The way he thinks he’s doing us all a favour. As a young MP, Blair was always moaning about how much his Islington mates were earning while he suffered on an MP’s salary. Isn’t the point of going into politics to represent other people’s interests, not your own? Maybe we should have a whip-round? Oh, look, we’ve got three buttons and a chewing-gum wrapper with a naughty word written on it. Lovely.






Bling 

Louis XIV was big pimping. Imelda Marcos is a powerballin’ bee-yatch. Zsa Zsa Gabor? The motherfucking bomb.

By the late 90s, hip-hoppers had abandoned all pretence of fighting the powers that be. Instead, most had become the kinds of cartoon money-grabbing capitalists that could slip neatly into a Soviet propaganda film - except replacing the bushy moustaches and top hats with hos. Once it took a nation of millions to hold them back. Now it takes a nation of millions to hold their coats.

It’s now so passé that even Cosmopolitan has stopped using it, but the word to describe this phenomenon was ‘bling’ - a  coinage from New Orleans rapper B.G. of the wonderfully named Cash Money Millionaires collective (hmm, definitely a money theme developing here) to describe light glistening in diamonds. His 1999 US smash ‘Bling Bling’ portrayed a fantastic world of Mercs, platinum rings, diamond-encrusted medallions, helicopters and drinking so much fine booze that you end up vomiting everywhere (bet you didn’t know that was cool, did you?).

In a startlingly widespread display of Stockholm Syndrome, the ideal for urban kids suddenly involved transforming yourself from ordinary human into monomaniac money machine. By 2004, the Roc’s PR Strategy, a business plan for Jay-Z/Damon Dash’s2 Roc-A-Fella music/clothing /booze/jewellery corporation was laced with terms like ‘mother brand’, ‘brand equity’ and ‘product seeding’. Dash described himself as ‘a lifestyle entrepreneur. I sell all the time. Whether it’s music or sneakers, it’s all marketing, marketing, marketing, 24 hours a day. My whole life is a commercial.’

Clearly these new capitalists are better than the old ones, though. They don’t get rich off the backs of others - they do it just by being fly. Oh, hang on: ultimate blingster P Diddy - who produces his own custom-made Sean John diamond-encrusted iPods - destroyed his image as a shrewd businessman in December 2003 when confronted by Lydda Eli Gonzalez, a 19-year-old former factory worker from Honduras. She asked him how come the people who made his $50 Sean John T-shirts were paid 24 cents per shirt, were limited to two toilet breaks a day and forced to do unpaid overtime. Puffy said he didn’t know anything about it. It’s okay, though, he said, he’d look into it and, if what she said were true, he would sever all ties with the factory. Cool.  Although a pay rise might have been more use than unemployment.

For all but a handful, of course, bling is a glaring lie: 50 Cent’s 2003 album Get Rich Or Die Tryin’ should more accurately have been called Highly Unlikely To Get Rich, Far More Likely To Die Tryin’. But, as Public Enemy’s Chuck D recently claimed: ‘Hip-hop is sucking the nipples of Uncle Sam harder than ever before.’ What he failed to report was how P Diddy actually manages to suck the nipples of Uncle Sam and his great mate Donald Trump at the very same time. That makes four nipples. But then, as we know, he is quite a guy.




Body art 

Actually, I think you’ll find it’s called a tattoo. When Picasso painted Guernica, it was not, as I understand it, a toss-up between a nightmarish pyramid arrangement of horrors in black, white and grey representing the effects of fascist bombing, or a big eagle with ‘Mum’ written underneath it. I could be wrong. (See also Tattoos.)




Bookmakers 

It is not true what your gran tells you: that no one makes money from gambling and the bookies always win. Very rich people who own horses make money from betting as they have the information and connections to get on to a good thing. It’s old men who hang around in bookies all day smoking fags, cheering for horses and dogs in a very quiet, desperate, defeated way, often abbreviating the name as if using the full name of an animal that will, in all likelihood, only cause them pain is just too much for them, who tend not to win.

If bookies look like they’re going to lose - that is, loads of people start betting on something that is likely to actually happen - they slash the odds to the point where no one will bother. If that doesn’t work, they close the book and stop taking bets. They would call this ‘sound business sense’. I would call this ‘being a bunch of cunts’.

So it’s okay to go in to the bookies and say ‘I’ll have a tenner on Mystical Dancer in the 2.30. I have it on the excellent authority of a man down the pub that it is a very fast horse indeed, certainly faster than all the other horses in this race, which is, after all, the nub.’ And they just say ‘Okey-dokey, skip’. At no point do they say ‘Mystical Dancer? Cack Dancer, more like. It’s a fucking donkey, mate. Save yourself a tenner: unless all the other horses fall over during the race, you haven’t got a fuck of a chance. And even then there’d be no guarantee, it’s fucking rubbish.’ But if you go in and say ‘I’ll have one hundred of the Queen’s pounds on Big Bag of Bollocks  by Pompous O’Bastard to win the Booker Prize at 66-1’ and some bloke in North Shields has done the same, and they think you know something they don’t and they might lose a few quid, they say: ‘Sorry, mate, 66-1? Oh no, that should have read 1-20 - slip of the pen - and, erm, anyway we’ve closed  the book for fear we might not make loads of money.’ Bastards.




Books on CD (except for blind people)3 

I may not know much, but I do know this: books is for reading.

Being read is one of the key characteristics of your actual book. If you don’t like reading, you’re just not the sort of person who wants to get involved with books. And this isn’t rocket science: I learnt it in infants’ school.

The second most insane example of the audio book is the complete Ulysses by James Joyce. Now, this is by no means an easy book. It is a very long book - with long words in it and, famously, a really, really fucking long sentence. Not being a booky type, you may decide it’s not for you. Fair enough. But what sort of freak who doesn’t wish to read Ulysses buys the Naxos 22 CD set of someone else reading it for them? You can’t be arsed to read it, but you can be arsed to listen to 22 CDs? Freak.

But the first most insane example is Finnegan’s Wake (also by Naxos), a book that even people who really like reading get frightened of. Indeed, people who like reading so much they do precious little else, who like it so much they did Double English Literature With Extra Reading at university just so they could do a shitload of reading, have been known to run off down the street when someone produces a copy of Finnegan’s Wake, shouting ‘Stay back! That’s too much reading!’ For this reason, I firmly believe that all the Finnegan’s Wake CDs are actually blank. 




David Bowie’s teeth 

People are forever babbling about David Bowie’s capacity for reinvention. But he’s been playing the role of smirking bread-head for over two decades now so he might want to consider reinventing that for starters.

In the last few years, he’s used famous personae to flog Vittel in France; he’s larked about with wife Iman for Tommy Hilfiger; and he’s belatedly hopped aboard the bootleg mash-up bandwagon in order to plug that fearless avatar of the avant-garde, Audi. He’s cashed in his legacy so often it’s a wonder he doesn’t appear on QVC, hawking non-stick pans dressed as Ziggy Stardust. Many rock veterans are obsessed with cash, but only Bowie has launched his own internet banking service and issued bonds on Wall Street. Not that many people can boast that they’re Bowie Bond millionaires. Except, oh, David Bowie - The Man Who Sold Himself.

Bowie’s vanity used to manifest itself in dressing like a Martian transvestite. When he started getting his teeth fixed in 1980, he drifted down to the orbit of a daytime soap actor. Is it mere coincidence that he recorded his last great album in, oh yes, 1980?

On ‘The Maid Of Bond Street’, from his 1967 debut album, Bowie sang of ‘Hailing cabs, lunches with executives / Gleaming teeth sip aperitifs’, intending it to be a nightmarish vision of soulless urbanites. Now he probably considers it a good day out.




Brand books 

‘I know, I’ll read a book, I’ll be educated and amused, I’ll  laugh, I’ll cry, it’ll change my life. I’ll read a book about Starbucks. By Starbucks. In Starbucks.’

Popular titles currently available include My Sister’s a Barista: How They Made Starbucks a Home From Home by John Simmons (currently available in Starbucks); Amazonia: Five Years at the Epicentre of the Dot.Com Juggernaut by James Marcus (an Amazon bestseller); and The Perfect Story: Inside eBay by Adam Cohen (can be purchased via eBay). For adults, this is actually a step down from reading Harry Potter.

How utterly unimpressed with life’s infinite possibilities would you have to be to go to Starbucks and read a book about Starbucks, by Starbucks, while having a Starbucks?

If the whole world were decimated tomorrow, except for my house and the nearest Starbucks, and all the reading matter in the world had been destroyed, even, like, all the magazines and stuff, and there was nothing else to do ever, even watch the telly, and I was the only person on Earth except for the people working in The Last Starbucks on Earth, I’d stay in.

Okay, I might pop out occasionally, but I definitely wouldn’t read the fucking Starbucks book in fucking Starbucks. Fucking ever.

And I’d steal their milk.




British journalists who never got over the end of Sex and the City 

There is a certain type of British female journalist who never got over the end of Sex and the City. Constantly on the search for her own ‘Big’-type suit guy, these are the only people in the world who still go on ‘dates’.

You’re looking for that ideal guy who knows grooming but is also slightly roughed up; who all the waiters know, who deals stocks and also deals art and respects a woman’s independence but will also splash out on something to make you look and feel fabulous at the casino. You do this by filling professionally concerned broadsheets with articles about how rich people are great and how expensive stuff is the best stuff.

Now, it’s hard to say how much the series’ portrayal of the New York singles scene is fact or fantasy without doing more research - and that, frankly, is not what this book’s about - but if you transplant this vision to the thronging metropolitan centres of the UK, well, you’re screwed.

Look: all the money-raking bachelors around these parts are a braying bunch of yahoos who simply want to a) finish the gak, and b) come on your face. Sorry about that.

So, while it seems churlish not to wish you luck, please don’t get your hopes up. Oh, and if you do ever find your own personal ‘Big’, do you then think you might possibly be able to shut up?

That would be just so fabulous!




Gordon Brown 

At the time of writing, Gordon Brown was still the Prime Minister-in-waiting; a brooding, fat-faced Hercules just itching to clean out all the Blairite crap from the Augean stables.

If we believe the script, he’s ready and willing to redirect us to The Promised Land. He’s Westminster’s own Special One. He’s Episode IV: A New Hope. That kind of thing. This is, after all, the man who claimed (at the 2003 party conference) that Labour is ‘best when we are Labour’, a coded  message to the disillusioned hordes meaning: ‘Come to daddy.’

But if Labour is at its best when it’s Labour, presumably Labour is not at its best when it’s doing things like: promising the CBI ‘a light touch’ on workplace health and safety inspection; or siding with employers against unions in having people work more hours in a week than they are likely to sleep; or letting public sector workforces be subsumed by privatised McJobs; or relaunching the system of PFI, which means your local hospital wing is built by the same company that does school meals in Baghdad and nothing works quite right because everything’s done on the shit and which can all be summed up in one word: fucking Jarvis. Okay, that’s two words.

So, who was that letting the side down all those times? Two clues: he’s the Chancellor of the Exchequer and he’s called Gordon. And he’s got a fat face. Okay, that’s three clues.




George W. Bush 

George W. Bush is much vilified for reasons such as wars, oil, incapacity to eat pretzels without causing injury to himself (the freak), abolishing tax for the rich, stuff like that - but his critics miss the central, absolutely key point: the fact that George W. Bush claims to ‘speak Spanish’.

Chutzpah? Hola! Sí! Fucking hell, sí! You’d think he’d be better mastering one language at a time, and that English would be a more pressing priority. But no, Señor.

This Hispanic turn is, of course, politically motivated. Here’s how it works. In Texas there are lots of Hispanic voters.  So it helps, if you want to be Governor of Texas, to get Hispanic people to vote for you. So you ‘learn Spanish’. It’s unclear if ‘speaking Spanish’ means he can conduct negotiations with Mexican trade ministers in their native tongue. Or maybe just that he can almost ask his way to the swimming pool - if there’s also a mike strapped to his back? But still.

As news of his Latin temperament spread, Bush’s share of the Hispanic vote rose from around a third in the 2000 presidential election to 44% in 2004. Kerry (whoever she was) still took 53%, but the gap with the Democrats closed from a 36% deficit in 2000, when some bloke stood, to 9% - which, as any seasoned election analyser will tell you, is less. If you did some more sums you could predict by how much Bush would lead in the Latino vote next time if he were allowed to stand, which he isn’t, and it would probably make for scary reading, I should expect. Hola!


This is why Bush has been sponsoring massive immigration from Spanish-speaking countries - mainly Mexico, which Bush really likes because it rhymes with Texaco, but also Spain itself. That’s why Laura delivers leaflets saying ‘Come To America’ outside Barca games. And why the pair of them often hit the Andalusian coastline to swim naked and free. Which, in fact, now I come to think about it, isn’t happening. So, actually, all this stuff about the Spanish thing is wrong and the people who concentrated more on the wars and tax cuts and stuff were right. Sorry.




Buy Nothing Day 

The single most pointless pseudo-political protest in the history of the world, short of actually killing yourself in protest  about something but not telling anyone that’s why you’re killing yourself or what you’re protesting against. Don’t buy something today, buy it next week! That’ll bring down the system all right. Grr.




C




Cafés that charge excessive amounts for a mug of shit tea 

A pound? A fucking pound? I know what tea costs! I make it all the time!




Cafés that charge excessive amounts for a set breakfast but try to justify it by putting a bit of basil on the tomato 

I know how much basil costs, too! And it’s not the £2 you’ve just slapped on the price of my breakfast. It’s much less than that - slightly over £1.99 less. Why don’t you just have done with it and move your family into my fucking house?




Cafés that cut sausages in half down the middle 

Does anyone believe they’re getting two sausages, rather than one bad sausage sliced down the middle, with the curved sides pointed upwards to momentarily create the illusion of two bad sausages? Anyone at all?




Cafés that offer you butter but then give you marg 

It’s the lies I can’t stand.




Cafés that refill Heinz/HP bottles with cheaper sauce 

You’re not fooling anyone.




Jimmy Carr 

The real reason that charmless, podgy-faced careerist ex-ad man Jimmy Carr - who is famous for his gut-churningly shite-hawk jokes about women being fat and ugly and is NEVER OFF YOUR FUCKING TELLY - is pathologically unable to turn down work, however nuts-dissolvingly awful it is, is that he single-handedly cares for around 35 elderly neighbours. He pays for all their heating through the harsh winter months and, as soon as he’s finished filming, he’s off delivering them their dinners with those metal lids keeping them warm.

Not really. He’s just a grasping cunt.




Casualty 

Far be it from me to let the fact that I haven’t seen this programme since the mid-1990s stop me from pointing out the following differences between this silly, makeweight BBC ‘drama’ and a real casualty unit: 1. On Casualty, the staff aren’t all ripped to the tits on stolen prescription drugs.

2. In real life, no casualty unit has ever treated a small boy who’s been electrocuted after his kite drifted into electric power lines, let alone an average of three per series.

3. On Casualty, they haven’t contracted out all their major services to the people who do the cleaning.



 
What I have seen is Casualty spin-off Holby City, which is  much better. The doctors are all called things like Zuben, Rick Griffin and Mr Campbell-Gore, names that could proudly do service for a motorcycle display team or a circus. And everyone’s always shagging each other. Now that’s drama.

Did you ever see My Hero, with Ardal O’Hanlan in it? There’s a doctor in that, too. Shit, wasn’t it? Particularly the bloke who thought he was an alien who used to be in Bread. Now that was  shit. Carla Lane: shit. What was the question again?




CBI, the 

Talking in The Times, CBI director-general Sir Digby Jones said there was a general perception that ‘Everyone hates businessmen’. However, this is not because of businessmen. It’s because of the media.

Digby complained that TV programmes like Blackpool and  The Office portrayed managers negatively as ‘greedy’ or ‘bullying’. Digby even complained to ITV about the Coronation Street plotline involving a serial killer businessman. When you start seeing Richard Hillman as an agent of anti-boss propaganda, you’re clearly feeling touchy about something or other. 

In reality, of course, all bosses are lovely. And none are more lovely than Digby Jones. But every time you hear about his organisation, it is in headlines like ‘The CBI says more staff appear to be skiving off with faked illnesses’, or ‘Sickies cost businesses billions, says CBI’ or ‘The UK’s minimum wage should be frozen at £4.85 an hour until 2006, says CBI’, ‘CBI says CO2 limits suicidal for competitiveness’ or ‘CBI demands the retirement age be lifted to 70’.

In summation: the CBI reckons workers are wasters who are always only inches from stealing the computers and shitting in the cupboards. Bosses, meanwhile, are great. So you’d better back off or we’ll pick up our balls and fuck off to Taiwan. So, not ‘greedy’ or ‘bullying’ at all, then.

It’s certainly a moot point what kind of image the modern businessperson Digby Jones believes he is projecting. Hoping to colour in some of the many blanks of this enigmatic figure, we sent a questionnaire to the CBI’s Centrepoint HQ asking Digby Jones:1. The CBI/Real Finance FDs Excellence Awards dinner at a Park Lane hotel in April 2005 - ‘a night of celebration of the role of the finance director’ - would have cost a business £2044.50 for a table of 12 plus wine, travel, accommodation, etc. Which is over five grand. Prudent spending by business?
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