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      A

      
      Ads for Credit Cards

      
      ‘Don’t put it off, put it on.’ Let’s be clear about this: there is absolutely nothing wrong with putting things off.
      

      
      ‘Things get more exciting when you say “YES”.’

      
      Your life is not exciting enough, quite simply, because you haven’t borrowed enough money. That much should be self-evident.
         Borrowing money may make you taller. You will have a nicer smile, and have read more books – while still finding time for
         that all-important jet-skiing holiday. It’s possible that, by borrowing money, you can end all wars.
      

      
      This is the abiding message of ads for credit cards. In 2005, posters for HSBC credit cards bore the slogan ‘Magical Christmas
         Cards’. So that’s ‘magical’ meaning ‘running up large debts so that more of your money ends up with the bankers’. It’s magic
         only in the sense that it involves a trick. We should trust our banks: they look after our money and everything. Yes, they
         make more every month from skanking people with late payment fees than you are likely to earn in your entire life, but that’s
         only fair. With the UK public clearly in the middle of a cash crisis, still the adverts offering more credit come thicker
         and faster. Anyone would think the only way our economy is remaining afloat is by getting everyone to embrace really quite
         terrifying levels of financial insecurity – borrowing squillions to buy tat, and driving up house prices and rents with mortgage-mad buy-to-let mania (Britons owe over a trillion in mortgage debt alone). Britain is booming! Don’t
         let your fear of bailiffs spoil it. Do bailiffs give you a new Audi and a spangly top? They do not. Credit does. So I know
         which side I’m on.
      

      
      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, mountaineers 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! CUUUUNT!!!
         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.
      

      
      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 Saville* 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.

      
      Amstrad health and beauty

      
      You have to feel sorry for affable Apprentice-winner Tim Campbell (who once described himself, rather brilliantly, as ‘a very small fish in a big world’) when you consider
         the task awarded to him for scooping the Top Job on the runaway ratings-grabbing show: marketing an Amstrad-branded beauty
         device that pumps electricity into your face.
      

      
      ‘So, you want me to enter the image-sensitive health and beauty market, a smoke and mirrors world where aspiration is all,
         with a brand name mostly associated with green-screen 1980s word processors and a very gruff man with a stubbly beard? Right. And it pumps electricity into your actual face? Okay. Yes, I understand it’s safe, it’s not that, it’s … So
         that’s the actual prize, is it?’
      

      
      Amstrad cleverly overcame the possible image problems by giving their revolutionary health and beauty product the very Primrose
         Hill name of Integra Face Care System. And that’s going straight into Top Santé, surely? Face Care System. Caring. Systematically. For your face.
      

      
      Sir Alan ‘Sir Alan’ Sugar, by the way, once sent his wife a birthday card signed ‘From Alan Sugar’. Well, we’ve all done it:
         worked hard on a heart-rending, confessional message of love before bottling out at the last moment and putting down ‘From
         Alan Sugar’.
      

      
      He also sent a fax to a videorecorder manufacturer in China which read: ‘DEAR MR CHING CHANG CHONG, WE HAVE RECEIVED YOUR
         VIDEO. IT IS SHIT.’ Sugar PR man and Apprentice regular Nick Hewer told the Sunday Times: ‘It was all spelt out in bold. In capital letters … His use of language is very explicit, but he has this real ability to
         communicate.’
      

      
      There are people out there, right now, all over this land, treating their own faces in the comfort of their own homes.

      
      Anti-Americanism

      
      You cannot escape the point: America has produced a vibrant culture that is the pleasure and envy of millions. These people
         have given us not only The Cannonball Run but also Love In An Elevator by Aerosmith. That’s right.
      

      
      But despite all these achievements, a wave of anti-Americanism is sweeping the globe. In Indonesia in April 2006, people rioted against Playboy – not because it was porn per se, but because it was American porn. ‘Down with Yankee bongo’ – that might have been the slogan.
         Apparently, even Japanese porn was deemed comparatively harmless – which is weird, considering it basically consists of women
         dressed up as little girls.
      

      
      In Britain, we have certainly traditionally ridiculed Americans for being clamorous, rotund morons who have to be forcibly
         stopped from eating the furniture (the latest craze in US supermarkets is to buy paper plates in bulk: so no one has to wash
         up after dinner – how sick is that?). This is all good clean family fun. But now it’s getting out of hand with supposedly rational souls seeing Islamists holding
         up posters proclaiming, ‘God is great and America is Evil’ and thinking: ‘Hey, I’ll have some of that. Surely I can harness
         that enthusiasm for the forces of good … Hey, you know what? America is a Great Satan. Eight quid – that’s what going to see Big Momma’s House 2 cost me… the bastards!’
      

      
      But the Americans need not fear, because leading the charge against the ‘they had it coming’ hordes, is … Tony Parsons. Writing
         a year after 9/11, he said the US should be hailed for its considered response to the atrocities: ‘So a few al-Qaeda tourists
         got locked without a trial in Camp X-Ray? Pass the Kleenex. So some Afghan wedding receptions were shot up after they merrily
         fired their semi-automatics in a sky full of American planes? A shame, but maybe next time they should stick to confetti.’
         (‘Pass the Kleenex,’ by the way, does seem rather an unfortunate choice of phrase.)
      

      
      Perhaps there is another way. Perhaps people who just happen to have all been born in the same country are not some strange
         homogeneous Other. Have they not flesh? (And plenty of it quite often.) Do they not bleed? In the same way that the people of Lower Dicker will tend to despise the people of Upper Dicker (something to do with a drill not being returned),
         not all Americans feel as One. It’s a simple matter of divorcing the idea of the American state going round doing all the
         bad things from the people who live under it. They aren’t the same thing.
      

      
      So now, more than ever, we must demonstrate our solidarity with this fine (if often quite fat) people – perhaps by watching
         some Wesley Snipes films while eating floppy cheese. We must remain confident in the potential of the American people. We
         believe they are deserving and capable of human liberty. If they would just pull their fat fingers out of their fucking arses.
         I thank you.
      

      
      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.’

      
      ‘Bad boys’

      
      ‘We know it’s wrong, but they’re just so … so … likely to commit random acts of violence! Yeah?’

      
      Aisleyne from Big Brother 6 revealed she was ‘addicted to bad boys’. On meeting Mark Croft, Kerry Katona told Closer: ‘My new man is a bad boy.’ Inside, she revealed he’s a ‘naughty man’. So what are we talking? Stealing hubcaps? Or just
         all the Hobnobs? It’s not clear.
      

      
      For today’s thrill-seeking chick, a right bad ’un is the ultimate accessory. Essentially, if your man has never been had up
         for GBH while dealing out crackpipe from his Harley Davidson motorbike, is he even a man at all? BOOOORING! In Observer Woman magazine, Meg Mathews (yes, she’s still here) revealed: ‘Bad boys are always the most attractive … When I look back at all
         my exes, they’ve all of them either been in borstal or prison or rough-and-ready or rock-and-roll. The last one was in prison for 10 months. I thought it was
         great. I thought I was in Married To The Mob. I used to go on the visits all dressed up.’ Dressed up as what, though? On past form, it could be anything from a Phoenician
         slave-trader to Little Bo-Peep.
      

      
      Next week: ‘My new man is Radovan Karadzic. He’s been on the run from the UN War Crimes Tribunal for murder, plunder and genocide
         since 1996! Genocidal Bosnian Serbs? Saucy!’
      

      
      Big Brother firsts

      
      There’s a first time for everything – even having a wank with a champagne bottle on live telly. Each year, Big Brother contestants are encouraged to score more Big Brother firsts.
      

      
      Otherwise, viewers might decide that it’s just the same as last year and stop watching, and then where would we all be?

      
      Big Brother 5, for example, saw the first Big Brother fight.
      

      
      Emma and Victor were eventually pulled apart by security guards. It was most exciting. Recalling the scrap on a Channel 5
         talking-heads-celeb-clip programme, the editor of More magazine declared: ‘It was brilliant. I was shaking watching it – anything could happen.’
      

      
      During Big Brother 6, remaining whities Maxwell and Saskia started acting as though they were under siege. Viewers were enthralled by what appeared
         to be the first Big Brother to divide along racial lines. Mmmm, racy! That same year, Kinga famously broke another taboo by seeming to masturbate with
         that champagne bottle. Viewers were shocked. Susan of Torquay complained: ‘It gives young people a bad name.’ Mostly, of course, Big Brother gives young people a really good name.
      

      
      Blackberries

      
      What exactly the fuck do you think you’re doing to yourselves?

      
      Cherie Blair

      
      Now, you’d struggle to make the case that Cherie Blair has remained immune to criticism throughout her husband’s premiership.
         But in amongst all the lambastings for New Age freeloading and buckshee election coiffures, she has resolutely hung on to
         the image, in the popular and media consciousnesses, that she is cleverer and ‘more political’ than her husband. Eminent left-wing
         journalists have urged her to stay on in public life. Under that steely, flat-and friend-buying exterior, we are led to believe,
         beats a softer – or should that be harder? – political heart.
      

      
      But it’s difficult to work out where this reputation for political sharpness and principle comes from. You never hear Cherie
         Blair saying things like: ‘In years to come, may we not hold as an image of these times, Little Ian McCartney, stricken on
         a hospital bed recovering from two emergency heart operations, quite possibly about to die, being duped into signing documents
         approving peerages for backdoor big-money loans from billionaire donors. Multicultural billionaires, of course… which makes
         it better.’
      

      
      Or she might say: ‘What a legacy! An Airforce One-style presidential plane for the PM; political language gutted of all meaning; a PM hocking himself up with £4m of mortgages on
         the strength of his forthcoming memoirs deal, while also trying to suppress civil servants’ perfectly legitimate memoir criticisms
         of his lying and obfuscation in the run-up to the disastrous Iraq War; the disastrous Iraq War. I could go on.’ Then she might
         go on: ‘Packing government committees with unelected business people and policy wonks; creating a situation whereby the richest
         1% of the population now receive more of the nation’s income than at any time since the 1930s; Byers and Milburn consulting
         for Iraq and NHS profiteers; a groundswell of support for the far right; a government lushing itself up with cushy pension
         deals while exhorting everyone else to work until they drop. I could go on.’
      

      
      Then she might go on: ‘David Cameron; the lowest mandate for a government ever; so toadying to the US that we would fly in
         the face of every single other country on the entire face of the whole planet in refusing to call for an immediate ceasefire
         in the Lebanon; Labour Party membership decimated, and Labour members’ influence ever diminished, even to the point of setting
         up a shadowy Supporters’ Network of people who can only reply to absurdly phrased multiple-choice questions via e-mail making
         Labour less a political party and more like a fairtrade banana republic.’
      

      
      But I’ve never heard her say anything like that. I’ve only ever heard her say:

      
      ‘Hello, is that a woman Labour MP? Cherie here – you know, the one with the reputation for shrewd politics. Vote for Tony’s
         war, there’s a good girl. Human rights? Yeah, loads of them. I love him, you know.’
      

      
      ‘Hey, Tony – sign these Downing Street postcards for me and I’ll pop them on eBay.’

      
      ‘I know the Queen, you know.’
      

      
      ‘That’ll be $100,000, please’ (– to the organisers of a charity book tour of Australia).

      
      ‘What’s that, Silvio, another biscotti? Don’t mind if I do.’

      
      ‘What’s the point of holidaying at the expense of a grotesque plutocrat if you can’t have a biscuit? Garibaldi? No, he was
         a bastard.’
      

      
      ‘All I did – boo hoo – was get a crook – boo hoo – to buy me a couple of flats. I didn’t – boo hoo – know – boo hoo – that
         there was anything – boo hoo – wrong with being so – boo hoo – grasping. I only – boo hoo – wanted to make – boo hoo, sniffle
         – loads – whimper – of cash.’
      

      
      ‘Gordon Brown is a fat, miserable freak who should have made his move years ago. The twat.’

      
      Except we should make it crystal clear that she didn’t say the last one. What with her being a lawyer and all.

      
      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.
      

      
      	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’.
      


      
      	
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!’
      


      
	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.
      


      
      	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.
      


      
      	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!’
      


      
      	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.
      


      
      	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?
      


      
      	
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.
      

      

      	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.
      


      
      	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 whipround? 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.
      

      
      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?).
      

      
      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.
      

      
      James Blunt

      
      James Blunt is the perfect singer-songwriter for the busybusybusy generation who don’t have time to consider what a song might
         actually mean. Literary conceits swallow up valuable minutes which might be spent … oh, I don’t know, cracking up or having
         a really massive latte.
      

      
      Given these constraints, the smartest, sharpest title for a song about a woman being beautiful is surely ‘You’re Beautiful’.
         And why call any song that concerns the pain of saying goodbye to a lover anything other than ‘Goodbye My Lover’? From this perspective,
         it’s hard to see why anyone gets stewed up about this songwriting game. It’s quite straightforward. A fucking monkey could
         do it.
      

      
      ‘Goodbye My Lover’ was the emotional core of Blunt’s huge-selling debut album Back To Bedlam. As the title implies, the song in no way involves saying ‘hello’ to a lover. The situation departs from the pleasures that
         come with welcoming a lover almost completely. It could equally have been called ‘Farewell My Lover’. Or: ‘See Ya! My Lover’.
      

      
      Blunt – the ‘epitome of 21st-century chic’, according to the Mail – has probably said goodbye to quite a lot of lovers. If the tabloids are to be believed, he can’t keep it in his trousers:
         sort of like a posh-rock Darren Day. But those were merely casual lovers. The lyric of ‘Goodbye My Lover’ explores the crucifying
         angst of losing a woman who Blunt apparently ‘pretty much considered the one’. Interviewed on James Blunt At The BBC, the Queen-guarding balladeer called the story ‘very tragic’. And, in many ways, he is right.
      

      
      The song begins by questioning whether he failed his departed lover, before his thoughts turn back to the early flowering
         of romance, depicting himself as some sort of victor (that would be the army background, presumably). His powerful presence
         caused his new lover temporarily to lose her sight. So he decided to take, not forcibly but with a certain righteous zeal,
         what he considered his property by an everlasting, possibly even divine, covenant. Continuing this reverie, Blunt imaginatively
         plants his mouth over various parts of his ex-lover’s body before recalling how they would both sleep under the same sheets.
         This is the reason he can then claim intimate knowledge of her physical odour.
      

      
      In the chorus, he repeatedly bids his lover farewell before revealing she was probably the only woman for him in the world.
         The implication is that he can never love again. That’s it. He is spent. Goodbye to love, perhaps.
      

      
      The second verse finds the war-hero-turned-singer still urgently envisioning his former girlfriend and imploring her to remember
         him, too. He has watched her at various times, he reveals, while she was crying, while she was smiling and also while she
         was sleeping (but not for that long, he also assures her – not so long that it would become fucked-up).
      

      
      You see, he would happily have sired offspring with this woman and spent all his born days with her. Actually, you know what?
         If she isn’t there, if she has definitely disappeared for good, then he is genuinely unsure about whether he can carry on
         living. It’s not quite, ‘Don’t leave me or I’ll kill myself!’ But it’s not quite not that, either. Self-harm, possibly? The
         chorus then repeats the claim that she was his only hope. Everything is ruined. And so on.
      

      
      We’re nearing the end now, but he must still detail the haunted nights; the nights when, lying in bed, he actually feels her
         hands. Honestly, it’s like she’s really there. She’s not, though, as I hope we’ve established. At the song’s climax, he brings
         out what we have already surmised: that this heart-rending experience has left him an empty husk. To emphasise this point,
         he repeats it six times.
      

      
      The moaning twat.

      
      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.)
      

      
      Boobs specials

      
      How was the March 2006 Nuts Boobs Special special? Nuts is full of boobs week in, week out, so what’s ‘special’ about an issue of Nuts with boobs in it? Boobs it has. Special it is not. The men’s weeklies contain roughly 70 pictures of women per issue, around
         a third of whom are topless. That’s twenty-three and a third pairs of boobs. Or 46.66 (recurring) individual boobs. That’s
         a lot of boobs. With such a high boob count, a few extra will make little impact. To stand out as ‘special’ you’d need to,
         say, put that many boobs on each and every page. But then the pictures would be quite small. And where would they put all
         the stuff about John Terry?
      

      
      Or maybe the Boobs Special was a fact-packed public-service extravaganza about breastfeeding, and infant nutrition generally: ‘Women – don’t feed your
         baby foods high in salt, sugar and preservatives on a Tuesday.’
      

      
      It wasn’t.

      
      Or maybe it was a fascinating and insightful discussion of boob-politics through the ages, considering how primitive sculptures
         from ancient civilisations tended to depict full, ripe breasts as symbols of life-giving force, health and wealth. The Egyptian
         goddess Isis was often portrayed with milk flowing from her breast; the Greek goddess Artemis had a dozen breasts – and you
         could definitely see how Nuts might be interested in that.
      

      
      They might then go into some detail about how it was Christianity that wanted breasts repressed and covered up, comparing
         it with the polar opposite attitude in periods of freedom like the French Revolution – where Liberty, as per the Delacroix
         painting, is bare-breasted.
      

      
      They could conclude by wondering whether they are reversing the gains made by the boob in the 1960s sexual revolution with
         their mania for very skinny women with unfeasibly big tits (‘breasts on sticks’, as Sally Feldman put it in the New Humanist), created by a combination of plastic surgery and desktop airbrushing: the beauty myth indeed, they might have concluded.
      

      
      They didn’t.

      
      Men’s mag editors do like to deconstruct their activities, though, and place them in a wider social context. On the need for
         soap stars and tabloid babes to bare all, FHM editor Ross Brown said: ‘When you become a celebrity, you automatically tick the box saying, “Are you prepared to be photographed
         in your knickers and pants?”’ Which could be interesting news to, say, Walter Wolfgang.
      

      
      Further explaining the high concept behind all the norks-aloud covers, Paul Merrill, launch editor of Zoo, said of the trademark shot of the model’s breast partially concealed by her hand (devised to keep WH Smith’s and the supermarkets
         happy): ‘We call that shot “hand-bra”. We use that a lot.’ Considering a cover showing a model whose hair extensions cover
         her nipples, he added: ‘This is hair-bra.
      

      
      ‘Then we have knee-bra, where she’s sitting down hugging her knees.

      
      ‘And boob-bra, also known as girl-on-girl-bra, where you have two girls’ breasts touching.

      
      ‘Oh, and this is clever … [Points to a cover showing two images of Abi Titmuss facing each other.] Look, she’s being her own bra [!].’
      

      
      ‘When we get really bored, we even use a bra-bra.’

      
      Most insightful. But boobs specials? You want to take your hands off your tacker for five minutes and give Trading Standards
         a call.
      

      
      Books on CD (except for blind people)*

      
      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.
      

      
      Botox bollox

      
      The biannual New Beauty (according to the Sunday Times, ‘The new magazine for the Botox generation’) has helpfully collected ‘40 Uses for Injectables’. It’s ‘highly experimental’,
         but Botox can potentially ‘inhibit the nerve impulses that make you feel hungry’. Furthermore, sticking it into the armpit
         can ‘completely shut off the production of perspiration’. So Botox can save you from sweating or getting the munchies. That’s
         right: just like Barbie.
      

      
      It’s not all post-sweat, post-comestible fun, though. High-powered London bankers are injecting Botox to stop looking all
         frowny and stressed after regularly working eighteen-hour days. One told Time magazine: ‘It’s important to look your best… like you can take it in your stride.’
      

      
      Of course, injecting yourself with bacteria to look like you’re not tired when you really are very tired would make you a living metaphor for the age. Which is sort of cool. Hopefully, we’re on our way to a big-bosomed,
         non-frowning utopia. Hey, maybe we should all dye our hair blond and put in blue contact lenses, too? Wouldn’t that be perfection?
         When the ‘Botox generation’ dies, what will its ashes look like?
      

      
      Bratz

      
      Look, here’s saucy leatherclad Roxxi, one of the Bratz Rock Angelz, playing a flying-V rock guitar and showing off her midriff
         and high-heels. Kind of like when Britney dressed up as a Nazi dominatrix. ‘Hi! My name is Roxxi,’ says Roxxi. ‘My twin calls
         me “Spice” because I like to spice things up!’ Twins, eh? Eh? Wicked!
      

      
      Bratz are taking over. You might have thought they were just a range of dolls, purple-spangly teenage dolls in ‘funky’ outfits
         slathered in make-up. But you would be wrong. The Bratz doll is not a doll. Well, it is a doll, anyone can see that. But it’s
         also, according to Paula Treantafelles, who initially created the range, a ‘self-expression piece’.
      

      
      How this ‘self-expression’ piece expresses itself is mainly through the prism of having the right trinkets, phones, accessories
         and shoes. (Without shoes, the Bratz dolls have no feet. It’s kind of a metaphor.) They are ‘the only girls with a passion
         4 fashion!’ It’s a sort of WAG training course for six-year-olds.
      

      
      Doll designer Lui Domingo insists: ‘We are not making a deliberate effort to sexualise these dolls. We are making them fashionable,
         and coincidentally the fashions these days are rather sexy.’
      

      
      Not trying to sexualise them? They look like a series of Hollywood central casting whores made out of plastic! Then there’s
         the passion 4 dating guyz: the ’Secret Date’ range of Bratz included a dolled-up doll, plus a mystery date (one of the Bratz
         Boyz) and – oh yes – champagne glasses! Why not go the whole way and chuck them naked into a jacuzzi? Bubblicious!
      

      
      Then there are The Bratz Babyz – sort of what babies would be like if they decided to become strippers. And there’s a ‘Babyz
         Night Out’ fashion pack and ‘Brattoo Parlor’ playset. Because if there’s one thing babies need it’s more nightz out and tattoos. They could go out and compare their new markings:
      

      
      ‘Look, I’ve got a spider, what about you?’ ‘Mine says “Mum”.’ Bratz Big Babyz (yet another range) have ‘Designer Diapers’
         – lovely frilly knickers, which they set off with these highly peculiar coquettish poses. Oh yes, and earrings. And a bikini
         bearing the slogan ‘I Blow Bubbles’! This is also a coincidence. The fashion among babies is definitely for looking like little
         sexpots. Oh no, hang on…
      

      
      Even the Bratz Babyz Ponyz have coloured highlights and makeup. So they’re sexualising ponies now? Come on – if you’re sexualising
         ponies, you’re definitely taking the sexualising way too far. Or is this a coincidence too? Are there slave-to-fashion ponies
         out there now, right this minute, having their tits done?
      

      
      Hey, I know! How about a Babyz Self-Harm Kit? Or at least just supply the Secret Dates with Rohypnol. Or is that going too
         far? How does one judge? Anyway, let us be thankful that children are not generally impressionable or easily led – or we may
         end with a generation of stifled, consumer-crazed fuckups. Another one.
      

      
      Britain, Britishness, the British Empire, British citizenship tests, Britishness lessons in schools, the proposed Britishness
            Day, New Britain, Little Britain, Fern Britton, etc.

      
      Britishness is everywhere. Well, in British political discourse it’s everywhere – no one else really gives a monkey’s. There
         are new British citizenship tests for people who want to become British, a proposed Britishness Day (a day on which British people shalt be Exceedingly British), the BBC has been told ‘promoting Britishness’ might be added to its charter
         (BBC3 already complies with all those Little Britain repeats), and Gordon Brown has nailed the flag to his mast with his adherence to a new, strong, vibrant, albeit hazily defined,
         British identity. A hazily defined identity he proposes to be hazily taught in schools.
      

      
      It’s devilishly difficult to work out what would be taught, though, because a key feature of the Britishness debate is a refusal
         to give any specifics and say what ‘Britishness’ may actually mean. It’s as if they have taken French philosopher Ernest Renan’s
         adage that a nation is ‘A group of people united by a mistaken view about the past and hatred of their neighbours’ and focused
         entirely on the mistaken-view-of-the-past aspect. (They explicitly play down the whole ‘hating the neighbours’ side of things.
         Well, unless they’ve got oil, or vote the wrong way in the EU.)
      

      
      In a speech to the Fabian Society in January 2006, Brown made Britishness the launchpoint of his proposed premiership, thereby
         cleverly reversing another famous maxim, Dr Johnson’s one about patriotism being the last refuge of scoundrels. ‘What is our Fourth of July?’ he implored. ‘What is our Independence Day? Where is our Declaration
         of Rights? What is our equivalent of a flag in every garden?’
      

      
      That summer, of course, much of Britain would indeed boast a flag in very nearly every garden. Just not the British flag.
         Another flag. Which complicates things.
      

      
      The job of defining Britishness can, it seems, lead only to a hasty retreat in bloody disgrace – like invading Russia. In
         his book The Abolition of Britain, the somewhat barking (actually positively medieval) right-wing commentator Peter Hitchens defines core British values as
         ‘patriotism, morality, tradition and beauty’. And he comes out strongly against … central heating. (When it’s cold, families congregate in one room; when it’s
         warm, they go off and do their own thing and the edifice of the family fractures. Maybe that’s why he’s always arguing with
         his brother?)
      

      
      So it’s tricky. Nevertheless, you would think that someone trying to get us to fall in behind a common notion of Britishness
         would have the good manners to say what it is. They don’t even define Britishness in the citizenship tests: based on the book
         Life in the United Kingdom, the new exam for all immigrants seeking a UK passport ignores history and culture entirely, focusing instead on how we say
         ‘please’ and ‘thank you’ a lot, and what to do if you spill someone’s pint in a pub (I’m not making this up).
      

      
      Some say British values are the best defence against terrorism. When the public voted for their chosen Britishness Day, the
         winner was 15 June, to celebrate the 1215 signing of the Magna Carta, which brought the tyrannical King John to heel and enshrined
         such key concepts as habeas corpus (the right to have the legality of your detention put before a court).
      

      
      Certainly, nothing will ever come between us and these core values. Except Guantanamo Bay. And Belmarsh. But then, those places
         aren’t even in Britain. Except for Belmarsh. Or are we so committed to ‘British’ values that we must demolish ‘British’ values
         in order to protect them? To paraphrase the US commander in Vietnam, maybe we need to destroy the village green to preserve
         it.
      

      
      The closest we get to a proper science bit – as opposed to just feeling slightly teary while watching Blackadder Goes Forth – is a 2005 Commission for Racial Equality report called ‘What is Britishness?’. By focus-grouping almost a hundred people of various ethnicities, they found Britishness included things like:
      

      
      
         	
            Geography – that is, it’s something to do with the British Isles. Nowhere outside of this area can truly be considered British.
               Not really.
            

         

         	
            Values and Attitudes – including wholesome virtues like ‘a strong work ethic, community spirit, and compassion’, which are,
               of course, completely unknown in other nations (particularly the Germans), as well as ‘drunkenness, hooliganism and yobbishness’,
               which are bad virtues also unknown to other nations (except the Irish… obviously).
            

         

         	
            Cultural Habits and Behaviour – for example, queuing, watching football, listening to the Beatles and Charlotte Church, and
               consuming ‘fish and chips’, ‘English breakfast’, ‘curries’ and ‘beer’.
            

         

      

      
      Britishness, then: it’s Charlotte Church playing keepy-uppy in the rain while eating a fried-egg sandwich and listening to
         ‘Tomorrow Never Knows’. Or, to put it another way: it’s what the people who live in Britain just sort of bod about doing anyway.
         Not much of a unifying political vision, is it? Given these findings, and in keeping with the need to display patriotism in
         our gardens, we present our own British citizenship test – which is, if anything, even more British than the real one:
      

      
      1. By 1921, the British Empire held sway over:

      
       a) A population of between 470 and 570 million people, approximately a quarter of the world’s population, and about 14.3
         million square miles, about a quarter of the world’s total land area.
      

      
      b) I am Scottish/Welsh and we never done it. We didn’t fight for the Empire, our bosses didn’t profit from it, we didn’t own
         our own mines and industries and thus exploit our own, that was the English, blame them, the English did it, it was the English.
         Not us.
      

      
      c) I don’t know, we only did Hitler at our school.

      
      2. Name three Loyalist paramilitary groups.

      
      3. How many pints can you get down your neck in an hour?
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