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Aldi, Middle classes discovering 

Shopping at Aldi - it’s the new thing! Not because it’s cheap or anything, but because it’s cool. The Sunday supplements are all raving about the rise of the Aldirati. When a new discount supermarket opens, there are queues around the block like they’re handing out free Croatian villas rather than just cheap deli items, power tools and Azerbaijani pork scratchings.

Of course, despite all the broadsheet ravings, these shops actually existed before the recession. Selling much the same stuff. But the chattering classes have to discover these things as they might an entirely new continent . . .

‘Dolmades. So many dolmades. For a quid. And they’re from Germany. German dolmades, the finest dolmades in all the world. Well, they’re not, but they’re a quid. And all the cold meats: bresaola, Parma ham . . . it’s one big cold meat platter round our house now. I’ve even started handing it out in the street. They say I’m cold meat crazy!

‘Then there’s the biscuits covered in luminous sweets, “Disco Biscuits”. Don’t worry though, these Disco Biscuits are perfectly legal. Although sometimes I think they shouldn’t be!

‘And the welder’s safety set. At £9.99, I couldn’t refuse.  You should see our garage - it’s like a shipyard out there.

‘Jane got a complete set of machine-cast monkey wrenches. From Libya or something. A pound! Heaven knows what she thinks she’s going to do with them. Tinker with the combine harvester we got in Lidl I expect. Do you know Lidl? It’s like Netto only a smidge more us . . .’




A-list tot rivals 

There’s a new kid in town. Kids.

‘The little ballerina: Suri Cruise skips out of dance class in battered pink pumps . . . She’s certainly become a style icon for a generation of pre-schoolers.’

Now that’s a fucked-up sentence. Even by Daily Mail  standards that’s a fucked-up sentence.

But, oh, hang on . . . ‘Suri Cruise now has a rival for the title of Hollywood’s most adorable toddler.’ (What? You’re shitting me?) ‘Shiloh, the daughter of Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolie, proved herself a worthy contender during a family outing in Washington DC over the weekend.’

But I thought Suri was, like, the hottest kid?

Ah, don’t worry, though, because the Sun says: ‘Tom Cruise and Katie Holmes’ daughter Suri (with her thick dark hair and wide eyes . . .) has been named the most “influential” A-list toddler in a new Forbes list. The two-year-old beat Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolie’s kids . . .’


Forbes has an Influential Toddler list. Forbes has an Influential Toddler list. Forbes has, it bears repeating, an Influential Toddler list.

But: ‘Watch out Suri! Little Shiloh Jolie-Pitt could take the A-list tot’s cutie crown . . . the cherubic two-year-old . . . has inherited her father’s piercing blue eyes and her mother’s famous pout . . . She also brought along her favourite security blanket and a cuddly toy for the afternoon.’

Yes, she’ll be needing that security blanket with all these freaks on her case. And to think these papers are usually quite down on paedophilia.




All-Nations credit crunch blame game, The 

Well, the French and Germans are pretty clear on who to blame: Britain and America, the Anglo-Saxon baddies. Actually, given the years of hearing Gordon Brown boasting about how Europe should follow Britain’s deregulated lead, it’s surprising they don’t shout: ‘Ah ha! You tit!’ But then that wouldn’t be diplomatic.

Brazilian President Lula da Silva went further, blaming ‘the irrational behaviour of white people with blue eyes’. For a moment I thought he was talking about me . . . White? Blue eyes? Irrational behaviour? Then I remembered I wasn’t even there.

The British responded to these taunts gallantly. That is, they blamed the Americans. This is alarming. You can’t have Anglo-Saxons falling out with each other. What kind of defence will they be able to mount when the Vikings come? Did anyone in the government think about that? One word, people: Lindisfarne. Are you okay with that?

So who did America blame? Well, Treasury Secretary Timothy Geithner said the Chinese were keeping the yen  low to create a trade imbalance . . . and that the Beijing Olympics was ‘rubbish’.

And who did the Chinese blame? The Americans. Boring! They should have said the Turks and Caicos Islands, that would have got people thinking.

But there was another old peril lurking too. One that was almost too noxious to name. This could be gleaned from the Telegraph story headlined: ‘Germany’s slump risks explosive mood’. The nudging implication being you know what happens when Germany gets in an explosive mood.

Actually, they found the peril could be named. The text was accompanied by a picture of the Reichstag, captioned: ‘The country’s politicians will hope any slump does not lead to the sort of civil unrest which saw this building catch fire in 1933.’

Maybe we can’t pin this one on Germany, but haven’t they been responsible for enough? We’re just saying . . . blue eyes, white skin, blond hair? The War, people. The ruddy War!


Anyway, weren’t the Saxons originally from Germany? So who looks stupid now, eh?

And the Angles actually came from Denmark, so let’s not forget those bastards either.

With their so-called chairs.




Peter Andre’s Insania actually being highly prescient 

Look him in the eyes and tell him he was wrong.




Ann Summers’ Mother’s Day window promotions 

As in big window stickers reminding you that Mother’s Day is imminent. Like at Clinton Cards, but in the window of a shop selling sex toys, lacy basques and lubricants of an intimate nature. This promotion was real and I know because I saw it.

Am I a prude for thinking this is wrong? Where would you start if, say, the assistant asked you what kind of things your mum usually likes? And choosing the right gift is a minefield anyway. What’s the returns policy here? ‘You know, if she doesn’t get off on PVC after all? In the packaging, obviously - I mean, I’m not going to bring it back after she’s done vigorous sex in it or anything . . .’

And you definitely wouldn’t want to be involved in a conversation anything like this one:

CHRIS: Hey Mum! Happy Mother’s Day! I got you a Rabbit.

MUM: Oh, I’m not sure about pets at my age. Where would I keep it?

CHRIS: Erm . . .




Arctic melting news reports saying that previous reports about the Arctic melting understated the problem 

Every time I see a report about the Arctic melting, it says that previous reports about the Arctic melting understated the problem. So common sense tells me that this new report - the one disrespecting all the previous reports about  the Arctic melting - will probably turn out to be an understatement too.

And you know the report about the Arctic melting that comes after that? Yeah, well I reckon that will turn out to be an underestimate. Unless people start actually doing something about stopping the Arctic melting, which would be cool, then the Arctic might just carry on doing what it’s doing: melting.

I’m not looking for a Nobel prize here. I’m just calling it like I see it. And I see all sorts, and I say this: surprise has had its day. Surprise is over. Don’t bother being surprised  any more.

Because nature is up to something. Not just the melting, all of it. These are just some of the recent events I’ve been able to tune into by reading tabloid newspapers on the toilet:1. The swan that mated with a pedalo

2. The monkey in a German zoo that stored up rocks to throw at visitors

3. The seal that raped a penguin

4. The cow that attacked David Blunkett

5. The sea lion in another German zoo that literally fucked until it died (he was called Mike)

6. The man in Dorset who rides a zebra to the pub

7. The general rise in attacks on people by cows



Shit like this is going to start happening with increasing regularity.

On a more hopeful note, I did read about a dog that nurtured an owl. The spaniel took to the owl at its owners’  bird of prey centre in Cornwall, and started licking it clean now and again. Even after it was released into the wild, the owl returned several times a day to get licked clean by his four-legged friend and generally to hang out. ‘It’s a friendship that will never die,’ said the owner.

Hold on to that. It’s beautiful.




Auschwitz being mistaken for a brand of beer 

I’m all for dumbing down, but this is poor. To mark the DVD release of the children’s’ Holocaust movie The Boy in the Striped Pyjamas, a survey found a quarter of eleven-to-sixteen-year-olds in the UK had no idea what Auschwitz was. Or, if they did have an idea, it was a really weird idea. Some thought it was a religious festival, others a country next to Germany. And then there were the ones who thought it was a brand of beer. Sorry, but that’s just a bit thick, isn’t it? A beer?!? So what are the gas chambers - where they put the bubbles in?




B




Bags for life that aren’t 

‘Bags for life! Bags for life! We’re going to save the world with our bags for life!’

That’s the start of the ‘Bags For Life’ song. It’s pretty jaunty. I wrote it myself, so overtaken was I by the liberating possibilities of the bag for life.

Hang on, though. This bag for life is in bits - and I’m still alive! Maybe they’re not going to save the world after all. Maybe that’s too much for any bag. Maybe we’re fucked after all, even after we bought, like, a bag.

Aaaaarrrghhhhhhhh!




Ed Balls 

Ed Balls is very much synonymous with Gordon Brown. Balls’ wife, Yvette Cooper, is also a confirmed Brownite. The Balls are in Gordon’s court. Indeed, some would say that Brown’s closest political allies are his Balls. If his Balls were in trouble, Brown would help. There is no way Brown would hang his Balls out to dry.

When Balls was caught ‘flipping’ - changing the house that he and Cooper designated as their ‘second home’ for  MP’s expenses purposes - three times in a two-year period, Brown protected his Balls and didn’t let his Balls dangle free. Brown likes a safe home for his Balls. Or two safe homes.

Indeed, shortly afterwards, Brown tried to make his Balls Chancellor of the Exchequer. Brown hoped to berth his Balls next door, where he could get easy access to them.

But his Balls are divisive. Some regard Brown’s Balls with deep suspicion, briefing that if Brown insisted on forcing his Balls forward at such a time, the situation could prove ‘explosive’.

He could have forced the issue, but Alistair Darling - who was ‘distressed’ as he had once been very close to Brown’s Balls - said he would not make way for Brown’s Balls, and he didn’t have the balls to put his Balls on top of his Darling, and promote his Balls by handing his Darling the sack.

So instead his Balls had to stay in charge of the schools. Even so, don’t ever make the mistake of thinking you have heard the last of Brown’s Balls.

For Brown’s Balls will rise again.




Bank bailouts 

The potential collapse of capitalism is definitely something worth recording Newsnight for. Here are just some of the things that have stuck in my mind about the banking collapse:1. At the time of the UK bank bailout in October 2008, the banks were twenty-four hours away  from total implosion. The word ‘bankrupt’ comes from the Middle Latin banca rupta meaning ‘bank broken’, which is what the banks were. Failed, derelict, bust, kaput, useless, shit, failed, washed-up, broken, bollocks . . . these are just some of the words you can use to describe how fucked they were. And government money was the only option. Cash-rich Asia and Saudi Arabia would not lend (‘Leave us alone, skint guys’). No one would lend, not even Ocean Finance. But the bankers did not like their new ‘over a barrel’ status. At frantic Treasury meetings, they were appalled at the lack of food laid on and at being forced to scuttle across Parliament Street to buy sandwiches at Tesco Metro. These people should not be expected to buy their own sandwiches! They have spent the past decade cultivating the lifestyles of rock stars who are also military dictators. They should be showered in sandwiches. Literally showered  in Tesco packet sandwiches.

2. They really did almost bring down the world financial system. The collapse of insurer AIG was ‘close to an extinction-level event’, said the New York Times. Even George W. couldn’t fail to see that ‘this sucker could go down’, as, in the fine words of one fund manager, ‘banks fell over like fat Labradors running over a wet kitchen floor’. Which makes it sound like more of a laugh than it really was.

3. The swashbuckling, go-getting, live-by-the-market-die-by-the-market guys found they did like some safety nets after all. Not ones for the poor, perhaps, but definitely ones for the rich. How much were we lending them? In July 2009, the IMF revealed the UK taxpayer bailout was £904 billion. Or, to put it another way, £904,000,000,000. Or, to put it another way, roughly £15,000 for every member of the population. Or, to put it another way, nine-hundred-and-four billion pounds. Or, to put it another way, FUCKING FUCKING  FUCK!!

4. Don’t worry, though. Because we’ll get it back, maybe, at some point, if the banking system keeps its head and the economy recovers (hardly racing certainties). On Will Hutton’s calculations, we might only lose something like £100 billion for ever. Anyway, it’s only money. Didn’t Adam Smith say that money isn’t real but just ‘a matter of belief’? But it’s our matter of belief. The matter of belief we’d been saving up (quite literally) for our retirement.

5. This ‘much emulated’ giving-of-money-to-banks was billed as a brave and bold decision. But where was the bravery, really? The banks weren’t exactly in a great position, being skint. Imagine the reforms you could push through. Tax reforms! Green reforms! Radical reforms! In the event, Brown bravely extracted . . . sweet shite all. He was cross with them, I’ll give him that. As he gave them the money, he wasn’t smiling (and thank Christ for that). All they had  to do was lend this money to help stimulate the economy. And did they manage that? Not really, no. Then again, why would they? They had loads of toxic debt to make up for. And the government didn’t even say they had to.

6. Still, Brown couldn’t get too shirty, having trumpeted ‘limited touch’ regulation of the bankers more than anyone (limited touch regulation being like light touch regulation, only lighter). In a Mansion House speech in June 2007, a few days before he swapped Number 11 for Number 10, he said: ‘This is an era that history will record as a golden age for the City of London. I want to thank you . . .’ Brown went on to praise the City’s ‘creativity and ingenuity’ in creating ‘the most modern instruments of finance’. He also pointed out that, post-Enron and WorldCom scandals, ‘many who advised me . . . favoured a regulatory crackdown. I believe we were right not to go down that road.’ Arsehole.

7. Revealing where the banking elites’ hearts lay in all this . . . as the US government unveiled its TARP bailout plan (buying up the toxic debt at above-market rates), the bankers had one, and only one, caveat, on which they were obsessively insistent. Don’t limit our pay and bonuses. This was their only demand. Anything else: making us stand on chairs, making us speak French, dictating the jaunty angle at which we should wear our hats, fine - just please, don’t take away our  bonuses! Not very sophisticated people, you would have to say. The US government replied: ‘Cool.’

8. The lights came on and the neoliberal nonsense was proved, once and for all, to be a heap of mad shit. Even former Chairman of the Federal Reserve Alan Greenspan - the daddy of no-regulations capitalism, hero to Brown, disciple of crazy right-wing/sado-masochist novelist Ayn Rand - had to go before Congress and say: ‘Er, you know what, I might have been a bit wrong.’ No fucking shit, Sherlock Shitsticks! Not that we need to do too much rethinking here. Even Obama, who is all about change, doesn’t want that much change. In July 2009, Alistair Darling published a white paper on cleaning up banking - the first ten pages being praise for the City (well, they have had it tough lately). One financial expert said Darling had ‘plumped for fudge’. Which is fair enough, maybe he likes fudge. Then the Treasury Select Committee called the proposed reforms ‘largely cosmetic’. Well, maybe he likes cosmetics too. Look, let’s just ease that train back on the rails. Careful now. Nearly there. Yes, that’s better. Okay, so the rails are still heading towards that great big cliff. But let’s worry about that later. (Like, say, when we have fallen off the cliff.)

9. Bonuses are back! This is the slogan ringing round Wall Street and the City in 2009. Goldman Sachs’ 2009 bonuses actually topped those of  2007. So it’s back to ‘normal’ then, even though ‘normal’ also means ‘mental’. Every minor building society that ever held a bean throwing it round made-up markets in the hope the party will never end. Countries competing to be the helipad of global capital, to be ‘the world’s biggest tax haven’ (the IMF’s assessment of the UK), home to the most Russian oligarchs, and the guys privatising the South American water supplies (you know, all the cool guys) . . . Our very civilisation relies on us getting the system working again, so traders can put their days to good use hyping commodity bubbles, turning a quick buck pushing up food prices (one pesky side-effect being more people starving). Pension funds do well out of it, though, so why would anyone want to change? And what have these people got to lose? If we bailed them out once, we’ll do it again. Yes, they’ve been bad, but what’s a world without a little bad? Too fast to live, too big to fail. Bonuses are back!

10. The cunts didn’t even say thank you. THIS IS NO WAY TO RUN A FUCKING WORLD.






Heston Blumenthal always having to be different 

Celebrity chefs, almost to a man/woman, reacted to the recession in exactly the same way. By experiencing massive money problems.

But where other celebrity chefs fell into dire financial difficulties, Heston Blumenthal took a different tack: he closed his restaurant after his customers started throwing up everywhere. He always does like to stand out from the crowd.

His Fat Duck, in Berkshire, once named the Best Restaurant in the World, had to shut after customers started chucking their guts up. It was the best vomit in the world, some of them said. Weirdly, shortly after reopening it was named the second-best restaurant in the world.

Shouldn’t the second-best restaurant in the world ideally be one that has not just been forced to close because everyone is throwing up everywhere? Fucking hell, what’s the third best like?

In the struggle to be different, nothing is off limits. Blumenthal told one newspaper: ‘I’m not the world’s most romantic man. For Valentine’s my daughter gave me a cup of tea and a bunch of roses in bed. At the time I was working on a recipe and I was frustrated I couldn’t find strong enough rose-flavoured roses. I didn’t even think about it; I tore off the petals, put them in my mouth and started munching them.’

You probably get used to that kind of thing being Heston Blumenthal’s daughter.

‘Have you seen my mobile anywhere?’

‘I think Dad ate it . . .’

‘Try ringing it.’

‘Yeah, Dad ate it.’




BNP bloggers 

BNP bloggers are ‘oddballs’, ‘Walter Mitty characters’, ‘compulsive liars’ who ‘get carried away with conspiracy theories’. ‘Born troublemakers’, they ‘can’t write proper English’.

So says, er, the BNP, in an internal training manual for party organisers. And for once I agree with them.

The manual urges apparatchiks to stop members setting up BNP-related websites, lest the public cotton on to what fuckwits they are.

But really, how likely is that?




BNP coppers 

When the BNP’s membership list was leaked in November 2008, many people expressed surprise that there were police officers on it.

To which you have to ask: have you actually met any coppers?

Or seen that documentary about the Hendon police training college rife with racists - the one where they dressed up like the Klan?

Or heard about the entrenched ‘canteen culture’? (A strange phrase, implying all canteens are hotbeds of racist barracking: ‘Would you like anything to drink with that, love? Or was it just the racist barracking you were after? Cutlery’s over there, can you wipe down your tray after?’)

Or remember the Essex WPC sacked for having a mannequin dressed up like an SS officer in her house?

Or actually met any coppers?

The Association of Chief Police Officers, which has banned police officers and staff from belonging to the BNP, called on forces to investigate.

So while the BNP were demanding the police investigate the leaking of the list, the police were demanding that the police investigate the police on the list. Which they did.

The best thing about the list - and no other political parties do this, surely? - is that it listed members’ hobbies, which included things like steam railways, paganism and line-dancing. It’s good to know white supremacy leaves time for other, fun activities and that they’re not just obsessed by race war. They also like line-dancing. Whatever did happen to Billy Ray Cyrus? That’s what the British Nazis want to know.

There was also the driving instructor who offered discounts for BNP members. And, of course, the antiques dealer who owned two fourteenth- and fifteenth-century suits of armour, who could ‘joust for rallies’. With attractions like that, no wonder the mainstream parties are struggling to compete.

And I almost felt sorry for the lapsed member who ‘Objects to being told he shouldn’t wear a bomber jacket’. That’s a bit much. Whipping up door-to-door ethnic hate: fine. Wearing a bomber jacket: no, sorry, that’s just the kind of outmoded behaviour we’re trying to move beyond. You can keep that sort of thing at home, you fascist.




BNP jamborees 

If BNP summer camps didn’t sound fun enough on their own - and by God, they do, don’t they? - ‘Junior Patriots’ can indulge themselves with the BNP’s new comic, The Comet, featuring crazy cartoon character Billy Brit and his hilarious racist antics.

They can log on to the website to enjoy a puppet of Billy reciting ‘educational poems’. In one, ‘Heroes’, Billy educates us about great British racists past:
He gave a speech called Rivers Of Blood and never gave up the fight.

Enoch Powell spoke for me.

And Enoch Powell was white.





And what kid these days doesn’t like really shit racist puppets? You know, shit puppets reciting poems about Enoch Powell?

Junior Patriots also get ID cards, a newsletter and a training book with lessons in ‘ethno nationalism’. They are invited to the BNP’s annual youth camp and two further training camps where they learn ‘shooting’, ‘self defence’, ‘flag drills’ and ‘nationalist ideology’. Ah, those long hot summers of ‘nationalist ideology’. Those long hot summers of ‘nationalist ideology’ under the care of a bull-necked psycho with convictions for racially motivated violence.

Maybe it’s like church school, where you don’t really have to believe in it all - you can just appreciate the discipline. Wonder what their OFSTED report’s like.




Bono: corporate-raiding tax dodger 

Bono is changing his name from Bono Vox, meaning ‘good voice’, to Bono ‘Corporate-Raiding Tax Dodger’ Vox. He just likes the way it sounds.

U2 moved their publishing arm to Holland, a tax haven, despite Ireland itself being something of a tax haven. It’s famous for it. In Ireland, they would have paid 12.5 per cent tax on royalty payments compared to Holland’s 5 per cent. 12.5 per cent? It’s hardly squeezing till the pips squeak, is it? And Ireland could do with the money at the moment. It’s famous for it.

When U2 made this move, some accused corporate-raiding tax dodger Bono of hypocrisy and, in a way, if you look at it closely, you can see where these people are coming from . . . he’s the little donate-more-tax-money-to-Africa feller. Trade! Aid! That’s him. So, he’s all for the donating tax money to Africa, despite himself being a dodger of taxes - the taxes you need some of if you are going to donate taxes to Africa. Unless he’s not actually in U2? No, he is. He’s the singer.

And of the tax-dodging band U2, it’s only corporate-raiding tax dodger Bono who decided to become a corporate raider, investing some of his vast wealth in the private equity fund Elevation Partners. (Yes, the company is named after the U2 song, ‘Elevation’. Do they play the song at meetings? Perhaps punching the air shouting ‘E-Le-Va-Tion’? Don’t know for sure, but . . . yeah, they do.)

What was it that attracted him to the controversial world of private equity investment? Well, it could be the sector’s reputation for ripping companies to pieces -  which does sound pretty rock’n’roll and has earned them the nickname of ‘locusts’ (and we know he’s already got the shades for that). Or maybe he just got excited about the associations of ‘stripping’ in ‘asset stripping’ - I know I do.

Or maybe it’s just the potential for massive profit, what with private equity being a neat system for wealthy investors to borrow shitloads more money to buy up companies for ‘restructuring’ - sacking people, selling properties - before selling them on, so becoming the latest incarnation of wealth creaming off more wealth for the already highly wealthy - the centuries-old trick that has left whole continents beggared, including the one Bono likes. Holland. No, Africa, I meant Africa.

Reportedly a minor laughing stock, Elevation did make a mini-splash by buying a stake in pro-inequality bible  Forbes, the magazine that celebrates the bastard billionaires who fucked the world (they usually word it differently) - even doing puff pieces on Allen Stanford as the fraud investigations piled up around his chubby neck. I’m not saying Bono actually wrote the articles himself or anything. Equally, I’m not saying he didn’t. I don’t actually know.

Anyway, when asked how all this squared with Bono’s humanitarian mission, Elevation co-founder Roger McNamee explained: ‘The way you solve poverty is giving people the tools to overcome it.’ So that’s raising up the world’s poor by being a corporate-raiding tax dodger, then. In an ideal world, we’d all be doing it. At the moment, that’s just a dream but maybe, one day, we will be able to live  in a world where anyone who wants to can be a corporate - raiding tax dodger.

Of course, it’s been calculated that tax-avoidance-driven capital flight costs developing countries ten times what they receive in aid. So Bono’s example is giving tools to someone , anyway. Go, tiny cowboy, go!




Brit auteur feelgood flicks 

Mike Leigh’s Happy-Go-Lucky and Ken Loach’s Looking for Eric render them both as nothing more (or less) than turn-coats. We were warned to expect feelgood escapist films in response to the recession - Jennifer Aniston, puppies, Abba, all that. But not from this pair.

We expected better - or rather, worse. Timothy Spall breaking down again, some truly awful Scottish estates, Cathy not coming home, Cathy never coming home. But no: it’s all happy-go-lucky (happy!) young women gadding about in London and ‘ooh, ah Cantona’.

These are times of austerity, of unemployment, of conflict, these are your times! And what do you give us? Irrepressible cheeriness and football-related whimsy? Hell’s fucking happy teeth! Why not bring on the showgirls and be done? Get Pixar in, why don’t you? Animate the fuckers.

Although, having said this, Ooh, Ah Cantona is still recognisably a Ken Loach film in that it does feature as its central character a very depressed postman.




Broadsheet darlings for ten minutes 

Ooh look, it’s Beth Ditto. It’s Beth Ditto. It’s Beth Ditto. It’s Beth Ditto. It’s Beth Ditto. It’s Beth Ditto. It’s Beth Ditto. Ooh. Beth Ditto. Ditto. It’s Beth Ditto. Etc.




Brown bag couture 

The trouble with the new era is that it can leave people feeling left out. Like there’s no place for them in today’s world.

We’re talking about the loaded. People who, through no fault of their own, were loaded before, are loaded now, and will still be loaded when whatever happens next happens next. People are suffering out there. This can be alienating - especially for those who are not suffering.

Milton Pedraza of New York consultants the Luxury Institute (what names!) explained why conspicuous consumption was O-U-T. ‘Some of them realise it can appear offensive to people, and they don’t want to be the poster child for greed or insensitivity.’
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