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ARE YOU WORRIED?  Do you watch the news every day and 

think òoh holy shitó? Do you fear the world really is doomed?. 

That e developed world has gone genuinely insane? That civilisation has finally 

rendered itself untenable? In America, a few thousand imbeciles in paper tricorn hats gather occasionally 

at the behest of their corporate masters, to protest something they donõt actually understand a single thing about, 

starting with what exactly it is that theyõre so up in arms about in the first place. Global Warming, a fact of life 20 years 

ago, is suddenly in òdisputeó thanks to those corporations again, for whom profit is more important than life itself. A 

supposedly liberal administration gives the leeching rich everything they want for fear that doing the right thing might 

òpoll badlyó. The most powerful nation on Earth is so soul-sick and mentally unbalanced that the idea of children not  

being refused medical treatment for being poor is condemned as the ultimate evil by people with genuine influence.  

In Britain, everything is shit and no -one gives a fuck about anything beyond the next ITV reality show. The working class 

has been reduced to a universally -mocked collection of apathetic carbon blobs, and it happened during a Labour 

administration. An election looms on the horizon, and the unappealing choice between a haunted cow and a 

guffawing frog -faced public schoolboy whose main character trait is a willingness to say and do anything to get elected.  

Do you sometimes lie awake thinking civilisation could collapse at any moment? That the world is the coyote, pedalling 

air a yard from the cliff, and that the only thing keeping it up is that it hasnõt looked down yet? 

Welcome to 2Suns, the intensely depressing òcomedyó magazine thatõs built on the assumption that civilisation as we 

know it is fucked. With jokes! Itõs the monumentally depressed left-wingerõs Private Eye , only free. Or maybe a 

combination of Mad Magazine, Time, The Daily Show, The Ragged Trousered Philanthropists, the last days in the life of Phil 

Ochs, and a sailor with a stubbed toe. Depressing and angry and funny and fucking sweary, and all for free! LUCKY. YOU.  

òDeath injury agreement 

strike war Arabs 

Americans two -nil and 

stupid bastards.ó 

Things youõll probably find in this òmagazineó: 
NOWSPOON: The latest shit to have happened as 

this magazine went to press pored over in vaguely 

disinterested fashion, possibly owing to the fact that by 

the time the magazine is finally released the stories will 

be hopelessly out of date and no longer the slightest 

bit important, starting on page 7.  

 

ELECTION 2010: These things are a fucking nightmare 

to cover, especially with the first fucking issue, so you 

better read this and you better come away 

entertained, or at least half a baby step away from 

tying a belt around your neck and ending it all once 

and for all, from p11.  

 

FUCKING HELL: Why are Democrats such pussies? We 

yell pointlessly into the abyss, again, from p29.  

 

Also: a contents page. And a desperate plea for aid in 

writing this shit. Oh, and a photo of a diseased lung, so 

look out for that.  

Supremacist piece of shit canõt even die 

without fucking everything up: Nowspoon, p7  

AFP 

Depressed Aberdeen Angus, insincere tophatted 

prefect or the other guy? General Election discussed 

in punishing detail, p11  
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Grow a fucking pair: Why Democrats donõt get 

anything done, despite having more of a mandate 

than Bush ever had (clue: theyõre pussies), p29 

SHRIEK FROM THE òEDITORó 


