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Get ready for the  

ROYAL  WEDDING  
@ mammon  

union jack head -mounted 

rearview mirror  
worried that once the weddingõs over 

and done with, youõll lose that cosy 

feeling of superiority that comes with an 

essentially arbitrary link to a scrap of land 

that happens to be making a fuss of itself 

for no particular reason? simply attach 

this to the special felt cap and you can 

coo at the flag for the rest of your life, or 

until you figure out how to take it off, 

whichever comes first  

£443 (mounting cap not included)  

royal wedding mug  
for you to buy and never, ever drink out of. may 

be worth a fortune on ebay in fifty years or so. or it 

may not. Maybe weõll be fighting rad-scorpions 

over strips of metal in the burning wilderness by 

then. better buy this cup just in case that happens, 

so you can stare at the nice comforting faces as 

you cry yourself to sleep in the bunker. £800. 

non -royal wedding mug  
so you can feel nice and superior to all those 

laughable sheep outside having fun on their day 

off. listen up, chuckles: no -one cares that you 

donõt care. youõre not making a point about the 

monarchy, youõre just making yourself look eight 

times as smug as the smuggest aristocrat. either 

express an actual opinion (and preferably not on 

crockery) or shut the fuck up.  4p.  

mammon  
lower case sans serif means weõre friendly 

tm  
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òThey either start a war or 

give us a Royal Wedding.ó 

Vol I Issue 7 

Spring 2011 

2sunsmagazine.com  

Anachronismõs Big Chance 
Nothing these people do will ever affect you ñp7 

Fuck this cunt  
Really beyond the point of even trying to be witty with this fucker, p12  

With Apologies to Sally Potter  
Remember that film? The one in rhyme? Just read the damn article. p20  

EDITORõS SHRIEK p4 

p7 

Special eight thousand page exposé of some 

wedding or other than doesnõt actually affect 

anyone in any measurable way apart from the 

friends and family of the participants  

p12  

A year on, the shape of Cameronõs Britain can 

be discerned as a place where everything is 

for sale, including the blood in your veins.  

 

p16  

Further to the above, the Governmentõs NHS 

leaflet in focus and such.  

 

p20 

Thereõs a referendum soon. Vote yes or trap 

Britain in a democratic backwater forever.  

 

p26  

Apparently a UN resolution doesnõt actually 

make any difference; clusterfucks will happen.  

 

p28 

In which we solve famine forever and ever.  

 

p30 

Holy fuck theyõre already preparing for the 

election in 19 months time? A 2SUNS Primer on 

the Republican field.  
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Welp, two people are getting married. Happens a lot. Probably more than 

two people getting married on Friday 29th of April, actually. But only two that 

matter: Prince William and Kate Middleton, who wonõt be called Kate 

Middleton much longer. òPrincess Catherineó is her name from this weekend 

on, as she joins the worldõs richest-for-the -most -arbitrary -reasons family. Even 

Ken Lay earned his money more than these people.  

 

While literally everyone is gawping at that, the NHS is under siege, as it always has been 

under Conservative governments. Someone should perform a ritual to raise the spirit of 

Aneurin Bevan, if only so we can see if ghosts can vomit.  

 

Elsewhere, thereõs yet another war on between us and some random browns, and a 

referendum about the very heart of our democracy in which no -one seems interested and 

which has been marked with some highly suspect campaigning from both sides ñ from the 

No campaignõs genuinely disgusting use of a sick baby (òshe needs a heart monitor, not an 

AV referendumó - you might as well put a gun to her head and say òvote no or weõll pull 

the triggeró) to the Yes campaign using a WWII veteran as a similar prop, when all they 

really have to do is go through everything the No campaign has said and explain why 

each and every syllable is a lie. And neither campaign really knows what to do with Nicks 

Griffin or Clegg, essentially creating two bogeymen who scare everyone away from 

everything ever. Hopefully weõve redressed the balance with our article in this issue, which 

explains very carefully why you should vote Yes and why if you donõt WE WILL COME FOR 

YOU. Enjoy the apocalypse.  

 

John Wirstham -Harte, editor  

In the previous issue, in the article about Ed Millibandõs first few months, we accidentally 

miswrote a sentence about Alan Johnson. We said Ed Ballsõ accession to Shadow 

Chancellor was the result of òone of his cabinet ministers having some off-piste adult funó, 

thereby accidentally implying poor old Alan himself was the cheater, which he wasnõt, 

his wife was. It should have read òthe wife of one of his cabinet ministers having some off-

piste adult funó. Weõd apologise to Mr. Johnson for the mistake if there was any chance 

in hell that Alan Johnson even knew the article existed. In the event, we regret the error, 

mostly because the poor sodõs had enough to worry about what with a) his wife 

cheating on him and b) the fucking tabloid media revealing it to the entire fucking world 

like itõs any of our business when he wanted to keep it private. Same goes for Andrew 

Marr, incidentally; no, weõre not fucking scandalised that he took out an injunction to 

protect his god damned family, actually. Yes, even though heõs a journalist and therefore 

a hypocrite. Pardon us, but what, precisely, does digging into private indiscretions of no 

import to the general public have to do with journalism? Criticise Alan Johnsonõs poor 

performance as Shadow Chancellor. Donõt fucking point and laugh at him for having an 

unfaithful wife. The former is some of your business. The latter is not. Fuck you if you canõt 

understand why.  
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A MESSAGE FROM  

ALAN BõSTARD, KBE  
LORD BõSTARD OF HALTEMPRICE 

PATRON: CAMPAIGN AGAINST STARVATION IN HAITI, COUNCIL 

AGAINST SEAL HUNTING, CLEANUP ADORABLE SOUTH HAMPSHIRE 

 

 


