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As the sun rises over the Land of Poppy, all the cute fluffy bunnies hop to the beat of a different drum.
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Why did I write When did Everything stop being great?



  Because the world needs an intervention.




The rise of individuals, groups and parties seeking to replace democratic government with authoritarian control is a common threat across the largest Western democracies right now.




As ever, the great old US of A is leading the way, but as so often happens, where America leads, we follow.




Only the people can prevent their success, but are they leaving it too late?




With a successful intervention, no one can really be sure what made the difference.




Did just one person say something particularly salient that completely hit the mark?




Was it the combined weight of the many calls for action?




Or was it simply the sheer number of people all seeking to help that had the impact?




Of course, it’s irrelevant. Whatever causes the positive result, that the positive result is achieved is all that matters.




So, that’s why I wrote When did Everything stop being great?




To add my voice to the intervention warning of the pressing threat.




To present the same warning in a different way.




We both know we can’t lecture or harangue people to change their mind or take action. That’s more likely to make them even more entrenched in their views.




It requires more subtle approaches that lean into human nature, rather than trying to manhandle it.




Exactly what kind of approach is most successful will vary from person to person.




Which is why I’m throwing When did Everything stop being great? into the mix.




A great piece of writing




I’m not going to kid you that it’s a great piece of writing.




It’s not going to win literary awards. I know some have claimed there’s very little characterization of the two main protagonists.




But I utterly refute that as an outrageous slur.




There’s absolutely no characterization of the two characters at all. They literally speak exactly as I do. Well, except for the fact that Hugo does occasionally call Troy “My dear boy.” I never say that, not even to Bad Ass B. Forclift, so perhaps I’m unfairly misjudging my creative writing ability.




[image: Bad Ass B. Forclift]


That’s Bad Ass B. Forclift above - you might want to open a window




It doesn’t need to be a great piece of writing, though, at least not in the literary sense.




It needs to be a competent piece of communication and here I found myself inspired by JK Rowling. She wrote Harry Potter for children, but it was adults who drove her huge success.




Any commercial copywriter worth their salt will tell you to always use one word if you don’t need two. Always favor simple language so that anyone can understand.




I’ve not put When did Everything stop being great? through any analytic tool, but I’d be disappointed if its reading level wasn’t about right for 14-year-olds or a little younger, even.




Which also helps explain some of the odd language in this profanity free book. I mean, for ducks sack, when did potty-mouths become so mainstream? Yet, it’s an easy way to justify censoring a piece of writing. Especially in world where a poem about hope and love written by a young black woman can be banned from school libraries for being inappropriate.




More important than those things, though, it’s funny. Sometimes really funny. Of course, for that I have to give the credit to the two main characters whose crazed, hilarious and often thought-provoking words seemed to write themselves.




Hugo Sensationist and Troy Laboy. So, are they really smart or really dumb? Or just like the rest of us, really smart and really dumb in equal measures, depending on which direction the wind is blowing. Guess you’ll need to read it first to offer an opinion on that (though, spoiler alert, their smart/not smart juxtapositions are one of those places where the non-existent chracterization really shines through).




Beyond the jokes, the subject is absolutely serious. The title asks the most important of questions and the book spends multiple chapters, 21 in fact, offering possible answers.




If the reader can work out just when Everything stopped being great, they can work out who to blame. Then, hopefully, they’ll hear the klaxons blaring out their awoogas.




Which should lead the reader to understand the single most important question they need to ask:




Whose side are you on?




It’s a question few of us really take the time to ask of those who claim to represent us. In fact, as Hugo points out, it’s a question most of us can’t even answer honestly ourselves.




Slogans aplenty




Throughout the book, there are a selection of slogans revealed within the conversation. Text snippets to push an outrage or share an idea simply.




Whose side are you on? is just one of those slogans, but one of the more important ones.




The other big one is Loser, the label and identity for those of us who feel society has forgotten about us. Throughout the book, the majority of the population are referred to as the losers, in contrast to We The People, Everything’s top 1% (Hugo can rationalize most things, including Everything’s Constitution applying only to society’s elite).




If the people turn up to the fight with aspiring authoritarian leaders, they need an identity to unite behind. Political parties clearly can’t offer this as they’re one of the key sources of division in most of our societies.




For those at the top, loser is a simple insult, but, as black people have demonstrated with the N-word, claiming a word intended to beat you down can release an unintended power.




I see myself as a Loser. Don’t take that as the bitter utterance of a crushed spirit, downtrodden by those at the top of society.




I consider myself to live a truly privileged life.




I’m a Loser because I don’t believe I’m worth more than you. And I don’t believe you’re worth more than me.




Emperor Poopy-Anus and Mommy’s Little Soldier




You probably see me as a sentimental, old fool. That's not unreasonable. It's largely how I see myself. There are rumors I cry at the end of romcoms. Are they just rumors?




A funny book isn’t really going to change anything, is it?




Still, don’t you deserve a break? Some down-time to forget about it all and just read something stupid that makes you giggle like a child?




So, sure, When did Everything stop being great? isn’t going to change the world, but wouldn’t it be enough if the world knew that the aspiring authoritarian leader, Hugo Sensationist, was nicknamed Emperor Poopy-Anus and Mommy’s Little Soldier. A quick aside, posting a Donald Trump meme with the text, "He's no king, he's more like Emperor Pupienus (164-238) - Hail Poopy-Anus", got my Jethro H. Forclift Facebook page banned.




Anyway, can you, perhaps, think of any real life aspiring authoritarian leaders who would go apoplectic at being given such nicknames?




Aim for the stars and I might just hit something.




Why didn’t I say…?




You may feel that I’ve missed something, should have said something more forcefully, pushed a completely different point of view or was simply politically incorrect in various points of the conversation between Hugo and Troy.




You may be right. It’s a bit of a balancing act. The most important thing is that people read the book without being triggered and given an excuse to strop off and rant about the liberal propaganda.




If something in When did Everything stop being great? offends you, you’re already fully aware of the threat that fascists present to the Western world right now. I’m sorry, but right now there are bigger things to worry about than some idiot from top-left Spain writing something that really isn’t right in a book that’s meant to make people laugh. And make them think too. Don’t tell them about the thinking bit, though.




So, throughout, the aim is always to say what seems largely reasonable to the majority. Things that don’t seem unacceptable to most. And in some cases, just completely ignore subjects that also merit discussion as the cause of Everything stopping being great.




We can’t eat a whole watermelon in one bite. We will choke.




For all the issues we might want to address, I choose to target the most urgent one. If the Losers don’t hand over our freedom, we can worry about the other stuff later.




I’m Spartacus




I’m not Spartacus.




I’m just one of the bit-part extras who stands up and says, “I’m Spartacus.”




Maybe you're Spartacus.




Who knows?




The world needs an intervention.


  
Alternative contents



When did Everything stop being great? Take a ringside seat for the conversation between Hugo Sensationist, the billionaire leader of The National Party, and Troy Laboy, rising star of The People’s Party, as Hugo attempts to convince Troy to switch sides and join his ticket for his run for First-Best-Guy of Everything.




Hugo’s run for power is based on making Everything great again, so it’s surely fair to infer Everything is no longer great. As they spar, we get to consider some of the times when, perhaps, Everything stopped being great. But just which one was the one that broke the camel’s back and brought Everything crashing down from greatness?


So, did Everything stop being great when…





	…politicians stopped serving the people? Hugo explains how The Constitution only applies to the wealthiest 1% of Everythingers, while remaining surprisingly calm at being compared to Emperor Pupienus. Oh yes, there’s even a hands joke thrown in because all our favorite authoritarians love a good joke about hands, though surprisingly it’s nothing to do with their size.




	…loyalty became more important than ability? Troy reveals how the current First-Best-Guy has been in an unacknowledged coma for 15 months, but Hugo’s more concerned with whether to fight a duck-sized sabretooth tiger or a sabretooth tiger-sized duck. We also discover that few things test loyalty like ending a rally with 45 minutes of bad sax playing and even get an insight into how Spot’s King’s Administrator, Fantastico Hobble, came to be replaced by the stripper Bambi, though only for 49 days – blame the abacus




	…politicians formed political parties? We learn how voters are like a wife and political parties are like a mistress and how The Framers of The Constitution missed the reality that politicians would put party before constituents. And has Troy really come up with a workable plan to bring true democracy to Everything, in response to Hugo’s claim that no-one who wants to be a politician should be allowed to be a politician?




	…politics became entertainment? Is Hugo right to say voters see political parties like sports teams and that a winning smile is a politician’s vital tool? Something like (=ʘᆽʘ=)…oops, no, something more like (✿◠‿◠). Meanwhile, Troy shows his political acumen by engaging with social media influencers, like Nellie Does The News and Perry from Stoned, Boned and Automobiled, before a debate over whether Krusties was “The glow in the dark breakfast cereal” and closing with the first documented use of the word "madiavellian" (when the means justify the end)




	…Everything embraced discrimination? Troy get’s confused between his four-year-old’s favorite TV shows, Druglord, Pimplord and Throat Slasher and Mr Legumbre, as Hugo argues that, despite people being people wherever we go, people always focus on their differences. All of which leads to the question of positive discrimination, “do two wrongs make a right?”, and the revelation that The People’s Party are fighting the wrong politically-correct battles, with the Jeans/Genes ad just the latest example. More importantly, though, are Game Fella Joystick Pants really a thing?




	…the military was hollowed out? It seems Hugo sees Everything’s military as an easy way to a quick buck and there’s no place for women in the armed forces, be they armed with power-washers or vacuum cleaners, though has he come up with an ingenious plan to use the military without the huge expense of them fighting enemies overseas?




	…the poorest had to bail out the richest? We have a difference of opinion over what constitutes “nationalization”, though Hugo gets excited over Troy’s claims he could train a monkey to run a huge business like the aircraft manufacturer, Crumple. While the two fail to agree on the merits of small government, Hugo does seem to convince the “forever-puppy” Troy that giving wads of government money to wealthy bankers is the right thing to do – can we argue with his logic?




	…the unions were broken? Hugo’s treatment of his butler of 40 years seems a bit of a harsh demonstration of his hate for unions, but perhaps not as harsh as the way unions were crushed at SpaceEx, the out of this world alternative to divorce. Fortunately, the cutey-wutey dogs, Bunty and Satan, ensure a brighter end to the chapter, though why is Satan bleeding?




	…Everythingers allowed wealth to be hoarded for generations? Does Troy have a point that inheritances are counter to a core principle of capitalism? Hugo deosn’t seem convinced, but maybe he’s right that his popular TV show, Sheep Pit, ensures that the cream can rise to the top, with businesses like The Chocolate Cafetiere Company, the Sugar Paper Umbrella Company and the Pigwoo self-balancing hover board gaining investment from Hugo, but is Troy right about the Pigwoo’s dark secret?




	…money became more important than the planet? Sometimes you just have to wonder wide-eyed at how Troy has the ability to turn a discussion on climate change into a fan love-in for Sadman Pants, especially when Hugo uses the opportunity to reveal one of the biggest crimes against humanity, ever, and I don’t mean the quizmaster not giving Troy’s pub quiz team half a point for “chocolate-covered peanuts”




	…the wealthy started to ignore the law? You weren’t expecting a jus soli joke? No-one expects a jus soli joke, but don’t worry, normal service is resumed as Hugo points out the gross imbalance in the application of Everything’s laws to rich and poor, and Troy partakes in a role-playing exercise to see how he’d abuse the privilege of laws not really applying to him – I don’t imagine Hugo’s the only one left speechless by Troy’s plans for New Year’s Eve with his popstar wife, Tambourina Truckpainter




	…the wealthy turned to lawfare? Poor Semaphore Biggles was only making people laugh with his tiny penis joke, but he won’t be doing that again against such a master of lawfare as Hugo, a hero of the cause who was even prepared to stand up to the fake news Journal when they published that dreadful “lie” about “that” birthday cake he gifted to his Spottish “pal”, Prince Pettifogger




	…democracy failed? It’s not surprising that the liberal hero Troy would get upset at the accusation he’s a fascist, but has Hugo got a point? And is Everything really a liberal fascist state, rather than a democracy? Those might be easier questions to answer if, unlike Troy, you can readily offer a succinct definition of fascism. Oh yes, and we’ve even got a “very stable genius” gag to look forward to




	…Everythingers were told to hate their neighbours? Could it really be true, as Hugo claims, that The National Party seems more credible with the voters because they’re open about their selfish goals? And did the Framers of The Constitution really make a mistake protecting “free speech” instead of “free debate”? Oh, and feel free to salute me for inserting some cock jokes into the discussion of such a profound subject, before marveling at QrapGPT's innovative explanation of the Dunning-Kreuger effect




	…the media started creating the truth? Hugo gloats at the power of the privately owned media to control the truth, even discrediting publicly-funded media in the process. The example of a First-Best-Guy and a sheep may be graphic, but it’s hard to argue against the public perception of the Death Tax as being proof-positive of the media’s hold over their audience




	…politicians ignored the voters’ wishes on immigration? Ignore Hugo’s confusion between documentaries and movies, does he have a point about historic refugee agreements no longer being fit for purpose in the modern world? Oh yeah, the monkey from chapter eight is back – monkey press button, monkey get banana




	…AI took all the jobs? Golly, this is all a bit bleak, might be best to skip this chapter, even with its 70’s horror film Easter egg. Still, have you ever got close to the end of writing a book and thought “what this really needs right now is one more very stable genius joke”? Yeah, me too




	…politicians became educators? Hugo shares his belief that politicians need to take control of the education of Everything’s young, though his seemingly wilful misunderstanding of the Huffypuffy University student body’s statement after the Lorettan Airlines attacks suggests that might not be the best move for the universities. As Troy notes, the statement wasn’t supportive of the People’s Front of Reg, and can it really be anti-stanistic if it doesn’t even reference Bigusdickuses?




	…they started banning books? Hugo’s certainly got a bee in his bonnet about the content in 50 Tall Buildings Of The World To Color, but it’s worth it to hear him demanding his crayons, “NOW!” Still, has he got a point about the kids’ book Harry and Sally Go To The Farm, in which Sally rides a donkey, being unsuitable for children, because of its challenging subject matter?




	…the losers stopped thinking for themselves? It might be unfair to say that Everythinger’s are a special kind of stupid, but "Hugo’s" explanation of the Gun To The Head question, from his seminal book The Art Of The Lie, does highlight typical and illogical human behavior. Wonder what happened to the window cleaner?




	…the Deep State took over Everything? Is Troy right to be outraged by ex-First-Best-Guy Hermes Wackoff buying the billion spondoolix worth Slippery Nipple 2 mega-yacht for one spondoolix after the Oily government gifted it to Everything’s people? Either way, if you’re no conspiracy theorist, the Deep State probably seems like a crazy concept, but maybe not when Hugo reveals the astounding truth…duh, Duh DUH!!!




Jethro's Comment

  Foreword


I'll keep this brief as I have a nasty habit of skipping long forewords - surely that's not just a personal oddity.


Thanks for getting yourself a copy of When did Everything stop being great? And, hopefully, reading it.



If it's a digital copy and you paid something for it, thank you. We live a frugal life in our corner of top-left Spain, but obviously we all need money.


If you weren't able to afford to pay for your copy, don't feel bad, I made it available for free because I want people like you to read it.


Besides, it's not your fault if you can't spare a few dollars or pounds or euros right now. The blame lies squarely with our modern societies that are giving more and more to the wealthy and less and less to the poor.


That's partly what this book's about, but its main goal is to make you laugh.


And then to make you think.


And then to make you ask yourself a single question:


"Whose side am I on?"


That'll make more sense by the time you get to the end, by which time I hope you're also proud to call yourself a loser.


Maybe by then you'll also be keen to share the message of this book with others. By word-of-mouth or your smartphone with those you know and perhaps by wearing some of the key messages of this book with those you don't.


Just click here or tap the photo below to check out the merch from When did Everything stop being great?


Jethro H. Forclift

Loser


[image: Image of some When did Everything stop being great? t-shirts]
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Prologue

  
“I don’t think I’ll ever grow tired of watching the sun go down over the sea, Troy.”




“But don’t you ever wish for something more from life, Vin…sorry, I mean Jen. Sorry, Jenny, I’m still getting used to how things have changed.”




“It’s okay, Troy, I know things haven’t changed between us, so stop worrying and just relax. I’m still the same person who grew up living next-door to you, who climbed the same trees and skinned their knees doing stupid stuff with you. And no, I don’t want more. Right now I couldn’t be happier, why would I want anything else when for the first time, I’m living the life I know I was always meant to be living?”




“This isn’t enough for me though, Jen. I want more. I want to be admired. I want to change the world.”
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When did Everything stop being great?


  
Ah, darling, you look divine, I just love what you’ve done with your hair. A bold choice for one of your vintage, but you carry it off beautifully.




More of a lifestyle choice, it’s generally the only style on offer with chemo.




What, cancer?




You don’t recall our last chat?




Absolutely I do, the Met Gala Ball.




Heuvertly Eggcessive’s wedding dinner in Dennis.




Of course, you had the squid.




The veal.




And we danced till dawn.




You disappeared before desserts, as did our table’s two waitresses.




Ah yes, um, lung cancer?




Colon.




Optimistic outlook, 12 months?




I’m in complete remission.




Well, I have to say, Eleanor, I’ve never known anyone rock cancer as well as you.




Mmmm.




I think, Ms Frankicense-Centric, what Hugo is trying to say, but struggling with because of your remarkable aura, is that, despite your significant health issues in the recent past, you’ve never once stopped radiating your warmth and beauty, rather like the Pole Star guiding the rest of us mere mortals along the path of positivity.




Ooooh, you could learn a lot about tact and charm from your servant, Hugo.




My servant? Yes, but Eleanor, I want you to meet Troy Laboy. Troy, this is Eleanor Frankicense-Centric, a dear, dear friend [and a virtual cash machine].




My apologies, Mr Laboy, it really is a pleasure to…gosh…aren’t your lips so very bright red?




I get that a lot, Ms Frankicense-Centric.




I always assumed it was just my TV.




I get that a lot too.




And it’s not lipstick?




No, the male Laboy line have had bright red lips going back generations. In fact, back in the days before women were legally allowed to take paid employment, great-great-great-great-grandfather Roy Laboy worked as a labia model for the Frankicense Warpaint Company.




So, we’re practically family, but why on earth are you here with this old reprobate?




I’m going to be his running mate.




Spffftttttttzzzz…Hugo Sensationist, you seriously expect me to believe Troy Laboy is going to be your running mate.




I’m going to be King Troy.




TROY.




Sorry, Hugo, I mean I’m going to be Prince Troy.




Troy, just shut up…ha ha, he really is such the kidder, he means Second-Best-Guy Laboy and, of course, that’s only if I win and become First-Best-Guy.




Of course you’ll win, especially if you and your huge IQ can think of any way that I and my immense fortune could possibly help.




Oh, Eleanor, I rather think we’re going to make Everything great again.




So, reading between the lines, I think it would be fair for me to infer that Everything used to be great, but it isn’t anymore. I wonder when Everything stopped being great?




Of course, that probably depends on your own opinions and biases. You and I may feel completely differently about when Everything stopped being great and it's quite possible that Hugo Sensationist and Troy Laboy would think it stopped being great at a very different times again.




And if you're one of the originals that lived in these lands for tens of thousands of years before the Slippery Nipple dropped anchor in Leaf Bay, you may believe that everything stopped being great the moment the Hosteller Fathers stepped onto the shore. Some 405 years ago, in fact, and 156 years before the nation of Everything was even officially formed.




But we're getting distracted. This pre-Everything history isn't what we're here to consider. If you really want to learn more about the lands under the tribes of the Anyang and the Daegu and the Jeju and the Gangneung Gangwon and the Chuncheon Gangwon, maybe grab yourself a copy of Finneus B.A. Harumpton’s revered book, The Complete and Utterly Unbiased History of Everything. Though bear in mind that history is written by the winners.




For now, though, let’s press on with our true quest. To find when Everything stopped being great for the new world Everythingers.
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Was it when politicians stopped serving the people?



Moments ago we saw Hugo Sensationist, the leader of the National Party, in the company of Troy Laboy, a young and upcoming member of the People’s Party, who many feel would make a natural successor to current leader Monty Havajack.




At least that was the case. How on earth do we find ourselves in the situation where Troy Laboy appears to have turned his back on everything he claims to have believed in to join forces with Hugo Sensationist? A man who he has viciously attacked as presenting a genuine threat to the democratic future of the great nation of Everything.




This feels like a very odd day at the office. Let’s go back a few hours and see if we can make any sense of how things could have changed so dramatically in such a short period of time.




Ah, Troy, I’m so glad you made time to meet with me, you can leave us Gransom, I’ll call if I need you, but see to it that we’re not disturbed.




So, Sensationist, I assume you want to talk because you’re upset about me calling you ‘Tangerine’ and ‘Mommy’s Little Soldier’. You don’t like it when your opponents play your same silly little mud-slinging games, do you?




Don’t be silly, dear boy, I know it’s nothing personal. It just goes with the territory for us politicians. I’m no more offended by your comments than you are by my post on Bicker where I said it looked like your wife’s face must have caught fire and the firefighters put out the flames by stamping on it.




Well, actually I did feel a little bit…




Come, come, it’s all just harmless games, a bit of back and forth joshing for the benefit of our respective followers. I’ve seen many photos of your darling wife Sybillista where she looks positively beautiful. It just takes a talented photographer who knows his angles and understands how to use light, or a lack of it.




Umm, thank you, Sensationist, I think. And so you understand that my emperor Pupienus joke was nothing personal then either.




Your emperor who joke?




Pupienus. I was on the latest Friday Night Dive and in an interview skit, Semaphore Biggles asked me what I thought of you, Hugo Sensationist. So I said your regal demeanor makes me think of a Roman emperor.




So far, so good. And now the bit I won’t like.




So, Semaphore Biggles says ‘which Roman emperor?’ and I say ‘that one from CE 2394, emperor Pupienus’ and the audience are in hysterics because it’s pronounced ‘poopy anus’ and then the rest of the cast pops up from behind us and we all do a Roman salute and cry, ‘hail Poopy-Anus’. It was utterly hilarious. That standing ovation almost made me think of giving up politics for a life on the stage. Nothing personal, though, obviously.




That. Sounds. Very. Funny. GRANSOM. GRANSOM.




Yes sir.




Be sure my high-blood-pressure pills are ready for when I finish this meeting with Mr Laboy. Now, with the unpleasantries out of the way, why do you think I asked you to join me here?




To be honest, Sensationist, I have no idea and I’m not even sure why I agreed to come, but here I am, so what’s on your mind?




You are, my dear boy. I like you, Troy Laboy. I think I see something of the young me in you and I worry about the decisions you’re taking, the path you appear to have chosen for yourself. Many of us in the National Party see great talent in you, but worry you’re going to fail to realize your full potential. You’re clearly ambitious, but are you directing those ambitions in the right direction? I want to get to know you a bit and see if perhaps there’s any way that I can help you to forge a more successful way forward.




You want to help me?




Yes, why not? As new as you are to national politics, there are some already talking about you as the future of the People’s Party. That perhaps it could be your party when Havajack releases the helm. That just shows your great potential, to have risen so far and so quickly, but are you really doing what’s best for you? What’s best for your family? And more importantly, what’s best for Everything? 
The People’s Party is in decline, a dying force whose final action just remains to roll over and let the National Party trample it completely into the dirt. Everythingers want their proud nation to be great again, Troy, and that’s only going to happen if their leaders focus on the important things. Or perhaps more accurately, the important people. I want you to forget about trying to represent everybody. 
The reality is that 99% of our population are just making up the numbers. You need to forget about them, Troy, and worry about yourself and those you love.




That’s just typical of the exclusive and selfish mindset of the National Party.




Just stop and read the Constitution, Troy, what does the first line say?




Well, yes, I know what the first line says, but what’s your point?




The first line is my point.




Well, perhaps you could expand on that, Hugo?




And perhaps you could recite the first line of our Constitution, the greatest document in our shared history, to me, Troy?




I’m just trying to get it straight in my head, it’s been a little while since I last read it.




The first line, Troy?




I’m thinking…




Troy, the line?




You pressurizing me isn’t helping, it’s all a little stressy.




Come on, the first line?




At first I was afraid, I was petrified.




That’s I Will Survive, Gloria Gaynor.




Of course it is, I did it on the karaoke last night, ummm, a long time ago in a galaxy far, far away.




No!




In the beginning, God created the heavens and the earth.




That’s the Bible.




And that’s not the same thing, then? How about ‘we’ll rent to start’?




That’s a last line, Troy. I think you’re looking for ‘We the Peo…’




We the people of Everything, da dah da dah da dah, yeah, I knew that was it.




We The People of Everything, in order to form a more perfect union, establish justice, insure domestic tranquility, provide for the common defense, promote the general welfare, and secure the blessings of liberty to ourselves and our posterity, do ordain and establish this Constitution for Everything.




Yeah, like I said, I knew that, it was just you were pressuring me, trying to make me make mistakes. Childish of you, really.




I do apologize Troy, but the important part is ‘We The People of Everything’. We need to focus on how that clearly states who the Constitution applies to and, by extension, who it doesn’t apply to.




Obviously it applies to the people of Everything.




Exactly. I’m so pleased we’re in complete agreement that the Constitution applies to We The People and just We The People. We The People clearly meaning the upper-class of Everything, the most competent of us all, the natural leaders and guardians of the nation of Everything.




Hang on, what, how did you get to there? The whole reason for the Constitution is that it applies to every citizen of Everything.




But does it really, Troy? Think, who wrote the Constitution of Everything?




The Framers of the Constitution, of course.




Exactly, the Framers of the Constitution. And who were the Framers of the Constitution who framed the Constitution?




They were delegates selected by the 12 original states that participated in the writing of our Constitution to meet, debate and agree the form and details of the document. They were the greatest minds of each state, the foremost leading men from Everything’s society who could be trusted to create the vital document that would form the absolute basis of how the great nation of Everything would be governed.




So, we’re agreed that We The People refers specifically to the foremost leading men from Everything’s society. In effect, the upper-class. For practical reasons, perhaps we would recognize We The People as the wealthiest 1% of Everythingers and the remainder, the 99% are simply the losers.




Actually, Hugo, I think you’ve possibly twisted what I was trying to say.




But you yourself described how the Constitution that starts ‘We The People’ was written by Everything’s upper-class, so clearly We The People refers solely to the upper-class and, by natural extension, the upper-class are We The People.




Well, speaking logically, that’s not a completely crazy belief, but it’s not the way I’ve always understood the Constitution. I’ve always assumed it applied to every citizen of Everything. Society is utterly reliant on the contributions of all its members, so surely the Constitution should apply equally to all of society’s members, shouldn’t it?




That sounds a bit of a radical interpretation, to be honest, Troy. I’m going to need some persuading that society is reliant on the contributions of all of its members.




Of course it is. Tell me, Hugo, who’s more important, a garbage collector, a nurse or a politician?




A politician, obviously.




And yet the Dotardian nation of Allyollyfrita lasted for 541 days without an elected government following the 4707 election and everything in the country continued to function perfectly well. No sudden collapse of society or civil war in the absence of strong national leadership. Doesn’t make politicians appear particularly important, does it?




But that could just be a fluke. I once dated two different Beeman Monthly centerfold models in the same week. Lightning doesn’t strike twice, that one week was just a perfect storm. So Allyollyfrita went 541 days without an elected government. That’s no different, just a random one-off fluke.




Except a few years years later, they did it again, only this time it took them 642 days from calling the election before they swore in a new government. You said it yourself that you only dated two Honey Girls in a week once, so once may be a fluke, but twice? No way.




Dated? Did I say dated? I meant hammered, yeah, I hammered two Honey Girls in the same week, like a swarthy, grimy, tanned manual worker with calloused hands called Wayne hammers a screw! The manual worker that is, not his hands, is called Wayne. If his hands were called Wayne, that would be mental, I mean what kind of lunatic would give both his hands the same name?




Strewthee, okay, hammered, but it doesn’t change the fact that Allyollyfrita’s ability to go years without a government wasn’t a one-off fluke. It proves to us that societies can function perfectly well without politicians. How long do you think Everything could function without any garbage collectors?




What’s a garbage collector?




Really? They’re the people who take away all the garbage.




Ah, like the sweet little lady in the sexy black and lace outfit who comes into my office and empties my waste paper basket. Well, I suppose I’d miss her bending over once a day, but I’m pretty sure I could carry on functioning without her pretty well indefinitely. I’ve got a computer with the interwebs in my office, you know, so yeah, no worries on that front.




That’s kind of what I mean, but on a bigger scale, the people who drive big trucks around the city and cart away all the rubbish and food waste that we all generate. Just imagine if all that junk wasn’t collected, how long do you think society would carry on functioning?




No idea Troy, but you’re perhaps going to enlighten me?




Within a couple of weeks, the smell of rotting detritus would fill the air we breathe constantly. Within a month or two, if not sooner, sidewalks would start becoming impassable where mounds of garbage have accumulated. Months later entire city streets would be blocked to all traffic. Rats, pigeons and other vermin would multiply in numbers at an alarming rate, helping to spread the diseases that took hold soon after the garbage collectors disappeared. 
The effect wouldn’t be immediate, but with time, the physical impact of all that waste in the streets and the disease it spreads would lead our society to a grinding halt and in a whole lot less time than Allyollyfritas continued functioning perfectly well without their politicians.




That doesn’t make garbage collectors more important than politicians, though. It’s not exactly a highly skilled job is it? Us politicians could easily find new workers to replace them. I bet there are loads of kids who’d love to drive great big garbage trucks, and without being paid too. How about that for some creative left-field thinking, hey? You see a societal calamity where I see an opportunity for enhanced budgetary reconciliation.




I’m going to ignore the fact that you think it’s a great idea to unleash untrained children onto the streets of our cities, driving huge garbage trucks and point out that you seem to have completely ignored the question of nurses. Before we continue, do I need to explain what nurses are?




Oh no, remember Troy, I’ve got a computer with the interwebs in my office, nurses are the hot girlies with the sexy, sexy white and blue uniforms. Sometimes their uniforms are made of rubber.




Okaaaaaayyyy, so ignoring the gender stereotyping, beyond wearing uniforms, nurses are essential healthcare workers who ensure the smooth running of all of our hospitals and health centres. So how long do you think society could function without nurses?




Why don’t we push things along and you just tell me?




Don’t you imagine that after just one day with no nurses, society would already be feeling a bit of stress? Imagine a whole week with no nurses to assist in the Emergency room or to look after all of the inpatients or support all the operations, surely the death rate would be skyrocketing and minor health issues would be turning into major health issues. Imagine after a month how society would be affected. Not only would huge numbers of us be suffering from a lack of healthcare, the knock-on effect would be workers missing from all sorts of jobs, not turning up to work because they’re staying home in a desperate attempt to care for family members or friends or neighbours. 
Forget about society functioning perfectly well for 642 days without nurses, the reality is society would regress centuries if that ever happened or would you maybe take kids out of school to play doctors and nurses?




You may scoff, but this is exactly why politicians are more important. We confront these big issues and we find the answers that sort them out. You can’t expect a nurse or a garbage collector to be able to make the big decisions that keep us all safe. They look up to us as their betters to sort these big issues out for them. That was a funny little exercise, Troy, for sure, but you’re just completely disregarding reality.





  [image: Was it when loyalty became more important than ability?]



Was it when loyalty became more important than ability?



So, obviously Hugo you have a well-developed sense of self-importance. Would I be pushing it to suggest that the way you see it is that you come first and then the Everythingers, who you say you want to represent, come next?




Where on earth did you get that ridiculous idea from?




Oh, I don’t know, maybe everything you just said about how the Constitution is only for the upper-class, like you.




No, really, Troy, you’ve completely overestimated the importance of the losers. After me, I see the National Party as the next most important thing, though it’s not a close run thing, and then the remaining Everythingers come in a very distant third and last place. And only because I can’t think of anything else that matters to fit in between.




You’re sick, Hugo. I’d never put the People’s Party before Everythingers. They’re the whole reason for wanting an opportunity in government. I’d turn my back on the party before turning my back on the voters.




My, how noble of you. I’m sure Monty Havajack would be mortified to know how little you care for him and the party he leads. Everyone values loyalty.




You couldn’t be more wrong about Monty. He’s a man of honor who serves Everything because it’s his duty. You just don’t know him like I do and so you fail to see what an inspirational leader he is. You underestimate him at your peril.




Troy, I know Monty much better than you’ll ever know and I most definitely know never to underestimate him. I may call him Monty the Moron in public, but he has hidden depths that make him a formidable opponent in this campaign.




Well, actually, Hugo, and this absolutely is just between you and me, The Citadel haven’t been completely open with Everythingers and the media. Monty Havajack’s actually been in a coma for the past 15 months.




Yes, that’s not been the best kept secret by any stretch of the imagination.




You know he’s in a coma and yet still see him as a formidable opponent…oh, have you heard he’s going to be making a recovery. Oh yes, I see how that would make him very dangerous for you.




Are you kidding me, Troy? Coming out of the coma is the last thing his team wants. As long as he’s unconscious, he can’t say anything stupid. Just look at my event in Fudginaw last night. Apparently, I got caught up for 20 minutes debating whether I’d rather fight a duck-sized sabretooth tiger or a sabretooth tiger-sized duck. I emphatically advocated for the sabretooth tiger-sized duck match-up, or so I’ve been told. I mean what was I thinking? You’d always want to fight the duck-sized sabretooth tiger in that scenario. 
I’ve already had a reporter from ENN on at me this morning, trying to trip me up on Bicker over whether I’d rather spend the night with a Beyonce sized NewJeans or a NewJeans sized Beyonce – how am I supposed to answer that?…that’s some real deep philosophical malarkey right there…I even tried asking QrapGPT how to answer that and it just kept repeating that carrots are five-foot-long root vegetables that were traditionally sharpened to a fine point and used by the knights of the Round Table in combat against the honey badger army of Sauron. 
Not to worry, though, my people think I saved it last night by extending the event for 45 minutes to jam on the saxophone.




I didn’t know you play the sax.




I don’t. Hang on, you’ve got to see this…someone uploaded it to Smokestack…where was it…ah, I think this is it…yep, listen, I reckon I’m trying to do that solo from Baker Street at this point, you know, the Gerry Rafferty tune. It sounds like an African elephant that’s being savaged by a feral pack of bagpipes, but just look at the heads of those in the front row, swaying from side to side like they’re at a Naylor Biff concert.




Don’t Tell Me That You Love Me, You’ll Make Me Drip.




What? You’re getting a bit ahead of yourself, aren’t you?




No, no, no, Hugo, it’s a joke, Don’t Tell Me That You Love Me, You’ll Make Me Drip is a song from their second album, Citizen Beaver and the Womble of Boom.




Really? Don’t know it. Honestly, I only really like that one, La La La All The Way To Monterey.




That’s not Naylor Biff.




Yeah it is, are you questioning me, Troy?




No, Hugo, it’s just I could have sworn La La La All The Way To Monterey was done by Angus Curtains.




No, it’s definitely sung by a sexy girlie.




Umm, Angus Curtains has long hair and he is a bit of a pretty boy, not that I’ve noticed of course, it’s just something the wife said.




Oh, shut up, Troy, or you’ll miss my favorite bit, here you go, look at the face of Governor Henty Flange rocking out gently just behind me, she looks like someone sucking an Asian hornet while taking the Eucharist from Pope Brad the First.




Cool pope!




Yeah, a real cool pope! I’d love to be the pope, I bet he gets all the chicks.




Actually, I’m not entirely sure that’s how the Catholic Church works, Hugo.




Of course, I’m going to have to give Governor Flange something for her loyalty. Maybe I’ll make her my ambassador at the Union of Countries or I could probably make a vacancy at the gift shop in the Palace of Sensationist. It’s a real sexy uniform and she looks like she could carry off a peek-a-boo bralette.




You know that's not going to be popular with the animal lovers?




You're not talking about that Bish-Bash-Bosh video where she shot her kitten, surely? If you'd taken the time to watch the whole thing, right from the beginning, you'd have seen that scrawny animal flat out refused Henty's command to recite the two-times table. Cats, like the losers, need to be disciplined.




So, despite that video, you're seriously saying that if you win the election, you're going to give some kind of job to Governor Henty Flange simply because she danced along on stage while you massacred who knows how many tunes on the saxophone?




Hardcore loyalty like that must always be rewarded, Troy. You want people around you that you can trust 100% to do what you want them to do. If Henty Flange can bop about a stage for three quarters of an hour while I strangle a variety of noises out of a saxophone, I know I can trust her to do anything to make me happy. You can’t buy that kind of loyalty.




Really?




You’re right, what was I thinking? Clearly, you can buy that kind of loyalty, though it’s cheaper in the short-term to bully it out of people. I remember sharing that gem of wisdom with Fantastico Hobble when we met at the World Wealthy Barstewards Forum a couple of years back.




Fantastico Hobble, the ex-Spottish King’s Administrator? Hang on, didn’t he suddenly resign during the World Wealthy Barstewards Forum?




Yes, a funny story there in fact. We were getting on like a house on fire, Fantastico and me, and I commented how I hadn't expected a King’s Administrator to be such fun, I'd always assumed they'd be a bit stuffy. Anyway, he seemed genuinely surprised to discover he was the King’s Administrator of Spot. So, after a few phone calls, he found out that three years earlier, during the stag party for his 23rd marriage, his posh boy chums had got him elected leader of the Verdegris Party and, by extension, the King’s Administrator. 
Despite the endless partying that he’d been enjoying ever since, oddly he didn’t think that him being in such a position of responsibility was a good idea and that he should resign for the good of the nation. Fortunately I managed to talk him out of doing such a crazy and rash thing. Then an hour later, he lost the position of King’s Admin in a bet with one of the strippers over where the ping-pong ball would land.




And that wasn’t at all crazy and rash.




Don’t judge him too harshly, Troy. Realistically he had no choice but to accept Bambi’s double-or-quits challenge to have any chance of winning back HMS Phirephart, Spot Navy’s newest nuclear missile submarine. 
Obviously he didn't and that's how Bambi became the leader of Spot. Sadly she only lasted 49 days, forced to resign after making her Economy Secretary plan the country's budget using a broken child's abacus. The dumbass never noticed it was missing a blue bead. After that mess, you can understand why the Verdegris party elected a safe pair of hands candidate to serve as King’s Admin for the remaining two years of the term. It was Charlie the cabbage who came out on top in that leadership election.




Larry the lettuce.




What?




Actually, it was Larry the lettuce. Charlie the cabbage came a distant second in the vote of party members for new leader after readers of The Comet were encouraged to vote for Larry. It’s even rumored they went so far as to fake that notorious video of Charlie in a sleazy low-rent hotel room snorting neonicotinoids with two peeled beetroots, neither of which were his wife.




Right, okay, well I don’t really recall any of that, but the thing that worries me most is that I’m surrounded by even bigger idiots in the National Party. I’m having to carry them on my own, Troy.




In the land of the idiots, the moron is king.





  [image: Was it when politicians formed political parties?]



Was it when politicians formed political parties?



What was that, Troy?




Oh, nothing, I was just pondering that you even have contempt for those close to you as well as the Constitution, Hugo? I’m starting to believe you have contempt for everyone and Everything.




Oddly, I’d agree with all of what you just said, except for your claim that I have contempt for the Constitution. I adore the Constitution of Everything.




Okay, even if you don’t feel contempt for the Constitution, you want to pick and choose which parts you follow and which you don’t.




To some people, what you say might seem fair, but the Constitution isn’t the glorious and perfect protector of democratic society that many make it out to be.




Then we should see where it’s broken and work to change it for the better, not just shout that it’s wrong and then ignore it.




Change it for the better. So you’re a supporter of the Second Amendment now then, Troy?




You know full well that’s not what I meant.




And you know full well that guns don’t kill people, people do.




But for some reason, five times more often in Everything than in Spot, even though we share the same ancestors and have a more prosperous economy.




So is one of the problems with the Constitution the fact that it allows for amendments? Should we insist that the original Constitution is what we should all follow, exactly as the Framers of the Constitution intended?




Again, you’re putting words into my mouth. Just because it started imperfect and later changes have been imperfect, doesn’t mean we shouldn’t keep trying to make changes for the better. Nothing stays the same forever and as the world and society changes and advances, we should always be looking to adapt and improve the Constitution to keep up with those changes.




Nothing stays the same forever. That’s the most insightful thing I’ve ever heard you say, Troy. You should get it tattooed on the back of your hand as a constant reminder that you need to be prepared to constantly adapt to a world that can change in so many unexpected ways.




I don’t think I’m the kind of person who gets tattoos.




Really, I thought all you liberals were a bit wild.




And I always thought we could rely on the National Party members to do stupid stuff, so I assume you’ve got a tattoo, Hugo?




I have. Two, in fact. An elephant’s left ear and an elephant’s right ear.




That sounds every bit as insane as your policies.




Zzzziippppttt.




Crumphh.




Still insane?




Guuullphhh, ooh that burns. Well, granted, seen in context like that your tattoos don’t seem quite so insane. I venture some might even suggest the full ensemble is rather witty, but please Hugo, please pull your briefs and pants back up.




Fffuufferff.




Zzzziippppttt.




And just maybe my policies aren’t as insane either. Trust me, Troy, when you start to realize that, you’ll see that you and I have much more in common than you currently think. Already, we agree that Everything’s Constitution is imperfect. Don’t we?




Well, to an extent, yes, but I hardly think we agree about which bits are broken. The Electoral College system is an absurd throwback to the past that means the candidate who gets the most votes isn’t guaranteed to win an election. And this crazy system that effectively means that the votes of some Everythingers are worth more than others is made worse with every state sending two senators to serve in the Senate, regardless of the population size of each state. 
If these things were reported as happening in Nothing under Mr Hooterz, our media would be outraged at his despicable attacks on democracy. The anomalies are indefensible in a democratic society as they’re clearly undemocratic, aren’t they, Hugo?




A bit strong to say indefensible, I feel, but obviously if these so called ‘anomalies’ are so undemocratic, why not just amend the Constitution as it allows?




You know full well that the National Party would never support abolishing the Electoral College system and the smaller states would never give up their disproportionate power, so there’s no way undo these undemocratic laws under our democratic system.




Isn’t it ironic?




Maybe. Or maybe not. Oh, I don’t know. Damn Alanis Morisette and damn that stupid song.




Oh well, it’s not important. So the unequal voting power is your only complaint with the Constitution then, Troy?




Well, no, there are other issues. It fails to guarantee housing and healthcare for all Everythingers, two essential human rights that every fair and equitable society should ensure for every member. Originally, it made no mention of equal rights for women and permitted slavery. Hardly a great basis for a defining document of democracy. 
And for all the time spent by the Framers of the Constitution to ensure they were creating and agreeing on a document that carefully considered all aspects of society and sought to define rights and laws for a long-lived society, the language is often ridiculously vague as if they actually couldn’t quite decide what they meant.




In fairness, I could say that your last complaint about the Constitution is equally vague and indecisive. Regardless, I think you’re still overlooking the biggest oversight made by the Framers of the Constitution.




And that is?




It appears that they never anticipated political parties.




You’re telling me that political parties are a bad thing?




Of course they are. If you’re a fan of democracy that is. I, however, love them and what they allow individuals to achieve. Political parties exist solely for the benefit of us politicians and to the detriment of the voters.




You’re going to have to sell that idea to me, Hugo.




Okay, consider that the voters are like your wife. You’ve taken vows to love and to honor them for all time. Meanwhile, political parties are like your mistress.




I don’t have a mistress.




Don't worry, Troy, I'm sure we can sort that out. Now, the voters, like your wife, expect you to put them first always and in everything. You can tell your wife that you won't cheat on her, and you may even mean it, but the problem is that she's never there at the instant of jeopardy. 
So at the point when you find yourself once more falling into bed with your mistress and when you could really do with your wife's strength to make you stick to your promise of fidelity, she lets you down by being absent. Your wife effectively forces you to cheat on her by letting you go off somewhere without her, knowing you might see your mistress.




Are you sure that sounds reasonable?




Yes, I am. And the voters are just as much responsible for politicians cheating on them. Just because their politician has promised to do this and that for them, they should know full well they can’t trust them the moment they head to Congress. Once there, they’re in the control of their party, their mistress, and at the instant of jeopardy, when they’re voting, they’ll always put their party first, just like the cheating husband with his mistress.




They can resist, they don’t have to follow the party line in everything.




Don’t be naive, Troy, of course they can’t. Rather like when your mistress is kneeling in front of you mumbling incomprehensibly, it’s near impossible to resist. And if it looks like they’re going to, there’s always the option of a bit of BDSM, whether they like it or not. They can shout ‘lime pickle’ as many times as they like, the party whips never respect their safe words.




So, voters would be better off voting for independents, rather than those representing political parties?




That certainly seems to be how the Framers of The Constitution saw things playing out. That’s the only way to understand the way that they created the core mechanism outlined in the Constitution that’s meant to ensure the perpetual democratic government of Everything – the separation of power through the three branches of government. 
Political parties allow us to bridge the points of separation and control all three branches of government. The Framers of the Constitution trusted that politicians would always act in the best interests of the voters who elected them, but seemingly never considered the politicians would group together into parties and that their loyalties would switch from the voters to their parties.




Okay, that does mean that a political party can control two branches of our government, but the judges on our Supreme Court aren’t members of political parties.




Are you soft in the head, Troy? The First-Best-Guy chooses the nominees for the court, who are invariably chosen because of their partisan beliefs. Those nominees are then confirmed by the Senate. If the First-Best-Guy’s party controls the Senate, it’s a slam dunk. The judges may not be members of political parties, but both the National Party and the People’s Party appoint judges because of their political beliefs. 
Seriously, the separation of power outlined in the Constitution looks like it was devised by a bunch of kindergarteners who’d been smoking skunk. I genuinely believe the universe…oops, I mean God…that’s going to take some getting used to…yes, God designed it like that to allow me to take full control.




God? And you’re the second coming, I suppose.




Why not? They’re all waiting for Jesus. You don’t even have to tell them you are, they’ll fill in the gaps and paint on a halo. You can say anything. You can do anything. 
You can stare the camera down and insist you never had sexual relations with that woman, while your intern looks on adoringly in the bokeh background with your gene pool dripping from her chin. 
Embrace the world with declarations of a new era of peace while unleashing robotic destruction on anyone who you deem an enemy, foreigner or Everythinger alike. 
Swear to crush government corruption and then sit under the Christmas tree as friend, enemy and the undecided bring you gift after gift. They’re expecting the Messiah and they never recognize the devil. 
And while you do all this, as long as the losers continue to support you, a political party will line up behind you and empower you, regardless of what you do. Every single party member only cares about using your popularity to grow their own power and wealth. Keep the losers on side and the gutless-wonders of the National Party will swear that black is white, if I tell them it’s so. It worked for Blitzen, it worked for Hooterz and it’ll work for me.




So we should ban political parties then.




Fortunately, that’s not a workable plan.




The people, sorry, the losers as you call them, could do the next best thing and refuse to vote for members of political parties. If they only voted for independent politicians to represent them in Congress, they couldn’t be bent to do the will of the First-Best-Guy. They could stand up to him as the Constitution intended. And if they only voted for independents in their state legislatures too, they’d even have the power to change the Constitution and create a truly independent judicial system.




That’s a lovely little thought, I’m sure, but it simply fails to reflect reality. Power corrupts. Your theoretical independent politicians may start off making all the right noises about working for the losers, but once they get a taste of power, they’ll all be ‘four legs good, two legs better’ as they force their little piggy snouts into the trough to gorge on as much as they can, making themselves fatter and the losers thinner. 
No, if you really want to make a difference, you should probably aspire to ban politicians. Honestly, Troy, anyone who wants to be a politician should be automatically excluded from being a politician.




Let’s do that then.




Now you’re speaking my language, Troy. Ban politicians and replace them all with a single supreme leader, someone like me.




That’s not what I’m thinking. We should select our leaders in the same way that juries are selected for court trials.




Say what?




Well, no-one ever wants to serve on a jury at a trial and you say we’d be better off with politicians who don’t want to be politicians. So once a year, there could be a lottery and our next batch of politicians to lead us would be picked randomly, perhaps with a final selection process to refine the choices as a fail-safe against being led by utter incompetents, like Fantastico Hobble and Bambi. 
Maybe everyone could vote for the people who would act as advisors to stop the civil service from becoming the new ruling class. It would end the scourge of political parties and career politicians and lead to governments made up of people doing what they believe to be best rather than doing what they think will get them re-elected. Anyway, just spit-balling a few ideas.




Errr…ummm…oooh…that’s actually not a crazy, stupid idea. Don’t you ever, ever repeat that idea to anyone. Understand?
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Was it when politics became entertainment?



Of course, Troy, the voters are just as responsible as you and I for the rise of political parties and the parties’ increased power as a result.




As much as I’d like to share the blame around, how do you work that out, Hugo?




Obviously, politics is vitally important and could literally be a matter of life and death – it certainly will be when I’m First-Best-Guy – yet the losers treat it like it’s just another form of entertainment. 
The idiots seem to pick a political party rather like they’re picking a sports team. And similarly, once they’ve picked one, many will proudly declare how they’ve been a life-long supporter and never consider changing. 
Have you seen how emotional the losers get when I post on Bicker? I genuinely believe my supporters would walk bare-foot over broken glass if I told them to. And just remember the victory party for Huzzah Cubella after he won the election for First-Best-Guy. It was like the biggest and best New Year’s Eve party ever, rather than a celebration for an election win. But that reaction wasn’t even unusual, it happens after every election. Supporters of the winning party dancing in the streets and turning out to celebrate just like sports fans pouring onto the streets to see their favorite team parading a cup or trophy they won after coming out on top in the Global Series or narrowly winning the Brilliant Dish. I don’t understand it, why do they get so excited?




Because they won, of course.




They didn’t win.




Okay, no, they didn’t, but the team or the party they support won. Of course, they want to celebrate.




I can see I’m not being clear. I do understand the sports fans celebrating a trophy win. Most of us pick a sports team to support when we’re young, probably inspired by our father or a favorite uncle or just picking our hometown side. That choice remains with us for our whole lifetime, through good times and bad. 
Some years the choice we made in the flush of youth can feel like one consigning us to live hell on earth, many years are quite indifferent, with a few highs, and then every now and again we have a year where our team does something exceptional and wins a trophy. It may not be a major trophy, but any piece of silverware is better than nothing. We’ve spent all those years cheering for our team week in and week out, while in return all we’ve had is their implicit promise that they’re trying as hard as they can to bring us moments of joy that we can celebrate and remember for the rest of our lives. 
When they win, we win. Of course, we’re overjoyed and want to party like it’s 4155. That makes sense. I understand why the sports fans get so excited.




But you said you didn’t understand.




Yes, and I also said I hadn’t been clear. It’s the supporters of political parties who celebrate election wins that I don’t understand.




As I said before, it’s because they won, of course.




And as I said before, no, they didn’t. Tell me, when someone chooses a politician to vote for, what is it that drives their choice?




The politician’s policies. They’re looking for a politician who says they’re going to do the things that are important to them. So that they can help to elect a politician who will make the changes to society that really matter.




Yep, that makes sense, but why do they celebrate when the politician wins? It’s not like the sports team that delivered on their promise by bringing home a trophy. At the point the politician wins, he’s the only winner. All he’s done is make promises. And I don’t think I’m putting forward a radical or disingenuous concept when I say that politicians are notoriously unreliable and generally expected to tell any lie necessary to convince the voters to vote for them. 
So how come, as they all know that politicians lie as easily as a goldfish blows bubbles, they think there’s anything worth celebrating when the politician they voted for wins? Surely the time to celebrate is at the end of the politician’s term, when they can see that the politician has done all the things they promised. Or, more likely, discover there’s nothing to celebrate because they did none of the things they promised they would do. Discuss.




Erm…well that makes sense…I’m not sure what to say.




How about ‘THAT IS ABSOLUTELY FANTASTIC NEWS!!! Let’s celebrate like an idiot voter who has just voted for us to spend a few years with our noses in the trough getting fat at their expense.’ 
Honestly, Troy, they don’t care about what we do if we’re elected, they only care about voting for the winning party. They pretend they care about our policies, but they don’t really, they just open their minds to let us brainwash them. Forget about substance, style is king, they’re just our stooges to manipulate as we see fit. You need to learn how to play that game, Troy, if you want to have true success in Everything’s political scene today.




You make our role sound very shallow. Surely having a sound grasp of both your own and opposing policies and knowing how to argue yours more strongly over your opponents’ is the key to political success.




Weren’t you listening to me, Troy, or maybe you’ve been brainwashed too? You have to trust me when I say learning how to flash a winning smile should be a much bigger priority for you. Everyone’s beautiful when they smile, even me. See?




You look like you’ve stood barefoot on a Lego.




(=ʘᆽʘ=)




Walked into the bathroom and found your mother-in-law on the toilet?




(°-°)




Trapped wind?




(✿◠‿◠)




Oh, I love you, Hugo.




Clearly, I need to work a bit on the execution so that I’m nailing it first time, every time, but you can see how powerful a technique this is for We The People, can’t you? Work at nailing this, Troy, and you can say and do pretty much whatever you like to your most ardent supporters and they’ll lap it up like dumb little puppy dogs.




Oh, I bet they do, Hugo, you dreamy loveboat, you.




(≧∇≦)




Good grief, what just happened to me?




It’s alright, Troy, nothing to worry about, you’re back with us now and most likely no long-term damage, but it was worth the risk to demonstrate the full power of a winning political smile.




So, is the winning political smile the secret to a politician’s success, then?




No, don’t attach too much value to it. It’s a useful tool that you want to have available at a moment’s notice to help you charm the room, but real political acumen or nous is what separates a few of us from the rest of the political pack. And let me be clear, Troy, we wouldn’t be talking now if I hadn’t seen hints of that acumen in you.




You think I’ve got real political acumen?




The beginnings of it, yes. It needs work to nurture and develop, but it’s clearly there in you. Just look at what you did on Tuesday. That’s what inspired me to arrange this meeting.




Gosh, really, though…what was it I did on Tuesday?




You know, I was wondering the exact same thing, what did Troy Laboy do on Tuesday?




You liberals can be so unnecessarily modest. I’m talking about the press conference in Suroyt following your photo op with the members of The National Brotherhood of Cheese Miners. Where you invited the first question from the Bish-Bash-Bosh influencer, Nutty or whatever she was called. That was brilliant, making a connection to a young and generally unengaged subset of voters. Really, it was a flash of genius, that showed real vision.




I’m really sorry, we’re going to have to take a quick break here, I’ve no idea about this news conference. Hopefully Smokestack will have something about it…searching…nope…no…yes, here we are, someone’s uploaded a video, and tap play.




Okay, the video and audio quality aren’t great, it’s just someone shooting on their smartphone, but we can see Troy Laboy standing at a scruffy lectern.




I want to do something a little different today, as we’ve got some members of the new media here today, so let’s do our best to reach out to these new younger audiences. Is Nellie from the Nellie Does The News podcast here?




Yay!




Do you have a question, Nellie?




Yes, thinking very much about my followers, what would you…lordee, your lips are very red, Mr Laboy!




I get that a lot, but your question?




Yeah, sure, what would you…it’s just I was outside so could only see you on the live feed and I assumed that the color balance on the screen was screwy.




I get that a lot too. Your question, Nellie?




And it’s not lipstick?




No, it’s not, great question Nellie, next up is…




That wasn’t my question, I was going to ask your views on Keynesian Economics versus Monetarism.




… Perry from the Stoned, Boned and Automobiled channel…er, that’s what’s written down here anyway… sorry, madam, would you mind tapping him on the shoulder and reorienting him in this direction?




Whoa, such intense colors…dude, sooooo red!




Yes, we’ve already had the lipstick question, thank you, Perry.




Yeah, sure, but I’m probably coming out with another cliche you’re answering all day long every day, but here goes anyway, duuude, who’s your favorite Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtle?




Oh, that’s easy, La La. Another great question and next up is…




Right, best hit stop on that now. Makes for oddly compelling viewing, though. Anyway, I’m starting to think that Hugo’s easily impressed, but we’d both be fools to underestimate him. If he thinks Troy Laboy did something impressive for a politician there, I’m inclined to believe that he’s right and I’m the naive idiot here.




Oh, that, to be honest, that was down to my nephew, Spudlow. He’s got a big crush on Nellie of Nellie Does The News, so that was more about trying to get him a meeting with her.




More unnecessary modesty, Troy. Most politicians are boring, gray-haired fuddy-duddies who think the voters are just like them. It takes imagination to look for new audiences of new voters and reaching out to Nutty of Nutty Does The News shows me that you’re an out-of-the-box, blue-sky thinker who’s happy to throw random stuff at the wall to see what sticks. 
You’re rough around the edges, but I could help you become a politician who stands out even more clearly from the gray clones in the pack. Don’t you want to learn more of my secrets that make me such a formidable political opponent, even to my friends and colleagues?




I guess it wouldn’t do any harm.




Careful, Troy, that overly-excited and effervescent personality may work with the invigorated youth, but you’re really going to have to work on toning it down for the older voters.




You’re doing sarcasm now, aren’t you?




You are sharp. With me teaching you, perhaps one day you’ll be as sharp as me.




Okay then, give me a bit of Mr Miyagi wisdom right now.




You need to keep the message simple and tap into the things already in their head that they want and that reassure them, even if these are things they won’t openly admit. You can’t make them feel what you want them to feel, you have to latch onto the things that they’re already feeling. From meeting attendees at my events, I got a general feeling of dissatisfaction with how Everything is today. While there were various complaints, the consensus of opinion was that our once great country is in decline. Which led me to hit upon ‘Make Everything Great Again’ and you won’t believe where I got the inspiration for that.
Er.
Um.
Ho.
Well, aren’t you going to ask me where I got the inspiration from, Troy?




What, oh yeah, sure, erm, so where did you get the inspiration for ‘Make Everything Great Again’, Hugo?




It’s a funny story, Troy, I was actually inspired by some crappy breakfast cereal ad from when I was a kid. Krusties. Their slogan was ‘They’re great!’ You see by tapping into a memory of childhood, I can…




Hey, hang on, that slogan wasn’t Krusties.




Sure it was. Are you questioning me, Troy?




No, Hugo, it’s just I was sure that Krusties was a Hedgehogs Cereals product, before the company went bankrupt. And I recall their slogan as ‘The glow in the dark breakfast cereal’. And then they found that lots of kids were starting to glow in the dark.




No, I’m definitely right on this. It was a blue box with a grinning Timmy or Terry the Tiger doing a big thumbs up.




You see, I’m recalling a day-glo green box that apparently used to set off Geiger counters even without the cereal in it, and Andy the Armadillo doing the okay sign, with a single raised eyebrow that made him look a bit quizzical, like he was asking ‘are you okay?’




Ahh…maybe…anyway, it really doesn’t matter what the cereal was, the thing is that’s just the brilliant way I tap into the unconscious of the electorate. I target something that reminds them of a safe and happy time in their life and it helps make my message seem like one that will make them feel happy and safe once again.




So now I know that, does that make me like a grand-master of modern politics?




Get a grip, Troy, we’ve barely even scratched the surface, I’ve not even touched upon the importance of hate.




What, hating those who support a different team? Or rather, I mean a different party.




Yes, we absolutely need to stir up hate for supporters of the other party. It's proven to be hugely effective in making sports fans crazy loyal and we'd be nutters not to leverage the same effect for political parties. We have to take advantage of their madiavellian nature.




Umm, don't you mean Machiavellian? And I'm not sure where the end justifies the means applies in all this.




Because it doesn't and I do mean madiavellian. It's mad that the losers think that the means justify the end. Like sports fans, the losers hate those who vote for the other party so much, they're prepared to suffer anything to see the other side lose. Winning is more important than what happens as a result of winning. They want to crush the other side so badly, that if they have to crush themselves in the process, so be it.




That's horrendous. And utterly mad.




Oh, it is, Troy. Isn't it wonderful? And that's just scratching the surface of hate. It's a hugely powerful and flexible tool for us. I can't hope to cover all of it, but we can consider one key aspect now, if you'd like?
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Was it when Everything embraced discrimination?



Oh, please, Hugo, give me a taster lesson in hate.




Okay, which country has the best sense of humor in the whole world, Troy?




Oh, that’s easy, Everything of course.




Ever been to Spot and asked that question?




No.




If you ever try it, I guarantee everyone asked will say Spot. The same in Deumania, they’ll all say they have the best sense of humor in the world. Go to Bunqle and you’ll get the same response that they have the best sense of humor. It doesn’t matter where in the world you go, Berhumpy, the Kingdom of Koolioz, Fladgetalia, hell, even Nothing, the people will always tell you that their country has the best sense of humor. Yet, have you ever watched an episode of Mr Legumbre?




Oh yes, of course, it’s my four-year-old’s favorite. We just watched the last episode of the second season last night where Mr Legumbre breaks into the compound of Druglord and mercilessly guns down 196 of his most ruthless bodyguards and henchmen across 27 minutes of intense slaughter before slashing the throat of Druglord’s favorite Peruvian guinea pig, Princess Penelope Beauregarde, live on a video feed that Druglord is watching from Pimplord’s compund after Mr Legumbre tricked him into thinking Pimplord was planning a hit on him in order to take over his drug business. It was great, did you watch it, Hugo?




Umm, no, no I haven’t seen any of the second season. And that’s definitely Mr Legumbre, is it? It just feels like quite a narrative departure from the more comedic themes of the first season.




Yes, no, sorry Hugo, I’m getting confused with the other one my four-year-old loves, Druglord, Pimplord and Throat Slasher. It’s just the two actors who play Mr Legumbre and Throat Slasher are both called Geoff…except for the actor who plays Throat Slasher, he’s called Rowan…anyway, I always get confused between those two. 
It’s okay, I remember now, Mr Legumbre is the one with the Spottish comedian and he doesn’t say anything, just makes the occasional funny noise and all the humor is visual and physical. I love it, Hugo. Well, I mean, I love watching my four-year-old watch it, because she loves it, I mean, I’d probably switch over to Dox News myself.




It’s alright, Troy, to love Mr Legumbre, in fact, that’s the point I’m making. You could put Mr Legumbre on TV anywhere in the world and the people watching it would laugh. It’s universally funny. Every country thinks they have the best sense of humor, but the reality is we all share the same sense of humor. 
And it’s not like sense of humor is a unique characteristic in this regard, it applies to all our characteristics, we share them all. No matter where you go in the world, people are people. Different cultures may make things look a little different, but underneath, everyone wants the exact same things and has the exact same fears.




Really?




Of course. I know that you, Troy, for example, want to be safe, with a home to call your own and have access to sufficient water and food. You want to have a job that you enjoy that pays you enough to cover all the costs of living and lets you enjoy interesting activities in your free time. You want to have access to healthcare whenever you need it and social care during the times of your life when you’re vulnerable. You want to be free to travel where you want and when you want. You want to be treated fairly and with respect. You want to be free to live your life as you want and love whoever you want. You want to find someone to love and who will love you back. You want others to see and value you. To recognize your importance and stature. You want to be happy.




Uncanny alley, Hugo, how on earth did you know all of that? At one point I even thought you’d reveal my desire for a couple of Pugs, called Sickboy and Pochahontas La Princesa de la Televisión Diurna, and their coordinated mirror-ball style Elvis jumpsuits. Still, that was incredible.




Think of the Pugs as the exception that proves the rule, but beyond that, every single one of your desires are my desires too – actually to be quite clear, not the Pugs – and those same desires are shared by quite literally every other single human being on the planet. I’m not blowing smoke out my backside when I say people are people. Wherever on the planet we go, the people we meet are just the same as us and share both our wants and our fears. Our cultures may differ, but the people who developed and exercise those cultures don’t.




Gosh, knowing that, Hugo, surely you could ensure world peace and win the Humbel Peace Prize.




While the Humbel Peace Prize would look great displayed in the downstairs WC, there are priorities that we should be focusing on. So, yes, humans are the same, but fortunately humans don't care about that. They still look for the differences. The things that allow them to group this person with them and that person against them. And they find them too. It's truly a miracle of nature. For all their similarities, they always look at others and see the things that scare them and those are what cue divisions between people. 
Remember, Troy, we never, ever hate the things that make us feel daring and strong, only the things that make us feel scared and weak. We hate a man wearing a dress and drinking a beer, because it feels wrong and we fear things that don't feel right or because we fear it will make our son want to dress as a girl or because we want to wear a dress, but fear what others would say. Much of the time, though, the fear and resulting hate have no clear explanation. That's fine, we don't need to understand why much of society feels a specific way, we just need to recognize it so we can use it.




Use it, in what way?




Just consider the idea of Diversity, Equity and Inclusion that’s spawned the discriminatory practice of positive discrimination. Of course, you liberals never refer to ‘positive discrimination’ nowadays, do you, it’s all DEI this and DEI that.




Hang on, Hugo, it’s hardly fair to say positive discrimination is discriminatory.




‘It’s hardly fair to say positive discrimination is discriminatory’ is quite a bold assertion for one to make. I’m looking forward to you explaining this one to me, Troy.




Well, okay, yes, it is discriminatory, but in a positive way.




My lord, that's phenomenal, Troy, I never saw that argument coming...oh, no, wait, yes, I did, though in fairness, the clues were all there.




Oh, you know what I mean, there’s naturally occurring discrimination in our society against some groups, such as women or plaid people or the disabled. The concept of positive discrimination is meant to offset that discrimination.




So, two wrongs make a right then, Troy?




No, of course not, it’s more a case of which is least worst. We know that there is naturally occurring discrimination in our society. For example, if I apply for a job and my plaid neighbor applies for the same job, I immediately have an advantage over him because I’m white. It’s a bit like us facing each other in a 100 metres sprint, but his starting blocks are placed 30 metres behind the start line. And assuming half of the other runners are also plaid, their blocks are also 30 metres behind the start line, while the other three white runners have their blocks aligned with me on the start line. 
In this scenario, positive discrimination moves my blocks and the other white runners’ blocks back 30 metres so that all eight runners are starting from the same position. Obviously, all four white runners can complain that we’re being discriminated against because now we’re running 130 metres, but the playing field has been leveled and every runner in the race is running the same distance. Yes, now all eight runners are being discriminated against, but no runner now has an unfair advantage over any of the others. 
Discrimination, whether it’s natural or artificial, is unfair, but surely it’s fairer that society discriminates against everyone rather than just a subset of the people, isn’t it.




No, not if you’re white. Anyway, we’re not trying to discriminate against plaid people and we don’t support it, but it’s clearly wrong to discriminate against white people as an act of revenge. Surely you and I should be making society a fairer place where plaid people aren’t discriminated against, rather than taking the easy option and punishing everyone.




It’s a nice idea, Hugo, but that’s never going to happen.




You really are quite the defeatist, aren’t you, Troy? We’ve already established that people are people. We just need to make them see that.




Hang on, you were celebrating the fact that despite people being people, we can take advantage of the fact that they find and focus on their differences to drive division.




Oh yes, a good point, Troy, guess we’ll just have to agree to disagree on this then, rather like our respective parties agree to disagree on which battles to fight.




What do you mean by that?




The People’s Party and your rabid followers invariably fight the wrong battles. You see discriminatory and fascist language and behavior everywhere, even when it’s clearly not intended. 
A child asks mommy for the colored sweets and there’s indignant tutting from your corner that a child is being taught such outdated and unacceptable language. A foaming-mouthed Pitbull Terrier is spotted in a kids’ playground wearing a muzzle and you lot just see the poor little puppy’s canine rights being ignored. A middle-manager calls his team together to brainstorm a problem and there’s outrage that the feelings of epileptics are being walked over, they’ve got to have thought-showers now instead. 
You lot keep crying wolf at the slightest hint of political incorrectness. The losers are tired of it and they’re loving us for standing up to you lot for this ridiculousness.




Come on, Hugo, you’re over-dramatizing things there just to make a point.




Really? Just look at the farago over that jeans advert with the jubbly-endowed reality TV stars, the Sandias twins. It’s a lazy and obvious jokey pun on ‘genes’ and ‘jeans’ thought up by some sad little creative who probably thought they’d come up with the idea of the century, even though I’m sure the idea has been passed over hundreds of times before because it’s a bit rubbish. Nothing more than that, quite harmless, yet you lot are screaming about the racist and fascist undertones of it, because it smacks of Edith Blitzen’s ideology of genetic purity. 
Sure, focusing on genes may not be as inclusive as you liberals want everything to be, but that’s just the way the world works. You’re fighting a losing battle trying to convince the masses that there’s anything deeply racist in it. You’re just telling the viewers that they’re racist if they don’t see a problem in it, yet the majority of those watching know they’re not racist. They just see you and your supporters as an out of touch elite who want to strangle simple normality from everyday life for the rest of us. 
Why can’t we just react and laugh at things instinctively without having to double-think everything looking for 57 varieties of offense wrapped up in one seemingly harmless and barely considered message?




Well, the advertisers should have considered the message a bit more deeply, as should Milagros and Imponentes Sandias.




Don’t turn on the Sandias twins, Troy. That won’t help you. The losers already assume that by extension you’re saying they’re racist for playing a part in that advert. That’s hardly fair on them, is it? They’re no great geniuses of our time, you know. They clearly inherited the ‘dead heat in a Zeppelin race’ gene, rather than the ‘how to split the atom’ gene, hence their career path. The losers love them and it’s understandable, they’re both utterly lovely, and sheepdip stupid with it. 
They joined us at one of our fundraisers at my Hi-Falutin winter house and Hugo Junior and I got them to join us in the games room to play Honkey Bong on the 120-inch plasma screen. They were having a riot and then Junior tells them how I’ve been trialing the new Game Fella Joystick Pants, pants with a built-in controller so you can play your favorite games at any time and any place.




This story isn’t going to end well, is it?




It ended pretty well for me, I can tell you, Troy. They were both desperate to have a go, so Junior stood behind hiding the real controller and off they went, fighting over the, ahem, joystick like a couple of schoolgirls – rather reminded me of a Barry Bigglass shindig in the good old days. Honestly, it was the best game of Honkey Bong I’ve ever watched…at least right up until the end of level big boss fight. Things got a bit frenetic at that point. I think that’s when most of the bruising and tearing happened. 
Still, I wouldn’t change a thing about that happy mammary…oops, my Freud…I mean happy memory, and I wouldn’t ever do anything to offend the Sandias twins’ fans, either. My advice to you and the People’s Party would be to do the same. Oh, and invite them over to play Honkey Bong if you get the chance.






Actually, I see there’s some very valuable advice there, thank you, Hugo.




Of course there is, though I’m not sure which bit of advice you’re referring to, so I’ll assume the latter. But you see how you’re giving us a false elite to turn the losers against, rather than the real elite, We The People. No-one likes elites who think they’re better and smarter than them. On top of that it means that later we can blow the real fascist dog whistles and when you lot froth at the mouth about it being a disgrace, the losers will just think you’re over-reacting and making a fuss about nothing again. 
You lot need to stop seeing the world through your own eyes. People are people, it’s not difficult to understand what they’re thinking. And knowing that people are people does come with another advantage that we can celebrate. This might make you feel happier.




Really?




Actually, no, probably not. Remember, I said that people want others to see and value them? That there is quite simply a desire for status. We all want to be better, in particular better than those around us, so that they will know that we're more important than them. Of course, We The People want all the wealth and the status that goes with it, but we can reward some of the losers with other forms of status. 
A uniform and power over the other losers will make many do whatever we tell them. That power is status and they'll bully, beat up on and make the lives of other losers utter hell to make themselves feel better. A nasty little loser bully in a uniform will sacrifice his neighbors for the thrill of knowing that We The People have made him better than them. The simple fool will think he's one of us and will be the nastier for it. The nastier he is, the greater his status and he can flaunt it extravagantly over anyone who tries to resist him.




Hugo, you're so wrong. People join the police or army because they want to serve the general population, not to terrorize them.




It doesn't matter why they choose to join, it only matters that they do. Once they have that status, they won't want to lose it. We can count on them to do what we need them to do. Well, most of them.




Again, you're so wrong. We can't expect them to blindly carry out orders if those orders are clearly wrong.




But we can, Troy, we’re surrounded by little Blitzens. Back in the 4120s, Stanley Milgram carried out a fascinating experiment where he had subjects believe they were electrocuting someone in another room as part of an exercise studying learning ability. The maximum voltage of 450 volts was labeled ‘Danger: Severe Shock’. Every single person who took part administered shocks of 300 volts and two-thirds administered the full 450 volts, even when the fake subject stopped screaming and fell silent. 
Isn't that wonderful? We can count on two-thirds of the people to do what they're told simply because we are in authority. We're their betters and our status means most will blindly do what we tell them. And for the third that don't, we can count on two-thirds of our police and soldiers to administer punishment against them on our behalf.




You want our police and soldiers to be monsters?




Absolutely not, that’s what I love about it, we don’t need monsters. Milgram was partly inspired by understanding why so many of Blitzen’s men followed orders that led to more than six million plaid people being murdered by the state. Surely not every one of those involved in the Ultimate Solution was a monster, but still it appears that most of them participated in mass murder because those in authority told them to. They simply lacked the ability to resist authority.




Are you suggesting that the government of Everything should give our police and soldiers orders that we know to be wrong? Perhaps even use violence against our own population to ensure their compliance?




Of course not, Troy, I’m not suggesting that for one moment. This is all hypothetical, understanding how people are people. How we’re all the same underneath. Though, don’t you find it quite reassuring to know that we’d have that power if the losers ever forced us to use it?
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Was it when the military was hollowed out?



Oddly, no, I’m not sure I do find that so reassuring, Hugo. Still, while the rank and file might feel unable to stand up to authority, I suspect you may find it more difficult to make those in positions of command give the orders that could turn the might of the state against ordinary Everythingers.




You make a very good point there and it’s not one that hasn’t vexed myself and my team. The good news is we’re pretty sure there’s a really simple solution to this potentially sticky issue and to ensure we build a stronger military. We sack those currently in the leadership roles and replace them with men who we know will be loyal to me and will follow and give any order I give to them.




But Hugo, sacking the most able leaders in the military and replacing them with men you believe will be loyal to you won’t make Everything stronger. On the contrary, it will make our country weaker. Just look at the example of Nothing and how Mr Hooterz has turned his military into a reward for the biggest brown-nosers in Nothing. 
They’re meant to have one of the three most powerful militaries on the planet and the Bumptywasia war was meant to be over in a matter of days, facing as little resistance as when he annexed the Sunny peninsula. But here we are, almost four years later and he’s lost more than half a million troops dead or injured, and he still hasn’t even achieved air superiority. Our professional military would have spent a few weeks taking control of the skies and breezed into their capital in less than 48 hours. What you’re suggesting would make Everything just as weak and ineffective as Nothing. Don’t you see that?




Oh, you think you understand everything so much better, but stop and remember the 250 year anniversary parade. We were both there. What did you think of it?




Well, it was all very impressive. A quite remarkable spectacle to behold, in fact.




But what about the soldiers with plaid skin? I mean come on, plaid and olive camo! We can’t be promoting plaid-skinned men to leadership roles. Camo and plaid looks utterly ridiculous, doesn’t it?




Well, granted, Hugo, plaid skin combined with military camo does look a little grating on the eye, but should we really be making military leadership decisions based on appearances? It’s a professional and lethal military we’re meant to be managing, not a fashion show.




Yes, Troy, yes, of course we should. If you join me as Second-Best-Guy, do you really want to be photographed with a four-star general who looks like a clown who got caught in an explosion at a paint factory? No, of course you don’t, Mr Hooterz would laugh you out of town. You’re the one talking about the importance of a professional military. We’re not going to have a professional military with tartan clowns in charge, are we? We have to promote white men and while we’re doing it, naturally it makes sense to pick white men we know we can trust to do what’s in our best interests.




The country’s best interests, surely, Hugo?




Yeah, whatever, it’s all just semantics, and you’re right to focus on the best interests of the country. For that, we need the most advanced weaponry the world has ever seen, so all our enemies know it would be suicide to stand up to us. It’s essential that all branches of our military work closely with our great Everything weapons producers. The most advanced weapons will always ensure that we can never be defeated. Of course, the most advanced weapons are very expensive, which can lead to huge profits for those loyal Everything businesses, so be sure to buy plenty of their shares, Troy. There’s big money to be made ordering lots of advanced weapons.




That sounds a bit improper, Hugo.




You really are quite the Boy Scout, aren’t you, but don’t worry, it’s all above board. When we enter government, we just put all of our shares and investments into blind trusts that we have no control over. So, to be clear, we have to be sure to make all our agreements with our glorious weapons companies before we’re sworn in.




Oh, that sounds fine then, really it does, but ignoring the ethics of profiteering from the weapons suppliers, are the most advanced new weapons really what Everything should be spending its money on? Look at the Bumptywasia war. One of the reasons Nothing has failed to have mass success is the asymmetrical nature of the weaponry. We’ve seen hundreds, perhaps thousands of 50-ton main battle tanks destroyed or disabled by shoulder-launched missiles and drones weighing just kilograms. Nothing has had great success tossing cheap and simple glide bombs from well behind the front lines, but their navy has been humiliated by Bumptywasia’s HI powered surface and subsurface drones that cost just thousands of spondoolicks.




I think you mean AI powered drones.




No, it’s HI, Hamster Intelligence. They’re vicious little buggers, Hugo. Hamsters and HI is where Everything should be looking to invest our future military budget. Building little hamster sized aircraft and boats means we’ll give our military the ability to do much more for much less.




Umm…an interesting take, Troy, but don’t you think it sounds a bit radical to be targeting mere potential with no thought given to huge, long-term profits?




It almost feels like you just want to turn our military into a crazy little plaything for your own amusement and profit.




Oh yeah, that reminds me, have a look at this.




Those three women look vaguely familiar.




They should do, that’s Everything’s vice chief of Naval Operations, the commander of Everything’s Southern Command and the commandant of the Coast Guard.




Golly, they appear to be very friendly.




It’s not real, Troy, though it takes huge talent to craft a prompt that makes QrapGPT generate such a sexually explicit image. I had an intern working on that for three weeks. But my point is, look at them. They hardly look scary or threatening do they?




Well, I don’t think I’d feel comfortable with Commandant Dottythea Hernandoo doing that to me with a power-washer.




Hang on, let me look at that a moment Troy, umm…yeah, that’s not a power-washer, that’s a vacuum cleaner. That casts it in a very different light, doesn’t it?




Well, sure, I guess I’d be up for that if it was a vacuum cleaner, Hugo.




Exactly. We can’t have dolly-birds in uniform, armed with vacuum cleaners projecting Everything’s military might around the world, can we? Clearly, they need to be redeployed to roles more fitting for their fluffy-wuffy skill-sets and their jobs to be taken by white men who will scare the living daylights out of our enemies, even if those enemies are traitorous Everythingers. Don’t you agree, Troy?




When you put it like that, there is some merit to what you’re saying. I have to concede that. But hang on, you think we should use the military on Everythingers?




Of course we should, Troy. You liberals constantly complain about us conservatives fighting costly wars overseas and how that’s a dreadful waste of money. So, if we’re going to make our military cheaper to run, doesn’t it make obvious sense that we need to use them closer to home. And can anything be closer to home than Everything itself?




Okay, I can see some real logic in that, Hugo, and I don’t want to be a Debbie Downer about this, but that does rather sound like you want to use our military against our people just because you can.




Not our people, Troy, no, no, no, never, we’d only ever use our military against the losers. Perhaps another little reason for you and your family to join We The People. Perhaps?
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Was it when the poorest had to bail out the richest?



So, Hugo, you make no secret of your contempt for the losers and would use the military against them, despite you clearly being reliant on them, or at least some of them, to power your drive for power. Of course, you and the rest of We The People are surprisingly reliant on them whenever times are bad.




I’m not sure where you’re going with this, Troy, so come on, spit it out.




What’s your opinion on nationalization?




Ah, I see, very good. Well, obviously nationalization is an appalling act of theft by sovereign governments to acquire profitable companies and steal the profits from the shareholders who helped to grow the companies, resulting in the government grinding the companies down through wasteful mismanagement and rendering the companies worthless.




Not the most original response, but about what I’d expect from a billionaire capitalist who’s been declared bankrupt almost as many times as he’s been married. The problem with that answer, of course, is it’s simply not true. Not in the case of the nation of Everything, anyway.




I know where you’re going with this, Troy, and it’s not nationalization.




So the occasions when the government of Everything has bailed out huge companies that have been taken to the brink of bankruptcy by their management don’t count as nationalization? Even though the companies and their liabilities have been taken over by the government, putting the taxpayers of Everything on the hook for the unbelievable losses that were engineered by greedy and incompetent capitalists. 
Fortunately, experience tells us that government ownership turns these businesses around and returns them to profitability. You capitalists may not use the word nationalization, but that’s exactly what these situations have been. Except, for some inexplicable reason, after achieving profitability, they’re returned to private ownership until the next mega-scale cock-up.




Well, it’s not nationalization, so there.




So, I’m just hallucinating then? What a shame society can’t hallucinate nationalized healthcare and nationalized utility companies. We shouldn’t be allowing We The People to profit from essential services. Things like healthcare, water and power should be basic human rights. It’s simply wrong that anyone should be able to profit from basic human rights.




Without allowing profit, there’s no incentive for providers to do their best. Governments simply can’t run essential businesses as well as privately owned businesses.




Seriously, so government can run huge failing companies more efficiently than the capitalist fools who drive them to the brink, but can’t be trusted to run our country’s essential services more efficiently. What about Flantagulous Wardrobe at Crumple. Along with the Dotardian multi-national, Flappycoach, Crumple is the only other large commercial aircraft manufacturer in the world. Between them, their duopoly has orders for more than 15,000 airliners. Crumple literally couldn’t be any closer to being a monopoly without being a monopoly. It should be the easiest business in the world to run. I could literally train a monkey to run Crumple profitably. Its basic office would have a desk with a green button, a blue button and a red button.
Monkey come in.
Monkey sit at desk.
Monkey press green button.
Crumple workers build plane.
Monkey get banana.
Monkey press blue button.
Crumple workers sell plane.
Monkey get banana.
Monkey not press red button.
Crumple plane not fall from sky.
Monkey get banana.
It really is that simple, yet Flantagulous Wardrobe pitched Crumple into near disaster. He nose-dived their stock price, set their bonds on a journey to near junk status and still received a payoff of more than 60 million spondoolicks. The company is still recovering from the crashes that cost hundreds of innocent lives when the poorly conceived fuel-saving algorithm repeatedly shut off engines mid-flight to maximize fuel efficiency. And none of the families of those killed on his watch received anything near to 60 million spondoolicks in compensation.




I think you’re being a bit unfair there, Troy, Wardrobe’s a great businessman and a great leader who was let down by others.




Let down by others who he led. The reality is that businesses are very similar to sports teams. Even at the top teams, most of the players are just good enough, with only a few being truly outstanding. And the same applies to the coaches and managers of those sides, with most being good enough not to screw it up in a big way, but with only a few being truly outstanding. It seems that most big business leaders get paid an outrageous amount of money for making big short-term profits for shareholders who don’t care about what happens in the long-term. It would actually be harder to train a monkey to screw it up.




Oh, yes, the monkeys, can you really train monkeys to run big businesses profitably, Troy? This is flabbergasting news, why on earth are we wasting our time on politics?




No, Hugo, I was just trying to make a point. While I’m pretty sure I could train a monkey to run Crumple, I’ve never tried doing something like that.




Blast, back to politics it is then. I guess we could test out some monkeys on running a smaller government and if that works out, hire them out to big businesses.




Sorry, did I catch you suggesting smaller government?




Of course, big government is hugely inefficient and wasteful. It wastes massive amounts of taxpayers’ money. We should cut out all that waste and save the voters loads of cash.




Come now, Hugo, that’s not why you really hate big government. You hate big government because it works in the interests of the majority of Everythingers. You say you support small government so that everyone can decide how to spend their own money, because we all spend our own money more wisely than anonymous civil servants ever will. 
The reality is that you and the rest of We The People want small government because it leaves individuals to fend for themselves. Individuals have to make their own decisions and find their own suppliers. It makes it easier for you and your kind to profit excessively from individuals. Big government brings everyone together and we both know there’s safety in numbers. 
That’s why diabetics in Everything have to pay up to 10 times more for their insulin than diabetics in Spot. Spot’s government supplies insulin to their 232,000 diabetics and so they’re able to negotiate a much more competitive price. In Everything, our 1.8 million diabetics have to buy their insulin individually, which explains why they’re unable to negotiate such good prices and can pay up to 10 times more than Spotians pay. And that’s just one example, it applies across the board to drugs and the losers lack protection from government in other services too.




I’d argue that’s a rather subjective take on the situation. However you look at it, though, Everythingers enjoy an exceptional quality of life in every regard.




Oh, come on, Hugo, that simply isn’t the reality for most Everythingers, our society has become deeply unfair. Some 16 million Everythingers live below the poverty line, even as they contribute to our society. Why not just give them their fair share?




Their fair share? They’ve already got their fair share. They’re not the ones leading our society and building and running the successful companies that make Everything great. Anyway, thanks to your People’s Party, the national debt has ballooned to 37 trillion spondoolicks. You want to give them more, but how do we afford it?




The richest 10% of Everythingers own 112 trillion spondoolicks between them. They could pay off the whole national debt and still keep more than two thirds of their wealth. It's not like they're going to starve or have to make huge sacrifices to sort out our country's financial situation. Sure, they may have to take one less luxury overseas holiday each year or change their three cars every other year instead of every year or eat out just four times a week instead of six. But still, that doesn’t sound like too harsh an existence to me. Yet you want to become First-Best-Guy and cut even more social spending so you can give even more money to the wealthy. Why? They don’t need it.





It’s not a question of need. It’s not even a question of them deserving it, though they do because they earned it.




Earned it!? Don’t get me onto that subject.




Trust me, Troy, I’ll try not to, though I don’t fancy my chances. Regardless, when it comes to giving more wealth to the wealthiest, it’s a question of ability. The simple reality is that the losers let us do it. We don’t hide our immense wealth and privilege from the losers, it’s right there in plain sight. And the losers celebrate us for it. 
When another fancy-pants car maker releases another three million spondoolicks limited edition hypercar, they don’t exclaim that it’s obscene that such things are being bought by the wealthy when they’re working 50-hour weeks and still struggling to get from pay check to pay check. No, they tune into their favorite streaming platform and watch three fat old fudgers moan about the rise of low emissions zones, which mean they won’t be able to drive this new hypercar through downtown at 200mph because it’ll be too polluting. And when an exclusive fashion house starts selling a new handbag for what the average Everythinger earns in a year, do they contact their representative to condemn the social inequality? Of course not, they’re straight onto Smokestack to see which of their favorite celebrities and influencers have been lucky enough to get one of the new bags already.




So it’s their fault then, but why do you care so much about gaining more and more wealth when you already have more than you could ever spend?




It’s not about wealth, Troy, it’s about status, about being better than our neighbors. Money is nothing more than a way of keeping score, like kids using matchsticks in a game of blackjack. If I’ve got more money than you, that obviously means that I am better than you. I want to be better than you, but more than that, I want to be better than everyone…wait…no, actually that’s not quite right. I want to be the best. I want to be the greatest human ever. And I want everybody to know I’m the smartest, funniest, sexiest, most powerful and most terrifying human being that the universe…no, Hugo, concentrate…that God ever created. When the losers and the rest of We The People kneel before their Lord, their King, I want them to tremble in the knowledge that I and I alone hold the power of life and death over them. All of you must worship me.




Well, I think it’s absolutely fantastic that you’ve set yourself some clearly defined and ambitious life goals, Hugo, though I can see it must make gift shopping awkward when it’s your birthday or Christmas.




Not at all, Troy, just last Christmas my favorite niece, Frou-Frou Brazilian-Landing-Strip, gifted me a quite delightful toweling bath robe. On the back it has this rather striking print of a giant demonic dragon squishing ugly little people to pulp in its powerful taloned feet and blowing fire at hundreds of plaid people who are fleeing in panic. The dragon’s face is mine. It looks fantastic and the toweling feels super soft on the skin, though the static plays havoc with my elaborate comb-over. So, don’t worry, Troy, I trust that you’ll never have any trouble finding a way to show me how important I am to you.




Some matching slippers, perhaps?




Or your guaranteed, unquestioning and unwavering loyalty for all time, perhaps?




And can all Everythingers expect such generous treatment from you if they guarantee you their loyalty?




We have to be pragmatic, Troy. It can be tempting to promise the world to everyone, but we have to work within the constraints of reality.




Ah, those pesky constraints of reality. I guess that’s why during the last financial crisis, the government eagerly made cuts to public spending so they could bail out the bankers who caused the crisis with their reckless gambling, using their customers’ money to generate huge wealth for themselves while creating nothing of value for our society, but when the poorest can’t afford healthcare or need to rely on the charity of food banks to feed themselves and their families, the government won’t tax the richest to bail them out?




"You know what, Troy, sometimes I wonder if I’ve misjudged you? How simplistic and naive can you be? The population of Everything is 340 million people, but only 472,943 work in investment banking and, of course, only a few of those got bailed out. In fact lots of them lost their jobs. So let’s say that only 5% really benefited, which is probably high, but that gives us about 23,648 bankers helped out financially. Now, do you have any idea how much dinner at Percy’s costs?




Percy’s? Who’s Percy.




Really? Percy’s is perhaps the finest dining experience in the Barrier district, all the top bankers dine there. Here’s the thing, Troy, dinner is going to cost 1,000 spondoolicks and they’re going to need something like a 4156 Haut Brion to wash it down, which is 3,200 spondoolicks a bottle, and they’re going to have to tip the poor waiting staff, which brings us to a grand total of 4,201 spondoolicks. Multiply that by 23,648 investment bankers and it comes to just 99,345,248 spondoolicks. Less than 100 million spondoolicks, so eminently affordable, but are you seriously suggesting that the government should recklessly use their budget to feed all 340 million Everythingers? 
Do the math, Troy, that’s more than 1,428 trillion spondoolicks. That’s more than 43 times Everything’s entire national debt. It’s a plainly ridiculous and fantastical idea. As much as we might want to help the poor people eat, it simply isn’t affordable, is it? That’s why the government is only able to help out the bankers, because that is affordable and surely it’s better to do something, no matter how small it may be, rather than doing absolutely nothing at all, don’t you think?




Well, yes, Hugo, when you explain it like that, it actually does make perfect sense.




Aww, bless him. I hate myself for this, but for a moment there I found myself rather warming to Troy.




We’ve got a little Bichon Maltese with hydrocephalus, so about 90% of his brain is just fluid, instead of, well, brain. He’s so awfully sweet. Mrs Forclift describes him as a forever-puppy.




Anyway, the more I see of Troy, the more I find myself seeing him as a forever-puppy, too.



Of course it does. The terrible reality is that socialism just isn’t affordable for everyone.




Hang on, it’s terrible that socialism isn’t affordable?




Good grief, did I just say that out loud?




So, are you a closet socialist, Hugo?




I should wash your mouth out with soap, you sick perv. I’m a capitalist, through and through. Here’s the thing, though, Troy, it’s time to share one of We The People’s dirty little secrets. We The People love socialism just as much as the losers, but only when it’s benefiting us. 
Socialism’s a bit like free speech. We all love free speech till someone says something we don’t like. And everybody loves socialism when they’re receiving someone else’s money, but they hate it when it’s their money going to someone else.



Even when they've got more money than they'll ever need?




Especially when we’ve got more money than we’ll ever need.
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Was it when the unions were broken?



So, Hugo, Everythingers should be working together if your plan is to shrink government to make it easier for you to profit from them. They should be promoting the merits of labor unions to each other. That will help give them some power to counter the actions of We The People.




Unions? That’s priceless, Troy. Undoubtedly, the single greatest achievement of the National Party has been convincing ordinary Everythingers that unions are a dreadful evil that will make their lives worse than they ever should be. In fairness, the party owes a debt of gratitude to Spot’s four-time King’s Counsel, Hadget Pharmsey. She was a true fascist political genius. I can only wonder at how she convinced tens of millions of working-class Spotians that they were actually middle-class. 
Brilliant. Absolutely brilliant. I don’t know if the rumors are true that First-Best-Guy Rogered Bueyboy had an affair with her, but they certainly had a close trans-oceanic relationship and her actions clearly inspired some of his greatest acts during his eight years leading our great nation. Without Pharmsey leading the way, it’s questionable whether Bueyboy would ever have become the greatest National Party leader of the last 150 years. Well, until me, of course.




So you think the blame for just 10% of Everythingers being union members today is down to one of Spot’s leaders from 40 years ago or more?




Perhaps it’s just the hangover of a schoolboy crush, but why not give her some credit?




Schoolboy crush? I’m doing the sums and mid-life crisis might be nearer the mark.




Whatever, I guess she reminded me of matron. Anyway, once Hadget Pharmsey convinced most of Spot’s working-class that they were actually middle-class, it made it easy for her to separate them from the traditional working-class institutions and to render those institutions near to irrelevant. The unions were just one of those institutions, but a hugely important one to break. 
By selling off social housing at dirt-cheap prices, she removed a hugely costly obligation from her government’s duties while simultaneously converting a huge part of the population into her voters. She then presented the unions as nasty organisations run by petty little men who wanted to quench their hatred of their betters and punish and hurt everyone else. Her new voters wanted nothing to do with the unions anymore, seeing them as dirty little reminders of where they came from and no longer fit for their new lives. Of course, they never saw the long-term damage they were doing themselves by giving up the power that numbers gave them. Their own pride was the architect of their downfall.




You really see pride as the key to the downfall of the unions?




Absolutely and Everythingers have made the exact same mistake, seeing the unions as an unsavory relic from the past, rather than organisations that give them the power to stand up to We The People. They’re proud and think the unions are below them, something their parents and grandparents needed, but unnecessary for them and their sophisticated ways.




It’s crazy that they’ve walked away from one of their biggest points of power.




It is and it isn’t. The core of the problem is that they listen to their betters rather than each other. Of course, we’re going to tell them unions are a terrible idea. What makes them weaker makes us stronger.




But why do you hate unions so much? They hardly change the balance of power, at best they only make the playing field a little more level.




I don’t want a level playing field. I want to know I hold all the cards. Gransom! Carstairs! Here, now!




You called, sir?




Yes, sir?




Gransom, Mr Laboy here has been explaining to me the importance of workers being members of a labor union. Would you like to join a union, Gransom?




Very good, sir, if it makes you happy.




Makes me happy, you’ve got some neck, you treacherous snake. How about you, Carstairs, you want to join comrade Gransom in the union?




Oh no, sir, I fear it would detract from my ability to serve you to the best of my ability.




Right, Gransom, you’re sacked! Clear your room and sling your hook. Carstairs, you’re my new lead butler. If Gransom’s not out of the door in five minutes, release the dogs on him.




Very good, sir, though just one thing.




What is it, Carstairs? I’m a very busy man.




It’s just that we don’t have any dogs.




With your promotion, you’re going to have to get used to greater responsibility within my household, so time to start showing some initiative. Get some dogs, Carstairs.




In less than five minutes? Might I suggest double-barrel buckshot, perhaps, as an alternative?




DOGS, CARSTAIRS!




Of course, sir.




So still convinced that unions are a positive thing for the working class then, Troy?




That was pretty harsh, but had he actually been in a union before you sacked him, you may not have found things went so easily for you.




Well, he wasn’t and they did. Anyway, it should be a blessing for Gransom. He was getting on a bit, so I’ve given him the opportunity to spend his remaining days relaxing. You know, I don’t think I ever saw him sit down in almost forty years. Now he’ll be able to spend all day, every day, sat down on a piece of damp cardboard on the sidewalk. Bet the selfish barsteward doesn’t pop in before leaving to thank me, though. I shouldn’t be surprised, though, all workers are selfish and ungrateful barstewards.




Seems a rather one-sided view of the world. Perhaps if the union at Crumple had maintained its strength, that company wouldn’t have been driven into the gutter by mindless management. The whole problem there seems to be that the focus of the leadership was solely on serving their shareholders. The priority for any business should be serving their customers and then, second to that, serving their workers. A business can’t survive without those two key groups. Shareholders should only ever feature a distant third in terms of who needs to be kept happy.




I agree with your sentiments on the importance of customers, but I’d say you misunderstand the position of shareholders. They’re customers too. They’ve bought a share of the profits and while they may be on the back-end, they deserve to be prioritized every bit as much as the front-end customers. Which leaves the workers at the bottom of the pyramid of importance. I think we can see this set-up in action very well at Eleanor Frankicense-Centric’s SpaceEx. She’s been very firm on blocking unionisation among her workers and they love her for it. She’s a strong leader and her workers respect her for it as they all know where they stand.




I’m not sure SpaceEx should serve as a positive example in any kind of scenario. Sure, ‘the out of this world alternative to divorce’ may sound like a clever and witty line to end a TV advert, but the business should never have been allowed to operate. These are real people whose lives have been utterly uprooted and sent into eternal orbit. And as for her workers knowing where they stand with her, considering the first two test launches of the service used leading members of the internal movement for unionizing SpaceEx, it’s hardly surprising that particular labor movement died off very quickly.




Look Troy, I’m not saying I’m a fan of SpaceEx, but everything Eleanor has done has been entirely legal and above board. Every launch has been from Equatorial Tribble, where one-way space flights are fully compliant with that country’s constitution and laws.




Good grief, what was that terrifying, blood-curdling scream?




CARSTAIRS, WHAT ON EARTH IS GOING ON?




Sorry to disturb you both, sir, the dogs were just helping Gransom off the property.




Yap yip yap yip yap yip yap yip yap yip.




Ah, Bunty and Satan, hello fellas. Good thinking, Carstairs, borrowing the dogs from Mrs Malfeasance on the 36th floor.




Umm, Hugo, which one is Bunty and which one is Satan?




Use some common sense, Troy, how could anyone possibly name such a cute little French Bulldog as this Satan?




Right, so Satan’s the Pomeranian then?




Who’s a good boy? Who’s a good boy, then Bunty? Yes, you are. Yes, you’re a good boy too, Satan. Satan do shaky paw with his uncle Hugo? Oh, good boy. Carstairs, quick man, call a vet, Satan’s bleeding.




Please, relax, sir, that’s Gransom’s blood. I don’t imagine the treacherous snake will be able to sit for a week.




Oh, phew, nothing to worry about then. But how on earth did Satan manage to reach up to him.




Satan didn’t need to, sir, I picked him up. Gransom really doesn’t move very quickly now, though he did put on a surprising turn of speed as Satan sank his teeth into his backside.




Good man, Carstairs, your promotion seems to have been well merited, you’re positively oozing initiative.




Congratulations, Carstairs, but this doesn’t seem very fair for Gransom, Hugo.
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Was it when Everythingers allowed wealth to be hoarded for generations?



It’s time to grow up, Troy, the world is unfair.




But as a society, we could try to make things more fair for everyone. Why should some people never have to worry about money just because their parents or some ancient relative was able to gain enough wealth to support their descendants for multiple generations? And forget about fairness or otherwise, it simply isn’t in the best interests of society. 
You harp on about how the world can only function correctly by following a strict system of capitalism, where everyone has the same opportunities to make the most of themselves, ensuring that the most capable will rise to the top to build the new businesses that make society as a whole richer. 
And at the same time you believe that families should be able to hoard wealth for generations, ensuring that many less able people start at the top, while making it harder for more able people to rise to the top, as the free movement of money is actually restricted. You’re a hypocrite, Hugo.




I imagine to someone not well-schooled in economics, what you say might sound perfectly logical, but the reality is that it’s simply nonsense.




It’s not nonsense. Let me illustrate the problem for you. Imagine a village 12,000 years ago, just as humans were starting to form into communities that use farming, rather than hunting and gathering, as their main source of food. For simplicity, our village of one thousand people consists of 100 families and each family has an equally sized piece of land, which they can use to grow food for their own use. Some 8 miles away from the village, on the coast, is a town of three thousand people who largely rely on the sea for food, as they have less fertile land around them to grow crops. 
At first, every family in the village struggles to work out the best way to farm their land to maximize the amount of food they produce. It’s likely they’d all still need to hunt and gather food to ensure they have enough for the whole year. The food that they grow and hunt and gather is the equivalent of income. They use it solely to ensure that they are able to live from day to day, year to year. With time, though, at least some of the families start to generate more food than they need to feed themselves. Once a family is able to generate surplus income, more than they need to cover their day-to-day needs, they can start to generate wealth. 
So let’s imagine that one of these families, the Burns family, along with some others, starts generating surpluses of food, year after year. They transport their surplus food to the coastal town and sell it, meaning that year after year, their land is generating enough food to feed themselves and creating more wealth, which means they always have money available to fall back on if they should suffer an occasional bad harvest. More than that, though, they can use their wealth to buy pieces of land from other families in the village, which is exactly what some of these families do.




So what, you’ve got a thing against people investing in property?




"No, not at all, if you let me continue, I’m getting to my point. After the first generation of farmers passes on their land, the second generation of the Burns family farmers and nine other families now own two pieces of land each, while 10 families, including the Simpsons, have sold their land and are reliant either on working for other farmers or finding other ways to earn food. 
The first generation of farmers all started on a level playing field, but 10 families in this second generation have got a head-start, while 10 families have no land at all. That head-start means that the Burns family and nine other families are able to generate even more surplus crops that they can convert into wealth. And that wealth can be used to buy even more pieces of land. However, it’s also still possible with this second generation for some families who own just one piece of land to grow enough surplus crops to generate enough wealth to buy an additional piece of land, too.




Are you sure you’ve not got a thing against property investment? It’s just you seem to be a bit fixated on it, if you don’t mind me saying?




Are you actually paying attention to what I’m saying, Hugo? I’m not trying to make a point about property investment. Now, let me summarize the situation after the second generation. The Burns family and nine other families now own four pieces of land each, while five second-generation families were able to grow enough surplus to buy a second piece of land each. That means we have 50 families who still own one piece of land, but now 35 families own no land at all and either have to find work with other land owners or find another way to earn money to buy food. 
Let’s move forward to the third generation of families. Again, 15 families have a head-start, though for 10 of those families, like the Burns family, it’s an even bigger head-start. But now the Simpsons are one of 35 families who are starting out with nothing. By the end of this third generation, the Burns family and nine other families now own 8 pieces of land each, for a total of 80 pieces, and five other families own the remaining 20 pieces of land. In just three generations, because families can hoard their wealth across generations, just 15 families from the village own any land and the other 85 families own none of the village land. 
Those 15 families have captured all of the village’s surpluses and, in so doing, have captured the village’s only way to generate wealth. If you’re born into the Simpsons family or one of the other 84 families with no land, it doesn’t matter if you’re a better farmer or businessman than someone born to a family with land, because they have the advantage of wealth giving them a head-start. Anyone who is born into a family of millionaires has a much better chance of dying a millionaire than someone born into a poor family.




That’s just the luck of the draw, oops, almost forgot, ahem, I mean God makes these decisions for us. Apparently, I’m meant to be trying to appeal to the religious right by pretending to be a devout and God fearing Christian.




Yeah, but you capitalists pretend that individuals should be primarily responsible for their own economic success and that’s why society shouldn’t be wasting money on social support, but at the same time you all want your own kids to have an unfair head-start over everyone else.




Not at all, Troy, I absolutely believe in the importance of individuals creating their own success and wealth.




That’s easy to say, Hugo, but if you really believed in capitalism, you’d want the most brilliant entrepreneurial minds to have the freedom to create the new businesses that will ensure the strongest and healthiest society possible. You know Festoon Bunting, the owner of AllThingz, don’t you?




That nasty little sleaze, if he doesn’t get a grip on the editorial policy of his newspaper, once I’m First-Best-Guy, I’m going to take the Sunday edition of his paper, roll it up loosely and shove it right up his where the sun don’t shine.




Okay, but…




Sideways.




Okay, but…




And that’s if he’s lucky.




Okay, but my point is that he borrowed 245,573 spondoolicks from his parents to start AllThingz and the company was recently valued at 1.922 trillion spondoolicks. That’s an increase of 777,773,000%. Your mom left you 416 million spondoolicks and I read last week that if you’d just put your money into a standard bank account, you’d be half a billion spondoolicks richer today than you actually are. 
Just imagine if you’d increased your wealth by 777,773,000% like Festoon Bunting. You’d have 3,235,536,096,000,000 spondoolicks right now. You could pay off Everything’s national debt and still have 3.2 quadrillion spondoolicks left. This clearly illustrates my point that inheritances aren’t just unfair, they’re…gosh, is it getting hot in here…they’re anti-capitalistic because…er…umm…they make it harder for truly talented entrepreneurs…to…ahm…get access to money…gulp…because so much wealth is tied up with the untalented children…golly…of brilliant entrepreneurs from the past oooeeeeeek!




Are you okay, Troy? You seem jumpy.




No, yes, umm, yes, I’m fine, thank you, Hugo. You just startled me, that’s all.




Oh, I am sorry, Troy, I just happened to notice that you were backing into a plinth that my priceless Krinkle Dynasty vase is displayed on. If I hadn’t quickly thrust my powerful arm past you to catch it, it would have shattered to smithereens on the floor. That would have made me sad. You don’t want to make me sad, do you, Troy?




Oh, no, absolutely not. I’m so sorry, Hugo, I can’t believe I was so clumsy as to back into the plinth like that.




Now, why don’t we change the subject a bit, Troy?




Gosh, that really is a great idea, you know, I can’t even recall what it was we were talking about now.




Well, you were spouting some naive nonsense about society not offering a level playing field for all its members to find success and fortune, but the reality is that there is a level playing field. Anybody can apply to appear on Sheep Pit and pitch their idea to brilliant entrepreneurs like me. I’ve invested my own money in loads of these ideas and helped build multiple thriving new businesses that help move all of society forward.




Businesses like the Chocolate Cafetiere Company, perhaps?




Everyone likes chocolate and who doesn’t need a caffeine boost every now and again.




Not the most robust of products, though, was it?




So it was a single-use product, like sanitary towels.




A single-use and a puddle of chocolatey coffee.




Which just helped us justify our complementary product range.




You mean the chocolate mugs, don’t you?




Indeed, but I sense you’re missing the big picture here, Troy, us businessmen don’t invest in ideas, we invest in people and trust me, I invested an awful lot of myself into the Hevenly triplets. Boy, those girls knew how to party.




No doubt it hit you hard then when Brandi took her own life, Candi had that horrible fall into rampant drug use and Randi was committed to a long-term mental health institution after working with you.




Of course it did, though if I’m being completely honest, I feel like I got my money’s worth.




Which is probably not a claim you’d make about the Sugar Paper Umbrella Company, I suspect.




Again, it’s about investing in people and, well, Bubbaloo Divine, divine by name and divine by nature. And don’t forget, after the business crashed and burned, she had the balls to retrain. She’s one of the country’s leading prosecutors right now.




Oh yes, which segues us quite neatly into the Pigwoo.




Now the Pigwoo was brilliant. We could all see that that self-balancing hoverboard with handlebars was the future of human transportation. The technology in that was truly mind-blowing and had the promise to massively reduce pollution generated by human travel.




But Hugo, it didn’t hover, she just kept showing it to you and the other sheep from clever angles. We at home were all screaming at the TV screen, ‘the thing’s got wheels.’




It was a prototype and they’re still very popular at airports.




Not as popular as airplanes.




But Troy, how many times do I have to say it’s about the people. Lizzie Dizzy-Busy looked like she’d been put together by Professor Frankenstein using the best bits of all the world’s supermodels, only with neater stitching than in the movie and not green either.




Which may explain how she came to be…um…the third Mrs Sensationist?




Yep, the third and one of my personal all-time favorites too, which made the divorce so painful, but what could I do after her conviction for fraud with a 15-year prison sentence?




A case prosecuted by Bubbaloo Divine with you as the star witness, if I recall.




I never felt good about that, Troy, but justice must be served or society will descend into anarchy. You have to remember that I invested an awful lot of money into the Pigwoo self-balancing hoverboard. She swore to me and the other investors that she’d developed absolutely world changing new gravity defying technology, but here’s the crazy Twilight Zone moment, and you’re probably going to struggle to get your head around this Troy, but if you ever get to look at a Pigwoo close up and from just the right angle, the thing’s got wheels!




Strewth! Oh well, at least you seemed to show some concern for the climate with your investment in Pigwoo.




Any successful businessman needs to understand what’s important to the market, Troy.
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Was it when money became more important than the planet?



Of course, Hugo, climate change is just a marketing angle, not a real problem, and if it was real, obviously it wouldn’t be man-made, would it?




Well, that’s a surprisingly progressive point of view for a liberal like yourself. I guess we can end this chat right now and my people can announce that you’re joining me while we go play a round of golf.




I’m being sarcastic, Hugo, of course climate change is a thing and it’s man-made too. For the love of the sweet baby beavers, it’s an existential threat to humankind.




Oh, that’s a bit melodramatic, isn’t it, Troy?




Melodramatic? Billions are going to die. There’s at least 1.5 billion people on the continent of Tarzanua alone, a significant number already living in poverty. It’s not that much of a mental stretch to see a world where half of those people lose their lives due to drought and famine from our climate change. And that’s just one continent, we could easily see that number increased five-fold across the planet, Hugo.




But those losers aren’t even Everythingers. Why are you worrying about them? Oh, I bet you’re one of those people who goes on an eco-holiday to some third-world dump and then launches a Fund-My-Whim campaign to cover the costs of transporting Paco, a psychotic monster dog with a frothing mouth, back to Everything and his forever home. Troy, get real, those other places don’t matter and nor does made up climate change.




Well, that’s just typical of you conservatives. Pretend that man-made climate change isn’t a thing.




Come now, Troy, these things have always happened throughout history. It's all perfectly natural and not something we should be worrying about.




Don't worry about it? The world is warming up ten times faster than it did during the Great Permian Dying and that wiped out as much as 90% of all life on the planet.




These things happen, you can't blame mankind for it.




Have you never heard about the internal research document produced by scientists for the Whoosey Dhoosey Gas Company in 4675 that, with the benefit of hindsight, shows that they accurately predicted the global warming levels based on their sales?




Of course I have. Once daddy heard about that report and the fact that it would be suppressed and undermined by even more of their scientists, he went in big on Whoosey Dhoosey Gas Company stock. Why wouldn’t he? Anyway, you liberals have a habit of focusing on the Whoosey Dhoosey Gas Company and their internal research, but what about Snail Oil? They had their own research almost 20 years earlier that predicted the same adverse results. Why isn’t that so widely reported? Because you liberals weren’t told about it. We cleaned up with that data as well.




Okay, fine, but tens of millions of Everythingers will die because of our climate change, too, maybe more, don’t you care about them, Hugo?




Boo hoo hoo, thirst, starvation and societal destruction. Why didn’t they buy Snail Oil stock or Whoosey Dhoosey Gas Company stock? They’d be loaded right now and could survive the worst that climate change can throw at us, along with the rest of We The People. And you’re missing the obvious point, Troy. We’re all going to die. Even me. I survived four assassination attempts last week alone. Do you think this plaster on the tip of my nose is a fashion statement?




Actually, I thought maybe you were a Sadman Pants fan. Gosh, I used to love him when I was a kid. Deliver the Hatstand is still one of my desert island discs, although I have to admit that Pantsmusic was the first dance at our wedding, that’s her favorite. Of course, it was our shared love of Sadman Pants that brought us together and we both dressed up as a roguish mailman and did his signature whipcracking dance. I looked sooooo cool. Oo oo oo oo oo oo oo, oooeeeoo, oo oo oo oo oo oo oo, ooeeeoo. I tell you, they don’t write them like that anymore, Hugo.




Maybe not, but all the same, I’ll probably pass an Executive Order prohibiting such music just to be on the safe side, but once more I fear we’ve somehow managed to drift effortlessly from the matter at hand, man-made climate change in this case.




Oh yes, climate change, what were we saying?




Well, you were sobbing your sad little eyes out about climate change being an existential threat to humankind and I was pointing out that it’s only an existential threat to some humans, and the kind that don’t matter at that. The losers.




But the losers are the ones that attend your rallies and spend their hard-earned cash on your MEGA hats and t-shirts and chant your name because you tell them you’re going to make Everything great again. How can you be so callous and say they don’t matter?




Because they don’t. Have you ever looked closely at the crowds at one of my rallies? Not the ones standing behind me or the ones to the side, where the camera might catch them in the background of a passing shot of me. We’re careful to position the beautiful ones carefully. No, I mean the ones right in front of me that the cameras never capture, except occasionally the back of their heads. Those ones, Troy, I can tell you, they’re a hideous bunch of munter-ugly freaks and weirdos born from a limited gene pool. Seriously, you look at some of them and you’d think it’s a miracle their papa’s sperm was ever able to find an egg, instead of just swimming around in circles, blowing bubbles. So no, they don’t matter and I don’t care about them.




What, even the beautiful ones?




I’m a married man, Troy, beautiful people are nothing more than a disposable vape. Sure, it’s fantastic when the sucking’s going on, but you don’t feel any emotion or sadness when you ditch it in the gutter. If you want to see me emotional about climate change, forget about people and focus on insurance. Trust me, Troy, the most stressful thing about this whole global warming malarkey is working out when to sell my shares in various insurance companies to make the maximum profit. 
Over the next few decades, there’s going to be a delicious bump in profits as the losers who can afford it will spend more money for insurance, even as premiums rise, in the desperate hope that they can maintain their standard of living through the next catastrophe. But premiums will rise and fewer people will bother with insurance as once-in-a-century floods or fires or tornadoes start repeating every few years. 
The holy grail for we the people is to get our money out right before the companies all collapse after one disaster too many and it turns out the money needed to put everything right has disappeared into the gilded wallets of people like me who can afford not to need insurance. 
You see, Troy, We The People don’t worry about climate change because it can’t hurt us. We’ll always be able to afford to buy homes in the places around the world where the weather isn’t laying waste to everything. And we’ll probably buy plane tickets for those we displace to fly back to Everything so they can struggle to stay alive with the losers that we leave behind. Do you know the definition of a crime against humanity, Troy?




Oooh, ooooh, funnily enough, this came up in the pub quiz last night. Six, yes, there are six species of sloth in the world.




Right. Was there possibly a question in the pub quiz last night that required you to know how many different species of sloths there are in the world?




By the power of grayskull, yes, there was Hugo, how on earth did you know that?




"It was the lead story on Dox News this morning. By any chance, was there also a question about, oh, I don’t know, maybe the definition of crimes against humanity?




Fudge me, Hugo, this is getting really rather uncanny now, yes, there was. Is there a mirror behind me?




Yes, that’s right, a mirror, and what was the answer to the crimes against humanity question? Please.




Well, we thought it was chocolate-covered peanuts and we actually kicked up quite a fuss, because the quiz master wouldn’t give us that, not even a half point for being close.




"Really, so what did the quiz master think the answer was, pray tell?




Well, that utter simpleton seemed to think the answer was ‘a deliberate act, typically as part of a systematic campaign, that causes human suffering or death on a large scale,’ and he wouldn’t give us a half-point for chocolate-covered peanuts. What a complete barsteward.




A complete barsteward indeed, but don’t worry, Troy, when I’m First-Best-Guy, I’ll have him stuffed and mounted and you can use him as a hatstand in the Second-Best-Guy’s office. Now I asked about crimes against humanity because you seem surprised that I should feel such complete and utter contempt for the losers. You have to understand that if you’re going to join We The People, you need to focus 100% on getting what you want, no matter the cost to the losers. 
More than 50 years ago the leaders of the world’s petroleum companies realized that the product they were selling had already started to change the world’s climate and that if they continued to sell it, potentially billions of human lives would be lost. What did they do? Did they warn the world and use their vast financial reserves to start working on creating new ways to create and use energy, and so save the world and all its inhabitants? 
No, of course they didn’t. Despite the fact that continuing to sell oil clearly constituted a crime against humanity, they continued selling oil because that was the easiest way for them to continue to make vast amounts of money. And what devastating punishments were handed down to them?




Smacky bottoms all round?




An interesting and, if I might be so bold as to venture, eccentric guess given the globally devastating consequences of their actions, but no, surprisingly, not even smacky bottoms all round. In fact, their only punishment has been ever-increasing immense wealth and power.




So I don’t imagine they’ll be doing that again in a hurry.




No, probably no need to. Oh, the wonder of We The People's next-level conspicuous consumption. The greater the waste, the greater our status. I said before that money is just a way of keeping score. Well, the amount that we can afford to waste is yet another way of keeping score. The more that we can afford to waste, the greater we are. And we're literally wasting an entire planet. We're the greatest generation history has ever seen.




But hang on a second, Hugo, here’s what I don’t understand, if things are going to be so disastrous for tens of millions of Everythingers, why on earth don’t they seem to care?




Partly because We The People don’t care. They see us, We The People, as their betters and when they see that we aren’t worried about the huge negative impacts of climate change, they think that they don’t need to worry about it either. Even the ones who say they believe in the science don’t actually do anything of substance to save the planet. It just doesn’t click with them that even the poorest of We The People have at least tens of millions of spondoolicks and often much more just jangling around the back of the sofa. 
They simply don’t understand that we can afford not to worry about it and that they most definitely can’t. Fortunately, the idea of a global catastrophe scares the living daylights out of them, so they do their best not to think about it. If they did, they might just realize their only hope of survival is to join together and force We The People to use our vast amounts of money to save them as well as ourselves. Now that really would be a global catastrophe.
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Was it when the wealthy started to ignore the law?



Troy, jus soli?




Why not? I am a bit parched from all this chatting. You know I always have an orange juice with my breakfast. Once when we were on holiday, I tried grapefruit juice. I didn’t like that, it made my mouth feel like it was crumbling. If soli juice is anything like that I probably won’t like it. But as Uncle Rodney taught me the day we went bungee jumping, we should always try something at least once or we’ll never know if we like it. I don’t like bungee jumping, though I might feel differently if Uncle Rodney hadn’t forgotten the bungee rope. Luckily, the Rio Dolores broke my fall and I was washed up a mere 80 miles downstream and spent the next 18 months raised by raccoons. I still miss mummy raccoon. Daddy raccoon not so much, he used to try to eat me whenever mummy raccoon’s back was turned and…




That’s truly fascinating, Troy, but I wasn’t offering you a refreshing fruit beverage. Jus soli is Latin for the right of the soil. It’s the principle that means that anybody who is born in Everything automatically becomes a citizen of Everything, even if neither of their parents are Everythingers. That’s a dreadful idea, don’t you agree?




Well, actually, I’m not sure. I mean, if it’s part of our Constitution, surely it must be a good thing because Everything is the greatest country on the planet. Besides, we’re a nation of immigrants, so doesn’t it make perfect sense that anyone born here automatically becomes one of us, regardless of who their parents are?




No, it doesn’t, Troy. You see, once upon a time, we were a nation of immigrants, but we’re not anymore. Besides, this whole situation around jus soli all ties back to the Civil War that resulted in all the plaid slaves being given their freedom. It was intended to simplify things and ensure that every freed slave could gain citizenship of Everything. That must be a couple of centuries ago now and we don’t have plaid slaves anymore, for some reason, so what’s the point in keeping such a ridiculous law in place? 
We only have so much space and so much wealth available, so we can’t keep letting people in. We’ve reached our limit and we need to start taking control of who can be an Everythinger and who can’t. In a modern world where anybody can easily and safely traverse half the globe in a matter of hours, rather than risking their life across months of dangerous travel, doesn’t it make sense to modernize our Constitution to allow us to better deal with the realities of the world as they exist today?




Ah, now that’s different if you’re going to change the Constitution before you start refusing citizenship to those who have been born in Everything. I could definitely support your plan in that case.




Who said anything about changing the Constitution?




You did Hugo.




Really? Doesn’t sound like me.




You probably had one glass too many of jus soli, hehehehe, do you see what I did there? Owww!




Do you see what I did there? Here’s the thing, Troy, changing the Constitution takes time, assuming we could even change it. And why should we? If we get elected by the people to make Everything great again, why should we be bound by rules from centuries ago that make it harder or even impossible for us to do what the people want us to do?




But surely what you’re talking about means breaking the law.




Well, technically perhaps, but it’s only for foreigners, where’s the problem with that?




I guess if you wouldn’t ever break the law when dealing with Everythingers, that perhaps doesn’t sound so bad.




Ah, now who said that I wouldn’t ever break the law when dealing with Everythingers?




You did, Hugo.




Hmmmmmm, I’m really going to have to work on my messaging, that’s certainly not what I heard myself saying internally. Look, the way I see it, Troy, is that bending and perhaps fracturing a law or two when it comes to dealing with foreigners is a great way to introduce the losers to the idea that maybe we can achieve a bit more, a bit more quickly, if we carefully and in a very, very considered way, occasionally act in a slightly different way to how the laws of Everything suggest that we probably should act in absolutely perfect circumstances, which obviously rarely if ever actually occur in the real world.




That sounds wrong.




Troy, get a grip on yourself, man. You sound like one of the losers. Do you want to be one of We The People or not? You can’t go acting like we owe the losers anything. The laws and the Constitution are for We The People, not them. Pick your side and I advise you to pick wisely. Remember, We The People have power. Power is everything. When you have power, you can do anything. To anyone. At any time. Surely you want that, don’t you?




I’m not sure.




But this is just one of the great benefits you can gain if you join us, We The People. Just consider the situation my good friend Sebaceous Ooze has just been through. You probably read about his case in the gutter press. The poor noble man was charged with insider trading, but not because he was trying to make any money for himself, but because out of the goodness of his heart he wanted to help his pilot who flew his 100 million spondoolicks private jet for him, because he hadn’t been able to afford to pay into a pension to see him through his old age. What a guy, huh?




Really? He could have actually used some of his vast personal wealth to pay for a pension for his loyal employee.




Ha ha ha ha, oh I do like you Troy, that super-dry sense of humor of yours gets me every time. 




Well, I doubt his pilot would be laughing, as he was also charged and tried for insider trading.




Ah, yes indeed and that’s the exact point I was going to make. Good old Sebaceous is worth about 6.8 billion spondoolicks. For his naughty insider trading, he was given three years of probation and a fine of five million spondoolicks. If you work it out proportionally, that’s roughly the equivalent of someone who earns the average wage in Everything being told to pay a fine of 32 spondoolicks. 
It’s a joke, Troy, and the joke’s on the losers, because here’s where it gets utterly hilarious. His pilot also pleaded guilty and also received three years’ probation. However, he had to sacrifice more than 180,000 spondoolicks. Based on what I pay my pilots, that’s more than a whole year’s salary. Just let that soak in and think about it for a moment. 
The We The People offender was fined the equivalent of a couple of hours at minimum wage, while the losers offender was fined more than a whole year’s salary. That’s outrageously unfair, but that’s just one of the reasons I so enjoy being a part of We The People. We simply don’t commit crimes in the same way that the losers do, because the laws just don’t apply to us in the same way. I can get away with things that would have you locked up in an instant. But I can change that for you, Troy, if you agree to stand with me. You too, can enjoy the power that comes from being We The People. And if you don’t think you can do it for yourself, put your family first and do it for them. 
Just imagine life for your little ‘uns when they’re no longer kids. What would you do if your little boy accidentally found himself caught up in the gang rape of a sweet young thing when living in a fraternity house at college or your baby girl, when all grown up, runs down and kills a toddler when smacked out of her head with an armful of some drug or other? If they’re still part of the losers, these events will end their lives before they even start, but as members of a We The People family, a harsh punishment would be a 100-hour community order. Don’t you want to feel the freedom of the laws not applying to you, while ensuring the safety of your children?




When you put it like that, it does seem to make a lot of sense. Obviously I’m not thinking about myself, of course, only what would be best for my children.




Of course you are, Troy, but seeing as you’ve not really thought about what it could mean to you, why not give it a little thought right now. Go on, go ahead, Troy, think of some of the things you could do with power. Come on, let your hair down and try and enjoy yourself.




This feels really odd and uncomfortable, Hugo, but I guess I could jump to the front of the queue in Wally’s Market every time, no matter how busy the tills were.




Well, yes, that’s true, but doesn’t that feel a little like a misuse of the abuse of power? Maybe think a little bigger.




Urrr, I could…jump red lights and just swear at the police officers when they stop me and realize who they pulled over.




That’s an improvement, indeed, but you can do better than that.




I’d marry the beautiful and vivacious popstar Tambourina Truckpainter without divorcing my current wife, Sybillista.




In principle, I like that a lot, I’d certainly be keen on adding Harley ZKZ to the marital payroll, hashtag splat summer, lolz! But…




Have you any idea what you just said, Hugo?




None whatsoever. I was on Drooling Frankie’s podcast last week and he was giving me some pointers on connecting with the youth vote. But, as I was about to say, before being so rudely interrupted, as much as I like the idea of multiple wives, I’m doing all I can right now to appeal to the religious right for their votes. I’m not sure polygamy would go down well with The Middle Kraptist Church. Perhaps try for something less controversial, Troy?




When I’m in a bar and I see a beautiful woman drinking alone, I could go up behind her and grab her by the ass and she wouldn’t do anything because I am Troy Laboy.




Oh yes, that’s a classic move right there, one of my favorites in fact and not in the slightest bit controversial with the religious voting contingent, much more like it, you’re getting the idea now, Troy. Give me more.




It’s New Year’s Eve and I ride a huge shining white unicorn into Imperial Square, my new wife, Tambourina Truckpainter, holding me tightly from behind as her proud parents watch on from the rear of a police van just in case some leverage is needed over Tambourina at any point and as the unwashed masses turn and realize I’m there, they all drop to one knee and raise their right fists into the air, all calling as one, ‘Troy, Troy, Troy…’ and then hordes of unwashed parents press forward, holding their new-born children in front of them, proffering them to me with pleading eyes and I take one of the babies and walk to the plinth below the Great Golden Orb and place the baby there and then the Ploppy Bell strikes midnight and the Great Golden Orb plummets to the earth, squishing the baby on the plinth, showering those closest with blood and flesh and brain tissue as we all honor the great god Wickabicka to ensure that he brings us glory in the new year and as the blood drips into their wide open mouths, they, like everyone else, continue calling my name in a frenzy and then three stunning teenaged foreign exchange students, triplets called Helga, Gretchen and Eva, force their way to the front of the crowd and, pulling at the legs of my pants, look up at me and beg me to make them women and sow my seed all over them and Tambourina nods and says ‘You deserve it darling’ and I take Helga, Gretchen and Eva to my penthouse at the top of Troy Tower and I mount them one-by-one like Mr Hooterz riding one of his wild bears through the mountains of Nothing stripped to the waist, only I’ve stripped the bottom half, narf narf. Yes, actually, thinking about it, I might do that if I had a bit of power. Anyway, how was that?




                    .




I can go on.




                    ?!?




So, after hosing Helga, Gretchen and Eva with the hallowed seed of Laboy, I have Jeeves saddle up Geoff, my favorite Pegasus, and then administer a stiff thrashing to Jeeves with my riding crop for subservience or fun or both and then Geoff and I ride off to…




Shheeeeeesshussssss, Troy enough…I mean a really great exercise and with some beautiful imagery, though, as my dear friend, and Everything’s greatest TV anchorman of all time, Ron Burgundy would say, ‘That escalated quickly.’ Still, you show real potential for the wise and imaginative, yet perfectly reasonable exploitation of power. How do you feel after that? It looked like a bit of a release.




Oh lordy, I hope that doesn’t stain, but yes, you’re right, I feel alive. Really, really alive. Like I was never really alive before.




That’s great to hear, Troy, and I think I’ve got a potentially even more enticing bonus law-based superpower you need to know about. I think you’re going to love the way this also skews the way the law works in favor of We The People.
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Was it when the wealthy turned to lawfare?



Surely the law should apply equally to everyone, Hugo.




Are you mental, Troy? In Everything, nothing should apply equally to anyone. We The People should always have an advantage. Not only does the law apply differently to us, our wealth and power mean that we can apply it differently to the losers.




What do you mean? You aren’t Judge Dredd. You don’t get to decide who gets charged, tried and punished for their crimes.




Really, Troy? Do you have no idea what goes on in the world around you? Okay, that slimy little toad Semaphore Biggles is clearly a buddy of yours, isn’t he?




I think that’s going a bit far, I just did a skit with him on Friday Night Dive. Mind you, he was not a fan of yours. He literally had to spit every time he spoke your name.




The feeling’s mutual, though quite justified in my case. Biggles, though, hates me because of the power I have over him. He knows he can’t joke about me without being very careful.




He hid that very well with our Emperor Poopy-Anus gag.




I’ll be talking to my lawyers about that later, but did he mention his Hugo Sensationist small penis gag?




That doesn’t ring a bell.




It wouldn’t, he’s barred from any form of discussion of my phallus, public or private. Last year, that disgraceful lump of turd had the neck to suggest that I have a tiny penis to both viewers of that dreadful skit-show you took part in.




I think you’ll find there are more viewers than that, I imagine at least half a billion Everythingers will have tuned in to watch my award-winning performance.




Oooh, nice exaggeration, Troy, considering Everything’s population isn’t even 350 million people. I knew there was a reason I brought you here. Anyway, penis size, not audience size, is the subject here and now. As I said, that pitiful excuse for a loser, Semaphore Biggles, had the neck to broadcast that I have a tiny penis and he learned the hard way that it’s not a smart move to make me angry. I dropped a lawsuit on him demanding half a billion spondoolicks in compensation and punitive damages.




But it was a joke. He was just kidding that you’ve got a tiny penis to make people laugh.




I wasn’t laughing and you yourself saw that it’s not tiny.




Yeah, although I’d have to say it was more Indian elephant than African.




Very droll, Troy, although you’ll find that’s the ears, not the trunk.




Of course, your elephant ear tattoos! They’re tiny. It’s all a cunning optical illusion, isn’t it, designed to make your wanglet look bigger? Go on Hugo, get your dick out for the boys, I want to measure it.




Don’t you dare to presume to call it Dick. It’s Sir Richard the Proud to you, mateyboy, but no, you’re not getting another look at my penis, you sick perv. I’ll bet you’re named in the Barry Bigglass files. You’d better hope I don’t follow through and release those when I get elected.




I never once met Bigglass, I’m too young.




Maybe, but you certainly have a thing for hanging out with the rich and powerful. I read that you’re close to Hugh Annus, I bet you’re on his payroll, paid to try and make our government do the things he wants it to do.




That’s a dreadful slur, Hugo, I should sue you for saying that.




Of course you shouldn’t, dear boy. Have you learned nothing? I have far too much money. If you sued me, we’d both end up in court and neither of us wants that. You only want to sue poor people, the losers, those who can’t afford to go to court, even if they’re in the right. People like Semaphore Biggles. Like you, his lawyers insisted it was just a harmless joke, but I ensured that it looked anything but harmless to Biggles. 
He had the choice to fight me over whether or not his statement was just a joke, but the financial cost to him would have been huge. He may be well paid by the standards of a comedian, but could he afford to risk a million spondoolicks or more fighting against me in a We The People dominated world. I can afford the best lawyers and maybe the best lawyers could convince a jury that what he said wasn't a joke.




And maybe they couldn’t.




Maybe, but would you want to take the risk when it’s your money on the line? Might you not also roll over like a little puppy dog and present me your tummy for a little tickle? Biggles certainly felt that was in his best interests. He talked the big talk initially, but as soon as he saw his legal fees starting to mount up, he couldn’t move quick enough to reach an agreement with me. Hence, you’ll never hear Semaphore Biggles tell a Hugo Sensationist tiny penis joke and, once my lawyers have been at him, I wouldn’t expect any more poopy-anus jokes either.




So, you just bullied him into submitting to your will, regardless of the fact that he’d done nothing wrong.




Nothing wrong! He mocked me and made others laugh at me. He did plenty wrong, but thanks to the wonder of using the law as a pay-to-play toy, I can hurt him every time he does something I don’t like, even if it’s not against the law.




The thing is, from where I’m standing, that seems wrong.




You’re only saying that because you’ve never tasted the sweet thrill of lawfare.




Lawfare?




Come on, Troy, this can’t be new to you. Lawfare, the weaponisation of the law to attack those weaker than you and force them to behave as We The People want them to. People may talk about the value of the moral high ground, but the reality is that when push comes to shove, people feel much more strongly about the value of the money in their bank account. We can use money to crush the truth that we don’t like, sweep inconvenient truths under the carpet and hide ugly truths in the shadows where no-one will ever see them. 
You may think lawfare is an ugly tool right now, but just wait until you wield its power for the first time. It’s a delight, Troy, the beautiful feeling of knowing that the other person is technically in the right, but has to bend to your will simply because you have more money and status than them and can afford to change the truth. It drives them mad, perhaps literally mad in some cases, but they have no choice because even though they may eventually win a hollow victory years down the line, by then you’ll have effectively ended their life, broken relationships and made them unemployable. Everyone’s a winner, what’s not to like?




All of it, I’m not sure lawfare is something I’ll ever be trying.




Don’t be so sure, you never know when you’ll need to call on the power of lawfare.




Hang on, though, so lawfare is a vital weapon for crushing those weaker and poorer than you, but didn’t you sue The Journal last year because they ran a story saying you gave a birthday cake to Prince Pettifogger, the Spottish playboy prince? From what you’ve said, that doesn’t make sense to sue someone or an organisation that has the money to fight back against you.




Well, maybe I fought back against them because they lied about me and it’s important that the truth came out for the world to see.




Really, they lied?




No, of course not, Troy. But they certainly didn’t offer an unbiased view of the gift. It was a warm and heartfelt tribute from one pal to another pal’s mother, her late majesty the Queen, Hellspeth the Ninth.




A warm and heartfelt tribute? According to The Journal, it was a life-size replica of the late Queen’s breasts in sugar-iced Victoria sponge.




That barely does that 20,000 spondoolicks edible work of art justice. Honestly, Troy, but for the two candied cherries, you’d have been hard pushed to tell the difference from the real things.




And how on earth are you such an authority on Queen Hellspeth’s breasts?




Prince Pettifogger kindly gifted me a touching and revealing family photo of the young royal family vacationing on the Froge Riviera when he was just a boy. Well, it had me touching something, anyway, if you get what I mean?




Grief, let’s leave that there before I burn an indelible image onto the retina of my mind’s eye, but why’d you sue them if they hadn’t lied about it?




Clearly, they’d have been mental to run such a story if it wasn’t true, but anyone looking on would believe that no-one would launch a 20 billion spondoolicks lawsuit if the story in question was true. You’d have to be an idiot to do such a thing and I’m clearly not an idiot.




But you just said the story was true, yet you launched a lawsuit anyway. Hugo, you don’t think that possibly you’re such a big idiot, you’re actually too big an idiot to understand just how big an idiot you are?




I like that, Troy, I’ll keep that in mind if Havajack’s team agrees to a debate, however, there’s only one idiot playing a part in this conversation, dear boy, and you’re doing an admirable job. I, however, would be an idiot not to sue. Everyone sees me insisting it’s a dreadful hatchet job by The Journal and my supporters swallow it hook, line and sinker. Even some of those who don’t like me and many of the neutrals will give me the benefit of the doubt, because we all know the fake news media can’t be trusted to tell the truth. Incidentally, do you remember the outcome of the court case, Troy?




Do you know what, I honestly can’t remember what happened. When did it go to court?




It didn’t. I quietly dropped the suit a month or two after telling the world that I would start a fight to cut out the cancer of bent and twisted journalism in our country with the simple sword of truth and the trusty shield of Everything fair play. Of course, unless you read that day’s Journal, you’d have never realized and potentially would have gone on thinking that the whole Boobiescakegate scandal was a sick fiction invented by journalists. So, Troy, with your eyes open to the myriad wonders of how the laws of Everything work for We The People, might you be closer to joining me when I become First-Best-Guy, do you think?
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Was it when democracy failed?



But Hugo, you’re the last person who should be First-Best-Guy, the leader of the free world, you once said you admire Mr Hooterz, arguably the most ruthless dictator in the world.




Pffft, utter nonsense, where do you get this fake news from? I have never, ever said that I admire Mr Hooterz. Are you so unimaginative that you blindly believe every word the fake news media feeds you? I bet you read The Daily Male, though, did you see page three today? Bob from Bangor-on-Whangor.




Nice buns!




Yes, he apparently got into baking sourdough during the pandemic.



Sorry, I think I may need to interject here. If you’re not British and of a certain age, that probably makes no sense. You see, when I was a kid and for some years after, several British daily newspapers would run a large photo of a semi or fully nude young woman smiling at the camera. The most popular of the papers ran theirs on page three, hence the models being known as Page Three Girls. They’d always have a cheesy headline and a paragraph of puff.




Something like, Sam, 19, always enjoys some soft rolls for her lunch, so giving us the title, "Nice Baps".




Or there’d be a fully nude Karen, 21, back to the camera and revealing just the one breast with her twisting torso. Got it? Yep, "Ooh, cheeky!"




Or we’d have Donna and Maria, two 20-year-old buxom beauties, grinning impishly straight into the camera. Can you guess? Of course, something like, "Dirty Filthy Robbing Lesbians Stealing Sweet Poonanny From Hardworking British Men", followed by the one-liner, "It’s time to send them back to where they came from." Brighton, perhaps?




Well, it's great to see that things have moved on so much. Hmmm, yes, so, back to Hugo.



Anyway, what I actually said was, and this is a direct quote, ‘I have deep, immense and unwavering admiration for the way that Mr Hooterz turned the free and democratic nation of Nothing into his own personal possession, effectively making it his own personal estate to run however he likes and turning the 150 million citizens of Nothing into his own personal slaves who have to do whatever he demands of them. Brilliant.’ 
That’s what I actually said and it was brilliant. Though, for the record, I don’t admire that he refers to himself as ‘Mr’, that’s just wrong. He should call himself King or Emperor and he should live in an elaborate palace that’s gilded inside and out so that all of his subjects know that he’s better than them. Still, other than that, the man is truly brilliant. Just imagine, Troy, having 350 million slaves of your own. You’d never have to touch your own penis ever again. Dirty little Mr Soft-Serve would have his very own personal staff to look after his every whim. That’s what I admire.





Oh, silly me, that really is so much better than saying you admire Mr Hooterz as a person. It makes perfect sense that someone who wants to run the leading democratic nation of the free world would admire the way Mr Hooterz turned his democratic nation into a dictatorship.




Doesn’t it? Except, you seem to have overlooked one key little detail. Everything isn’t a democratic nation.




Of course it is. It has been for hundreds of years. I’ve voted for seven First-Best-Guys myself. How can you say it’s not a democracy? That’s an absurd claim to make.




Really? Is it? So let me get this straight, you believe Everything is a democracy because you’ve been allowed to vote for the First-Best-Guy seven times?




Well, yes, that is democracy in action.




Sounds a bit naive if you don’t mind me saying. Let me try to show you another way to look at it. Imagine that 200 years ago, I gave you a poisoned apple and you fell into a deep sleep. Then 200 years later, I wake you with a kiss, perhaps a little bit of tongue and almost certainly a bit of a grope, it’s just a little muscle memory thing, so don’t get too excited.




I feel a bit dizzy, actually, Hugo, couldn’t someone else wake me with a kiss.




Oh, okay then, Mrs Sensationist wakes you with a kiss.




Which one?




Well, the current one of course.




Number seven? It’s just I’ve always rather liked number five.




Seven? It’s only six, isn’t it, and number five was, no don’t tell me, of course number five was Mariana French.




No number five was Griselda Humptenstein.




Ah, yes, it is seven isn’t it! Griselda, my word, what a wild weekend that was. I should have known when I woke up in Vegas that it was going to be a crazy time.




Ha ha, do you mean Randy Vegas, the fella from that jeans ad? Lolz.




Yes, that’s right, Randy Vegas, the fella from that jeans ad.




(⊙_☉’)




Well, okay then, Griselda will wake you with a kiss and god knows what else. Trust me, a little bit of tongue and a gentle grope might feel like the better option by the time she’s finished with you, but your funeral. Anyway, assuming you survive being re-woken, I want you to try and work out whether Everything is a democracy or not, but I’m going to tell you absolutely nothing about Everything and its society. The only information you can use to assess if Everything is a democracy or not is one single webpage. 
Go on, pass me your phone. Right, I’m loading a page from the Bank of Everything’s website. Here you go, what you’re looking at is a breakdown of wealth distribution across the population of Everything. I want you to focus on the column on the far right that shows how much wealth the poorest 50% of our population has owned for the last 35 years or so. Scan down and see how the highest amount they’ve ever owned was 4%. The latest figure is just 2.5%, but scan back just 15 years and the figure was as low as 0.4% and that was when your fella, Huzzah Cubella, was in The Citadel. So much for the People’s Party caring about the losers. 
Honestly, do you really think that in a healthy and fully functioning democracy, the poorest half of the population would vote for politicians who conspired to keep them poor? And I don’t mean just once, I mean repeatedly, election cycle after election cycle.




I’ve never really thought about it like that, to be honest.




Of course you haven’t, Troy. You have a view of yourself as a crusading social warrior fighting the good fight to bring a better and fairer world to all Everythingers. That is at the very root and the very core of your self-identity. Obviously, the very last thing you would ever want to do is admit to yourself that you’re every bit as much a fascist as I am.




Can you hear cuckoos, Hugo?




What?




I hear cuckoos. Honestly, that's such an absurd thing to say. Actually, it’s also deeply, deeply offensive, so you take that back right now!




Oooooeeeeee, someone’s feeling a little sensitive, aren’t they? So what’s so bad about being a fascist, Troy?




Because I’m clearly not a fascist. I detest fascism.




Really? So tell me, Troy, what is fascism?




Well, now that’s simple, I mean, um, where should I start?




How about with the definition of fascism, as that’s basically the question that I asked you.




Yes, of course, I’m just taking a moment to gather my thoughts.




Your thoughts? I know exactly what’s in your thoughts right now, it’s the same as everybody else when faced with this question. You’re seeing scratchy, black and white images of Edith Blitzen with her spiky mohican and right arm stretched out like a Roman emperor, dozens of Skua bombers with their relentless cackling sirens dropping bombs on columns of terrified refugees, lines of jack-booted, goose-stepping young men in black uniforms, mud-covered unarmed uniformed men lined up in front of trenches being shot in the back, corpses hanging from lamp posts and emaciated leather-bound skeletons of plaid people staring with sunken eyes through fences of barbed-wire. What you’re trying to do is turn those images, the feelings you have right now, into a sensible dictionary definition, aren’t you?




I guess.




So come on Troy, give me a definition.




Umm.




A definition, Troy.




Errr.




How hard can it be?




Ahmm.




TELL ME THE DEFINITION, NOW!




It’s naughty.




It’s naughty?




No, fascism is very naughty.




Very naughty, right, okay. Can you give me a moment? Dum-dee-dum-dee-dah, erm, you’ve got kids, haven’t you, Troy, so I’m sure you’ll know this, which one of these is the head-blown emoji? That one, ah yes, I can see how that makes sense, dum-dee-dum-dee-dah and send. Sorry about that, Troy, just wanted to send a quick message to a friend, she always enjoys a good laugh. 
Anyway, I’m not sure that’s a satisfactory definition. Sure, Blitzen was a monster, the devil incarnate perhaps, but her evil actions are quite independent of her fascist beliefs. A dictionary will probably define fascism as something like a political ideology of the far-right that places authoritarian leadership in the hands of one or a few and that focuses on nationalism, militarism and the placement of national interests above those of the individual. 
I’m not sure that’s an entirely satisfactory definition either. I don’t buy that it’s a product of the far-right. I mean, the idea of left and right, they’re just part of the smoke and mirrors of the pretense of democracy and certainly shouldn’t be considered a factor in defining fascism. We might as easily call the two sides wap-bam-boogie and boogaloo. 
Just look at the Communist party that has led the Eternal Nation of the People of Wibble for almost a century. Being the Communist party quite clearly tells us they’re of the left, but ignore that and see how every other aspect of fascism applies perfectly to them, every bit as well as it applies to Mr Hooterz's leadership in Nothing. They've even got mass concentration camps for a million or more of their own citizens, for no offense other than their bloodline, just like Blitzen singled out and tried to wipe out the entire plaid population of Dotardia.




Okay, there may be some similarities, but can we really say fascism can be of the left?




Oh, we’ve unearthed a new-found confidence in defining fascism, have we, Troy? But yes, I think we can. Militarism is every bit as important in Wibble as Nothing, perhaps more so. The national interest is pushed ahead of individual interests equally strongly in both nations, well except for Chairman Pooh’s and Mr Hooterz’s personal interests, of course. Forget about left and right, they’re just distractions that are confusing you.  The political spectrum doesn't span from the right to the left, it spans from the top to the bottom.




I think I may need that head-blown emoji now, Hugo. That actually does make sense and changes so much. You know, when you were doing that rally at Berry racecourse and you were standing in the starting stalls looking out at all those people and you called Monty Havajack a Marxist fascist? At that moment, I thought you were a moron in conflating two opposing political ideologies, but now it turns out you were a genius with your enlightened understanding of them.




That’s very kind of you to say so, Troy, though for the record, I wasn’t in the starting stalls, I was actually standing in the stables looking out.




So, a Berry stables genius, then?




Yes, the Secret Service thought it would give me a bit more cover from the incoming rifle fire. But all this makes me believe my feelings about you were right. You’re a quick learner, Troy. That’s rare and a very desirable characteristic. So, let me present fascism to you in a simple way. Fascism is the system under which some of the people govern, while democracy is the system where all of the people govern.




But this still doesn't make me a fascist. Actually, doesn't that make me an oligarch. Yes, of course, why didn't I see this? All you did was reduce the definition of fascism down to that of oligarchy.




Maybe, but oligarchy's such a wishy-washy word. Fascism suggests strength and raw power. Don't you find it a little bit sexy, Troy?




No, of course not. Don't be absurd, Hugo.




If you say so. Maybe I prefer fascist because no-one gets triggered by the word oligarch like they do with fascist. Even you just happily labelled yourself an oligarch rather than face the truth. Regardless, you agreed that fascism applies as easily to the Communist government of Wibble as easily as it does to Nothing. So, if fascism can exist at the far right and the far left, doesn't it make sense that it bridges the gap between the two extremes, too? 
Just last week, I saw you on TV talking about the special character of Everythingers and inviting them to come together to build a better Everything. You were playing the nationalist card, Troy. Just like every other politician in every other party in every other country. We all push the national interest, it's a thoroughly mainstream theme, even in democratic countries. It's not just the preserve of fascism.




Okay, maybe you can argue that, but that’s not the case with militarism, though. There we are different.




Really? Since the turn of the century, except for four years, Everything’s military budget has increased year after year, under National Party and People’s Party First-Best-Guys alike. Except for the last decade or so, as Wibble has changed the balance of the world, Everything has comprehensively had the largest military in the world. A result of the largest military budget in the world. 
We see a service member in public wearing their uniform and we thank them for their service. You can’t say we’re not a militaristic society, especially at a time when spending on social programs has been hacked away by both our parties, while the military budget is at the highest it’s ever been. 
It’s not just Everything, either. Look at Spot and their two new monster-sized aircraft carriers. Ships built to send a message to the rest of the world that the little nation is still a force to be reckoned with. Too bad they cost so much, they couldn’t afford any aircraft to put on them. Seriously, Prince Pettifogger has been using one of them as a mobile polo pitch, allowing him to holiday and play his favorite sport, while cruising around the Semiocean trying to pick up teenagers on their college break. 
Accept it, Troy, fascism doesn’t care about the political spectrum, its simple essence is the belief that some people are better than others and so deserve more. More power, more wealth, more opportunities, more indulgences and more joy and pleasure.




But, Hugo, I’m a liberal, you can’t paint me with your fascist brush.




Liberals just favor liberal fascism, while conservatives prefer pure fascism or more simply fascism, it’s not a matter of left or right. There are liberals on the right and conservatives on the left, if you insist on believing in the two sides.





Okay, just for the sake of argument, let’s assume that’s true. So, what’s the difference between liberal fascism and fascism?




Liberal fascism is what we more commonly refer to as democracy. Liberal fascists operate in the best interests of their society’s upper-class, in Everything’s case, that being We The People, but they don’t care who is running the government at any one time. They’re happy to allow the population as a whole to vote for who will lead the country and are happy to accept the whims of the people as they veer between leaders who tax the upper-class a little more to make the losers better off and leaders who tax the upper-class a little less to make the losers better off. 
It doesn’t matter who the losers choose, as the webpage from the Bank of Everything shows, they will always only be tossed the scraps, never enough for them to live more than a semi-comfortable life and often not even that, while the upper-class relentlessly absorb more and more wealth. Do you deny that description fits how the People’s Party has governed whenever elected, Troy?




That seems a stark summary, but I’m not choosing to argue the point right now, I just want to understand your belief in these two forms of fascism.




Of course you do. In short, liberal fascism is like playing Texas Hold’em against a card-sharp with a loaded deck. It doesn’t matter how you play, you always end up with the losing hand and throwing more into the pot, while the upper-class may lose the occasional hand to keep you keen, but their pile of chips never really stops growing. 
With pure fascism, however, there’s no deck of cards and no game to play. The strongest of us becomes the leader and what they say is what happens. To maintain their position of power, they have to ensure the loyalty of the upper-class, which means the rewards for us can be even greater than under liberal fascism, though the risks can be greater too. Jealousy and paranoia can lead to fear and distrust, resulting in random members of the upper-class intermittently being made examples of and cast out of the upper-class, imprisoned or simply executed. That’s why being the leader, like Mr Hooterz, is so important. 
However, for the losers, there’s precious little difference between liberal fascism and fascism. Well, as long as you’re a heterosexual white male who doesn’t have an interest in chatting about politics in your favorite bar after a hard day at work. If you’re female, plaid, get confused picking the right restroom or want the right to whinge and complain about stuff, things don’t look so great, but even for them, it’s not all doom and gloom. 
Remember, the poorest 50% of Everythingers share just 2.5% of our nation’s wealth, but the poorest 50% of Nothingers share 3% of their country’s wealth. Doesn’t that sound crazy? The poorest 50% in an authoritarian fascist state have 20% more wealth than the poorest 50% in what you naively consider to be a democracy. So am I wrong about you and the People’s Party being liberal fascists, Troy?




You make it sound very clever, but that's just your opinion, Hugo.
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Was it when Everythingers were told to hate their neighbors?



But, and I’m not for one second accepting your radical suggestion, Hugo, but let’s just indulge ourselves on a crazy flight of fancy and pretend that your claim about democracy actually being liberal fascism is true, how on earth did this happen?




Have you ever spent the night inside one of the slum apartments I rent out to the scummiest of the losers, Troy? Don’t answer that, of course you haven’t. You may claim to be a man of the people, but you’ve enjoyed privilege your whole life and would be lost without it. You’ve never woken in an overcrowded shared room and been delighted to see condensation in sheets on the inside of the draughty windows. Delighted because you now know it’s warmer inside your hovel of a room, thanks to the accumulated body warmth, than it is outside. 
Now forget about the losers in this room, the only important thing here is the condensation, not the individuals. Picture yourself in that room, slowly drawing your finger across the surface of a window, dragging many small droplets of condensation into one larger drop. When it’s large enough, what happens to that drop, Troy?




It runs down the window?




Yes, it runs down the window. And what happens if you repeat the exercise, forming more, larger drops of condensation?




They run down the window too.




All of them?




Yes.




Every time?




Of course, that’s gravity in action, it’s just one of the basic principles of our universe.




So you understand that everything in the universe is governed by immutable laws that ensure that when a specific series of events interplay, the result will always be the same. That’s also the exact same situation when a group of humans forms a society that they intend to function as a democracy. No matter how intent they are in achieving their goal of a society governed by all the people, it will always develop into a liberal fascist system where all the people are governed by the few. Like gravity, it’s simply one of the basic tenets of the universe. It’s always going to happen, so best to accept it and make it work for you, before someone else makes it work for them instead.




What do you mean by make it work for you?




Still pretending to feel queasy about liberal fascism then, Troy? Look, there simply is no such thing as democracy in the real world. It may look great on paper, but human nature always ensures it will fail in any practical setting. Knowing that, isn’t it our duty to take control of the situation for our benefit and the benefit of our loved ones? If we don’t and just sit back and let nature take its course, then someone else may end up taking advantage of the liberal fascist system that will inevitably occur.




So, and just to be clear, I’m speaking entirely hypothetically now, but what would we have to do to make it work for us?




Hypothetically? Yes, of course, hypothetically, Troy. Well, we don’t need to do very much at all. Just divide the losers. Remember the condensation on the surface of the draughty window. When many drops of condensation were joined together, they suddenly developed the power to flow down the glass. Keep those same droplets divided and it doesn’t matter how hard gravity tries, inertia keeps them stationary and impotent. They might as well not be there and soon enough, as temperatures change, they just disappear into nothingness.




That’s it? That’s all you do? You just divide the people?




Stop calling them the people, Troy, they’re the losers and yes, we divide them, but so do you and the People’s Party.




That’s absurd, Hugo, we always fight to unite them, to unite them against you and your nationalists.




Really? Tell me about Plaid Lives Matter and white privilege.




Plaid lives do matter, skin pattern shouldn't affect how people are treated, but plaid people have been shown to be treated with less respect by the police than white people, even by plaid officers. Plaid people make up just 13% of Everything’s population, but they make up 38% of Everything’s prison population. Are you going to try to convince me that's because they commit more crime?




Of course they don’t commit more crime, Troy, it’s simply discrimination based on their skin pattern. Clearly, poor plaid people enjoy less privilege than poor white people, but why do you liberals focus on this so-called ‘white privilege’?




Because it’s unfair that white people should have an advantage just because of their skin pattern, or rather lack of it.




But privilege is spread throughout our society. I must eat out almost every day, but I honestly couldn’t tell you the last time I paid a restaurant bill. That’s crazy, I’m a billionaire, but in our society, the more you have, the more people want to give you. Privilege is a sliding scale, but when you preach to the voters about white privilege, you’re presenting it as a one-step scale. You’re telling the poorest of the poor white Everythingers that they’re in a much better position than plaid people and that they should feel guilty about their great privilege. Seriously, how do you think that’s going to go down with someone who’s working two jobs or more and is still reliant on food banks to put food on the table for their children? 
Why not focus on the privilege enjoyed by those born in our prosperous cities compared to those born in the wastelands of old cheese mining towns, where the industry prospered a hundred years ago and now the mines are shuttered? Or the privilege enjoyed by those educated in one of our top universities compared to someone who had to leave school at the first opportunity to start earning money for their family. Or the privilege enjoyed by the descendants of the super-rich who get immense wealth handed to them on a plate just because someone wealthy died? There are different degrees of privilege dividing multiple strata of society, yet you choose to focus on just one, and not the one you could actually win on. 
The big difference between the National Party and the People’s Party is that we divide and conquer, whereas you just divide and we still conquer.




That’s just not true.




Really. Doesn’t our success surprise you? How do you explain it? You liberals try to govern for everyone, 100% of the people, yet you don’t win every election. You’re trying to serve all the people and yet you struggle to get 50% of the people who voted plus one more to vote for you. Doesn’t that scroll your nurd? We’re just trying to govern for the top 1% and yet, as often as not, more than 50% of the voters choose us. And every time you all struggle to understand how it could have happened. Have you never asked yourself why, Troy?




Of course.




And?




Well, it varies, doesn’t it? You ran a strong campaign, poor messaging on our part or an unforeseeable news event.




No, Troy, you’re kidding yourself. They vote for us because everyone is selfish. When you lot look at the camera and tell them you want to put them first, they don’t trust you because that’s not how they would behave. When we look at the camera and tell them we want to give more money to the rich to make everyone better off, they can see the selfish motives and understand our goals. So they trust us to tell the truth. Not 100%, obviously, but more than you lot, because the idea that you only want to make things better for them is laughable. We’re simply more credible.




Credible? With you claiming that the People’s Party is divisive and you don’t need to do anything to nurture the division that benefits you?




Well, I think the reality is that it benefits both of us and both of our parties, but no, we don’t do nothing. Free speech doesn’t corrupt society all by itself, you know.




Free speech, corrupt? You just don’t stop, do you? Yet, as Voltaire powerfully said, ‘I disapprove of what you say, but I will defend to the death your right to say it’, Hugo.




Voltaire never said that.




You’re at it again. Of course Voltaire said that, everyone knows he said it.




No, everyone thinks he said it. In fact, the historian Evelyn Beatrice Hall said it in her 1906 book The Friends of Voltaire. Still, forget about Voltaire, I think there was another point you really wanted to make.




Well, yes, there was. Free speech is the bedrock of our society. The idea that it divides us is ridiculous, it’s the most powerful fundamental of every democratic society. Or liberal fascist society, if I’m to believe you.




Do you really know so little of your ancestors, Troy?




What do you mean?




I mean, have you never read the chapter in The Complete and Utterly Unbiased History of Everything discussing the original debate by some of Everything’s founding fathers about the merit of free speech? What’s up with you, Troy, it was one of your ancestors, Sambastien Laboy, who was the leading advocate for the principle of free speech. I’m somewhat ashamed to highlight that my own ancestor Heatherbunny Sensationist was the pragmatist of the time who, despite his determination to advocate for free debate, was overruled by Sambastien’s supporters.




Well, of course I know about that, but it’s just semantics, isn’t it?




Right, I think we’re going to have to take a quick timeout here to quickly play catch-up as knowing about this might be important to understand where this conversation is going to head next.




The following has been copied wholesale from The Complete and Utterly Unbiased History of Everything, but I think I can quite reasonably cite fair use.




Heatherbunny Sensationist: "We should definitely call it free debate, not free speech, so people don’t just use the right to justify attacking each other willy nilly."
Sambastien Laboy: "That’s a rather simplistic idea, isn’t it, you engorged phallus?"
HS: "Sorry, what?"
SL: "You engorged phallus."
HS: "What?"
SL: "I called you a big dick, but I did in a way that didn’t cause offense. You see, we should trust the people to use the power of free speech wisely."
HS: "That’s absurd, you cock."
SL: "Sorry?"
HS: "I called you a cock."
SL: "The proud and noble male of the chicken species, well thank you, I’m flattered."
HS: "No, I called you a cock."
SL: "Yes, and I’m flattered."
HS: "No, you don’t understand, I called you a cock, like a dick or a willy or a wanger or a schlong or a penis."
"SL: Ah, I see, but surely you also see how you demonstrated my point that we can trust the people to self-regulate their use of free speech, we don’t need to confuse the issue by using a big and incomprehensible word like debate."
HS: "You utter dick."
SL: "How did you know my middle name is Utter-Richard?"




Right, that’s the main gist of the debate hundreds of years ago. On one side, it was argued that the country’s constitution should protect the right to free debate, while the argument that free speech should be protected was the one that won out. Clear? Okay, let’s get back to Hugo and Troy.




I actually think it’s quite key to understanding the wonderful thing about free speech. You see, the average Everythinger thinks that free speech means they have the right to walk up to anyone they like and say ‘You are the ugliest person I have ever seen.’ Free speech is widely considered to be a huge positive enjoyed by those living in free and open societies, but the reality is that free speech can be both constructive and destructive. That’s what I love about it, it empowers the people to divide themselves with minimal input from We The People. That would never have been the case if Heatherbunny Sensationist had won the argument and the concept of free debate had been enshrined in Everything’s Constitution instead. 
The big difference with free debate is that it is always constructive. When we enter into free debate with another, even if we’re desperately opposed to their viewpoint, taking the time to listen and understand their beliefs can help us to better understand and even refine our own viewpoint. Free debate comes with the possibility that two people may enter the debate with two opposing viewpoints, but leave it sharing a common viewpoint or even with both having moved to different opposing viewpoints. Of course, a free debate may also end with each side more entrenched in their opposing views, but whatever the outcome, the debate is always constructive and ensures a positive outcome for society. 
Telling someone that free speech gives them the freedom to openly shower racist abuse upon a plaid child does nothing to advance society and for that, We The People will be eternally grateful. It divides the losers and so leaves them weaker than us, despite them having a huge advantage in numbers.




Okay, I accept that in some circumstances free speech can be destructive, but you’re freely manipulating people to deliberately undermine the benefit of free speech.




Of course I am, Troy! We have to make the losers hate each other. It’s no good pointing to an opponent and saying ‘he has a different opinion’, we have to point at him and declare ‘he is the enemy, that he doesn’t just hate and want to destroy us, he hates and wants to destroy Everything, he is an unpatriotic traitor.’ When We The People make the losers distrust and hate each other, the losers will let We The People do whatever we want. So your decision is whether you want to stay a little loser man or join We The People as a winner. Because We The People are the only winners in this. Don’t think that you can make a difference standing up and fighting for the losers because this war is already won. It’s over, Troy, dark always banishes light.




But, haven’t you ever seen Star Wars?




Is that the one where the alien phones home, Robby the Robot does a jig while going ‘biddy, biddy’ and then they have to fight the mutant shark men?




Err, no, I think you’re somehow getting confused with E.T., Forbidden Planet, Buck Rogers in the 25th Century and Shark Side of the Moon, or possibly Space Sharks, depends whether they were Russian or American shark men. Anyway, Star Wars is the one where our blond-haired, blue-eyed hero Troy Skywalker…oops…sorry, I mean Luke Skywalker, fights and defeats the evil empire, turning his naughty father Darth back to the good side.




And that’s a documentary, is it? Some piece of junk turned out by publicly-funded TV?




No, it’s a wonderful fantasy film that’s been delighting children and adults alike for decades.




Exactly, it’s a fantasy. Even Herraminta Scarab, understands that, why else do you think such a radical lefty from Chibi would be one of my biggest supporters? She wants to be a winner and she realized it was pointless fighting for the losers. They’re not the losing side, they lost long ago. It’s just a matter of how much more we take from them and when. Do you really want to go down with them, Troy?




I’d rather die than join you.




You know, I always thought First-Best-Guy was a bit of a bland title for the supreme leader of Everything. When I win, I’m going to make myself King Hugo the First. If you were by my side, you could be Prince Troy.




Prince Troy? Hmmmm. Okay, so the illusion of democracy is essential to ensuring the people…d’oh!…sorry, the losers remain constantly divided. By encouraging them to choose various political viewpoints from the far-left to the far-right and giving the illusion that they have the power to elect leaders who will promote their viewpoint, they will naturally fight against other political subsets of the losers, even though their shared poverty should make them natural allies. 
I’m clearly not saying this situation is a good thing, but doesn’t our political system, that is driven by just two opposed parties, undermine the degree of division that our society experiences? Shouldn’t we…er…I mean, you be encouraging the formation of many other parties to cover the full breadth of the political spectrum?




Now I really like the way that you’re thinking, though you’ve fallen into a common, yet understandable trap. Naturally, it seems to make sense that more political parties mean more division, but in practice, the division within parties and among their supporters can be even more destabilizing. Human conflict is never as brutal as it is during a civil war. 
When neighbors fight neighbors and even family fights family, they often behave like animals, unleashing violence upon their enemy, unlike anything you see in war between the soldiers of different countries. And so it’s just the same in conflicts between the supporters and members of political parties. Not knowing if the friend and colleague standing beside you is really your friend or is actually a despicable enemy waiting to stab you in the back is even more disorientating than the division you feel with someone who supports a completely different political party.




Hang on, though, if the illusion of democratic choice is what keeps the losers divided under a liberal fascist system, what happens under a pure fascist system. Remove the illusion of democratic choice and won’t they all unite to oppose the authoritarian rule that’s been imposed on them?




That’s very insightful, Troy, but that’s where the great pivot comes in. Under liberal fascism, internal division is key to the upper-class maintaining control, but under pure fascism, we have to turn to external division. The enemies that threaten us are no longer our fellow countrymen, but are now the populations of specific foreign countries who hate our way of life and will do anything to crush and destroy our country. Faced with threats from foreign scum, the most intense internal hatreds are quickly forgotten and previously sworn enemies will stand shoulder to shoulder to fight a common external enemy. Patriotism, Troy, is the downfall of the losers across the planet.




Ah, hence the quote ‘You’ll never have a quiet world till you knock the patriotism out of the human race’ from George Bernard Shaw. Or are you going to tell me that was actually Big Bird from Sesame Street?




This time you are indeed correct, as was Mr Shaw. Patriotism is the lifeblood of pure fascist states, though many a politician in liberal fascist states has used it to their advantage too. It’s beautifully ironic that We The People will happily do business with the upper-classes of any country, regardless of their stated beliefs, if there’s profit in it for us. We won’t even give a moment’s thought to throwing our own losers under the bus if it means more wealth for us. Yet the moment the upper-class of another country disrespects us or tries to get one over on us, we only have to press the jingoistic buttons of Everything patriotism, and those very same losers who we sold out for our own gain, will march out in front of us and sacrifice themselves so that we can wreak vengeance on the upper-class that dared to disrespect us. 
The majority will believe it’s a noble thing that they do to die for their country, when the reality is that they die for our continued wealth.
Onward, sucker soldiers
Marching off to war,
With the Dow Jones Index
Going on before
And when it’s all over, we reward those who survived the violence with some tacky base-metal medals and other trinkets and they go back to their god-forsaken poverty, while we reap the benefits of even greater wealth, having remained safely ensconced in our ivory towers the whole time. All we have to do is tell them that we’re on their side and even when our actions show the complete opposite, they buy it every single time.




It’s really that simple?




As crazy as it sounds, yes, they believe we’re on they’re side. They don’t see that we define what the sides are and that by splitting them by political views, we stop them from seeing that the losers as a whole should form one side in opposition to We The People. So when they ask each other ‘Whose side are you on?’ they never hear the right answer. And if the illusion of us being on their side ever fails, it doesn’t matter because we’re their betters. They know it as well as We The People know it and because they know their place, they’ll still go back to pretending they’re serving their country rather than their betters. 
Fudge, they’re so messed up they can’t even correctly answer the question ‘Whose side am I on?’ The simple reality is that they’re appeasers by nature whose instincts are to always accept our demands. They can't help but be on our side, Troy, because we’re the winners and no-one wants to side with the losers.




So, they’re really quite helpless against the control that you’re applying to them?




While I’d love to take all the credit for the mess the losers put themselves in, to be fair, the losers play a big part. It’s not just us controlling them. You remember the No Emperors march, no doubt?




Of course, I was on it.




That’s a habit you’ll need to get out of, Troy. I’m guessing you saw the website that organised the march and the partners page with all the logos of the organisations that offered their support.




The partners page was really quite inspirational. There must have been 250 different organisations that joined in. I bet you found that disturbing.




On the contrary, it made my heart sing a joyous song and do a happy dance. 250 organisations trying to achieve the same thing. It’s a joke, Troy. We could probably leave the losers to divide themselves without any input from We The People.




That’s not really fair, Hugo. Those organisations all have their own singular mission. No Emperors was just one cause that tied them together.




Really? If you went through that list of organisations, you might think differently. Those groups could be divided into three types. Campaigning to stop climate change, to make the wealthy pay their fair share or protecting democracy. Three goals and the losers split themselves into 250 disparate groups to work for those goals. And that’s just the tip of the iceberg. There’ll be thousands of other groups just like them. All with their own leaders chasing their own agendas.




Just typical that you see their charity as being a weakness.




Their charity? They’re not concentrating on charity. They’re concentrating on themselves and the opportunity that’s been presented to them. The opportunity to bang on about how righteous  and brilliant they are. It’s just a mix of the Dunning-Kreuger effect and ego that’s in play, not charity. They all think they know better than everyone else.




Well, I suppose the Dunning-Kreuger effect could help to explain why different people believe that they have the best solution. But suggesting that ego is an issue seems petty.




Hang on, what’s the Dunning-Kreuger effect they’re banging on about? I hate to do this, but this may be a rare case where QrapGPT might be helpful.




QrapGPT, could you explain the Dunning-Kreuger effect without making any stuff up?




Sure, the Dunning-Kreuger effect refers to an ancient technique used by the knights of the Round Table to sharpen five-feet-long carrots to a point for use in battle against the honey badger army of Sauron.




Ummm, that sounds oddly familiar. Are you sure you haven’t just made that up?




Ooops, my bad, you’re right, I have completely fabricated that explanation. The Dunning-Kreuger effect explains how people misjudge their level of expertise on a subject. So that people who know very little about a subject are likely to believe they’re an expert because they don’t understand just how complex the subject really is. Would you like me to illustrate it?




Sure, it’s not like it’s going to needlessly use up an acre of Amazonian rainforest, waste a thousand liters of drinking water that could have saved the lives of a tribe of poor hunter-gatherers on the Serengeti and pump a ton of carbon dioxide into the atmosphere, is it?




Errr…cough…probably not…cough…maybe best if we don’t dwell on that and I press on with illustrating the Dunning-Kreuger effect.




I’m standing in a flat field looking as far as I can. The horizon is about 3 miles or 5 kilometres away. There are fields all the way to the horizon and the sky is blue with the sun shining brightly.




The world is green and it is blue and it is yellow.




I can see everything and I know everythiooooooohhhhh…what’s that…that white thing up there…sorry, bear with me one mo’, hey Google, what’s that white thing up there in the sky…no, I didn’t want an alarm set, the white…no, I didn’t ask for a Spotify playlist and definitely not White Noise 10 hours, stop it, I just want to know about the white thing…ah, thank you, so it’s a cloud.




Right then, the world is green and it is blue and it is yellow and it is white.




I can see everything and I know everything.




I turn around and…woah!…there’s a, let’s call it a hill, and on top there are some…trees, perhaps, with brown…er…trunks. Brown? Mmmm. I climb the hill and look to the horizon again, but it’s further away now.




There are so many things. What should I call them all? Oh, there are towns, a city, lakes, cars, lorries, trains, a plane and look, over there, a field full of flangemaggots all going moo.




Is this everything? Do I know everything?




I didn’t mention that parked by the trees is, for the lack of a better name, a hot air balloon (don’t worry, I’ll come up with a better name later). I climb into the titfloss beside the pilot and she flies us high up into the sky.




Wow!




There are even more things to marvel at from this elevated viewpoint. Forests, mountains, beaches, ships, islands, seas and oceans are just some of the names that I give these things. Some things are so far away I strain to make out what they are.




Suddenly, with no warning, the pilot thrusts her enormous pair of boobies into my face. The moment is miraculous. All those things that were so far away now appear so close as if they are in the titfloss with us. I take her boobies away from my eyes and they’re far, far away again.




"Wow, your boobies are magic," I say to the pilot.




"I bet you say that to all the girls," she replies.




Wonder what a girl is? Anyway, noticing the pilot appears thirsty I realize an opportunity to reciprocate (ooh, that might be my favorite new word yet) her generosity.




I reach down to grasp my wang and thrust it towards her. She smiles broadly before placing it to her lips and chugging greedily until, her thirst seemingly sated, she screws the cap back onto the plastic receptacle, lest any of the remaining water should spill, and passes the wang back to me.




Again I turn to look out upon the world and realize that even with her remarkable boobies pressed to my eyes and the sun glinting off their glass lenses, I can’t see beyond the haze of the horizon.




What more is there beyond the haze and how much do I really know?




Suddenly a beam of brilliant light envelops me and I materialize in the hangar of a vast spaceship floating above the earth’s atmosphere. In one direction I can see the whole of the planet earth and in the others, I can only marvel at the infinite immensity of the universe that surrounds us.




How much can I see?




Can I see everything or is the universe so vast, I can barely see anything?




I know nothing.




When I was a bumpkin standing in my field chewing a stalk of grass, there were very few questions for me to ask and so I believed I had all the answers.




The higher I climbed, the bigger the world became and with that, I had more questions and perhaps not all the answers. By the time I was looking down on the earth and out at the universe, it had become clear that I didn’t even know what all the questions were, let alone the answers.




The people who just accept the answers given to them by others without thinking about the questions themselves are the bumpkins in the field. They live with complete certainty and utter confidence in what they believe because they’re too scared to think deeply for themselves in case they don’t like the answer. They asked one question and the first answer they got was good enough.




That’s the Dunning-Kruger effect illustrated.




Well, thanks QrapGPT. That’s not quite how Biggypedia explains it – you understand why a little bit of fact-checking seemed a good idea – but I think you pretty well nailed the concept.




Right, so Hugo was suggesting that people may split into different groups chasing the same goal, because they feel better equipped for success than the others. Back to Hugo.




Of course ego is part of it. It’s just another example of how people seek status. Seriously, some of those groups have even splintered into action funds and action committees. How much division can they manage? It’s pure ego, Troy, so that more and more people get to play at being the saviour. Most of them don’t even care about their stated goals. They’re not focused on the destination, the journey is the most important thing for them. If they achieved their goal, they’d have nothing left in their life. Again, if you ask them whose side they’re on, the answer is us, because without We The People, they have no purpose.




That’s an absurd thing to say!




Is it? Really? It doesn’t matter, anyway. They’re powerless to stop being divided, regardless.




Why?





  [image: Was it when the media started creating the truth?]



Was it when the media started creating the truth?



Really, Troy? Do I really need to explain why the losers are powerless to stop us dividing them, when they should be uniting against us?




Well, yes, actually, Hugo.




By controlling the truth.




That sounds a bit Big Brother.




I guess it does a bit, but let me give you an example. Through years of carefully crafted news stories, the losers know that they can’t trust politicians. We’ve carefully and dutifully taught them that for generations.




It doesn’t have to be that way.




Of course it does. When a politician like ex-First-Best-Guy Phineas Finagle stands up in front of a packed media room and declares, ‘Read my lips, I never had sexual relations with that sheep,’ everyone knows that he did.




But he didn’t.




Troy, are you stupid? The photo of him fisting that sheep was all over the front pages of the papers. It looked like a scene from a Scandi porno, that one where the housewife played by Bertha van der Whoppeee has a dripping tap and Tigger Johansson plays the plumber. Just picture scene three, but replace Tigger with Finagle and Bertha with the sheep and that’s exactly the photo. Just without the marrow.




The photo showed Finagle as a student at veterinary college. He was assisting in the breech birth of a Texel ewe.




Fake news!




The lecturer and 17 other students who were present all swore that it was a breech birth. If you compare the newspapers’ version to the original photo, you can see someone photoshopped several white coated students out of the background.




FAKE NEWS! What about Simeon Shiftyus, who sold his story to the Capitol Post about how he used to procure sheep for Finagle?




Simeon Shiftyus? The man who was shown to have been serving years three to seven of a 15-year sentence for conning elderly widows out of their life savings while Phineas Finagle was serving as First-Best-Guy. Hardly a reliable source, would you think?




But it was in the Capitol Post, so it must have been true. The media wouldn’t lie, would they?




Have you actually lost your mind, Hugo? Of course they’d lie. Ask anyone who’s most likely to lie to you between a journalist and a politician and you know the only way they’re ever going to pick one over the other is by tossing a coin.




Well done, Troy, it appears that you’ve answered your own question of how we keep the losers divided. We control the media and use it to control the truth. It’s our supreme method of brainwashing the losers to believe what we want them to.




But you can’t control Everything Broadcasting Service or Everything Public Radio.




Don’t get me started on those state-funded medical experiments where they test the limits of brainstaining the masses.




Brainstaining?




Yes, brainstaining. We The People’s well-oiled and privately owned media operations spend all that time and money brainwashing the losers to give them beautifully clean and pristine thoughts that are aligned completely with our viewpoints, just for publicly-funded fake news to stain their perfect thoughts with their crazed, liberal propaganda. They brainstain the losers and we need to stop it.




I’m not sure I can agree with your claim of them pushing propaganda and your brainstaining made-up word seems an unbalanced way to describe their attempt to make their audiences consider a more balanced and neutral view of the world that may be in their best interests, rather than the best interests of We The People. Both organisations are independent, only partly publicly-funded and tasked with a mission to present an honest and unbiased take on the news.




Honest and unbiased! That bunch of fake news peddling communists.




That's an extreme take on public media. Admittedly, there is a genuine argument that some of their editors may simply ignore stories that undermine their own beliefs, but the stories they do cover are generally presented in an unbiased way. 
Remember, the rest of the media is privately owned and strongly skewed to the conservative viewpoint. So we can argue that, as the media landscape as a whole is so biased towards the right, a little liberal bias in a small minority of outlets is just helping to provide more balanced, though still right-biased, reporting overall.




We don’t want balanced reporting, Troy, we want reporting that’s biased towards We The People. So you’re right to say we can’t control EBS and EPR, but we can discredit them in the eyes of the voters. That’s why we claim that they’re massively biased against working-class Everythingers and, somewhat ironically, that they operate in the best interests of the elite. On top of that, we constantly remind voters that they’re the ones paying for these organisations that lie to them. 
If we can make the taxpayers angry about their money being wasted on communist propaganda, even if it is only 1.6 spondoolicks per person per year, they’ll be happy for us to stop giving them government funding and even to shut them down completely. And, praise the universe…dammit, I mean praise God, it’s a one-sided fight as publicly-funded media has an obligation to try and remain neutral while the privately funded media can exaggerate and outright lie to their heart’s content. So once we shut them down or take them over, We The People will control the truth 100%.




But it can’t be that simple. I’ve just said that everyone knows that journalists lie. They may enjoy the spectacle of the First-Best-Guy caught in the act of fisting a sheep, but they don’t really fall for it. They understand it’s just a bit of titillating fun. They’re never going to fall for any big lies in a big way.




Really, Troy, that’s quite a fascinating opinion to hold. So tell me, which tax is the most hated?




Well, as important as taxes are to a functioning democracy, none of them are exactly popular.




Yes, true, but which one do the media always report to be the most hated?




Oh, the Death tax, of course.




Noooooo, don’t you ever call it that. Are you an absolute lunatic?




But that’s what the tax is officially called, it’s the name Sebustian Wimple gave it when he first proposed the tax.




No, no, no, always call it inheritance tax or estate tax. It’s political suicide to highlight the fact that we even tax death.




But why, Hugo? When would you rather pay tax, today while you’re alive and want to spend your money or tomorrow when you’re dead and most definitely aren’t going to be spending anything?




I understand your logic, but I don’t ever want to pay tax, dead or alive. I earned this money through my own hard work.




I thought your mother left you her huge fortune when she died.




Well, yes, she did, but I used that money wisely to fund my many successful business ventures.




But everyone knows you’ve declared bankruptcy six times and the latest 1000 Wealthiest Barstewards Report said you’re worth less now in real terms than when you inherited.




Which is why I’m so bloody keen to be elected First-Best-Guy, so I can clean up, but you’re getting off the subject. Focus, Troy, focus. The death tax, as you’re so keen to call it, is Everything’s most hated tax. That’s official. A recent survey found that 52% of the population of Everything wants to scrap the tax. Not just tweak it or reduce it a bit, but scrap it altogether. How many deaths result in the tax being paid? Surely, it must be a large number if more than half the people want to scrap it, wouldn’t you think?




Do you know, I’ve never stopped to think about this. I’ve not even written a will myself and I’ve no idea what the tax rates are on inheritances. However, to answer your question, it must obviously be quite a high number if the majority want to abolish it, but I’m guessing more people think they’ll inherit something than actually do. So, I’ll say 40%. No, wait, I bet people are even more overly optimistic about being left money, so make that 30%. Yes, 30% of deaths lead to inheritance tax being due.




That was very impressive, the way that you carefully thought the problem through and logically arrived at a carefully considered answer. However, you’re miles off. Recent figures show that less than 2% of deaths lead to any death tax being paid at all. 
More than 98% of the population never gets impacted by the death tax, but more than half of them want to scrap it. Why on earth are so many people opposed to a tax that doesn’t affect them and only affects a small number of people, most of whom will have spent their lives avoiding paying all sorts of taxes at the expense of the poor?




Don’t let me interrupt your flow, go on, Hugo, get it off your chest.




Because We The People tell them it’s a nasty tax that should be scrapped.




That sounds rather labor-intensive.




No, we don’t literally go knocking on the doors of slums asking if we can come in for a friendly chat. We don’t need to, because we control the truth. You yourself said that the media always refer to the death tax as the most hated tax, even though only the wealthiest of us ever pay it. The people who own our media companies are exactly the people who have to pay death tax and they hate it, so they use their control of the truth to convince the losers that they should hate death tax too. And astonishingly, it works.




Okay, if your figures are correct, then it seems the losers are much more gullible than I ever thought.




Do you know the word ‘gullible’ isn’t in the dictionary?




Gosh, no, I didn’t know that, I wonder why it isn’t…oh, very good Hugo, I see what you did there.




What you just experienced, Troy, is one of the most effective demonstrations of the difference between our unconscious and conscious minds. The unconscious mind operates flat out all the time and handles most everything for us. However, to operate so quickly, it has to be very trusting and can’t waste time analyzing the information it receives. So when it’s told that the word ‘gullible’ isn’t in the dictionary, it instantly accepts that as fact and immediately moves on, in this case, expressing amazement that the word isn’t included. The conscious mind, on the other hand, is incredibly distrusting and doubts everything that it hasn’t had the time to carefully think through. 
Obviously, the need to carefully think through everything means that the conscious mind is much slower than the unconscious mind when it comes to dealing with information. You literally just saw how much slower it was, as it must have taken a second or more for your conscious mind to point out you’d just been gullible in falling for the suggestion that the word isn’t in the dictionary. 
Whether you’re trying to sell a truth or a lie, if you want it to be compelling, it’s essential that what you say sounds plausible so it won’t trigger the conscious mind into action. Manage that and the super-trusting unconscious mind will happily accept everything that it hears as the gospel truth. I bet you can guess who’s very good at doing this.




You mean journalists, don’t you?




Exactly, Troy, journalists. Now just imagine that you’re so filthy rich, you spend some of your money on buying a newspaper, the Capitol Post, perhaps, or a TV channel, like Dox News, for example. Or perhaps you buy both. Whichever way you go, you now have a pile of journalists working for you. Gosh, what do you think you could do with them?




Expose the outrageous corruption at the top of society?




I’ll be honest, I didn’t see that coming. Oddly, I had a feeling you were coming around to my way of thinking.




So, I’m meant to say that I’d use my journalists to make more wealth for myself by making politicians do the things I want them to do in return for making them look good in the eyes of the losers and helping them to get elected.




Well, you make it sound very unimaginative, but yes, that’s exactly what you’re meant to say. Just think back to the Bank of Everything web page that showed how little wealth the poorest 50% of the population have owned over the last 35 years or so. Never more than 4% of the nation’s wealth, as low as 0.4% and currently about 2.5%. 
Clearly, the poorest 50% wouldn’t keep voting for the People’s Party or the National Party if they stopped to think through how neither of these parties ever does anything to make their lives better in government, because they’re too busy making We The People ever wealthier. But they don’t think about it because they’re lazy.




I don’t like to say they’re lazy. Every living creature on this planet is struggling to survive and they’ve all evolved to be frugal, ensuring they don’t waste energy unnecessarily.




I accept that a pride of lions sleeping through much of the day on the plains of Gondwana is a demonstration of frugality, each lion knowing that their next hunt may not be successful and energy wasted needlessly now, could be the difference between life and death tomorrow. However, Everythingers aren’t hunting gazelles and antelopes across the Gondwanan savannah. 
They’re buying ridiculous permutations of coffee to go with their smashed avocado on toast and then scrolling through endless videos on Bish-Bash-Bosh to keep their thumb amply exercised and limber so it’s ready at a moment’s notice to tap another emoji to express some semblance of feeling to another human sat just centimetres away, but too busy engrossed in their own shiny screen to offer any kind of real and personal interaction. Lions need to be frugal. Humans are simply lazy. Though to compound the issue, a lot of them are stupid too.




Hugo, I’m starting to think that you hate people.




People, Troy? Try to concentrate. No, I don’t hate people, I don’t even hate the losers, what I hate is their laziness and stupidity, even though it’s what We The People rely on to increase our wealth day after day. They happily watch Dox News or read The Capitol Post and lap up everything they’re told. They see someone who claims to know what they’re talking about and then go and repeat everything they hear to their family and friends because they think it makes them look smart. 
Just last week I had a conversation with a security guard in Laufeyville about supply-side economics. I was struggling so hard to keep a straight face and internalize my laughter, I actually peed myself. I had to swap pants with Derek from my security detail before I went on stage. But this guy was hilarious. Despite the fact that his wife’s employment troubles mean they’ve had to turn to food banks on occasion and his 19-year-old daughter struggles to pay for her insulin, he was earnestly insisting to me that we need to double-down on supply-side economics.




Sometimes you’re extremely unsympathetic, Hugo, laughing at that poor man’s plight.




Just sometimes? Now I’m worried you haven’t been paying attention. Anyway, as much as I despise the term ‘trickle down economics’, I had to drop it into the conversation with this security guard to see if it might make him visualize what he was saying any better, but no, he was 100% convinced that the best way to make poor clowns like him better off is to give more money to the wealthiest. 
What a ducking moron! It should be obvious, without even thinking about it, that you’re not going to make Peter richer by giving money to Paul. But why hasn’t that dumbass security guard taken a minute to actually think about it? Then he might have realized that if you give one billion spondoolicks a year to one person, they’re never going to spend all that money. Probably 950 million spondoolicks will just sit in a bank account and will never trickle down to the poorest in society. 
However, split one billion spondoolicks between 20,000 people and you can be certain that each and every one of those people will spend all of their 50,000 spondoolicks every single year, because they have to put a roof over their family’s heads and feed them. They can’t afford to leave money in a bank, so every single one of those billion spondoolicks will trickle out into the economy. But no, Mr security has never thought to use his own brain cells to think it through, but just listens to what the media tells him, before parroting it at anyone else who will listen to him. He deserves everything he doesn’t get.




I’ve actually had similar arguments when trying to turn National Party supporters to the People’s Party, but they just don’t seem to hear what I’m saying.




Of course they don’t hear you. They don’t trust you. They trust Dox News and the Capitol Post. So when they tell them that giving tax cuts to billionaires will make them richer, they believe it.




But that’s crazy. The Capitol Post’s owned by Happenstance Bigjolly, one of the richest Everythingers ever and Dox News is owned Smelter Machete, not only also filthy rich, but not even a natural born Everythinger, he’s still got a Barbaquian passport. Why do they trust these people when they’re so rich they clearly have nothing in common with the losers, and particularly when one of them is a foreigner?




Well, well, Troy, interesting to hear you using the word ‘foreigner’ like it’s a bad thing, but to answer your question, Dox News and The Capitol Post say the things that many people believe and that they say themselves. We naturally like those who believe the same things as we do and we naturally trust those who we like. 
And it doesn’t just apply to the media that supports the National Party. The papers and TV channels that are pro-People’s Party are just as bad. They tell their audience that the People’s Party is the only party that cares about them, but they’re no different, supporting politicians who only ever act in the best interests of We The People. The media don’t report the truth, they create the truth. And your liberal fascist cheer-leading media is every bit as corrupt as our fascist cheer-leading media.
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Was it when politicians ignored the voters' wishes on immigration?



But Troy, let’s return to your use of the word ‘foreigner’ which you seem to see as a bad thing when the foreigner in question is living in Everything quite legally, contributing to our society, creating jobs for Everythingers and conducting a completely legal business. Yet you and the People’s Party fall over yourselves to welcome poor, illegal immigrants into Everything, even killers and rapists. You lot all seem to be navigating by an odd moral compass.




And you wonder why everyone calls the National Party the nasty party?




No, not at all, I’m pretty sure that’s down to our policies.




And perhaps your claim that the Macouti immigrant community in Bungleaze has turned many of the local teenage girls into zombie sex slaves. It’s just a thought, but that might seem a bit nasty to some people.




Are you seriously suggesting that bringing this outrage to the attention of the national media is a bad thing, Troy? The local authorities are doing absolutely nothing to stop this zombie sex trade, but then it’s a People’s Party city, so, no surprise there then.




They’re not doing anything about it because the whole sick fantasy has been made up.




I saw a documentary about it. The film-makers followed a young immigrant called Rickie who kept a deadgirl sex slave in the basement of an old mental asylum. You can deny it all you want, but it’s real. And what about the disgusting alien prawns living like primitive animals in District 9? Don’t tell me you haven’t seen that documentary, they’re horrible things and we shouldn’t have anything to do with them. Oh, and don’t get me onto the subject of that chilling documentary, How To Train Your Dragon. I bet you think we should be opening our borders to dragons and letting them live among us, potentially burning us to death every time one of them burps.




Hugo, those aren’t documentaries, they’re feature films.




You say that, but they look pretty convincing to me.




Really? The dragon one’s an animation!




But the dragon looks just like the real thing. Oh, it doesn’t matter anyway, the important thing isn’t what’s in these documentaries, it’s the fact that you and your party are betraying your own voters on immigration.




Of course we’re not, our policies on immigration are exactly what Everythingers want us to do.




Assuming you still believe in democracy, isn’t the idea that politicians carry out the wishes of the voters?




Obviously.




Recent polls have found that 78% of Everythingers consider the immigrant situation on the Everything/Klumbus border to be a major problem and 55% favor less immigration into our country, compared to 25% who are happy for it to remain at current levels.




Hang on, you’re getting cute with numbers there, Hugo. If 55% want less immigration, that means that 45% don’t have a problem with the current level or would even like to see it increased. You focused on the 25% figure specifically to make the divide appear more stark.




But surely you either believe in democracy or you don’t. Democracy is about doing the will of the majority. 55% is the majority. The majority want less immigration into Everything, yet you and your People’s Party persist in defending the current situation, ignoring those that you claim to represent. Clearly, when it comes to immigration, the National Party is the one that’s listening to the voters.




I could argue that you’re the ones driving the fear over immigration with your claims that illegal aliens are actual aliens and that we’re in favor of dragons coming to live among us. The reality is that Everything is signed up to international agreements for dealing with refugees and, unlike you, we take our country’s responsibilities seriously.




And here we go, you’re referring to the 4107 Refugee Convention and the later 4123 Protocol, of course. Neither are particularly recent agreements are they. It’s 74 years since the first one and that came about in the aftermath of Woppoff War 2 and, despite that being a global conflict, was most specifically targeting the refugee crisis that was still enveloping the continent of Dotardia in the wake of Edith Blitzen’s attempts at genocide in the old world. So explain to me, Troy, how that agreement is still relevant to our world today, the best part of a century later, with the vast changes that our societies have been through across that time?




The agreements were designed to protect refugees and grant every single one of them protection and sanctuary when such security is denied to them within their home country. They’re still relevant today as refugees across the world are still seeking those protections. They’re arguably even more relevant today as the number of refugees seeking protection outside their home countries is greater than ever.




But are they really refugees, Troy? If all they wanted was security and protection from persecution, then surely they would seek such help in the first suitable country they reach, yet many of your so-called refugees travel halfway around the world to demand ‘protection’ from Everything. That’s the crux of the problem we face in this new world of ours. 
Many, perhaps most, of the immigrants demanding our protection aren’t refugees, but just want the opportunity to steal the wealth of Everythingers. Rather than fleeing from oppression, most of your immigrants are racing to steal Everythingers’ jobs and you won’t do anything to protect our native population, even when the majority want us to reduce the levels of immigration. It’s economic immigration pure and simple.




So if a parent comes to Everything because their child needs medical care that isn’t affordable for the poor in their home country, you could class that as economic immigration, though you could also say that means that the child isn’t able to receive the care and security they need in their home country and so they could also be classed as a refugee.




Yawn, sorry I missed that, Troy.




Don’t worry, it’s a moot point anyway. You don’t care about the status of immigrants. As far as you’re concerned, none are refugees and they’re all here to steal our jobs, even though most of those jobs are low-paid, physically demanding jobs that Everythingers don’t want to do. What we in the People’s Party say is that we must honor our commitments to protect the rights of refugees.




Why? No-one ever asked me if I wanted Everything to sign up to the 4107 Refugee Convention. I was just a child at the time, so why should I have to honor someone else’s agreement? You weren’t even born when the 4123 Protocol was agreed, so why do you feel any obligation to honor those agreements? Why should any Everythinger alive today be seen as having any obligation, legal, moral or otherwise, to agreements from many decades ago that they never agreed to? 
The world has changed immensely since they were signed. The only important thing that we need to know is that 55% of Everythingers want fewer immigrants coming into our country and any agreements signed decades ago are nothing more than ancient history and irrelevant to what Everythingers want today. My duty and your duty should be to today’s Everythingers, not last century’s, so why do you insist on ignoring them?




Because it’s the right thing to do. Isn’t it?




So will you stand up in front of the voters and tell them that you support immigrants overrunning the country and taking their jobs because it’s the right thing to do? I bet I could get you live on Dox News in 60 seconds from now. Shall I make the call, Troy?




No, don’t, I don’t think that’s a very good idea. I’m actually a little conflicted about the immigration issue right now. Yes, perhaps we do need to change how we think about immigration and particularly refugees, given how the world has changed so dramatically. Yet, I do speak to many voters and they also express compassion for the plight of many of those who are seeking safety for themselves and their families in Everything.




The compassionate ones will be the ones who don’t see their jobs and futures being stolen from them. It’s not so easy for the ones experiencing absolute poverty to feel so welcoming.




But immigrants aren’t the ones making them poor. You are. We The People are the ones who are stealing all of the wealth of Everything. You’re just using immigrants to distract the losers from seeing the truth. It was always We The People stealing from the losers. Decades ago, you were the ones who took the jobs of Everythingers and gave them to workers in other countries who were happy to work harder for lower wages.




You can’t blame us for Everythingers being lazy and greedy. They were the ones who didn’t want to work 12-hour days, six days a week and wanted wages that would allow them to buy luxuries, not just food and a roof over their head. But we’ve discovered workers overseas are just as lazy and greedy, so we’re going to bring those jobs back and give them back to Everythingers.




You’re only talking about bringing these jobs back now because it turns out that those cheap and enthusiastic workers weren’t as stupid as you thought they were. They weren’t just working for you, they were learning from you and working out how to make your products without you. They stole your knowledge and now they don’t need you to make better products more cheaply. 
You’ve been outplayed by those countries that seemed to be letting you walk all over them, when they were actually playing the long game. But this is just typical of short-sighted capitalists who only care about making an easy profit today and damn the costs tomorrow. The monkey would have seen this coming and had a plan.




Maybe we hired the monkey as a consultant and he gave us a great plan. Maybe we always knew the foreign workers would grow out of us and try to steal our markets for themselves. And maybe we always knew that when it happened, we would use tariffs to make their products more expensive so that our products remain competitively priced. Maybe we’re not so stupid and maybe your monkey is actually one of We The People.




We The Monkeys, surely?




I’m starting to think if I was offering you an opportunity to join We The Monkeys, you’d jump at it, but the offer on the table is to join with us, We The People, Troy. We can talk about the rights and wrongs of the past as much as you like, but you’re not going to change it. The question I’m wondering is if you’ve worked out now that you’ve no way to change the present or the future either?
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Was it when AI took all the jobs?



Besides, Troy, as ever you’re taking a deeply complex problem and distilling it into something much simpler. Such one-dimensional thinking is typical of the People’s Party. You’re better than that, you can see the bigger picture, can’t you?




I like to think so.




Don’t we all. Still, our difficulties with other countries extend beyond simple trade imbalances, we’ve let the power skew very badly in other ways. Everything was the greatest and most powerful nation on the planet, but can we be sure of that place now?




We still lead the world, Hugo, that much I’m sure of.




How wonderful, the optimism of youth. I feel rather less sure and we need to pull our socks up if we’re to ensure that Everything retains its place as the world’s greatest power. We really have dropped the ball over the past decades without realizing the threats that were creeping up on us. We need to be smarter from now on and recognize where the threats are going to come from before they even start to develop. Artificial Intelligence is going to be just one essential battle we have to be on the winning side of.




Artificial Intelligence. I sometimes think we should call it Ai.




We do call it AI.




No, I mean we should call it Ai. With a capital A in bold and underlined because it’s very artificial and with a small i in italics because it’s not very intelligent.




Oh, I see, very good, Troy. One of your advisors came up with that, did they?




No, Damiana, my five-year-old.




Sounds like a darling little child.




Tell that to Father Brennan.




You’ve not heard then? Father Brennan’s dead. The queerest thing, he got impaled by a lightning rod falling off his church. Anyway, we need to be the ones who control the path AI takes because of the immense power it offers us. 
AI offers us the power to create a utopia, a heaven on earth, here in Everything. No-one will ever have to work again, unless they want to, of course. Every individual will be able to rise from bed when they want, knowing that they’ll be able to spend their day doing whatever it is that will make them happy and fulfilled. Everyone will spend their day without any worries or concerns because our advanced technology will ensure that our society runs smoothly, with everyone receiving all that they need as they need it. No-one will go hungry again, everyone will have a roof over their head and health and social care will be guaranteed for all the citizens of Everything. That’s the potential that the power of Artificial Intelligence offers us.




It sounds like paradise. Do you really think that will happen, Hugo?




Of course not, Troy. As remarkable as AI may seem to us, it’s not the first time that humanity has lived through the introduction of world-changing technologies and has any of those taken our societies closer to the utopian ideal I just described? Of course they haven’t. New technologies have never and never will enrich society as a whole. They are always for the benefit and profit of the upper-class, We The People in Everything’s case. We’re on the verge of glorious new wealth like no other upper-class has ever seen. It’s yours for the asking, Troy.




So just forget about paradise, then?




Absolutely not. We need to repeat that dream over and over until the losers really believe that the revolution of Artificial Intelligence is for their benefit. We need time to finesse the technology so that we can build the robot army that will be needed to suppress the losers when AI takes their jobs. 
As capitalism embraced a global system, Everythingers across the country suffered, but some specific communities collapsed nearly completely as jobs were exported overseas to other countries. This time around, every community is going to collapse and completely as their jobs are taken on by robots and computers that will work around the clock, seven days a week without breaks or expecting to be paid wages.




Umm, Hugo, you do appreciate just how short-sighted this all is, don’t you?




To be honest with you, Troy, no, I don’t, why don’t you enlighten me?




You’re talking about taking all of the jobs done by the losers and leaving them to starve. If the losers no longer exist, who are you going to sell your products and services to? There’ll be no-one with any money to buy anything from you and the rest of We The People.




Not in Everything, no, but the world is a big place. It’s payback time, Troy, we’ve suffered as other countries with cheap labor have used that advantage to sell lower cost products and services to Everything that we’ve been unable to compete with. 
AI will give us the cheapest workforce the world has ever seen and by ensuring we control the designs and the advanced chips that power AI, we’ll be able to maintain that competitive edge over all other nations. We won’t need the losers anymore, as we’ll be able to sell anything and everything more cheaply than anyone else, anywhere else in the world. Everywhere we look, there will be losers that we can sell to and take advantage of. Trust me, Troy, the future’s so bright, we gotta wear shades.




Hopefully not because it’s brighter than a thousand suns. So, if AI is so brilliant and can hand us the world on a plate, doesn’t it worry you that it might be smarter than us?




No chance of that, I’ve got an IQ of 964, I think I can handle AI.




Sorry, Hugo, I am trying to concentrate on what you’re saying, but why are you standing on one foot? You look like a bad mime-artist doing a flamingo.




Just highlighting my exceptional stability, too.




Of course, that. So I assume you don’t see the movie Colossus: The Forbin Project as offering a prescient warning about the dangers of AI?




Never heard of it.




Shame, but okay, how about that classic Arnie film?




Ah, Arnie, Arnie Nutkrusherz, I used to love him. He starred in some of the classics, Triplets, Minor and the all time greatest of all, Kindergarten Mop. His emotional range in that film playing a janitor’s suicidal mop was astonishing, and that ending when the little kids make him see that there is something worth living for, well…




Are you crying, Hugo?




I’m not crying, you’re crying, but if I was, it would be because of the crying shame that he joined the People’s Party.




Okay, anyway, I was actually thinking of his other film, Concluder.




I was in a film once, you know.




Sorry, what?




I was in a film once. A classic of arthouse cinema by the great director Fedrico Truffaut. Loon Seul, in case you want to watch it. I played Willy Wonky.




Yes, I know, I’ve actually watched the first hour. You were sitting in a chair muttering to yourself for 60 minutes.




Oh, you missed the best bit then, if you don’t want to watch the full six hours, fast forward to about five hours and 56 minutes. It gets super exciting at that point as I wake up from my ninth nap, that action-packed first hour really took it out of me.




Well, thanks for the tip, Hugo, I’ll bear that in mind when it’s my pick for the kids movie night. Anyway the film I was thinking about was the one where Arnie plays an android killer called the Concluder. It’s the one where the military computer Wayne gains self-awareness and when the humans try to deactivate him, he launches nuclear missiles against the world’s cities, leading to a war between humans and robots.




Yeah, I remember that, it was no Kindergarten Mop, but what’s your point, Troy?




Just that maybe you’re playing with fire when it comes to using AI to rule the world, you might just end up being ruled by AI.




You need to think big or you’ll never amount to anything.




If you say so, but I still think we need to be careful with AI. Perhaps not let it near any of the big essential systems like Everything’s energy infrastructure.




Ah, Monty hasn’t let you inside on the energy infrastructure fudge up then.




Maybe he has and I’m being careful not to let you trick the information out of me. Which particular energy infrastructure fudge up are you thinking of, exactly?




Very cute, Troy, but we’re going to have to rely on AI to clean up the energy infrastructure mess, whether you like it or not. Both our parties dropped the ball on this one, buying crucial equipment from the Eternal Nation of the People of Wibble and integrating it into the country’s energy infrastructure. We’ve since found they’ve built undocumented communication devices into a range of equipment, potentially providing the ability to disrupt or collapse our entire energy system. We’re going to need to use AI to assess and work out how to fix that as quickly as possible.




Well, that just sounds like a truly brilliant plan. We screw up and let our biggest competitor effectively build a self-destruct system into our country’s energy infrastructure and our best solution is to let AI, something that we don’t even understand how it works despite it being created by humans, have complete access to our energy infrastructure. And you don’t think that maybe we’ll just end up with AI having full control of our energy infrastructure instead of the Eternal Nation of the People of Wibble?




At least it’s our AI.




I still think we’re best off leaving AI for students to use to write their essays and dissertations.
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Was it when politicians became educators?



Which reminds me, Troy, there are still aspects of Everything where we still want more control.




Really, I thought you’d nailed it all.




Not quite, politicians need to become educators, we can’t rely on AI to handle this for us. You already know how control of the media allows us to control the truth right now, as it’s made. Controlling education gives us the power to control historic truth and use that to control the hearts and minds of the young and so control the hearts and minds of the adults they grow into. We can literally rewrite the history books and use schools, colleges and universities to make young Everythingers see the world the way we want them to see it and to believe the truth as we tell it to them.




But don’t we risk making our young less innovative and more rigid in their thinking by trying to constrain the way they think and what they believe?




I don’t think so, but that’s just a gamble we need to be prepared to take. They’re too liberal when they’re young. The problem is they’ve spent years being given stuff. It may be relative, but even the poorest will likely have been used to adults giving them stuff with nothing asked in return. That sets the precedent in their mind and the result is young people tend to be far more generous and open to the idea of sharing. 
It’s only after years as an adult, as they discover that people stop giving you anything and you have to work for everything, that they become less keen on the idea of sharing what they’ve worked for. By that time, even the ones who aren’t earning enough to feed themselves are fair game for us. But why do we have to wait until life teaches them that it’s not fair? Why can’t we knock this ridiculous idea of generosity and sharing out of their silly little heads before they’re adults?




Because the young are too optimistic and idealistic to be easily corrupted.




Really, do you know Shellastic Funda-Nordica, the duvet heiress?




Not personally, but I know she appears regularly in the society pages, the wife often highlights her colorful episodes.




Indeed, and I was chatting with one of her colorful episodes at a fund-raiser a few weeks ago, the young and rather handsome Simeone Goldshovel, also known as the new Mr Shellastic Funda-Nordica. Refreshingly fun company, considering most young people seem to be more interested in their phone than real people. Anyway, he shared a couple of videos from his Bish-Bash-Bosh account. 
The first one was utterly hilarious. It was the start of his first term at Barfer, before he’d met Shellastic, and he was declaring that Monty Havajack should extend student debt relief to include those currently studying because they would be the future drivers of Everything’s economy. 
The second one he showed me was from two months later, after the elopement and wedding, in which he announced that Monty Havajack should be tried for treason and executed for wasting so much taxpayers’ money on student debt relief. 
That young man really is quite inspirational, especially the way he engineered the elopement to avoid the inconvenience of any pre-nup agreement. Obviously, we can’t get every student to marry a billionaire, but control of the universities means we can knock those silly liberal views out of the easily led young generation of Everything. That’s the real reason we need to take control of what the young Everythingers are taught.




Well, that sounds grim. Shouldn’t we be trying to support the young and nurture them to use their developing talents to find their place of value in society?




Umm, no, we shouldn’t, but thank you for contributing to the debate, Troy.




Lordee, for a moment there I felt like I was back in college.




Not a happy time for you, Troy?




Not always, no, Hugo.




Excellent, we want it to be like that for everyone. Do you remember that unfortunate accident last year in Picqule? When that Bomunster Amalgam owned chemical plant suffered a technical issue and about 15,000 poor Picqlians died horrible, slow deaths as a result.




Of course, it’s not the kind of thing you forget easily.




Really? I saw it mentioned in a Bish-Bash-Bosh video just before you arrived. I’d completely forgotten all about it, but I think it was the weekend the Slow Jerky Generals narrowly missed out on a spot in the Brilliant Dish, so I had other, more important stuff on my mind. 
However, a group of leading students at Guffaw University released a statement condemning Bomunster Amalgam and its leadership, saying that they were completely responsible for all of the deaths. It was utterly outrageous. Bomunster Amalgam is a great and successful Everything business. I’ve got several close friends on their board. To suggest that the company was responsible for those deaths was nothing less than treacherous. 
What about those who died? What about them taking some responsibility? They lived in a slum next to a leaky chemical plant, why on earth didn’t they all have gas masks in an emergency closet at home in case of such an emergency? They all demonstrated a complete and absurd disregard for their safety and the safety of their family members. Why weren’t the students outraged about that?




Well, it does sound a bit off-colorblaming those who died for their deaths.




I’m going to assume, for your sake, that you’re playing devil’s advocate at this point.




Maybe I am, maybe I’m not, but surely the students’ right to free speech should mean they’re free to say what they want. That’s what the vast majority of Everythingers believe, I’m sure.




Free speech, Troy, you really think they care about that so much? The truth is no-one really likes free speech when it allows others to say things they don't want to hear. It's like how no-one really cares that much about democracy. You'd be amazed how many of Monty Havajack's supporters would be happy for him to break the Constitution if they thought it would stop me from destroying Everything's democracy, in the same way you'd be amazed how many of my supporters would be happy for me to break the Constitution if they thought it would stop Monty Havajack from destroying our democracy. 
Still, if you're not going to see sense on this one, how about the student body at Huffypuffy University who released that anti-stanistic statement after the People's Front of Reg blew up two Lorettan Airlines passenger jets, in which they blamed the government of Loretta entirely for the attacks and expressed support for the terrorists?




Hang on, Hugo, while their statement was absurd and deeply offensive, and not just to Bigusdickuses, but all reasonably-minded people everywhere, you have seriously mischaracterized the content of their statement. Have you even read it?




I don’t need to read it to know it was anti-stanistic and pro-People’s Front of Reg.




Right, let me quote the statement in its entirety.
We, the undersigned student organizations, hold the Lorettan regime entirely responsible for all the unfolding violence. 
Today’s events did not occur in a vacuum. For the last two decades, millions of Regians in the Reggie Flap have been forced to live in an open-air prison. Lorettan officials promise to "open the gates of hell," and the massacres in the Reggie Flap have already commenced. Regians in the Reggie Flap have no shelters for refuge and nowhere to escape. In the coming days, Regians will be forced to bear the full brunt of Loretta’s violence. 
The apartheid regime is the only one to blame. Lorettan violence has structured every aspect of Regian existence for 75 years. From systematized land seizures to routine airstrikes, arbitrary detentions to military checkpoints, and enforced family separations to targeted killings, Regians have been forced to live in a state of death, both slow and sudden. 
Today, the Regian ordeal enters into uncharted territory. The coming days will require a firm stand against colonial retaliation. We call on the Huffypuffy community to take action to stop the ongoing annihilation of Regians.
Clearly suggesting that the Lorettan government bears the entire responsibility is an absurd statement and I’m sure that in time the authors will also come to realize that, but nothing that they said is anti-stanistic or supportive of the People’s Front of Reg.




Of course it’s anti-stanistic, they openly accuse the Lorettan government of causing the violence. How’s that not anti-stanistic?




Hugo, do you understand the meaning of anti-stanistism or have you allowed the Lorettan government and their apologists to corrupt the true meaning of the phrase?




Of course I do and of course I haven’t.




Anti-stanistism is hostility and prejudice against Bigusdickus’s. You don’t have to be Bigusdickusish to be Lorettan. In fact, a quarter of Lorettans aren’t Bigusdickusish. And you don’t have to be Lorettan to be Bigusdickusish. There are just as many Bigusdickuses living in other countries around the world as there are living in Loretta. 
Anti-stanistism is specifically discrimination against Bigusdickuses and the students’ statement doesn’t once use the words Bigusdickus, Bigusdickuses or Bigusdickusish. It clearly can’t be anti-stanistic if they never once use or reference those words. It doesn’t even target the Lorettan people, it’s specifically blaming the Lorettan government and only the Lorettan government.




You can roll it however you like, but we all knew what they meant. And anyway, what about their open support for the People’s Front of Reg?




Now, isn’t that a very good question? For me, that’s actually the most offensive and absurd part of their statement, but not in the way that you’re suggesting. They say how events didn’t happen in a vacuum and then make the very same mistake. 
They don’t once reference the People’s Front of Reg or even acknowledge that hundreds of Lorettan citizens were slaughtered. They act as if the Lorettan government is acting in a vacuum. However, there is nothing in their statement that suggests any support for the actions of The People’s Front of Reg, neither present or past. And while their failure to condemn the brutal attacks should be offensive to all right-minded people, we can’t infer that they support the actions of The People’s Front of Reg from the words they wrote.




You’re right that it’s offensive and so it’s quite reasonable for us to be offended by it. They deserve to be punished.




But Hugo, they’re barely adults. You and your supporters were calling for them to be blacklisted for life, and for an offense that they hadn’t even committed. Even if they had, though, surely we all learn from our mistakes and those lessons make us better people. Don’t we all make mistakes when we’re young? Shouldn’t we all be given the opportunity to learn from our mistakes and use our lessons to help us play a better role in society?




Get a grip, Troy, it’s not just about the students. Constantine Fapping, the ex-Dean of Huffypuffy, is an even bigger pain in the butt than his students. Yes, we may appear to be overtly attacking the students, but we’re also trying to teach those in charge that they need to come around to our way of thinking, too. When we managed to force Fapping to resign, we sent a very strong message to his peers. Students and educators all need to learn to see the world as we want them to see it.




And damn the consequences, even if it means undermining Everything’s education system.




You really do get caught up constantly in the issue of right and wrong, don’t you, Troy? The reality is that just like the Romans in the Colosseum baying for the blood of gladiators, we have to throw red meat in situations like this. We have to give the losers a false elite to despise and turn against. We have to or we run the risk of them turning against the real elite and We The People most certainly can’t allow that.
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Was it when they started banning books?



You know, Hugo, perhaps you’re being under-ambitious, maybe you should be targeting them even younger than university age.




Interesting, you’re the second person to say that to me this week. Stavros Grinder also seems to think that the younger we catch them, the better. He offered a few suggestions for books that we might want to consider banning or least controlling access to more tightly so only age appropriate readers can access them. For example, I’ll definitely be banning 50 Tall Buildings Of The World To Color with one of my very first Executive Orders when I become First-Best-Guy.




You know that’s a coloring book, Hugo? What on earth could be offensive about that?




The book has to be banned, Troy, it’s pure and utter filth.




I repeat, it’s a coloring book, Hugo. A skyscrapers themed coloring book. What possible reason could there be for banning it?




Are you some kind of devil-worshipping pervert, Troy. Here, just look at this one, it’s disgusting.




That’s the Pepino in Spot’s capital, Keynsham, that's K-E-Y-N-S-H-A-M, Keynsham. What on earth is disgusting about that?




Carstairs, bring me my crayons. CARSTAIRS, where are you man? MY CRAYONS. NOW!




So, sorry sir, I had to gather them up from your desk and one of them fell behind your drinks cabinet and I just couldn’t reach it.




Tell me it’s not the pink one, Carstairs.




No, sir, I think it was the periwinkle or, possibly, the duck egg blue, the pink one’s here.




Good, give me. Now go.




Of course, sir.




Wait a moment, Troy, I just need to quickly do this to prove my point.




No hurry, Hugo, take your time.




Dammit, man, you’ve made me color outside of the line. Oh, nothing I can do about that now, but look, Troy, see, doesn’t this make things look very different?




Well, yes, it does, but that’s because you’ve colored in the Pepino using your pink crayon. It’s a dark, somewhat metallic blue in real life.




I don’t care what it’s like in real life, in my coloring book it’s pink and it looks just like a huge, monster-sized wang. It’s filth, Troy, the devil’s work. Would you be happy for your children to color this in?




Well, yes, Hugo, they wouldn’t ever dream of coloring it pink. Even my four-year-old knows the Pepino is blue.




Are you suggesting your child is somehow smarter than me, Troy? I don’t recall your brat starring in all four seasons of Sheep Pit as one of the brilliant, successful and ever so good-looking entrepreneurs. Anyway, forget your mentally-challenged children and focus on the dangers such books present to society. We need to be strong and be prepared to ban all of the evil books that threaten to destroy our civilization.




Okay, so along with 50 Tall Buildings Of The World To Color, what other books should we be banning?




Anything and everything that is either smutty or doesn’t align with our beliefs. By controlling what people read, we can control what they think, and the younger they are when we start, the better.




So, how about the Hummock We Scale, Monty Havajack’s favorite poem? I read that was banned by some schools in Senyor Oldenburg this week. The underlying message is one of love, equality and unity, so it’s hard to understand what those banning it could have found so offensive. Other than Havajack liking it and the fact that it was written by a young plaid woman.




Surely I don’t need to repeat my views on unity and equality among the losers, Troy, but love, that’s a complex subject all in itself. Don’t educators have a responsibility to ensure that such deep and sensitive topics are introduced to our young people at a suitable age?




So how do we decide the right age, then? One of your opponents for the National Party ticket, Happenstance Blagger, wanted to raise the voting age to 25-years-old. Should people be 25-years-old before they can read a sex scene in a book, Hugo?




It depends how sexy the scene is, Troy, obviously.




How sexy? How on earth do we measure that?




That’s easy, Grinder and I have come up with a quite ingenious sexiness scale. For example, in Harry and Sally Go To Sunday School, that highly-charged scene where Mrs Oldywoldy explains how the virgin birth happened and Sally sits at her desk and crosses her legs would probably be a 68 or, perhaps a 69. So, suitable for more advanced 14-year-olds, but for safety’s sake, probably best that we say it would be fine for all 16-year-olds to read. 
However, what about the scene in Harry and Sally Go To The Farm, where Sally rides a donkey? That’s clearly a 91, though Stavros argued it was more like a 92. Regardless, how can anyone argue that the complex sexual themes and questions raised by that behavior are suitable for anyone under 21 years of age. In fact, the late Father Brennan believed the book should be banned outright and the author, Batty Bargewool, burned at the stake for heresy.




That certainly sounds like the late Father Brennan. But, regarding Sally riding the donkey, as much as I want to question your understanding of that part of the story, I just don't think I'm emotionally equipped for that conversation. So, haven't you ever thought, Hugo, that maybe the problems don't lie in the books, but rather they lie in the wonky minds of those who want to ban the books?




No, Troy, I haven't.




And you don't think this all seems a bit puritanical?




If the universe wanted us to be happy…no, no, no, what am I saying…I mean if God wanted us to be happy, he wouldn’t have given us the ability to cry. So no, I don’t think it’s a bit puritanical.




We can also cry tears of joy, you know? I remember seeing that video of you giving the Commencement Address to Hovel University’s class of 4160, where you sat down afterwards, accidentally releasing the brake of Provost Harlibean’s wheelchair, causing him to roll off the front of the stage and land head-first in the front row. You were laughing so hard, the tears were literally streaming down your face.




No, really, Troy, you misunderstood, those were tears of shame at being the cause of Harlibean's hilarious misfortune. Honestly they were, I felt like a real-life Mr Legumbre.





So, you were expressing empathy for his situation when you dropped yourself onto the stage and then did what looked like an exaggerated impersonation of Harlibean struggling to pull himself back into his wheelchair? Rather than actually helping him back into his wheelchair.




You weren't there, so you don't how it happened in real time. Anyway, you should stop getting caught up in the belief that book banning is just about sexual content. Clearly it's a source of great distress for our friends and supporters on the religious right, and we want to do all we can to make them happy. If we do that, they'll do all they can to make us happy. However, once it becomes normal to ban books from circulation, we can concentrate on banning any kind of book that we don't like the look of. It's the natural expansion of taking greater control of the education of our young people.



I’m guessing that Scroteus Dribble’s newly released unofficial biography of you, Hugo Sensationist: The Story of the Scuzziest Barsteward Politician and Businessman Ever, might just be one of those books you want to ban.




Don’t you ever mention Dribble’s name under this roof, Troy. I swear, he’ll rot in prison for the rest of his days once the losers elect me First-Best-Guy. And that’s if he’s lucky.




Well, based on all of what you’ve told me and how you intend to treat the losers as a whole, he may be one of the luckier ones. At least he’ll have a roof over his head and won't have to worry about where his next meal is coming from.
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Was it when the losers stopped thinking for themselves?




Ultimately, Troy, you have to blame the losers for the predicament they find themselves in. Pointing the finger of blame at We The People just isn’t a fair assessment of the situation. Remember, when one finger points forward, three fingers point back. 
The losers outnumber us massively. Even in a liberal fascist state, they have the power and the means to take control and even fleetingly introduce true democracy, but they don’t. They never have, never do and never will. 
Society is clearly unfair, but the blame lies with the losers. Their weakness is that they see themselves as individuals. Only we recognize them as a dangerous mass to be managed. They’re the ones at fault for letting us walk all over them, despite their strength in numbers.




But it’s not that long ago you were delighting in the fact that the wealthy’s control of the media gives them the power to control the truth. How do we get from there to it being the fault of the poor that they’re poor?




Because they refuse to think for themselves. Let me find that video on Smokestack. This is hilarious. It’s some manual-worker hick who thinks he’s uber-smart explaining how tariffs work. But get this, he’s mansplaining it to Dox News’ Economics Editor, Dana Specciboobies, as I like to call her.




Why do you call her that?




Because that’s her name. Anyway, mateyboy has obviously been watching some of my rallies as he literally starts explaining to her exactly how tariffs don’t work. You know, the bullsheep about them being a tax that’s paid by foreign countries. 
Oh, just look at her face, waiting for the opportunity…and here it is, she now explains how he’s got that wrong and actually, he and she are the ones who pay the tariffs. He doesn’t like that, tells her that it’s a common misconception, an easy mistake for a girly to make and then pats her on the head. Gutsy move considering what’s about to happen…and there it is, she does a pretend sneeze and at first we don’t realize she’s masking a headbutt, but look at the blood. 
Have you ever seen a human nose explode so violently outside of a Water Cobra movie? She’s absolutely magnificent, Troy, she’s the true Denim in Venom! Kudos to Drooling Frankie for my modern culture references.




Drooling Frankie clearly has more work to do, but you like her then, Ms Specciboobies? Mrs Sensationist number eight, perhaps?




Get a grip, I might spend a night with her, but not the rest of my life. Even then, mind, I’d want to keep my Secret Service detail close in case she gets offended by something. I’m thinking a spit-roast, with Derek upfront to be on the safe side. Of course, when I’m First-Best-Guy, if Dox News wants to keep their broadcast license, they’ll have to get her committed to the nut house. 
We can’t have women making men look weak, not even sheep-for-brains morons like mateyboy there. I learnt that from Jazzy Bazzy, a real cool dude. He runs a Smokestack channel teaching young men how to pull beautiful women and how to treat them mean to keep them keen.




Of course, you realize he’s scared of women?




Who? Jazzy Bazzy? That’s absurd, the man’s a legend. He’s undefeated in six boxing matches with other Smokestack channel owners, including Caramel Fridgemagnet, both the brains and the beauty, though less the latter following her first round knock-out, behind The Better Makeup Channel, and Featherturd Dope of the Trainspotter’s Channel. Two giants of the sport right there and I bet he’d whip your ass too, Troy.




I don’t mean scared of women in the ‘gets nervous walking into a bar in case the women’s middleweight champion, Kelly Dellibelli, is in tonight and kicks seven shades of sheep out of him for looking at her white wine-spritzer funny’ way. 
I mean he’s scared of women in the emotional sense. His self-proclaimed hatred of women is actually hatred of just one woman. His first love. During his late teens or early twenties, he fell head-over-heels in love with the most beautiful girl in the world. Seeing her would make his stomach turn-over like a washing machine warming up for the fast spin cycle and talking to her could literally make his heart skip a beat. She was all that he ever wanted and he would have done anything to make her feel the same for him. 
But that was the problem. She didn’t have the same feelings and as he came to realize he had absolutely no control over himself or the situation, his love for her turned into hate. She was a monster who had taken control of his mind, who could literally make him feel physical pain with the slightest of facial expressions. He swore to himself he’d never allow a woman to take such total control over him again and he’s spent every waking moment since telling himself that every woman is less than human, a creature to be treated with utter contempt. Only by taking such brutal and ugly control of his emotions can he hope to avoid ever feeling the pain and the helplessness that he experienced as a result of his first love.




Hang on, how do you know all this? Are you and Jazzy Bazzy old friends?




Of course not, the man’s a total dick, but it’s obvious he’s scared of women. That story is as old as the hills. We’ve all been through it at some point, some of us more than once, but the difference between most of us and Jazzy Bazzy is that most of us grow a pair and get over it. Come on, Hugo, even you must have been through something similar.




Well, actually, no, I’ve never had to worry about that myself. I don’t know what it is, but there’s something indescribable about me that makes women literally throw themselves at me. Always had it, this crazy charisma, it’s like an aura that surrounds me, it’s like…oh…I don’t know how to express it, there just isn’t a word to explain women’s insatiable desire to jump into bed with me.




Oh, I think there is, Hugo. Billionaire.




You’re just jealous, Troy. Anyway, I’ll let you wrestle with your ugly jealousy while I introduce you to the concept of the Gun To The Head question.




Hugo, why are you pointing a gun at my head…WHAT THE FUDGE!!!! ARE YOU TRYING TO KILL ME? AAARRGHHH, MY EARS!




So sorry, old chap, I could have sworn the gun was empty. Lucky I’m such a lousy shot. One moment, I just need to talk to Carstairs, CARSTAIRS!




I CAN’T HEAR WHAT YOU’RE SAYING.




Ah, Carstairs, there you are. I just noticed that the window cleaner seems to be fooling around, hanging off his platform rather than cleaning my windows. Could you pop outside and tell him he won’t get paid if he doesn’t finish the job?




Pop outside? On the 37th floor? I’ll see what I can do sir.




And maybe see if he can do something about the bullet hole in the glass while you’re there. Conveniently, Troy, this is a timely example of the human issue I’m trying to illustrate.




HERMANN TISSUE, IS THat the figure skater?




No, human issue, Troy, do try and keep up. Now see how the window cleaner is hanging by one hand from his platform, 37 floors above the street below. Not falling is the most immediate threat to him and so longer-term threats aren’t concerning him right now. He surely knows he won’t get paid if he doesn’t finish cleaning my windows, but that doesn’t seem to be worrying him right now. Likewise, if he falls, there’s going to be a lot of blood and apparently that’s a bugger of a stain to get out, yet is he undressing to save his clothes? No, he’s focused 100% on the immediate priority of not failing. Every other issue in his life has been pushed into the future to worry about later and that’s human nature in action.




Please stop pointing that gun at me, Hugo.




Oh, it’s quite alright, it’s empty, I’ve removed the magazine now.




FOR THE LOVE OF THE SWEET BABY BEAVERS, HUGO!!!! ARE YOU SOME KIND OF MANIAC?!




Oh, silly me, I quite forgot the one in the chamber. Still, I’m not getting any more accurate, am I?




I HAVE NO IDEA WHAT YOU ARE SAYING.




One moment Troy, Carstairs, CARSTAIRS, where are you man? Ah there you are. Have you popped outside yet?




No, sir, I’m just sorting out some ropes, will only be a minute, I assure you.




Don’t worry Carstairs, it looks like the fella has decided he doesn’t want to be paid. Be a good chap and try to find someone to come and finish the job, will you? And perhaps sort out those two bullet holes, too.




Very good, sir.




What a day.




WARREN DAY, IS He coming, I love his films.




Try to concentrate, dear boy. Right, let’s try again. Human beings are ridiculous in so many ways, but let’s focus on the remarkable human ability to lie to ourselves. We all do it because it’s an evolved response that’s intended to protect us, but in reality just postpones threats till later, and, in the worst cases, gives minor threats the time to grow into major threats. 
We literally just saw that exact behavior from the window cleaner who focused his efforts entirely upon not falling 37 floors to the sidewalk. Despite there also being a threat to him of not being paid, he postponed dealing with that till later. Similarly, despite the risk of serious bloodstains to his clothing if he should fall, he postponed removing his clothing to avoid stains till later.




Please get to the point, Hugo, you’re just rambling now. That behavior has nothing to do with lying to yourself.




Rambling? You think that’s rambling? You should have arrived a couple of hours earlier and seen me on stage this evening. I spent…oh, I don’t know how long contemplating whether I’d rather have no nose, but be able to smell through my finger tips or have no eyes and an eyeball on the tip of each thumb. I’m still not fully convinced now, but I think I’m more inclined to come down on no eyes on the basis I could wear a pair of shades and no-one would ever know I had no eyes. I mean, no nose is going to leave a big space in the middle of my face and I wouldn’t even be able to wear shades. So, yeah, no eyes is definitely the way to go here. 
There, you see, I’m making the difficult calls on the awkward questions that you and your People’s Party cronies shy away from. Anyway, I’m sure there was a reason I highlighted the postponement behavior, it’ll probably come back to me as I explain the Gun To The Head question.




Ah, yes, the mysterious Gun To The Head question, so are we finally going to get around to that now, Hugo?




Yes, we absolutely are. Though first, it is important to understand our capacity to lie to ourselves and I’ve got a delicious example. Did you see my message on Bicker last week where I predicted that the People’s Party would almost certainly steal the upcoming election and I said that such grand theft and fraud should ‘allow for the termination of all rules, regulations, and articles, even those found in the Constitution’?




I believe I heard something about that, yes.




So, a few days later, my close friend Fulbeam Luneyz was on a podcast and the host asked him what he admired most about me. So Fulbeam says some junk about me being a great patriot who will protect the Constitution and the host immediately shows him my Bicker message. Fulbeam’s response is absolutely brilliant. Despite my message clearly stating that I support suspending the Constitution when it suits me, Fulbeam insists that my message actually means that I am 100% committed to protecting the Constitution. 
On the face of it, that behavior is crazy, but it’s actually completely normal human behavior. If Fulbeam admitted that I would suspend the Constitution, then he would have to reassess everything else that he believes and where might that end? It could result in all the core truths that his existence has been built on coming crashing down and before he knows it, it turns out he’s actually an Alpaca called Karen who enjoys interior design and exhibits atypical traits for a Gemini. Clearly, it’s much safer for Fulbeam to simply lie to himself about what I said, even if that means completely ignoring undeniable evidence to the contrary. 
For all of us, our need to feel right is much stronger than our need to be right. Many people who watched that interview will have guffawed at the ridiculousness of his behavior, but the reality is that every single one of them also lies to themselves. Fulbeam was just unlucky to be caught on video doing it.




Fascinating, Hugo, and now the Gun To The Head question, perhaps?




Yes, now the Gun To The Head question. This is just a simple way to help each of us understand how unreliable we are when it comes to lying to ourselves. We saw Fulbeam Luneyz lie to himself live on film, but do you think he’d have done so if a gun was held to his head and that if he chose to give a clearly wrong answer, the person holding the gun would pull the trigger…ah, ah, now I remember why I was banging on about postponement, I said it would come back to me. 
If we can put off decision-making, we will always put it off. So, Fulbeam chose to put off telling the truth about how my statement on the Constitution was at odds with his own beliefs, because he could, even though it made him look a bit daft. However, do you think he’d have put it off till later if it meant being shot dead immediately?
Troy?
Well?
Do you?




Oh, I assumed it was a rhetorical question, but no, Hugo, I don’t think he’d have put it off if it meant being shot dead immediately.




Of course he wouldn’t have. Did you know that a study from 4172 found that 97% of all scientific research papers on manmade climate change supported the belief that mankind is causing climate change. A similar study of peer-reviewed papers just five years later found that more than 99% of them supported the belief that mankind is causing climate change. 
Yet three years after that study, 15% of Everythingers still claimed that manmade climate change is a myth. Because admitting that climate change is a real problem will make life more difficult for them, 51 million Everythingers just ignore the evidence and pretend it’s not real. If we picked any single one of those Everythingers, held a gun to their head and told them we’d shoot them if they got the answer to a question wrong, they’d do all they could to answer the question correctly, wouldn’t they, Troy?




Yes, I’d have thought so, but before you press on, does this involve asking the subject some obscure question and inviting 100 experts to answer the question first?




So you’ve read The Art Of The Lie after all, Troy?




Actually, no, Hugo, I haven’t. I’ve just heard this idea described before, but didn’t realize it was called the Gun To The Head question.









Right, I think I need to step in here for your benefit in case you’re not familiar with it. Probably the best way to explain the Gun To The Head question is to use the original explanation from Hugo’s book, The Art Of The Lie.




First published some 30 years ago, it’s one of those books that most people know about, but few seem to have read. That probably shouldn’t be a surprise because it is a weird book. A REALLY WEIRD book. So weird that after it was first published, a Sensationist family intervention saw Hugo committed to rehab for presumed drug abuse. He was in there for two days before he came clean and admitted he hadn’t even read the book, let alone written it. The weirdness progressed when he revealed his ghost writer was Jackariah Plantagenet-Mackerel, renowned historian, physicist and philosopher, who also happened to be 32nd in line to the Spottish throne.




Bizarrely, Plantagenet-Mackerel programmed a simulated world on an early consumer PC and used it to run simulated events to help illustrate the points he, or rather Hugo Sensationist, was making. The Gun To The Head question comes from the Self-Lying: Type Three chapter.




Let’s just dive in and cut and paste from The Art Of The Lie, I can clarify anything that looks confusing as we go or at the end.




This run of the simulator is going to demonstrate the Gun To The Head question that illustrates another key way that we lie to ourselves. As with the previous sims, this one has some random initiation steps to take, including selecting an Inquisitor from about 1,000 possible options.




Some of the possibilities include Professor Henri Donnedieu de Vabres, my favourite of the Nuremberg Trial judges, Abraham Lincoln, 16th President of the USA, and Mahatma Gandhi, leader of peaceful protest against British rule in India.




To demonstrate the nature of randomness, however, we’ve been assigned 1990s British children’s TV presenter Andi Peters. And in case we thought it wasn’t random enough already, it’s dressed him in the Herr Flick costume too. This is not a combination I’ve seen before.




Finally, the sim has selected the Brexit scenario using a virtual ex-London Mayor and avid Brexit supporter Boris Johnson as our test subject.




Oops, let me quickly interject. At the start of The Art Of The Lie, Plantagenet-Mackerel goes into some detail explaining the fictional simulated world that he’d programmed. Some key points specific to this chapter, Brexit was the name given to the act of the fictional country of the UK choosing to leave an economic and political union with other countries, called the EU. The decision was made by a public vote and Boris Johnson was a fictional politician who campaigned in favor of Brexit.
As to some of the other things and people mentioned, although they’re all fictional, because the book is so well known and the fans are so dedicated to it, just use your favorite search engine and you’ll find all sorts. Some of the fan fiction will blow your mind, including AI produced videos of Andi Peters and Herr Flick, though my favorite is all the Boris Johnson stuff. The fans have produced loads of content presenting him as a right buffoon. Crazy! Now, let’s get back to the book.




Here goes, let’s press "play".




The ex-London Mayor, Boris Johnson, awakens to discover himself tied by the wrists and ankles into a sparse chair. Brightly backlit, the silhouetted form of the Inquisitor limps methodically forward towards the bound man, the metal tip of his black cane tapping rhythmically on the concrete floor. Passing behind the seated figure, the Inquisitor removes a matte black handgun from his pocket and runs the cold metal of the barrel lightly from the back of the bound man’s neck, up his cheek to his right temple, before sharply cracking the weapon against that same temple.




A gleaming ruby runs down Johnson’s face as he cries out in pain, but the sound is drowned out by a loud quack, quack, quacking noise.




"Ah, but I am a monster, Edd," says the Inquisitor coldly.




Ahm, yes, let me press "pause" for a moment.




Sorry, I rather forgot to share the scenario notes with you before starting. Andi’s friend Edd the Duck is a talking duck that Andi talks to. Well, I say a talking duck, but the duck quacks and Andi understands what he says. Right, I know that sounds a bit crazy, but, it’s okay, Edd’s not a real duck, he’s a sock puppet duck that the…grown adult…Andi Peters…talks…to. Oh, that actually sounds more crazy…of course, yes of course, that’s exactly why I included Andi Peters in the sim as an Inquisitor in the first place. I’ll be honest, I’d had a few drinkie-poos when I added him, but on the strength of what we’ve seen so far, I think it’s actually working out rather well, don’t you?




See, I told you the book was REALLY WEIRD.




Let’s just press "play" again.




"And now Mr Johnson I’m going do something monstrous to you, ha, ha, ha, ha!"




The Inquisitor walks around the chair and turns to face the bound seated figure. Suddenly Johnson’s head jerks sharply upwards, a thick wad of unkempt hair gripped harshly in The Inquisitor’s hand.




"We’re going to play a game Mr Johnson, you and me," says The Inquisitor softly, his face so close to Johnson’s that spittle flecks the ex-Prime Minister’s ashen skin. "I’m going to ask you a question on a subject you know less about than you think and give you two answers to choose from. Pick the correct answer and you’re free to go, but pick the wrong one and you’ll be carried out of here feet first in a cardboard box from Lidl," the muzzle of the gun pushes gently, but forcefully into Johnson’s temple for effect.




"Quackk, quacky quackk quack!!!"




The Inquisitor turns his head to the left, "umm, well yes, Edd, I did say that, but, for the record and the benefit of the game, I’m not a complete monster. You see, Mr Johnson," The Inquisitor’s head swivelling back to the right, "I’m going to bring in 100 experts and ask them the question first. They will then stand next to the huge letter A or B painted on the walls, depending on which answer they believe to be correct. You may choose to be guided by them or not. So, any last requests before the game begins?"




Boris Johnson’s lips move weakly and the sound is little more than a gentle whisper of air. The Inquisitor moves his head forward so that Johnson’s lips almost brush his ear as they move softly again.




"Joe Blob? Who’s Joe Blob?"




Johnson appears agitated and his lips strain into movement again, more desperately than before.




"Oh, well, no you can forget about that…unless, Edd?"




"Quaaaaaack, quacky, qwack, quaaaaaack, quackle!!!!"




"No, really Edd, there’s no need for you to apologise, I don’t know what I was thinking, clearly you don’t have the lips for it, I should never have asked. It’s no good Johnson, you can definitely forget about that. Right, let’s get this game started."




Johnson slumps even further into the chair, his right hand, despite the tight rope bonding the wrist, seemingly stretching to reach into his trousers pocket for something, but the attempt is futile.




Double doors positioned centrally in the wall 30 metres in front of Johnson’s chair swing open and a procession of pale-skinned, attractively-challenged men makes its way into the room.




"Behold our experts Mr Johnson. No doubt you’ll be keen to know the question that decides your fate. Gentlemen, thank you for attending today and sharing your extensive knowledge of women’s beach volleyball at the Olympics with Mr Johnson here. The question we need you to answer is, in the 2000 Sydney Olympics, a team from which country finished fourth? Was it answer A, Brazil, or answer B, Japan? Please, make your way to the large letter A on the wall to your right or the large letter B on the wall to your left. If you don’t know, please go and stand by the double doors you entered through."




Most of the experts move quite quickly and deliberately, one way or the other. A few take a few moments to consider their answer before moving, while one pot-bellied man, with his t-shirt riding up at the front, stands motionless in the centre of the room, his eyes apparently shut and his head thrown back, almost as if convening with the gods in search of the answer. Spit that has dribbled down his chin drops down onto the collar of his Sid the Sexist t-shirt. Suddenly he springs back to life and almost sprints left to the letter B.




"So, Mr Johnson, does that look conclusive to you? By my counting, I make that seven experts who don’t know the answer, four who think answer A, Brazil, and 88 who think answer B, Japan. Let me repeat the question for you, in the 2000 Sydney Olympics, a team from which country finished fourth? Was it answer A, Brazil, or answer B, Japan? Now then, what is your answer?"




It must be the light in the room, but Boris Johnson appears even more grey than before. The trickle of blood from his temple has largely dried, but several beads of sweat are working their way down his face.




"Quack uuu quacking qaucker."




"Come on, calm down Edd, but Mr Johnson, he does have a point, we’re all waiting for your answer."




"Eee. Ahh ans. Eee. Eee."




The Inquisitor looks confused. "I thought you went to a posh Tory boy school, Johnson, didn’t they even teach you the first two letters of the alphabet?"




"Qwack quackie."




"Tee, hee, hee, that’s a very good point, Edd, Joe Blob indeed." The Inquisitor gently slides the matte black muzzle of the gun out of Johnson’s taut mouth.




"B, it’s answer B, please don’t kill me!"




"So you clearly know your women’s beach volleyball Olympics history, Mr Johnson."




"Don’t be stupid, of course I don’t. 88 of them said answer B and only four thought answer A. You’d have to be a complete mentalist to say answer A."




"Aha, very astute of you Mr Johnson, you are free to go."




Stop and there you have a demonstration of the Gun To The Head Question.




Summarizing some more of the scenario notes, in the run-up to the 2016 Brexit referendum in the UK, Boris Johnson was arguably the most prominent person leading the call for Britons to vote to leave the EU.




About a month before the vote, our simulation’s fictional polling company, Ipsos, published the results of a survey based on responses from 639 economists. 88% of those economists believed that Brexit would have a negative impact on the UK economy, while just 4% predicted a positive impact.




That’s why I said the GTTH simulator was running the Brexit scenario, we were just using the 4% and 88% figures to illustrate a common problem. When we strongly believe something, we can completely ignore clear and obvious signals that should make us doubt our position.




So in Johnson’s case, he had already decided that Brexit was a good thing that would make the UK richer. The poll of experts should have been a valuable source of information for him to reconsider his belief. Instead, he completely ignored the inconvenient fact that 96% of experts said he was wrong. He chose to lie to himself and, by extension, the people of the UK.




Choosing to believe the answer supported by 4% of experts is utterly illogical.




He could do it, though, because there was no immediate or significant jeopardy confronting him. If the experts were right, in a few years the UK economy would be a bit smaller. Considering Johnson’s privileged position in society, he probably wouldn’t feel any poorer as a result.




However, when faced with a different question that he had no preconceived answer for and with the exact same likelihoods for the two answers, he did the logical thing and followed the lead of the overwhelming number of experts.




Of course, I could have programmed the simulator to ask, "Will Brexit make the UK richer or poorer?" instead of a question about volleyball. Johnson may have been prepared to choose Brexit when only the people of the UK faced jeopardy. I am certain he wouldn’t have chosen Brexit if he was the one facing jeopardy, in the form of a gun against his head.




Right, so basically that’s a long way of explaining that not only do we lie to ourselves without realizing it. We will also knowingly lie to ourselves if we face no immediate losses as a result. Back to Hugo.




No worries, I've not read it either. Anyway, that's saved everyone a lot of time, not needing to explain the Gun To The Head question. The point of it is, Fulbeam Luneyz is emblematic of the losers' weakness and stupidity. They don't want to think for themselves. If they do, they might not like the answer they arrive at. Far better to just believe what they want, even if it means lying to themselves. And if they're going to, of course we should lie to them too. To do anything else would be cruel.




But if we refused to indulge them, surely they’d have to face the truth.




And then do what? They may not consciously recognize that they live in a liberal fascist country, but deep down they know it. Election after election, nothing changes regardless of who they vote for. Why put themselves through the stress of worrying about climate change when they know there’s absolutely nothing they can do to change it. They lie to themselves and it’s only humane that we do too.




They really are a special kind of stupid, aren’t they?




A special kind of stupid? You know, Troy, I think you’ve just summed up the situation perfectly. The losers are a special kind of stupid and because of it, they make it easy for us to lie, cheat and manipulate them to do what’s best for us, even when it literally hurts them and their loved ones.
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Was it when the Deep State took over Everything?



That’s what makes it so easy to push ideas like the existence of the Deep State controlling everything in Everything, Troy.




Oh, we’re not getting into your populist conspiracy theories again, are we?




It’s no conspiracy, the Deep State is absolutely real. It’s not just a fancy campaigning slogan like Hermes Wackoff’s claim that he was going to drain the swamp. Me taking control of the Deep State will actually happen.




Ah, the late Hermes Wackoff, great actor and lousy First-Best-Guy.




Late? Who said he was dead?




Surely he must be, he didn’t run for a second term because his doctors gave him just months to live. That was four years ago.




The old dog, he didn’t run again because he wanted to enjoy his new-found wealth and get to travel the world on his mega-yacht, The Slippery Nipple 2.




Hang on, The Slippery Nipple 2, wasn’t that the mega-yacht the Oily government gifted to the Department of the Interior?




That’s the one.




So why’s Wackoff got it? It was given to the Everything government and so, by extension, to the citizens of Everything. That was the reason given for Everything’s taxpayers paying for the hugely expensive complete renovation of that boat.




Don’t worry, Troy, it was all above board, Wackoff paid for the yacht.




But it was valued at nearly a billion spondoolicks, where did Wackoff get that much money?




Well, here's the thing, the Department of the Interior obviously had no need of an ocean-going yacht, what with there being no oceans in the interior, which put them in a weak negotiating position. On top of that, following the infamous reception given for Spot's King's Administrator, Bambi, and some of her senior Cabinet members, including Krystal, Jade and Skye, there was a really rather conspicuous stain on the captain's chair. They clearly couldn't sell it for book price in that dilapidated state.




So what did Wackoff pay?




I believe the figure was one spondoolick.




That’s outrageous.




Don’t worry, Troy, when I’m First-Best-Guy, I’m going to reclaim The Slippery Nipple 2 for the government of Everything. That way, you and I will be able to use it. If we use it enough, the wear and tear will probably mean they have to gift it to me eventually because they won’t be able to sell it at any price.




That sounds a lot less outrageous. Still, it feels like Hermes Wackoff didn’t do much swamp draining during his time in The Citadel.




Of course not, if anything, he was generously hosing government down to make it even more swampy. He really is a great inspiration to me. I mean, getting the Oilies to give him a mega-yacht in return for forgetting about past allegations of their support for terrorist groups was brilliant, the crowning glory of his time in office, but if you add up all the small amounts given to him, a million spondoolicks here and a couple million spondoolicks there, he made an absolute fortune. As he often joked in private, 'Ask not what your country can do for you, ask what your country can give to you?' And for Wackoff, First-Best-Guy really was the gift that kept giving.




Well, I guess if someone’s going to take advantage, it may as well be us, but should we be dealing with the backers of terrorists, Hugo?




One man’s terrorist is another man’s freedom fighter, Troy. Who are we to say which is which? Remember, there are plenty of other countries that regard Everything as a state-sponsor of terrorism.




When you put it like that, it feels a lot more palatable. What still doesn’t feel palatable is you repeating crazy conspiracy theories about the Deep State running Everything. You’re just pandering to a fringe of nutters who see ghouls in the shadows.




This is where the People’s Party loses out with those losers who should be your natural voters. You treat them with contempt, like you’re too good for them and don’t want their support. They’re not ‘nutters’, Troy, it seems that they’re apparently a lot smarter than you when it comes to recognizing that the tentacles of the Deep State run throughout government.




But there are no tentacles of the Deep State running through the government of Everything, you’re just taking advantage of the fears of many of the losers.




Really? You don’t see it, do you? Tell me, Troy, what is the Deep State, what does it do?




Clearly, I don’t accept the existence of the Deep State, but as a mental exercise only, I’m prepared to hypothesize about this dark and mysterious cabal. So I would define the Deep State as a shadowy and secret group of private individuals from powerful industries and the financial sector, supported by elements of the ‘fake news’ media, working with non-elected government officials operating outside of the law to influence and form government policy that acts in the best interests of the members of Everything's elite.




A very good definition, Troy. Does it perhaps remind you of anyone else? Might your definition of the Deep State also neatly describe another group of people?




Nothing’s jumping to mind immediately.




Really, Troy? Since you joined me in this meeting today, I’ve spent my whole time trying to persuade you to join with me and We The People and…




Oh, of course. My description of the Deep State perfectly matches We The People. Even in a liberal fascist system like Everything’s current political set-up, everything that our government does is in the interests of We The People. We The People control the media, own all of the nation’s big businesses and have such control of the government that the poorest 50% of Everythingers own just 2.5% of our country’s wealth. So the Deep State is real and hiding in plain sight.




I knew you’d get there, Troy. Now you understand, it’s really quite hilarious, isn’t it? Many of the losers are convinced there’s a dark and shadowy conspiracy hidden deep in the shadows of a secret government, but the whole time it’s out in the sunlight for all to see. It’s really not that deep, either, more of a puddle to splash in where they’re expecting an Olympic-sized pool. 
They complain of the shadow government acting for a small elite of Everythingers and can’t put one and one together to see the truth. I’m literally campaigning on cutting taxes for the rich, Everything’s upper-class, the elite that the losers so hate, while cutting health care and food aid for the poorest losers and yet I swear to you, Troy, more than half of them are going to vote for me all the same. 
They’re as much a part of the Deep State as We The People. That would blow their tiny little minds, if they realized they’re a key part of the Deep State conspiracy and if they voted more wisely, they could bring the whole thing they hate crashing down.




So they should vote for the People’s Party, then?




Oh my lord…I can’t breathe…that’s…just…too…funny. Carstairs, CARSTAIRS!




Yes, sir, you called.




Ah, Carstairs, can you tell Derek I’m going to need his pants?




Right away, sir.




Oh, Troy Laboy, have you not seen it all this time?




I might have. Maybe I’m playing with you.




Tangerine, your butler said you needed these, sir.




Thank you Derek, here, take mine.




I’ll be right outside the door with the hairdryer, sir.




Hang on, your Secret Service code-name is Tangerine?




See, I told you I didn’t take it personally, though I draw the line at Emperor Poopy-Anus and Mommy’s Little Soldier. Anyway, to address your question, Troy, should they vote for the People’s Party? The clue is in the name.




Oh.




The We The People’s Party would have been too much of a mouthful, don’t you think? Hence the abbreviated title. You already understand how liberal fascism works, whoever they vote for, they get more of the same. As a member of the People’s Party, you’re already a part of the Deep State. The choice is whether you remain a cog or join We The People and cause the cogs to turn. I’m tired of the charade of democracy, Troy. We can do so much more if we just forget about the illusion of democracy and embrace pure fascism. I’m an old man…well, a more senior man, and I want to leave my mark on Everything. And when I’m gone, it will all be yours. Assuming you’re the man I believe you to be. If I’m wrong, they’ll lynch you and your family, but surely that’s a gamble worth taking, isn’t it, Troy?




It might be, Hugo. It might be.




So, does that mean you’re with me, Troy?




Oh, I don’t know. You want me to turn my back on everything that I’ve believed and fought for. But you’ve shown me that the losers aren’t prepared to fight for themselves. For ducks sack, if they don’t care about their future, why should I?


Exactly, their apathy and indifference invite us to rule them like kings.




Excuse me, sir, I’m sorry to interrupt you both, but Eleanor Frankicense-Centric has arrived. I believe you’ve been expecting her.




I have indeed, Carstairs, show her in immediately.




Please come this way Ms Frankicense-Centric.




‘Come this way,’ hey Hugo, narf narf!




What on earth are you on about, Troy? Ah, darling, you look divine, I just love what you’ve done with your hair. A bold choice for one of your vintage, but you carry it off beautifully.
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Epilogue



“So, how are you settling in, Jen? I’m sorry, I can’t call you Vince anymore, it’s the law.”




“Even though I had breast implants and my penis sliced in half, peeled like a banana and then stitched to my body to form labia?”




“Yeah, even though that. I mean, the law’s the law for everyone, but really, how are you settling in?”




“Oh, I’ve got a divine view of the bay through the bars and my cell’s right next door to the torture chambers, so I don’t have to crawl too far in excruciating agony to collapse on my blanket on the floor after a good session.”




“I am pleased you’re liking it. Funnily enough, I’m looking out at a view of the sea right now too. I’m on First-Best-Guy Hugo’s new mega-yacht. Hey, do you remember the last time we both sat watching the sun go down over the sea and I said that I wanted to change the world? Well, I guess I managed it.”




“Oh, Troy, you really don’t see it, do you?”




“What? See what?”




“You didn’t change the world, the world changed you.”
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Jethro's comment



It’s easy to assume that year after year, everything gets better as humankind becomes smarter and more advanced.




But is that really the case?




Imagine we could use 100 stick-people to represent all of the more than eight billion people on the planet. How many of those stick people would represent all of the humans that live in a democracy? 1%, 50%, 90%? Imagine in your head right now, 100 stick people and draw a cross through all the ones that match the percentage of humans not living in a democracy.




Did your image look like this?
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To save you counting, 28 stick people haven’t been crossed out. Based on research by the V-Dem Institute in 2023, more than two thirds of humans have no choice in who rules over them.




What’s more alarming is the fact that as we become more developed as a species, democracy is becoming rarer. According to Our World in Data, 1.6 billion people have lost democratic rights since 2016 alone. We could argue about how they classify democracy, but that’s not important. The fact that the trend is clearly moving away from democracy is what’s important.




We need to understand that our world’s upper-classes are taking ever more control over our lives so that they can hoard even more wealth for themselves.




And the stark reality is that if you live in one of the world’s remaining “democracies” it doesn’t matter which political party you vote for, they’re all acting in the best interests of the upper-classes.




The upper-classes have laid out the sides that we’re supposed to choose between. However, they’ve convinced us that the split between sides is simply a political one. In the USA, the choice is between Republicans or Democrats, while in the UK, the choice is essentially between the Conservative Party and the Labour party, notwithstanding the less powerful devolved assemblies and their parties.




Political parties are not the sides we should be choosing between.




We shouldn’t allow the upper-class to define the sides for us. The upper-class is the other side. They’re our opposition, standing and acting against us, the losers.




Whose side are you on?




Did you feel offended at any time by the way Hugo or Troy were presented?




Why? Firstly, these aren't representations of real world people. They're an amalgamation of many different political figures from across the world. Sure, some jokes may appear to be targeted at specific figures, but that's because politicians, particularly those with authoritarian and fascist tendencies, hate being the butt of the joke. Laughing at them is one of the few powers that we enjoy.




If you’re old enough to have voted in a few elections, how many times has your vote resulted in you genuinely being better off? And I don’t mean try and think about a time when a new leader came in and inflation or unemployment dropped, which made your life a bit easier. I mean how many times has a politician you voted for actually improved your quality of life? Made you better off so that you can save money for a rainy day, treat your loved ones regularly, afford to take time to enjoy your life and spend money on things you want, not just those that you need?




Maybe you feel strongly about a politician right now. If so, ask the question, and answer it honestly.




“Whose side are they on?”




Before you answer, perhaps bear in mind that, just like the poorest 50% of Everythingers, the poorest 50% of Americans own just 2.5% of the country's wealth. Even the poorest 50% of Russians are better off with 3%, while in the EU the poorest 50% have 4% of the wealth. The poorest 50% of Britons look to be rolling in it, relatively speaking, with a little under 6% of all the wealth, which means that the richest half still own more than 94% of all of the UK's wealth.


But that doesn’t tell the full story.


The wealthiest 1% of Americans, the upper-class, own 30.8% of the country’s wealth. The UK’s upper-class, the top 1%, hold more wealth than the poorest 70% of Britons put together.


And haven't you noticed how whenever politicians focus on the national debt, their reflexive response is to make cuts to government services that most strongly hurt the poorest?


Why do they always think the poorest should feel the pain? In Q2 of 2025, the USA's national debt stood at just over $36 trillion. At the same time, the wealthiest 10% of Americans had wealth of almost $113 trillion. Less than a third of their huge wealth would wipe out the whole US national debt in one swipe and they would still be immensely massively wealthy.



So, the next time you get to vote, think carefully. Don't vote for the politician who claims, "We're all in this together," which always translates to, "I'm going to make the poorest poorer."


Vote for the one who says, "I'm going to make the humongously immsensely massively wealthy just immensely massively wealthy." If you can find one who actually says that, of course.



If the politicians governing are on your side, why are they making you so poor?




Perhaps, as Hugo stated, because they can.




The upper-class controls almost all of our media channels and, by extension, controls the truth.




Look at the UK in 2016 as the British people prepared to vote on leaving the European Union (EU). While there were various arguments for staying or leaving, the only one that really mattered to most people was would they be better off? Following the financial crisis of 2008, the UK government had cut spending and made the poor poorer than ever, and they were still a long way from recovering in 2016.




Just weeks before that vote, a study of 639 independent economists published by Ipsos found that just 4% of those experts believed that leaving the EU would have a positive impact on the British economy, while 88% believed it would be negative.




Surely such a survey of real independent experts that predicted real damage to the economy that would make the British people even poorer should have been a huge news story for days. Most of the upper-class owned media simply ignored the story, much as they ignored the evidence that proved the Leave campaign’s claims that Britain paid £350 million to the EU every week was a lie.




The result was that Britons voted to leave, but do you think they’d have made that choice if the media had been honest with them, rather than presenting a truth that was more likely to make them vote the way the upper-class wanted them to vote?




Following the US Presidential election in 2020, presenters, reporters and guests on Fox News repeatedly claimed that voting machines had been tampered with. The company behind the voting machines sued and Fox News had to pay almost $800 million in compensation for defamation or, more simply, lying. Another TV company, Newsmax, later had to pay the same company $67 million for lying to their viewers, that on top of an apparent $40 million they agreed to pay to another voting machine manufacturer.




So whenever you read a piece in a newspaper, listen to a report on radio or watch a news bulletin on TV, ask the same question of the writer or presenter.




“Whose side are they on?”




Some Trump 2020 voters will see the defamation cases launched by the voting machine companies as an example of the Deep State punishing an innocent company. The deep state working against the majority of Americans is a narrative Trump has pushed, so it's understandable that his strongest supporters would believe that. But as Hugo said, the Deep State isn't some shadowy organisation hiding in the dark and manipulating government for the benefit of a small number of powerful and wealthy people. It's right there in front of us, politicians we chose and the wealthy working together in their best interests, not ours.




It tells us a lot about the freedoms that democracy (or liberal fascism - your choice), offers us when we can see a key part of the Deep State punished in such a significant way. Those fines would never have happened in a true fascist or authoritarian country. The court case would never have happened. On the contrary, the claim that the machines were rigged would have been the official “truth” and the media would have been punished if they didn’t push that “truth”.




The politicians you like will say the things you want them to say and will tell you the things you want them to tell you. That’s why you like them. It doesn’t mean that you can trust them to do what you want and to work in your best interest.




You only have to look back over many decades to see the evidence shows they’re not working for us. They’re working for the upper-class. Clearly, Everything was inspired by the USA, but it doesn’t matter what country you look at, in every single country, the government is working for the upper-class.




“Whose side are they on?”




And don’t forget about their foot-soldiers. The cogs in the machine that keep it running smoothly.




Look at all of the other people and sources you get your truth from, be they self-appointed experts on YouTube, Facebook or TikTok or different podcast hosts who further repeat and push the narratives of the politicians who have power over us. Again, ask yourself the most important question.




“Whose side are they on?”




As they rake in cash off the back of the truth that they push at you and me, thousands of dollars, tens of thousands of dollars, hundreds of thousands of dollars, even millions of dollars each month, are they really in it for you?




Or are they pushing a truth they know you want to hear? Because our views are what makes them their money.




Are they doing all they can to help you or are they playing the game by the upper-class’s rules?



When push comes to shove, will they stand with you and me, the losers, or are they just fanboys and fangirls cheer-leading  for the wealthy?




As humans, we naturally want certainty and to feel that we’re right. We’re hard-programmed to reject truth that we don’t like, but we need to face what we don’t like if we’re to get what we deserve.




Ask the question. Of all of them.




“Whose side are they really on?”




And answer it honestly.




Jethro H. Forclift
Loser




BLATENT ADVERT

Remember, the revolution will be televised, so turning up naked's not an option. If you're going to be dressed, might as well be dressed on point, no? We’re losers, you and I, it’s time to wear it as a badge of honor and let the losers of the world know exactly whose side you are on.
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