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FOREWORD*

by Sir Winston Churchill, 1874–1965, via Sally Morgan, TV Psychic

I once said, when in corporeal, human form, before my soul slipped the heavy bonds of mortal gravity, that ‘democracy is the worst form of government, except for all those other forms that have been tried from time to time’. Though I say so myself, it is good, is it not? Indeed, it is just the sort of quote someone might use at the start of a book about politics and democracy.

Here in Elysium, where there is no Parliament and the Almighty rules without so much as a select committee, there is time to watch and observe the state of things in the Mother of Parliaments, the United Kingdom. And what is clear from my place on this delightful cloud, where often I play chess with, amongst others, Mr Gandhi – few of my other earthly contemporary politicians seem to be here, they are perhaps in the Other Place; Mr Gandhi plays a lively game of chess but doesn’t really put up a fight – is that those who stand as custodians to this proud tradition have let things slip somewhat.

The country has dined on an indigestible meal, a bland diet of a succession of men – and women! – who have dwindled ever smaller, who pay less and less attention to the people they seek to represent, who seem to be squandering the great freedoms fought for by men and women during my estimable time. Blood, Toil, Tears and Sweat have no place in this gluten-free republic! This kind of politics is the very thing up with the British people shall not put!

Fortunately, one man has come, one man prepared to tell it, as he says, ‘like it is’. A man who has sought my endorsement from the next world. This audacity, this action, offers you a measure of him and his philosophy, his readiness to go further than those around him. He is a man I would be happy to call ‘Guv’nor’.

‘I also have spoken to your grandpa, who misses you greatly, and says watch out for your new boyfriend – he is not The One.’






INTRO:

CAN YOU TELL ME WHERE MY COUNTRY LIES?

This is the greatest country in the world. Make no mistake. Yes it is. Maybe I should say that again, it doesn’t get said enough after all. This is the greatest country in the world. But we have to be frank: currently we’ve lost our way. We are on the edge of a precipice by the edge of a cliff next to a crevasse beside a crack next to a hole. Men and women up and down these fair isles of ours are in despair. Some days it feels like the whole world is falling in on us.

Even then, this is the greatest country in the world. Which makes you wonder what abroad might be like. No wonder they’re all coming over here. More on that later.

But while remaining the greatest country in the world it is also in the shit. In fact it might be said that we are up Shit Creek without a paddle.

Consider that. We say it often enough but have you stopped to think it through?

Being up Shit Creek without a paddle, I mean. If you were to go up Shit Creek you’d take at least one spare paddle, at least one pair of gloves, wet wipes, spray bleach, clothes pegs. But the paddle is the thing you’d need most to stop you drifting down Shit Creek and into Diarrhoea Lake or wherever. You wouldn’t want to paddle with your hands, which is the situation we are in. Your nice little boating trip has gone awry, and now you’re drifting up Shit Creek and need to decide whether to eat your packed lunch first or start paddling with your hands on an empty stomach. And even if you did have wet wipes you wouldn’t get all the shit from Shit Creek off your hands once you’d taken your gloves off. And some of it would have splashed on to the Clingfilm on the sandwich. Who’d want to be in that position?

Well right now the UK is deciding whether to paddle with its hands in the shit or eat its sandwich first. What kind of decision is that to have to make? But that is where we have found ourselves thanks to the powers that be.

Now, don’t get me wrong. There is lots that is right with this country.

We are current World War Champions of the World, we have an undisputed thousand-year clean sheet. We haven’t lost a war for over a thousand years, and it has been most heartening to see the RAF back in the saddle in recent months over Iraq, showing the world who’s boss with our two jets and that drone we bought in Maplin’s.

There’s more to be cheerful about too. In other countries poor people starve to death. Ours don’t: in fact we have some of the fattest poor people in the world. Instead of starving to death they gorge themselves on chips until their hearts explode. Take pride.

Not only that, we have bigger units of measurement than they do in Europe. The inch – two and a half times the size of a centimetre. A mile – one and a half kilometres, at least.

[image: image]


And who can forget the Olympics in 2012? Obviously that was quite a while ago, but there’s no country that lobs doubles of its monarch out of a helicopter with as much style as the UK. That glorious summer seems so long ago now, the memory tarnished, the golden postboxes long forgotten. And anyway it cost a bloody fortune.

But a great deal has gone wrong lately. People feel like the political classes are in it for themselves and don’t care about them. Expenses scandals have left us feeling ripped off. These people who want a free lunch and expect a lifetime of handouts? Do these people really represent us?

The mainstream parties have sold this country down the river to their fat-cat buddies who dodge their taxes and then there’s the big corporations blah blah blah multinationals blah blah blah dialectical blah blah blah Occupy blah blah blah capitalism is bad blah blah blah.

We are also up against a European Communist superstate that, no longer content with trying to straighten bananas and abolish the ounce, right now is using the internet to zoom in on the unborn children of the UK and teach them French and metric [check this please, Steve] using the CERN giant Hardon Super Collider (that’s what it’s really for) while still in the womb. Back off, Brussels.

And worst of all, there’s the embarrassing spectacle of the flood of immigrants coming over to this country: hard-working, cheap, some of them have even got the fucking nerve to be qualified doctors and nurses, doing the sort of work we’d do if we could be arsed but can’t. Is this what William the Conqueror, Richard the Lionheart, the Duke of Marlborough, Admiral Nelson, the Duke of Wellington, Private Hook and Lady Di died for?

And then there’s the travesty of human rights. Who in their right mind wants Muslamic Fundamentaloid terror suspects to have access to jet-packs? Yeah, exactly, but it seems that faceless Europrats*† are determined to ensure that portable low-level atmospheric flight equipment for people who want to destroy our way of life is some kind of inalienable right. And where’s my jet-pack? Why don’t I get one? Is this the future we were promised?

Of course it isn’t. And it’s not the future we deserve either.

And that is why it is time for Common Sense to prevail. And why it’s time for some Common Sense thinking on politics.
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WHY POLITICS?


One of the penalties for refusing to participate in politics is that you end up being governed by your inferiors. Plato



Cheers, Plato. You got that right. Messed up on the Platonic relationship thing though.

Politics is, they say, show business for ugly people. You’ll have heard that one and you might think it’s both funny and wise – and indeed you might take a look at the current crop of politicians and say yes, yes it is. Then again you might be someone who watches TV, say EastEnders, and think in that case why aren’t these people in the cabinet?

But before you read too much into it, the ‘they’ who say this by the way are journalists, and journalism is show business for curious, amoral, perverted, venal and slippery people who won’t bat an eyelid before they go through your bins or hack your phones, and that’s before we get on to what they look like. So let’s not get too bothered about what they say about politics.

You might think – as a regular person who’s not bothered by any of this, or at least views the best way to handle things that stink so bad is by holding them at arm’s length, possibly over a bin while pinching your nose – along the lines of the Third Rule of Common Sense* which as we all know is:
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After all, the best thing about politics these days is that, even though it grinds on day in, day out, it only pops up in the news for maybe three or four minutes and then vanishes again. You might not even notice it if you’re lucky. If you don’t buy a newspaper you might never run into it. But even though you might not be all that bothered, the whole time there are people dedicating their entire lives to it, people who live, eat, breathe and sleep it. God knows what their breath is like and we shall not dwell on how their shit might smell. But because it’s completely avoidable you’d be totally fine asking what it might have to do with you.

Trouble is, it affects everything. It didn’t use to. Well, not much.

In the old days – before the First World War, which we won, no help from no one else – the government couldn’t really do that much, hardly taxed you etc. You might go to school, you might go to the post office but that was about it. There weren’t even any licensing laws.

Admittedly, ordinary folk didn’t have the vote either, but in lots of ways that looks at this distance of a century like a fair trade. But then Germany decided it wanted to take these precious liberties off us, and the government had armies to fill with men and to pay for. This meant more taxes, but in return more votes. Votes bought with the blood, sweat and tears of heroes, even though they weren’t actually fighting for that.

But: as a result the government shoved its nose quite thoroughly into everything. Blame the Germans. Again.
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Anyway, even though politics has the good grace not to take up too much of our time, and you might be one of those sensible enough to wave it away with the back of your hand like it was a lazy bumblebee while studying the form at Cheltenham, some people are increasingly pissed off with it.

However: contrary to Common Sense, they seem to think the answer is to have more of it. More politics. I ask you.

More politics? Are you bonkers mental?

Now: I put it to you – where is the logic in that? That was a rhetorical question by the way; you don’t have to answer it. I mean, you can, but it won’t help and it won’t stop me from continuing with the point I was going to make. Keep up.*

Here’s the point: if something is terrible, if something is letting you down, if something doesn’t have the potential to please anyone, if it leaves you feeling short changed, left out, ignored, taken for granted, unheard, sullied, exploited, then why would you want to have even more of it? (This is not unlike the conversation I have with my regulars about their marriages most nights of the week.)

Now, I’d counsel my regular drinkers that the one way to deal with a bad marriage is to grow a beard, get yourself a false passport and vanish. That or make sure the other party is properly insured. Honestly, though, the best solution to a bad marriage is often to hang on in there and maybe take up your own hobbies. The relationship between the UK and the EU has been described as a bad marriage: in that regard maybe the UK could spend more time in the shed restoring its economy or something, while the rest of Europe does Book Club.
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But the problem with politics boils down like this.

Mammoth problems

There’s two modes of complaint about politics and these have been with us since time began, since the first caveman was talked into moving to a new stretch of savannah and found that the mammoths weren’t as bountiful as the Head-Man had led him to believe. He thought to himself, ‘For whatever’s in the sky’s sake I’ve dragged my wife here bloody miles by her hair . . .’ (the surviving social fragment of this, of course, is the eternal words ‘no love, I’ll drive’) ‘. . . and now there’s no mammoths, thanks a bunch. That’s the last time I listen to you.’
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But did he demand the formation of a mammoth committee? Or the root-and-branch reform of the Head-Man’s mammoth forecasting policy? Or an investigation into new mammoth hunting techniques? No, he did his own thing and hunted the bountiful elk instead. Actually, I don’t know. We’ll never know because it’s impossible to know what they said or did because they didn’t write it down, so whenever you read something like this the best thing to do is make that tooth sucking noise you sometimes hear on the bus coming from behind you and wonder what’s happening.*

There’s every chance he took a rock and smashed the Head-Man’s brains out with it. And did that solve anything? Well, we’ll never know that either, but it does sound like it might have. Simpler times. These options are no longer available to us. I’d keep those thoughts to yourself if I were you.

From [A] and [B]

Anyway: the two modes of complaint are what? That’s where you were you dozy sod. Well – people are either saying:


	× [A] ‘why won’t the government do something about this??!??!!!!’ (and they always say it with that many exclamation marks and question marks and sometimes they hold up a banner saying something like that too). This sort of complaint makes governments twitchy and nervous and do nothing.



Or they say:


	× [B] ‘why have the government made such a mess of that???!!!????!!’ and wave placards bearing said demand. This sort of stuff makes governments twitchy and nervous and do nothing.



Now it was, I believe, Alice in Wonderland who said she liked to hold two impossible breakfasts in the morning or something, and I may be nothing more than a humble publican, who’s only ever pulled pints, sorted snacks, dealt with single-entry book-keeping, drunks, fools, eejits and run a low-level scam on a fruit machine that doesn’t work properly, but I can see and no doubt you can too that there is an immediate problem with these two demands.
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After all, let’s say the government do do something about this, like it says on placard [A]. And then they mess it up. The way that you and I know they do, from time to time (by time to time I mean all the time, of course). Then as sure as Ant follows Dec – though it could be the other way round; I’ll be honest, I was long ago resigned to the fact I’ll never know which one is which – the people with placard [B] will be out in force. Then they demand that the very people who made a mess of something should not just sort it out but then carry on doing stuff.

Or, if you boil it down to something simple: the bloke who cooked you that terrible dinner you complained about has been told to go away and cook you another terrible dinner. Even though AND because he cooked you a terrible dinner.

So what do you do? What is the solution? It could be argued that the very best thing a government could do is nothing, but that time is past. We live in the age of ‘something must be done’ and ‘look busy’ as the two main tenets of modern government. Governments would rather look busy doing something half arsed than simply leaving well alone. And if you do nothing, no matter how wise doing nothing might be, it’ll make you look like you don’t care. And how things look – well – nine-tenths of the law, innit? So again, what do we do about it?

Still, before you can pronounce on politics, of course, you need to read a lot of stuff, watch the news, read the papers, argue with politicians (bellowing at the telly counts), go to meetings, argue with the sad-sacks canvassing on your high street or the wannabe MP on your doorstep. Now: working in a pub affords a man all of these opportunities. And also, here’s the thing: in a democracy – even a cobbled-together, held-together-with-Sellotape-and-chewing-gum democracy like the one we’ve got here in the UK that also happens to be the best one in the world by a considerable distance thank you very much – we are all participants. All of us.


Deny it all you like: but we are all equally qualified to have an opinion.

And have it listened to.

Even if it’s mental rubbish.

So: hear me out, I say.

Fuck it, you bought the book, didn’t you?

In this book I will put forward some solutions that should, without a doubt, make the country work better than ever. Because although it’s a total fucking mess, this is the greatest country in the world. Imagine what it must be like living anywhere else.

They say politics is the art of the possible. Well, I say we can do better than that. Politics should be the art of the impossible. It should make us all able to follow our dream, to live that dream, to be the dream we want to dare to dream (or something; this slogan needs work).
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So: we start with Economics, because that’s what you have to do these days. Bear with me.






TERMS OF GREETING

Any movement worth its salt has a term of greeting. And we adherents of the Common Sense movement should be no exception. However, most of the good ones have been used up. Comrade, that’s gone, Brother can’t be used for everyone, of course, its cousin Bro is one of the words we aim to ban, Mate – well Russell Brand has gone for that one but he says it like you say it to someone you’ve bumped into in the street, which is of course the only time you should say it if you’re not Australian (‘Sorry, mate’). Obergrüppenführer has sadly been tarnished by the events of the 1930s and 40s. So that is why we friends in Common Sense will call each other SQUIRE.
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ECONOMICS


In the long run we are all dead. J. M. Keynes



All You Ever Need To Know About Economics, Squire, roll up roll up.

Here’s all you need to know about Economics. God it’s hard to get this bit started. Because you and I know this is the bit when we glaze over. And the only people who can deal with it – look what it does to them, the state of Robert Peston, eh?

The thing is, it didn’t use to matter. No one used to even know Economics existed. No one talked about it, no one cared. And it’s not like gravity, which was there all along. Because you can’t interfere with gravity and make gravity go wrong the way you can with Economics. Economics and economic policy fall very neatly under Maradona’s Law: just because you can do something doesn’t mean you should do something. Bastard. Never forget.

Basically it’s all down to a bloke called Karl Marx. Now, youngsters may not have heard of him, or, worse still, they might have, but he was for quite a while one of the most important men in the world, though this only happened long after he’d shuffled off this mortal. And by ‘most important man in the world’ I mean in terms of ideas, not whether they’d take his picture leaving a restaurant or doing bloody selfies on a red carpet and that.

Marx had a really big idea. Yeah, I know what you’re thinking, it was a Bright Idea, wasn’t it? And we don’t like Bright Ideas, do we? Well, no, no we don’t, and this particular Bright Idea was no exception.

Marx’s Bright Idea

Basically, he decided that the best way to view the world was through the prism of Economics, and that Economics and how it all works and unfolds has the answers in it, the answers to the present and the answers to how the future was going to work out. This, in turn, led to a thing called Marxism (and you know you’re doing well if you get an -ism named after you, almost up there with having a disease named after you), which in turn tried its damnedest to turn into Communism.

Marx had done a lot of properly hard thinking, he had a big beard and clearly spent a great deal of time stroking it, and although he hadn’t ever really had a proper job, he had a firm grip on what the working classes wanted and could look forward to once the revolution had come. Good man; having an imagination is important.
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Karl Marx lived in London and, like most people who live in London, he ended up hating it. Fair enough. If one place was to lead a man to wanting the world to pull together and share and share alike it would be London, with its huge and annoying population of knuckleheads, dopes, maroons and prats. He hated London so much he wrote a book about the place, Das Capital, which contained an economic theory guaranteed to wreck the city. I know what you’re thinking, he’d have made a great Mayor of London.

Marx was convinced he was right and as a result Das Capital ended up being a really thick book about it. The kind of thick book that no one ever really gets all the way through, but that doesn’t actually matter, especially if you are also really thick, because all you really have to do is say you’ve read it and then you can get on with agreeing with each other on who you’re going to string up when the revolution comes.

Ism-gasm

Now, the thing is, while he might have gone down as just another dreamer, Marx convinced loads of other people he was right – and that takes some doing with a thick book about Economics – and so a whole load of people decided they were Marxists and set about trying to convince everyone else they wanted to be Marxists too and that it was for their own good. Marxists of course are not to be confused with Leninists, Trotskyists, Stalinists and Communists, who are all exactly the same no matter what they might tell you.*†‡§ This of course upset the people who didn’t want to be Marxists and that ladies and gentlemen is the history of the Twentieth Century in a nutshell if that’s how you happen to look at it.
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It’s much more complicated than that, obviously, but we haven’t got all day. I’m not going to waste my or your time arguing over it. And anyone worth their ready salted knows that Stalin was a total murderous bastard, Mao a hideous murdering prick, and Pol Pot – make no mistake – a thunder-cunt who was into murder. All done in the name of Marx’s precious revolution. Endless stringings-up, starvings, shootings, incarceratings, purges – you name it, the revolution required it. No amount of ‘they’ve been misrepresented by the other side’ stuff will paper over those cracks, will it? It’s like the bloke who slaps his wife – he can buy as many rounds as he likes but no one will ever lend him their lawnmower.

But the thing is, Karl Marx knew for sure the way the world was going, and he knew it with great certainty, the kind that would mean you’d not invite him out for a pint more than once. I mean really, who wants their drinking disturbed with all that stuff about the dialectic between the bourgeoisie and the proletariat? The inevitable rise of the working classes to take possession of the means of production etc? Not me. But, unfortunately, because he’d used Economics to come up with this theory of the century, everyone has to now take Economics seriously, when previously what they’d worried about was whether the king was an inbred dribbling idiot or a Catholic and/or both.* (They went together as often as not.)

If we are honest, what Marx really did was extend the idea of getting your round in, so you can hardly blame him for trying.

But how did Karl Marx know all this? He knew it because he had reckoned it.

The basis of all Economics

A lot of baloney gets said about Economics and it’s certainly been talked up to the point where you can be an expert in it and go on the telly and point at a graph. (Like Russell Brand, I’m no fan of graphs either, but there we are, we live in a world with graphs and people use them to communicate and persuade. Graphs, like quinoa,* can’t be uninvented.)

Yes, Squire, they’re good at churning out tables as well as graphs, and my God they’ve got some major jargon going on.
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Check out this lot: [I’ve helped out here as best I can]

Absolute advantage: can you make it for less than the other guy?

Assets: tits, boobs, jugs. (Old school.)

Balance of trade: have you sold more or less to the other guy?

Barter: swapshop, basically.

Bond: your promise to pay the other guy. Sometimes people buy these promises off you, so they can promise to pay the other guy. God knows why they’d want to do that.

Change in demand: imagine – you have to study at uni for three years to figure out what this means, for pity’s sake.

Change in supply: see above.

Circular flow of goods and services: I give the money to him, he gives the money to me, I give the money to him, he gives the money to me.

Collateral: how much you’ve got tied up in that house you can’t sell.

Cost: completely different from price, value or worth or any of those things that might seem to be pretty much the same thing.

Credit: we’ll get into this later.

Decision making: that’s a whole term at Cambridge, mate.

Deficit: fuck me, if I never hear this word again I shall run stark naked from London to Glasgow.

Deflation: the opposite of inflation, innit? No one has ever seen this happen, ever.

Economic wants: what the other guy wants and how you can sort it.

Entrepreneur: French word! Given the state of the French economy, which is like a middle-aged man whose croissant-clogged arteries don’t have the gumption to muster beyond the slightest semi despite a tourniquet made of red tape, it’s a marvel this word so beloved of people who want to encourage business and go it alone and all that and drive a second-hand 3 series Beemer, comes from France.

Exchange rates: the thing propping up airport bureaux de change all over the world. I will explain why below, though, fear not.

Exports: not, as you might imagine, lagers with a strength of at least 1 per cent more than their common-or-garden cousins, but the stuff that gets shipped out of the country.

FTSE: come on admit it, no one knows what this is. It’s on the news every night, every night they report on how it’s doing and in front rooms up and down the country regular people shrug and wonder what it means. When it goes up too much the people who know what it is panic, and when it goes down the same people panic as well, though if we’re honest they panic more about the latter.

GDP (Gross domestic product): This one is pretty obvious, it means the total amount that the country produces. In total. Before expenses, takeaways, cabs home etc. Apparently there’s a version called GDP, real, which is that amount adjusted for inflation but it’s too depressing so they never read that one out.

Human resources: those fuckers in HR who sacked Reg, the old bloke just before his full pension kicked in, who was the only person in the place who knew what he was doing and now you’re all flying blind.

Loss: move on please.

Market: there are two kinds of market, the one you and I know, where you buy knock-off DVDs, socks and spuds in large amounts, and the ‘markets’, who usually won’t stand for something: whatever it is, the markets won’t like it.

National debt: how much the country owes. It may seem strange, despite taxing us left right centre in and out









 




Names matter








Credit: it’s not what you think it is









	× They believe the Americans put a man on the moon. If it was worth going we would have gone first, in a boat. Besides, we had the NHS to pay for.

	× Some people believe that On Her Majesty’s Secret Service is the best Bond film and they believe that makes them unique.

	× People believe that JFK* was assassinated by the KGB, the CIA and the Mafia by getting one of his Secret Service men’s guns to go off by accident. Nonsense. It was suicide.





	× You believe you’re going to pay off your Credit card.

	× The Bank believes you’re going to pay off your mortgage.




Debt: Credit’s evil twin





	× What people reckon: ECONOMICS

	× People believing it: CREDIT

	× Right up to the point when they don’t believe it any more: DEBT





	So as you can see, a lot of this is pretty simple when you strip it down to its basics.
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* This book is published for the sole purpose of making loads of money and is not intended to promote the electoral prospects of its author [or any other dickhead].
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