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EVERYONE LOVES A
conspiracy theory. The
enduring mystery sur-

rounding the death of JFK is
positive proof of this, even as
it is fuelled anew by internet
site JFK Reloaded, which
demonstrates the ‘evidence’
that the US president was
killed by shots fired from the
weapon of a single gunman.
Add to this the discovery of a
diary and pocket watch sup-
posedly belonging to James
Maybrick, bearing inscrip-
tions and a confession that
some believe to be proof that
he was Jack the Ripper, and
you begin to see a morbid fas-
cination with mysteries sur-
rounding ugly events that has
become embedded in our cul-
ture. The mythical status
evolving from the perpetua-
tion of such “legends” sees to
it that terrible events become
trivialized. Those who were
ordinary - or even less than
decent - people are hailed as
icons, and villains such as the
Ripper attain a particular kind

of heroic status.
Now say what you like

about New Labour, but it does
have an a eye for a trend, and
it has caught on to this one big
time. Recognizing our fond-
ness for mysteries and con-
spiracy theories, Tony and the
gang have considerately
turned their almost-two-terms
in power into one giant game
of Cluedo for the delight and
entertainment of the British
public. Just in case fixed A-
Level results, Weapons Of
Mass Destruction, dodgy
party funding deals, sacked
spin doctors and rumours of a
Blair-Brown leadership “pact”
weren’t soap-opera enough for
you, the Home Secretary has
thrown in one more pre-elec-
tion scandal to get us salivat-
ing for more scintillating scan-
dal: yes, that’s right folks - this
time Al-Qaeda pilots had their
beadies on Canary Wharf and
Heathrow Airport. Thank God
for those on the on-the-ball
heroes at MI5 who, we’re told,
thwarted the evil designs.

Meanwhile, back at the

Home Office, this enthusiastic
first attempt at convincing us
our paranoia is justified
seems to have been turned on
its head. Instead of persuad-
ing us all that we remain in
grave danger from the elusive
Osama Bin Laden and his Evil
Hordes, the story seems to
have prompted many to won-
der - shock, horror - if our
government might be not
averse to telling us the odd lit-
tle fib in order to get its way
without having to resort to
ugly scenes and tantrums
(Gordon). Could it be that
Tony and his friends are
telling the odd little white lie
to scare us into hanging on to
the Labour security blanket at
the polling stations? If this is
true, where on earth did they
get such an idea? Who else
would start a war and exag-
gerate a terrorist threat in
order to get himself re-elect-
ed? 

The problem with lying, as
any seasoned Pinocchio will
tell you, is that you have to

keep up with what lies you’ve
told to who. You also have to
make sure that those people
who know the truth under-
stand that mum’s the word on
this particular topic. This
seems to be how our hero at
the Home Office has come to
find himself on a bit of a sticky
wicket. Oddly enough, anti-
terrorist officials claim that
switching on one particular
channel’s news programme,
or picking up a certain daily
newspaper (strangely only
two news sources ran this
story about what surely con-
stitutes a Major Threat to
National Security) was the
first they’d heard of it. 

Coincidentally, the release
of this information occurred
shortly before the Queen
revealed government plans to
introduce tighter anti-terror-
ism controls such as the issue
of ID cards. Funny that. If
you’re still playing, here’s my
hot tip for this week’s game,
especially for you: Colonel
Blunkett, in the press office,
with The Daily Mail.

O
P

IN
IO

N

IWAS A little surprised this week to
discover that most of the people
who regularly contribute to the

Boar’s opinion section had avoided the
topic of Christmas. Only one, the ver-
min Fitch (see above), had chosen to
tackle the subject and even this exer-
cise was conducted with his typical
gleeful misanthropy.

Is the festive season really such a
pain in the proverbial? Complaints
about the cold and how “Christmas is
just a Capitalist Jamboree” are typical
at this time of year, but this time
around few people seem to even care
enough to bellyache. In recent weeks
I’ve spoken to several friends about
their plans for the holidays and most of
them just sighed or mumbled some-
thing about getting a job. Why is
everyone so depressed?

With each year that passes we get a
little older, a little more experienced
and a little more jaded. A large propor-
tion of us have at least half an eye on
what we’re supposed to do once we
leave this Hallowed Institution, our
feelings in regard to the matter ranging
from quiet confidence to outright ter-

ror. We are all busy people - even those
of us devoted to slacking - and it
appears there simply isn’t enough time
to devote much attention or emotion to
Christmas. The one-month break
always passes too quickly, a blur of
frantic appointments and commit-
ments wrapped up in a forced obliga-
tion to have a good time.

I’m not about to launch on some
crusade to convert you all - there is
indeed much about Christmas that
remains half-baked. Nevertheless, it is
worth remembering that there are
some elements to the Christmas season
that remain enjoyable. There will
always be some pleasure to be had in
the huge quantities of food that
inevitably accompany this time of year,
and if this doesn’t float your boat you
can always make use of the Yuletide
Alcohol Pardon (YAP), the convention
which makes it socially acceptable to
be inebriated at any time of day.

Then there’s the snow. In countries
where The White Stuff is omnipresent
it’s understandable to be less than
enthusiastic about this wonderful
invention, but we Brits have little

excuse. Whether you’re stuffing it into
a small child’s face, writing your name
in it with steaming piss or simply
walking on it to enjoy the noise, snow
possesses some intangible magic that
instantly recalls the best bits of child-
hood. How many things can do that?
The main problem with snow is that
you never know when or if it will
arrive, but this uncertainty simply
enhances the pleasure of those occa-
sions when it does make an appear-
ance.

What I suppose I’m trying to say is
that Christmas has its plus-points but
you have to work at them, have some
faith. I’m well aware that this is hardly
a revolutionary statement, but it’s
nonetheless a fact that we tend to
ignore. Hardened atheists probably get
more upset upon discovering Father
Christmas isn’t real than on the day
they decided there is no God; if you
don’t happen to follow the spiritual
route, find something else you care
about. Regress to childhood, get
smashed, Take A Load Off, Fanny.
Whatever you do this Christmas, have
a good one. 

MY COMPLETE TWAT of a
Deputy Editor ordered me to
write “some sodding article

or other” about the buggering joys of
Christmas - that throat-slashingly nau-
seous annual festival where we cele-
brate the whoreson birth of Holy Jesus
H. Christ to the Blessed Virgin Mary,
Mother of God - for the final issue of
this wankpad student newspaper in
what has been the tit-screwingly awful
year of 2000 and effing 4. My compre-
hensive guide to enjoying Christmas,
entitled ‘How To Enjoy Christmas In
An As Yet Undetermined Number Of
Easy Steps’, therefore ensues. Deal
with it.

Step 1: Wait Three Weeks. Until
December 25th it’s not actually
Christmas, so any attempt to enjoy
Christmas on any day prior or subse-
quent to that one would be as futile as
trying to reason with my Deputy
Editor and, more importantly, is no
concern of mine at present.

Step 2: So Here It Is Merry
Christmas. It’s December 25th.
Acknowledge the fact. Every time you
come within earshot of another human
being inform them, in a tone of voice
which makes it clear that you will
brook no debate on the matter, what a
MERRY BLOODY CHRISTMAS it is.

Hugo’s Tip: don’t frown; don’t be
unhappy; no one, and I mean no one,
likes unhappy people at Christmas. It’s
Christmas for Christ’s sake. Merry
Christmas and cheer the fuck up.

Step 3: Sing Songs About It.
Everyone, and I mean everyone, loves
Christmas carolling. Hugo’s Tip: this
year, why not spice things up by
accompanying the old classics with
appropriate dramatisations? Try Ding-
Dong Merrily On High while dancing
naked on the roof of your neighbour’s
car, Away In a Manger while chucking
suitcases full of babies into a canal,
Frosty the Snowman while watching
someone freeze to death, Silent Night
after murdering your entire family, or
(my personal favourite) Rudolph the
Red-Nosed Reindeer while having
drunken sex with a horse. Use your
imagination, lose your inhibitions and
get bestially festive!!!

Step 4: Eat Yourself Happy. The
central and most eagerly awaited stage
in any family Christmas comes when
friends and relatives settle down to the
traditional meal of roast turkey, stuff-
ing, potatoes, sprouts, chestnuts, plum
pudding, luxury Christmas cake and
ten-year-old port, all mixed up in the
traditional Enormous Communal
Christmas Bucket, around which the

merry company gathers to compete for
sustenance in preparation for the hard
winter months ahead. Many families
leave non-survivors of the ordeal to
decompose into their carpet. Hugo’s
Tip: this year, why not exercise a little
domestic economy by stripping off
their clothes, skin and hair, and using
their remains to top-up the Communal
Bucket?

Step 5: Feel The Love. God let his
only son get nailed to a cross because
he loved us all so goddamn much.
Jesus said the two greatest command-
ments were ‘love God’ and ‘love your
neighbour’. Hugh Grant said “Love
Actually, is all around us”. The Beatles
said “love love love, dum dum-de-
dum”. Hugo’s Tip: if you don’t love
anyone (that’s most of you) and no one
loves you either (that’s all of you), for-
get about Step 5 and go straight to…

Step 6: Call Loulou Or Fergie! The
Fitch sisters’ Christmas Day buffet spe-
cial! Full Fitch Finger treatment! Listen
to them swallow! 15 percent discount
for friends of Hugo and/or people
who bother to read his articles! Come
in our house! All you can take off! No
strings attached (bring your own
handcuffs)!!! 

Step 7: Cash Accepted.

HHuuggoo  FFiittcchh wants a quiet Christmas at home or a noisy one in a brothel

0891-XXXMAS
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