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Dear Editor,
Though my body lies torn asunder my thoughts remain with you. 
We charged the hill yesterday, and damned if they weren’t ready for 
us. The japs had carved bunkers into the hillside. Shot twice in left 
leg. It’s okay, though. At least I get to lie down. The blood taste in 
my mouth reminded me of innocent 1930s midland America. My 
thoughts of home keep me going, which is why I send you these 
letters. These LETTERS FROM IWO JIMA.

Dear Editor, 
When the bull kicked me in the back the last thing I saw was the 
American flag. In my sickbed I can see one flying down at the 
playground near the schoolyard. I know the kids there don’t un- 
derstand what it’s like to be paralyzed, but that’s okay. The sight of 
these flags keeps me going. These FLAGS OF OUR FATHERS.

Dear Editor,
As a tired Union soldier in a land I did not know, I never knew 
that one day I would learn to dance. But a friendly scorpion taught 
me his secret rhythm, and sooner or later I was experiencing those 
magnificent DANCES WITH WOLVES. 

Dear Editor,
I am a rogue police officer who has been assigned to locate a bomb 
planted in New York City during the hot, hot summer by a wily 
villain calling himself Simon. With me is a Harlem shopkeep who I 
have offended. I don’t know what will happen to me, but whatever 
happens, I hope I do not DIE HARD WITH A VENGEANCE.

Dear Editor,
Please, make more references to the movie DUNSTON CHECKS IN.

Thank you for you suggestion. Please see page 08. 

O Jester, lord, how excellent is thy name in all the earth! who hast 
set thy glory above the heavens. Out of the mouth of babes and 
sucklings hast thou ordained strength because of thine enemies, 
that thou mightest still the enemy and the avenger. O Jester, lord, 
how excellent is thy name in all the earth!

Sincerely, 
David

Thank you! I think your name is very pretty too. 
 - Jester

 Letters to the Editor 
Ronald McDowell, 39, Teacher
Local high school teacher Ron McDowell died Friday of 
an especially embarrassing form of cancer.  He was well 
known for teaching the children at his predominantly 
white private school that good connections and Dart-
mouth educations are more powerful than gang violence.  
His job was not always easy—many at the school felt that 
there was no way that a man of upper-middle class back-
ground could possibly reach students hardened by years 
of trust funds and leadership camps, but Ron managed to 
pull through, graduating an impressive 100% of students 
that had him in class, most of whom went on to be rich 
and white themselves. He is survived by his wife Brenda 
and his son Malcolm.

Rohokneddin Zarandazchi, 42, Electrician
Rohokneddin Zarandazchi died Wednesday after being 
stabbed in his home in Queens.  Zarandazchi, an Iranian 
immigrant, had dealt with the racism and stereotyping of 
his peers since childhood.  As a young boy, he was com-
monly seen surrounded by white nerds asking him to “fire, 
like, a million arrows in a second,” or inquiring about the 
location of his “enormous battle-rhino.” Described as a 
regular guy who happened to be eight feet tall and covered 
in body piercings, Zarandazchi fought intolerance and 
prejudice his whole life, but it was a ultimately a stereotype 
that was his undoing: the stereotype that Persians will die 
if you stab them in the throat with a spear.  Unfortunately 
for the politically correct everywhere, this hurtful lie 
turned out to be true.  He is survived by his son Vishtasb, 
who is described as being incredibly numerous and so 
disfigured that he must wear a samurai mask, and his wife 
Proshat, who cheated on him with a disfigured midget.

Jessica Harris, 31, Chef
Celebrity cook Jessica Harris was eaten by cannibals Mon-
day in a horrific and ironic fashion.  After being captured 
by the fringe Christian Cannibalistic movement, which 
takes the last supper to be a divine mandate to eat the most 
pious members of the community, she was badly cooked 
on an open spit, losing much of her flavor.  Between her 
screams of pain she periodically interjected that if they 
were going to eat her, they might as well do it right.  After 
her third suggestion of a basting ingredient and her offer 
to eat prawns in order to ease the stuffing process, the can-
nibals decided that she was on to something, and covered 
her in black pepper.  She screamed with more pain at the 
incorrect spicing than due to the flames, before she merci-
fully fell unconscious and did not have to see their copious 
use of American cheese.

Dane Hunter, 24, Artist
Freelance graphic artist and part-time student Dane 
Hunter died as he lived Tuesday—disappointing his father.  
The 24-year-old Hunter had a long history of failing to live 
up to his father’s expectations, beginning with his failure to 
make a game-winning catch in his pee-wee T-ball league.  
The rest of Hunter’s life was a continuing frustration to his 
father, Ira, who hoped his son would take over the family 
trout-farming business and considered his ambition to be 
a successful painter “fruity.”  Hunter was killed when he 
was hit by a bus on his way to a gallery opening in Chelsea, 
having turned down the chance to attend a hockey game 
with his father. 

Deaths

Editorial Cartoon
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the vlog of that guy with progeria explaining 
how to eat boiled peanuts, and I would be less 
of a person for it.  

Every time that I masturbate to your Face-
book photos, I am reminded that we truly live 
in the best of all possible worlds.

So try to show technology some respect, 
because fighting against technology is like 
shoveling coal into the engines of an ocean 
liner trying to propel itself up a waterfall of 
progress. The Indians tried to battle against 
our superior germ weaponry, and now they’re 
extinct. For ages, the Moon tried to resist the 
might of our technology and then we stabbed 
it in the face with a flag. Paper loses every time 
to the brutal mechanical efficiency of scis-
sors. You’d be wise to unfurrow your caveman 
brow and expose your beady little eyeballs to 
the black monolith of technology before it 
tips over and crushes you like so many Coke 
machines. 

Do you know how many skyscrapers the 
Amish have raised? How many calories does 
a swimming pool full of Fresca have? How 
many miles do I have to travel to play a round 
of Wii Golf? The answer to all these questions 
(and more) is zero, which itself is a technologi-
cal innovation brought to us by the Babylo-
nians. Deal with it, troglodyte. 

Now, before I go, you may try and make 
the original and hilarious observation that 
technology has failed because we don’t have 
flying cars yet. Well, guess what, cakeass, we 
do: They’re called helicopters. While you’re 
looking that up in your paper encyclopedia, 
I’ll be making a Hot Pocket.

Alex Weinberg 
Alex Weinberg
Enemy of Freedom

Last Thanksgiv-
ing, when everyone 
went around the table 
and mentioned things 
they were thankful 

for, what did you say? Did you say “family” or 
“my health” or some other lame bullshit? Shut 
up and listen if you said any of those things, 
because you were wrong.

The correct answer is technology.
What do you think provides you with all 

the conveniences that make your life so easy? 
Without technology, how could you power 
your Segway? How would you listen to J-
Kwon on your Zune while sipping a delicious 
cherry Icee? How would you watch the hours 
of beekeeper porn that you cherish so much? 
The fact is that you wouldn’t, and you would 
have probably died of sepsis a long time ago. 
Face the facts, dotard.

Technology has even gotten its liquid met-
al fingers into places you’d never even expect. 
Do you think you’re reading my editorial right 
now? Thanks to technology, you could just 
as easily be in an elaborate computer simula-
tion of my making. Prove that you’re not. Or 
maybe I’m using this as a diversion to watch 
you with my X-10 Spycam, purchased via this 
thing called the Internet. Perhaps you’ve heard 
of it.

No? Well, the web has provided us with an 
almost magical means of communicating with 
fellow Internauts from all across the world. 
Right now I am listening to the podcast of 
Hardo Fink, a 700-pound projectionist mus-
ing about how he would get around town if he 
could travel by Spider-Man webslinger instead 
of Rascal scooter. Hang on, lemme send you 
a link to some awesome Harry Potter erotic 
fan fiction about Hermione reverse birthing 
an octopus. Oh, you don’t have Internet access 
right now? Sucks for you, grampa. Without 
this Internet of ours, I might never have seen 

Technology = Magnets
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E-Diary of a Christian Techno Musician
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Technological Recalls and Failures 
In rare circumstances, the unstoppable forward progress of technology has 
been temporarily halted by minor missteps.  While our civilization is a 
testament to technology’s success, the following is a register of its failures:

-Thirteen thousand TiVo 2.0 players were recalled, with TiVo admitting it 
was an “error in judgment” to put the “play” and “induce cyclic vomiting 
syndrome” buttons adjacent to one another.  Half-price coupons to minor 
league baseball games were offered to all those affected.

- Convinced he had revolutionized music, alco-
holic madman Bill Daiman submitted an incom-
prehensible drawing of a “sound device” to the 
Collegiate Inventors Competition.  Although his 
invention failed miserably and was ridiculed by ev-
eryone involved in the competition, its blueprints 
were later fished out of the trashcan by a low-level 
Microsoft designer and resubmitted to the Patent Of-
fice as the “Zune.” 

-Ten million world-hunger-solving-machines shipped 
to Sierra Leone were recalled after a clerical error led to 
beige ones being shipped when teal were ordered. The 
embarrassed manufacturer promised to have replace-
ments delivered by the end of the dry season.

-Television Mogul Gabriel Wilhelm planned to introduce the world’s first 
television station which aired only commercials.  The ambitious project 
was later shut down after being sued by MTV for patent infringement.  

- The first supercomputer made of stale bread and clay was highly func-
tional, but still was deemed a disappointment when it calculated the 

first billion digits of pi in a microsecond longer than its de-
signer had promised. 

- Twenty splines were recalled after being discovered unre-
ticulated.  

- Restaurateur Sally Schuman’s invention, “a glass that holds 
twice as much liquid as a normal glass,” was rendered obso-
lete the same year by 7-11’s Big Gulp, patented as “a cup that 
holds four times as much liquid as Sally Schuman’s glass.”

-Hubert Daleman attempted to re-patent the spoon using 
the name Spoon: The Machine. Jamal Smith, actual inven-
tor the spoon, expressed his disapproval in an open letter. 

-After losing his father to a really bad scraped knee, 
seven-year old prodigy Johnny McTinsel attempted 
to render a perfect robotic replica.  While physi-
cally and emotionally identical, the replica proved 
too exact when it succumbed to the same weak-
ness as its base model and died of a badly scraped 

knee.  
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March 12, 2007
Polar Foxes are going to be fucking huge

Download: Polar Foxes – Axe #3 (Dance, U.K. Whore) – Psyche-
delic Nostril Remix

I have been listening to Polar Foxes for years now. Their EPs are titled 
after the seasons (Frühling, Sommer, Herbst, and Winter). They aren’t 
German, they just love Muzzy videos. Due to drummer Mick Speck’s 
opinion that “vinyl is the CD of the future,” the band only presses their 
releases in this format.

Polar Foxes (not to be confused with The Polar Foxes, the Swedish 
electronica trio) are known for their unique sound - an amalgamation of 
Kraftwerk, the Partridge Family, and Ratt. Their Kafkaesque lyrics touch 
upon deeply personal topics (death, ablutophobia, and their addiction 
to Malaysian child pornography). When I saw them live in a Barnes & 
Noble in London in mid-July, the tambourinist bit a hole in his Vintage 
Gibson timbrel before attempting to set the children’s section aflame.

Continue reading “Polar Foxes are going to be fucking huge”

this post, posted at 3:14 AM in New Bands | undue hype | tour dates | Com-
ments (572)

March 11, 2007

Pentagram Pajama Party

Grab your pigs’ blood and your jammies, and get ready for the biggest 
festival of the dark arts this year: the Pentagram Pajama Party! Thank 
Hades – I invested in those black pajamas. Located at Brooklyn’s Stu-
dio B, this party has everything a pagan could ask for – orgiastic glow-
stick usage, ritual sacrifice, and the cutest puppies you’ve ever seen. 
Get ready for some Russian Roulette and bobbing for some leaches. 
For the history of the shindig, head to Wiccapedia. Pictures from last 
year follow (look for the one of me and the giant stuffed Satan!)…

Continue reading “Pentagram Pajama Party”

this post, posted at 10:23 AM in Pagan | Ritual Sacrifice | vaginal piercings | 
Comments (12.5)

Brooklyn PaganBrooklyn Pagan
NEWER AND MORE IMPROVED!
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KlausKlown: wassup vlad 
EvilEmpyre315: u got those stats
KlausKlown: yeah I uploaded them to a website
KlausKlown: it’s password-secure don’t worry don’t 
worry
EvilEmpyre315: tyte
KlausKlown: http://www.goatse.cx
EvilEmpyre315: aight
EvilEmpyre315: wtf?!!
EvilEmpyre315: this is a pic of sum dudes gapin 
ahole
KlausKlown: hahahahahaaha
EvilEmpyre315: fuck u klaus
KlausKlown: nah here they are tho
KlausKlown wants to directly connect
KlausKlown: click the thing dude I’m tryna send you 
some NUCLEAR DATA
EvilEmpyre315: its nt working
KlausKlown: alright alright you try to connect
KlausKlown is now directly connected
KlausKlown wants to send a file
File CLASSIFIEDNationalPlutoniumFacilities.xls
EvilEmpyre315: dude

AIM Log: Manhattan-Project-Scientist-Turned-Spy Klaus Fuchs 
And His Soviet Handler, Codenamed “Geoffrey”

EvilEmpyre315: tyte
KlausKlown: yo dude i saw a pic of the bomb you 
guys are workin on
KlausKlown: it looks just like the one we dropped 
on them japs
EvilEmpyre315: word cept we put a big light on the 
front
KlausKlown: word
EvilEmpyre315: yo you planning on goin to that 
burning man shit?
KlausKlown: yea man out in the desert
EvilEmpyre315: sweet
EvilEmpyre315: cya im gonna go watch simpsons
KlausKlown: yeah dude i gotta go help the us build 
some more bombs
EvilEmpyre315: u fckr
KlausKlown: dude cmon
KlausKlown: im giving you mad secrets
KlausKlown: get it? MAD secrets?
EvilEmpyre315: lol
EvilEmpyre315: g2g tho
KlausKlown: peace dude
EvilEmpyre315 signed off at 07:58:24 PM

Tired of practicing tennis with “friends” who have no skills?
Need someone that can return all of your spins, slices, and 
slams? Introducing the new GarageDoor from Wilson!

The GarageDoor will take you to the next level, 
but never to lunch --- you’ll never need to 
interact socially while playing tennis again!

JUST ASK THE PROS!

“The Garage Door also serves as a 
moveable barrier, regulating entrance 
to my car storage room!
-Maria Sharapova 

“I owned a GarageDoor for years and 
it never once tried to talk to me.”

 -Theodore Kaczynski

“My sister [Serena Williams] has nothing 
on the GarageDoor, but I beat it.”
-Venus Williams

“The GarageDoor has helped me 
improve my game, while 

deflating my massive ego.”
-Andre Agassi

A Page from 
Thomas 
Edison’s 
Notebook



alchemy, with wise men burning nitrites 
and sulfur together that they might make 
gold. The result, when not a catastrophic 
explosion, was usually the production of 
worthless rubies, which, at the time, lit-
tered the streets of Europe until they were 
ground up as a cure for the Plague in the 
1330s. Amethysts were more common in 
Teutonic lands.

The Renaissance 
   Only after the rediscovery of Latin texts, 
including Livy’s extensive essay regarding 
the everyday uses of the pugillii, did the 
western world rediscover the true purpose 
of this most useful of grills. Neo-Platonists 
heralded the device as a symbol of the 
wisdom of the ancients. Many attested to 
its clean meatiness, including Leonardo 
da Vinci, Giovanni Pierluigi de Palestrina, 
Giorgio Vasari, and even Michelangelo. 
Most significantly, during restoration of 
the ceiling frescoes in the Sistine Chapel, 
historians realized that the artist had paint-
ed the clibanus pugillii in the clouds of 
heaven. However, a Vatican official had it 
painted over, fearing that it suggested that 
the Eucharist needed purification via heat 
and dripping, a doctrine that was seen as 
malignant. 
   In fact, it is believed that Martin Luther witnessed this event, 
known as the “Clibanian Obfuscation.”  It was at this point 
that he realized, “If Man is so corrupt as to be made of this 
selfsame Meat of the World, how can something so foul be 
purified enough to be saved? Nay, only through grace can one 
be saved, and by the external braising force of grace can one 
achieve salvation and the greases of iniquity be expunged. And 
these dishonest men seek to cover up the perpetual need for this 
purgation in preference for Pelagian Heresies. Thus the symbols 
of my new religion shall be the clibanus pugillii minor and the 
cross.” This plan was later dropped.
   Incidentally, a few years earlier the Catholic Church rediscov-
ered the clibanus pugillii major. It was used by the inquisition 
to, as they described it, “Institute the Natural and Holy 
Love for Jesus Christ and obedience to the Magisteri-
um” by “burning out all of the Wicked Jew-Blood.” 
It was unequivocally successful.
 
Founding of the Brotherhood
   In 1744, a club of poor Scotsmen founded 
what was then called the Society for Bodily 
Contestation. They committed themselves to 
fighting the rules of the London Prize Ring 
Rules, because, as they wrote, “All Englishmen 
are fuckers, and their rules are for ninnies.” 
Ironically, their rules are said to be very simi-
lar—so similar, that if one can discern the kernels 
of actual English in their oral tradition, they are 

The History of the George Foreman GrillIntroduction
   The ancient and noble history of the dual-press grill currently 
endorsed by George Foreman is, due to the sacred bonds of the 
pugilistic brotherhood, largely unknown to those who have not 
battled another man with fists alone. But it has endured from 
antiquity in its myriad forms, with both civilization and the ori-
ent alike appreciating the benefits and the glamour of the grill 
and its endorsers. 

Ancient Rome
   The earliest written evidence 
of the device dates from 190 
B.C. in the Roman Republic, 
where it was called the clibanus 
pugillii minor. It was developed, 
we are told, by Phrygian boxers 
desperate to gain muscle mass 
without growing ill on the fatty, 
undesired, and rotting meats 
given to them by their Patrician 
masters. Indeed, bronze plates, 
not unlike the clibanus, have 
been found in Phrygian tombs, 
but it is unclear, due to decay, 
whether these are genuine 

examples, or just shields with a lot of dents in them.
   The clibanus, as described by Gaius Julius Hyginus, was made 
from two plates of steel, one at an angle and attached to legs, 
while the other was simply attached by sturdy thongs of leather 
to the lower half, thus making the alligatorian clamp complete. 
Coals were then placed underneath the device, and yet more on 
top of the plate. Then the meat was cooked, as was the northern 
Greek tradition, with dirt and Tabasco sauce. 
   In all cases it is important to note whether the author is writ-
ing about the clibanus pugillii minor or the clibanus pugillii 
major, which was a much larger grill upon which disobedient 
boxers were tortured. 

The Andalusian Caliphate and the Middle Ages
   With the collapse of the Western Roman Empire and the 
banning of bloodsport, the records preserving the glory of the 
clibanus were swept into the great dustbin of history, lost in 
the oceans of neglected papyrus. The grill became known to 
the learned scholars of the Moorish court, popularized by the 
legendary doctor, Abu al-Qasim Khalaf ibn al-Abbas Al-Zah-
rawi, whose fame and prestige is by now universal. His desire 
to provide healthy food for the court was initially welcomed, 
but his hubris was too great. He convinced the caliph that his 
machine could not only reduce fat, but also expunge the mate-
rial cause of uncleanness from pork. However, upon tasting the 
meaty blob produced, the ulema declared that the substance 
was unchanged, the caliph flew into a rage and condemned the 
doctor.
   Although his grievous error and subsequent execution were 
quickly forgotten, al-Qasim’s family was banished from the 
court nonetheless, and forced into exile in Medieval Navarre. 
There, they promoted it to all who would listen, and it sold 
well, despite the Church’s condemnation that it was “Wicked 
Craft of the Idols of Foul Arabia.” The learned men concluded 
from the literature that it was able to convert all manner of 
things, and subsequently, it became the preeminent tool in 



indistinguishable from the London Rules, 
with the exception of the final one. This 
one reads, “These are not the same as the 
London Rules because all Englishmen are 
fuckers, and their rules are for ninnies. 
Anyone who suggests that they are will be 
fed to beasts under a moonlight sky on the 
ides of the month.”
    The brotherhood thrived for many years, 
and its code of honor remained unbroken. 
The men traveled the world, fighting in 
their distinctive style and amazing all of 
Europe with their strange accents. In fact, 
their ruggedness and orangeness was so 
foreign to many people that when in Italy, 
they were billed as “White Indians,” whose 
hair color was caused by the fact that they 
ate only the most succulent mandarin 
oranges and mongooses. The mongooses of 
Nepal are found by connoisseurs to be the 
most succulent, by far.
   While in Italy, they learned of the 
clibanus, which by then was used only 
by a small group of individuals who had 
not accepted baroque cooking practices. 
Instead of cooking meats to leanness, the 
fashion was at the time to cook the meats 
in ornate gilded tubs filled with the grease 
of a thousand previous meals, and then to 
drizzle the grease on all the other dishes. 

But the members of the Society sought healthier bodies, and so 
took much of the information on the device and left for Scot-
land, where they buried the ancient texts in a chapel and began 
making the grill for members in secret.

The Times of Trouble and Australia
   Problems arose, however, in 1803, when in the midst of the 
Napoleonic Wars, The London Daily Assay and Mail published 
the Scottish and English rules side by side. An editorial cartoon 
parodied the groups, showing a fox fighting a dog, while a para-
keet looks on. The parakeet is saying “Hark, I see no difference.” 
The cartoon was considered a classic in its day, and inspired a 
number of “What does the parakeet see?” jokes. To quash the 

silence, the Society killed the entire staff of the newspa-
per, as well as a few romantic philosophers, in what is 

now known as the Night of Bloody Knuckles. No 
relation to the game that hick children play.
   But they all were caught and convicted of 
murder, with those who committed the crimes 
paying with their lives, those who were merely 
members banished to Australia, and all of the 
clibanii smashed. Arriving in Australia, the 
brotherhood resolved to be less violent, and 
more hidden. They reasoned that, “If the King 

can cast us into this land of unholy beasts and 
unusually-shaped landmasses, then any crimes 

committed here would lead to our deportation to 
the only land worse than this, the Abode of Satan 

himself, Antarctica.” Thus, they resolved themselves to fight 
only among themselves and cook meats in a healthy manner. 
   And so it was for almost 200 years. The greatest prize for the 
boxer was to have the device, now called simply a “Clibbie,” 
bear his name for the duration of his reign. A following grew up 
around these prizefighters, and many adopted the fashion of the 
dual-press grill. New methods of cooking appeared as modern 
technology arrived, and new versions arose. First was the steam-
powered clibbie, then the gas-powered, the electric, and even an 
experimental nuclear-powered one, which was displayed at the 
1964 World’s Fair. But the technology was never appreciated 
until a certain day in the future, which is described at length in 
the next section. 

American Introduction
   In 1991, the regents of the Brotherhood of the Unblemished 
Fist, in need of a new source of revenue, sought to capital-
ize on the wave of Australiaphilia. With the charming antics 
of Crocodile Dundee and the mistaken belief that Kenny G 
was both Australian and good, the American public was in a 
craze. A number of wealthy investment banks went so far as to 
sell all of their possessions, just to have identical ones shipped 
in from Australia. Australian plastic chairs were seen as even 
classier than Michigan ironwork, if you can believe it. But some 
things had to be watered down and the Brotherhood wished to 
distance themselves from the commercialization, and so chose 
to market it not as a Clibbie, but under someone’s name. The 
main fear, as evidenced by the meeting minutes of January 17, 
1991, was that Steven Seagal 
would produce a film on 
the subject, and it would be 
played incessantly on the FX 
Network, which they simply 
could not have. So they 
scoured the prizefighting 
circuit and Pay-Per-View, 
as they once scoured the 
Scottish Highlands, for as 
suitable champion to lead 
them to victory in the great-
est contest of all: The Small 
Appliance Market.
   They chose George Fore-
man, long an honorary 
member of the Brotherhood 
of the Unblemished Fist, for 
being the most American fighter they could find. “The one-two 
puch of two grills can knock the fat out as easily as my one-two 
punch can knock the fight out of Glass Joe or Piston Hur-
ricane.” And it was a smash success, with people buying them 
compulsively.  Some paid $3,000 for golden grills that came 
with a signature. Christie’s even sponsored a sale of antique 
clibanii, collected like wines that are never drunk. 

Conclusion and Moral 
   And now you too, despite your lowliness, have a piece of his-
tory in your kitchen. So remember this story, and be thankful to 
all the great men who helped make the grill a reality, next time 
you take a bite out of that delicious, healthy hamburger. 

The History of the George Foreman Grill
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The industrial revolution so hailed by the Whigs
in Washington has left those of us trained in fine crafts-
manship sadly without employment. I began my battle at
a coal factory.
 Myself: I seek employment, sir.
 Moneybags: What is your profession?
 Myself: I, sir, am a glassmaker.
Moneybags: Excellent, excellent. We could use a quality
glassmaker for my ornate office in the headquarters of this
coal company.
Myself: Indeed, I make glass of the highest quality.
Moneybags: Then you shall have a job for a long time
here, for we always need glass windows for my stooges to
throw Irish out of.
Myself: What shall be my starting salary?
Moneybags: $10,000 annually; enough to buy the finest
wines and horses.
Myself: Sir, I demand no less than $26,000.
Moneybags: My good craftsman, that is more than the
salary of our narrowly elected President, John Quincy
Adams!
Myself: Am I not the President of Glassmaking?
Moneybags: Sir, I follow glassmaking quite carefully, and
Edmund H. L. Tate is the reigning President of Glassmak-
ing.
Myself: TATE IS NO PRESIDENT!

I punched Moneybags in the face, and his goons threw me
out of his industrially-produced window, its inferior qual-
ity shards dull reminders of my role in today’s society. Like
a fool, a damned fool, I still held out some hope that this
wasteland of automatons had a use for skilled labor.
Myself: Have you need for a glassmaker?
 Boss Humphries: No need at all sir, this is an
automated brothel.

I bought with my last pennies a cheaply mass produced
pistol. Due to its shoddy construction, the hammer lacked
the requisite strength to spark the flint and ignite the
powder propelling the bullet to scatter my brain matter. I
went to the gun factory with my complaints.
Wolfgang Von Sieben: What seems to be the problem sir?
Myself: This crude firearm fails to fire.
Wolfgang Von Sieben: Hmm…I would examine it but
I’ve been unable to find a good glassmaker for a proper
monocle.

Myself: I...I…
Wolfgang Von Sieben: Yes?
Myself: I am…I am a glassmaker, sir.
Wolfgang Von Sieben: Yes? A good one?
Myself: Sir, I am the President of Glassmaking.
Wolfgang Von Sieben: I’ll hire you immediately for
$26,000 a year!
Myself: Is it of any consequence that I have made a
cuckold of you?
Wolfgang Von Sieben: You have fornicated with my
wife? Bah! A trifle!
Myself: No sir, with your third concubine.

Von Sieben chased me from his office, striking me with
a tightly rolled copy of the Daily Courant. As the welts
on my back swell, I curse my fate, another victim of the
industrial revolution.

The Perils of the Industrial 
Revolution

Grave Perils of the 
Industrial Revolution
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BTO-3: Bachman Turner Overdrive

The BTO-3 offers guitar players a great range of effects, 
making it the greatest pedal ever created by man. 

• This pedal’s specialized “Canadian Toggle Switch” offers a 
level of Canadian sound unmatched by any overdrive pedal in 
Canadian history.
• Its maximum overdrive shock provides a larger sound that 
takes care of business every day, in every way in which business 
is dependent on large sound.
• Its multi-tempo delay allows for the stuttering effect needed 
to show each of your babies that “You Ain’t Seen Nothin’ Yet.”
• Its multiple inputs allow one guitar to plug into a variety of 
different slots.  
• Distinct “Signature” of Randy Bachman.  Yes, the Randy Bach-
man.
• BOSS 5-Year Guarantee
• The pedal retails for $123.99.  Just “Let it Ride.”

If the bagel had been
invented by WASPs:

USA Patent No-343466778
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Shoe Technology
HITS

Puddin’ Pumps: Fulfill the 
desire of all ten-year-olds 

to have pudding in their 
shoes.

Air Gheorghes:  
Include stilt-like 
attachments that 

made their wearers 7’7”, allowing 
them to stumble around awkwardly like NBA fairly 
good Gheorghe Muresan. 

Kenneth Cole Magnate Business Shoe:  SmartSize 
technology provides a value-added strategic fit to em-
power you to actualize your quarterly goals.

Nike Hindenburg: These shoes with tiny weight-sav-
ing hydrogen chambers not only were coveted for 
their jumping ability but were profitable due to Nike’s 
monopoly of hospital burn units

MISSES
Reebok Richard Reids: Praised for their carbon-
fiber spring plate, advanced orthotics, and balance of  
comfort and flexibility with hardy construction, these 
performance shoes nonetheless suffered when, due to 
a misunderstanding, they were banned from all flights 
and all their wearers purged by the FBI.

Jesus Lizard Shoes:  Despite their revolutionary lizard-
skin webbing that allowed the wearer to run across wa-
ter, these shoes led to too many drownings of  fat people 
with small feet.

Stiletto Snowshoes: The Inuit com-
munity did not appreciate this shoe’s 
combination of  function and form.

Ty Cobbs: Discontinued due 
to their $20,000 price tag 
– Cobb would accept 
nothing less than 
sharpened blood 
diamonds from Af-
rica for his cleats.

A Rube Goldberg 
Fire Extinguisher
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A letter to Ms. Margot Dressler
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Music Programmers (2)
Environmental Artists (4)
Game Engine Programmers (8)

Breast Jiggle Engine Programmers (23)

Erect Nipple Trigger Calibrators (7)

12-year-old Orgasmic-Dialogue Writers (11)

Dudes who have to go to the door to get pizza (4)

Plumbers (21)
Control Scheme Designers (3)

Technical Support (1)
Rumble Pack Masturbation Coordinators (14)

One Woman, DEAD OR ALIVE 

Extra-Intelligent Pigs for Smart EatingVibrasnake
Solid Gold ElephantCows That Run Really FastMidnight Gray JaguarsAnteloupe

Goose-Billed PlatypusElectric Salmon
Leprechaun (actually a breed of cat)

Swiss – Afraid of commitment

Polish – Taken from both sides 

by dudes with moustaches.

India – Unfortunately, cannot 

control her growth.
Iraq – Easy to enter, but be sure 

to know when to pull out 

Tanzanian – Hot, but watch out, 

she might kill a man, Jaro

Chinese – Small penises, Jaro

Agent Orange – Now for Animals!TM

Probiotics
Poison-Tipped ICBMs

Low budget fireworks that shoot flam-

ing killer bees
Life-saving medicines for which there 

are not enough human test subjects.

Wiretaps without a warrant

My mom is seriously a bitch.

I get funny looks at the public library 

when I check my websites just because 

of all the .WAVs of screaming.

My dog just plain shits everywhere and 

if I stop feeding him he starts gnawing 

on all the pipes in my apartment.

Did you know that if the Government 

says so, they will issue a Warrant for you 

and then they can arrest you wherever 

you go, for no reason at all.

Metallica totally used to kick ass but 

now they blow.
Every time I try to paint my house the 

only color they have is “turd brown.”

Production Team Breakdown for 

Dead or Alive Beach Volleyball 2
Problems Technology 

Will Never Solve

Genetically Modified Animals

Contents of Batman’s Utility Belt: 

Jester’s Guide to Dating 

Women By Nationality

(1) grappling hook 
(5) batarangs 
(1) (Ba)T-Mobile cell phone
(1) long-range photograph of 
Mr. Dick Grayson exercising 
(10) pounds of “medicinal” 
marijuana
(1) bag Justice League fruit 
snacks, minus Superman 
snacks
(1) ticket stub for “The 
Queen”

Products PETA Opposes 

live-animal testing for
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Do you come from a broken home?

 Is your dad dead or in jail?
 

Or maybe your father is 
alive and molesting you.

It’s time to...

Think Different. 

iDad is not a molester dad.

iDad is not allowed in jails. 

iDad does not die*

Submersion in liquid will cause iDad to stop functioning.
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A page from a 2035 literary magazine
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The temperature is 98 
degrees Fahrenheit. 

Are you Jack Lemmon? 
Because I miss my good 

friend Jack Lemmon.

Young child, listen to me: my 

wife died of a brain aneurysm.

Bzzzz…Bzzzz…
I am Walter Matthau.

Am I making your 
pussy moist?

Bzzzz…Bzzzz

I refuse to play anything but the

motion picture Grumpy Old Men.

This pizza has the Walter Matthau seal of ap-
proval because it has many unusual meats.

Do not steal that zucchini. I w
ill 

fuck you up if you steal that

zucchini. The cast and crew of 

Dennis the Menace will testify that 

my threats are not empty.

I have now forged a death planet. 
My friend Art Carney would 
have loved this, as Art Carney 
loved death.

THE MANY HAUNTINGS
OF WALTER MATTHAU

I think my 
favorite director 

to work with was 
Ronald Neame, with 

whom I filmed the 
underrated Hopscotch.

I refuse to eat anything 
but FANCY FEAST. 
I say this not as a cat, 
but as Walter
Matthau, a man 
who loves cat 
food.



23May 2007, “Technology”

2941 Broadway 
(between 115th & 116th Street)

Phone: 212-666-4190
Fax: 212-864-1904

university@mortonwilliams.com
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Friday, May 4 – Friday, May 11, 2007

ENJOY A FREE 
CUP OF COFFEE AND A BAGEL

Morton Williams University Supermarket
2941 Broadway (between 115th & 116th)

212-666-4190
university@mortonwilliams.com

Must present original coupon

Closest Supermarket to Columbia and Barnard!

Open 24 Hours a Day • 7 Days a Week

ADVERTISEMENT
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 1.800.336.2522   www.hartcoprinting.com

Hartco
Printing Company

Purveyors of the 
finest quality printwork 
at a price that will 
upset no-one 

Mother (smugly): 
Today I caught Jane engaging in romantic re-
lations with her next-door neighbor, Billy.

Father (angry): 
If she wants it, tell that slut of our daughter 
about sex. I’m gonna “hit the bottle”!

Mother (distressed): 
Your addiction to ethyl of alcohol is disturb-
ing!

Jane (indignant):  
Mom, I don’t even want to hear about sex!  Billy 
and I just kissed, there’s nothing wrong with 
that!  And sex is gross!

Mother (stern):  
You cannot be a woman if you do not learn how 
we reproduce by throwing genetic material 
at each other rather than using a much more 
efficient precisely coded mass-production 
system.

Jane (crying):  
I don’t want to hear about it!   Billy and I are 
not having sex!

Mother (triumphant):  
Yes you are, daughter.  You can’t resist your 
ridiculous biological urges - it’s because 
we’re a life form that has yet to transcend 
the crass demands of flesh and bone. 

Jane (proud):  
Billy and I are in love, mom! stop trying to 
tear us apart!

Mother (horrified):  
Oh Jane! Love makes us weak!  It makes us cling 

to our elderly rather than recycling them 
in order to make new circuit boards for our 
brains, it makes us tolerate all children 
rather than culling out the weakest speci-
mens, and most of all it makes us write 
tedious and sentimental poetry!

Jane (insane):  
“Stop being so stupid!  I hate you for being so 
terrible!  I’m leaving!”

Mother (tender):  
“As you should, Daughter. But before you go... 
let me explain human mating to you.  First, a 
man and woman have love happen, and realize 
that it is terrible and needs to be gotten rid 
of as soon as possible.  To cure this, they get 
married.  After they are married and there-
fore no longer in love they decide to mate.  
The man buys her flowers and tries to get her 
to play baseball; she says her father would 
never approve and then nine months later 
the robo-stork brings a completely useless, 
unproductive infant.”

Jane (resigned):  
“Okay, I give up.  Billy and I made love in a bed 
covered with rose petals and surrounded by 
scented candles.”

Mother (hysteric):  
“How dare you make more disgusting humans! 
You’re grounded.”

Approved by Drama-Bot 122343-aq2
Approved by Character-Bot 912343-Bd3
Approved by Clarence Thomas, 
  traitor to his race

Script of The Fleshingtons    Season 4, Episode 6, Scene 8

        © The Robot Network, For Robots, by Robots ™






