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TRUTH-SEEKERS

9/11 WAS A WESTSIDE JOB!  THE ATTACKS ON THE 
WORLD TRADE CENTER WERE AN ATTACK ON NEW 
YORK! AN ATTACK ON NEW YORK IS AN ATTACK 
ON HIP-HOP.  SUGE KNIGHT KNOWS WHERE BIN 
LADEN IS. WHY WAS HE CHEERING IN NEW JERSEY? 
WHY DID NO ONE DIE IN CALIFORNIA? TAKE OFF 
YOUR TRUTH FILTERS. TUPAC WANTED TO TELL 
THE TRUTH ABOUT NAIROBI, SO THEY KILLED HIM. 
THEY ARE HAPPY TO KILL AMERICANS, EVEN WHITE 
PEOPLE. THAT IS A TRUTH-BOMB LIKE THE DIRECT-
ED ENERGY BEAT THEY USED TO DROP THE TOWERS. 
WHERE WAS ICE CUBE ON 9/11? ASK QUESTIONS!  
WHY DID SNOOP DOGG VISIT PAKISTAN IN 1999? 
WHY WON’T GEORGE BUSH LISTEN TO COMMON? 
TRUTH OUT.

GRRRR,
-DMX.

R.I.P. BIGGIE 

We will all miss Big Poppa. Jester will be glad to see the perpetra-
tor to justice.

-Jester

To the editors of The Jester,

Your use of “fucking machines” is the answerto a question, 
yes, but a question badly posed. A well-formed statement is the 
product of the designer asking the question, but a well-formed 
response is useless if the question is incorrect! Only in the design 
of the boudoir is this a problem - there ignorance and indolence 
rule and the new science of industry overtakes man.

The question of the bed is what we ask. The modern business-
man has grown tired of the bed. It cannot help him as it looks 
not at the need and copies the sterile poches of the past! He asks 
for new things and fears the power of the machine age. He gives 
his wife over to machines that fuck in his awe of the power of 
the new era. He cowers in the face of the Machine Aesthetic! Its 
temerity and discipline are indomitable.  

Man wants a bed that is not for sleeping. Man wants a bed to 
sleep in. The business-man is a man of decision. Pose the ques-
tion now! 

Modern man needs two beds. They do not teach you that in the 
École de Beaux-arts! 

Modern man needs a machine for fucking. That is the solution 
of the right question posed well and answered right. In the verti-
cal city, every apartment shall have a light filled room with two 
beds. Man will not be ashamed of his fucking machines as he is 
ashamed of the machines that fuck. Break off the shackles of the 

Letters to the Editor 
Sonny Sinclair, 38

Popular late night talk show sidekick, Sonny Sinclair of 
Up Late with Jeff Julian, died on February 21st. Sinclair re-
cently went through a messy divorce, losing the majority of 
his material assets. His wife then married the show’s host, 
Jeff Julian, and upon his request, changed her name and 
that of her daughter. When chaos erupted on set during 
the aforementioned February taping, Sinclair was forced 
to take over the duties of host. At this time, he stated, “I’ve 
been trying to end this for some time,” reproduced a fire-
arm, and discharged it into his mouth. His death has been 
ruled a suicide by viewers like you.

Stevie Palaganik, 8
After dragging his feet for weeks atop the house’s plush 

carpeted floors, little Stevie was electrocuted when he went 
to play with his best friend, Mr. Doorknobface. 

Jonathan Coal, 58
 Early Wednesday morning Professor Jonathan Coal 

of Caltech took his own life. Professor Coal was a well 
known physicist, who related light to springs and strings 
in his eponymous theorem. Christened Coal’s Law by the 
scientific community, the theorem would ultimately be the 
end of Jonathan Coal. For the past decade, he earnestly 
petitioned the scientific community to change the name 
to Coal’s Principle. Embarrassed everywhere he went, Coal 
eventually chose to ingest coleslaw spiked with polonium-
210, becoming a martyr – at least for his friend Thomas 
Mool, of Mool’s Rule fame.

Angelica Pope, 28
Angelica Pope died this past Wednesday. Don’t worry 

about her family: she was a detriment to society.

Deaths

past. There is a new spirit in the air!  

I hesitate to list my own work, but nobody else will try 
my chaise longue a grande amour. It is a great fuckaria. It 
looks like a car. Damn right. I sleep in the Parthenon. It’s 
power to make fucking great is empirical. This one time I 
took Charlotte Perriand so hard on it I had to invent a new 
function. For me. A beanbag is a machine for crying in. 
Because she left me for my brother. He doesn’t even have a 
sweet name. 

-L. Corbusier,
Machine for genius. 

P.S. My car looks like an ocean liner.

Well, I really only need a machine for masturbating. It 
sounds like you already got one of them though. Could you 
hook me up with one, or do you have to use all of them all the 
time?

-Jester
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Hello there!

As publisher of this 
“humor”-ous maga-
zine, I feel that it is my 
job to enlighten bold 
young readers about 
certain topics pertain-
ing to the particular 
theme of the issue. To 

clarify, this issue is of the usual 420-pound paper 
stock is used, and there are still 36 pages. Nor 
indeed is the content “light,” since the topic hap-
pens to be angler fish.  When I say angler fish, of 
course, what I really mean is the angler part—the 
fish section of an angler fish is of little conse-
quence.  Besides the fact that the angler is what 
makes and angler fish an angler fish, and the fact 
that it is sweet and glows, the angler part is also 
the part that does not appear on other animals 
but clearly should.

Take, for example, the common sheep.  Pretty 
basic—short, white, fuzzy.  Not much going on 
here.  But add an angler, and whammo!  Angler 
sheep!  Now this fucker can walk around in the 
dark!  It can lead the way up a mountain!  Into a 
cave!  Take the angler sheep to that planet from 
Pitch Black—no problem!  Who needs Vin 
Diesel’s cat-like eyesight when you have a sheep 
with a lamp hanging off its head?  Speaking of 
diesel, dig this—the earliest conception of the an-
gler sheep was actually just a sheep on fire.  Since 
then it has evolved somewhat, from flaming sheep 
to sheep with dangly candle to sheep mysteriously 
glowing to its current incarnation as angler sheep.  
I have to say, I think we’ve really perfected it.

Ah, the noble angler sheep. Let me inform you 

some more about this fine beast. Here are 
some:

Little Known Facts:
-Angler sheep are impervious to solar radia-
tion
-Angler sheep can survive for months on 
nothing but human blood
-Angler sheep have three separate stomachs, 
in addition to an extra lung and four hearts
-An angler sheep can run at speeds exceeding 
40 mph!
-Angler sheep, unlike normal sheep, can also 
be called “sheeps”
-Angler sheep are actually a race of mutated 
demons

Of course no angler sheep could truly be an an-
gler sheep unless it used the angler to angler for 
things.  Grass, say.  Grass is definitely attracted 
to light.  Scratch that, I guess that doesn’t work 
so great.  Let’s say it’s an angler wolf.  Now 
there’s a damn angler animal.  Now you have 
a wolf stalking around on the tundra, and it 
needs to catch an elk.  It’s dark as hell.  That 
elk would totally walk up to the little glowing 
light—who wouldn’t?  I know I fucking would.  
And then, just as it’s investigating the angler—
WHAMMO! Anglered!  Sucks to be you, elk!

If I were that wolf, I’d totally eat that elk.  I’d 
eat the hell out of it.

Publisher

The Topic of this “Light” Issue
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A diary of that day in which I, Benjamin Franklin, Inventor & Thinker, 
diſcovered the true nature of Electricity, and obſerved this wondrous phenomenon, 
accompanied, for your edification, by other obſervations on the matter of Certain Subjects, which I encountered in the 
the ſeveral hours of the day preceeding my moſt Portentious Diſcovery, as well as ſubsequent Thoughts on the Matter.

5:00: I rise early; the phenomenon of “morning oak” is no drunkard’s rumor. My wife Ann is a 
lazy dullard and still sleeps, so I relieve myself into a jar and ponder my daily tasks.
5:45: My bath is now ready; I wash for an hour and a half daily, since cleanliness is one of the 
dozens of virtues in which I am fucking perfect. It is important to bathe not just for a long time, 
but in the wisest manner. I take my tub hot, and as I heat the water with a stove of my own 
invention I boil a pound of the coca leaves brought to us from the south by Spanish traders. Af-
terwards, I add a jug of “Hawkinf ’s White Lightning,” as alcohol is known to cleanse the skin of 
all its impurities. In this manner, I prepare for the day, and usually I spill my seed once more.
7:15: I still have about an hour until breakfast, and usually after my bath I feel quite invigorated. 
I make a plan for the day; I have decided that a machine that could pleasure thirty women via 
horse power, belts, and harnesses would be of use to many men. I have a friend who goes to Eu-
rope and attracts scores of women each evening, too many for one individual to handle: and my 
friend’s name is BEN FRANKLIN! Which Ben Franklin? THE SAME ONE AS ME!
8:15: Breakfast: I have forgone meat and eggs on account of their high price: I instead eat a se-
lection of root vegetables, and use the extra money on the finest coca tea. Now it is time for work! 
9:00: I print the most brilliant work ever known to man on the printing press, under the pseud-
onym of a POOR farmer named Richard! As if BEN FRANKLIN were ever a poorman! Why, I 
would have to be both lazy and not brilliant to not have built a great wealth of money with my 
own mind and labor! 
12:00: Lunch time. Some of the boys take beer at their lunch; dawdlers! Beer breeds lethargy; 
I take only water, with perhaps an equal portion of white lightning mixed in. Time to make some 
of my own WHITE LIGHTNING if you understand my meaning. That jar is filling up! I almost 
made a grave error and threw it at that slacker Randolph when his work lagged, but checked my-
self and instead threw a large printing block. Note to Ben Franklin: great throw, Ben Franklin. 
3:00: I must admit I fell under the spell of sleep for a few minutes’ time: I gotta get some coffee, 
with some of that coca in it, some white lightning too. BACK TO WORK!
5:03: I leave work early, because a storm is coming, and I recently removed our printing office’s 
roof to save (and earn!) money! Some say this was in error, since it was in fact an expense to 
remove the roof, but if the roof costs money to add, it will generate money when subtracted! The 
drink and the leaves will spoil in the rain; best to consume them at this hour.
5:31: Back at home, I really feel like MUSIC! I tell Ann to play some Mozart while I eat four 
raw cabbages for dinner!  
6:56: Emergency! As Ann was playing upon my flute, I lost my boner. She asked me if I had 
been toying with my own devices, but I came up with a BRILLIANT plan! I lied, but held my 
fingers crossed. But perhaps she saw my trap, for my hand was in her line of sight! I must destroy 
the evidence.
7:13: I have locked myself in my room to devise a plan. I prepared a solution of chloroform to 
keep Ann from bothering me at this time.  
7:42: GENIUS! I have the solution; I will use the raging storm to destroy the jar with 
the power of lightning. I ask leave of Ann for a science experiment and set up this jar for 
destruction. I will string it to a kite for the lightning to travel on, and in the process I will 
tie a key to the string to create a lightning key!
7:59: It’s fucking cold out here.
7:658:05: It worked! It worked, goddamnit! I lightninged that jar!
8:07: Turns out lightning is the same as static electricity. Whatever. 
8:08: GENIUS IDEA! I just realized that the DISCOVERY OF ELECTRICITY is important.
8:10: I congratulate myself by stamping on my glasses, breaking them in half. 
	 ANOTHER INVENTION!
8:15 I’m gonna go and pass out. Early to bed and all that shit. 1
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Jester for Kids: Purchasing a Nightlight
-Don’t have to sleep with your Mom, unless 

you want to…

-You can illuminate your other outlet

-A power strip of nightlights can be used as a 

light saber. 

-You can see the monster under your bed, 

who is a Jew; is only frightening behind a 

large desk. 

-You can spend more time admiring your 

sweet knuckle tats.  

-The existential dread that comes on at 

night is now merely manifests itself as 

weltschmerz. 

-Your room no longer acts as a meta-

phor for the Absence of God. 

-You can finally find out who pees in 

your bed every night.

-No more excuses for sleeping with Mom.  
-Have to unplug your little brother’s Iron Lung 
-Blackout shades now useless. -Your electric bill skyrockets causing your Dad 
to tell you you’re adopted and that the bank 
took his love. -Monsters can see you now idiot. It works 

both ways, genius.  -You have to wear a sleep mask, and you 
look like a fucking tool, and your room is a toolshed, and your bed is a toolbox, and your mom is a toolmother.-No one makes a decent Ronald Rea-gan night light.  -The monster owns the deed to the house, will probably evict you.

Crayons that aren’t in the box

Jungle Savage Brown

First Period (bright red with sparkles)

Trail of Tears Gray 

CON

Flesh-colored (made from human melanin)

Radical Raspberry (made from 

highly condensed Sarin nerve gas)

Aryan Blonde

PRO

Agnostic Blue (a blue 

wrapper with no crayon)

Orange-Black

Black-Orange

Gangre
ne G

ren
e (u

niquely 
scen

ted
)

Stillborn Blue

E. Coli (Brown with red streaks)

Clear
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Jester for Kids: Purchasing a Nightlight

How dare you replace me!

And with a fluorescent bulb! Do you know who 
I am? Phillips. I don’t need another name. And just 

like another one-name-only-personality, Madonna, I’m 
a “Ray of Light.” I am also indiscriminate when it comes to 
giving up my lambent luminosity. Or, if I may, my hotness. 

And you dare to replace me? (Have I already said this? I’m getting 
old you know. I could “go out” any second. No, really I live in 

constant fear of death.) For the past 8 months, I have burned with 
the passion and fire of 10,000 suns! Only the sun can match my 

passion! That passion can never be replaced with “efficiency” 
and “watt-hour conservation.” 

You’re going to discard me for some “machine,” one of 
these newfangled fluorescents with no personality, 

emitting soulless white light. What’s that you 
say? Fluorescent lights mimic the sun’s 

spectrum with an even distribution 
of colors, thereby creating a more 
“natural” indoor lighting effect? 
But…but…10,000 suns I say—

10,000!

A Plea From the Lightbulb 
in Your Foyer
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        SPECIAL PAID ANNOUNCMENT

The United Light Bulb Manufacturers of America, repre-
senting every licensed producer of light bulbs across this 
country, would like to officially apologize to the American 
public for totally dropping the ball on refrigerator light 
bulbs this year.  

We swear, we really meant to make them, but somehow 
we all just completely flaked on actually pumping out the 
little guys and, well, we’re sorry.  We know how incon-
venient it is but there’s really not much we can do.  We’ll 
have some by January. 

We’re not trying to make excuses, but we have a lot of 
work to do providing for the lighting needs of this energy-
crazed nation.  We make incandescent light bulbs, fluores-
cent light bulbs, halogen light bulbs, even the occasional 
neon light bulb; we do black lights, white lights, red lights, 
blue lights; 40 watts, 60 watts, 100 watts—you name it, 
it’s our job.  So you can understand, with all these things 
to think about, how making the tiny, low watt, oddly 
shaped bulbs that go into refrigerators could slip our 
minds, right?  People forget to do important things all the 
time. 
We’re sorry. It won’t happen again.

United Light Bulb  Manufactuers of America

Beowulf:  How was your first day of work as a fry cook, my son?
Jeremy:  I was fired for consuming my own grillery.
Beowulf:  You will not be my heir.  

Beowulf:  Are you stoned, Annette?
Annette:  Yes, father.  How could you tell?
Beowulf:  I know all and see all.  
Annette:  Shit. I am so high right now.  
Beowulf:  I have slain many Grendels and yet I cannot 
control my daughter’s adolescent rebellion.  You will not be 
my heir. 

Beowulf:  Hello, Merlin.
Merlin:  Why did you give me this horrific name?
Merlin, the Magician:  I think it is quite a good name.
Beowulf:  Neither of you will be my heir.  

Beowulf: I could really go for a Big Gulp.

Beowulf: Thank you for meeting with me today Ryan.
Ryan: Any time, ‘Wulf. Thanks for naming me your heir.
Beowulf: You are the only one of my children who has 
never let me down.
Ryan: Shit, I just remembered.
Beowulf: What.
Ryan: I fucked your wife.
Beowulf: You will no longer be my heir.

Beowulf:  Why did you fuck my son?
Beowulf ’s wife:  You never satisfy me.  All you do is tell me 
I will not be your heir.  A woman needs more than that.
Beowulf: You will not be my heir.
Beowulf ’s wife: I want a divorce.

Beowulf: That Big Gulp gave me diarrhea
Beowulf: Diarrhea is for the weak and sickly.  You will not 
be my heir.
Beowulf: I have gone mad.

Beowulf dies.

The Last Days 
of King Beowulf
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1.  Fit your dick with tiny glasses

2.  Dress your dick in a top hat and cape at all times

3.  Teach your dick to smoke a pipe with its urethra

4.  Have your dick listen to Mozart as a child

5.  Sleep with your dick pressed between pages of the 

Encyclopedia Britannica

6.  Get an owl to perch on your dick at all times

7.  Dye your dick white (if not Caucasian)

8.  Dye your pubes grey

9.  Have your dick teach a college course on the History 

of Philosophy

10.  Have your dick answer questions with more ques-

tions

6.  The Sun fucking shot JFK. In broad 
daylight that he created himself.
7.  The Sun can drink LITERALLY fif-
teen shots of tequila without passing out.  
This is because tequila, shot glasses, and 
bottles all evaporate in the fiery inferno of 
the Sun’s enormous atomic engines that 
are more powerful than you can possibly 
imagine for they are the heart and life of 
this world.  
8.  The Sun’s dick is fucking HUGE.
9.  The Sun has a Barry Bonds rookie 
card in a mylar sealed case.
10.  The Sun fucked your mom.

Trifocals
Focalmycetes

Oculofocalspecs

Oomelanoxyossiurofocalosis

iFocals
Holofocals
Pyrofocals
Metafocals
Yokelfocals
Sousifocals
Hypnofocals

Wikifocals
Bicurious focals

Porn-rimmed glasses

Philadelphia

Top Ten Ways to Make Your 

Dick Seem Smart

TOP 10 REASONS THE SUN IS A FUCKING BADASS1.  If you were the size of 300,000 Earths, 
you would be a fucking fatass.  The Sun is 
instead a mighty atom-smashing ma-
chine.
2.  The Sun is a fucking atom-smashing 
machine.
3.  The Sun once beat up Ricky’s brother 
this one time and that fucking dude was 
on the wrestling team.4.  Staring at The Sun will make you 

blind, but without it you cannot see. 
THINK ABOUT THAT,  ASSHOLE.
5.  Who do you think fucking invented 
cancer?  HELLO. (It was the Sun)

Ben Franklin’s other inventions
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Cons 

-Can’t “miss.” 

-God surprisingly doesn’t have night vision and can now see all of your your 
unnatural, dog-on-top ways.

-Don’t have an excuse to use a glow-in-the-dark condom and make a shoom sound 
upon erection. You can still make the sound, but it’s weird without that glow-dick.

-Monster under your bed can’t join you now because he’s scared of light. Don’t even 
think about asking the monster in your closet, well, think about it, chief.

-Under the Patriot Act, turning the lights on is considered consent for the 
government to film you. Looking the camera is grounds for waterboarding. 

--With the glossy screen, there’s too much glare on my screen when trying to read 
the Wikipedia entry for how to work your vagina.

-His less flattering features will be highlighted by the harsh glare coming off of your 
mechanical respirator.

Take a look at your friends.  
Are their anuses lighter than yours?  

( Jamal doesn’t count; all of his skin is darker than yours.)  

The point is: pale anuses are the new tattooed labia.  And, 
nothing says, “I love you” like a prime pale anus.  

You may be wondering, “How do I get such a desirably white 
asshole?”  Well, you could try eating only marshmallows and 
albumin, but we have a better solution – bleach!  Yes, bleach, 
the gift Prometheus stole from the gods1.

If you are looking for a beautiful butthole, as bright as the 
stars2, buy WhiteHole® - the leading name in anal dyes.  This 
is a risk-free investment that will last a lifetime4!

1 Apparently, he stole fire.
2 As bright as looking at a self-luminous mass of gas, not as bright as your 
favorite celebrities’ anuses. 3  
3 Though we can also come close to that. 
4 Bleach is a strong oxidation agent.  Possible negative side effects include: 
lack of anus, glow-in-the-dark anus, enlarged anus, and death.  Note: Anal 
Tearing may be a positive side-effect allowing for a variety of fun poop shapes 
and styles. Think Play-Doh! 

Pros 

-Can’t miss.

-Can make sure you’re not actually 
alone…again. 

-Real sex can only be truly hot under 
buffet-table heating lamps.

-Your PornoTube subscribers complain 
when you shoot in total darkness.

-Little Bobby won’t think you’re 
fighting anymore. 

-It’s hard to achieve multiple orgasms 
without seeing a little nipple hair.

-He won’t notice you’re watching Pride 
and Prejudice on TV.

The Pros and Cons of Having 
Sex with the Lights on

Jester for 
Adults

White Hole ®
anal bleaches
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Thunder, 35 and Lightning,37 sit uncomfortably in a marriage 
counselor’s office trying to get their relationship back on 
track. The therapist looks above his cluttered bookshelf at 
a large clock with heavy hands.  He strokes his pointy brown 
beard, graying with age and experience, and begins.

Counselor: I want to thank you for gathering the 
strength and money to come here today.  You are 
strong.
Lightning: I didn’t want to.  I wanted to go out 
on the town – light it up, if you will.
Thunder: Chauvinist.
Counselor: Why don’t you tell me what’s wrong 
with your relationship.
Thunder: Lightning is too bright.
Lightning: Shut up, you’re smart too.  Don’t 
start that again.  You know our problems are 
purely sexual.

[An eerie calm settles over the room.]

Counselor: Let’s explore that.  Thunder?
Thunder: There’s nothing to explore, Lightning 
always comes first.
Lightning: Hey, I’m not the one who counts one-
Mississippi, two-Mississippi before cumming. 
Seriously, and you are so loud.  Your moaning 
wakes up everyone in town, including baby Thun-
derbolt.
Thunder: At least I don’t refer to my genitalia 
as “The Almighty Zeus.”  And I know you experi-
ment when I’m not there.  I found that metal rod 
in your sock drawer.
Lightning: You bitch!
Counselor: Am I sensing some deeper tension?
Lightning: Thunder gave me the clap!
Thunder: You deserved it for giving me the 
shocker...
Lightning: You know you liked it.
Thunder: ...And, I know you’re cheating on me 
with that wizard boy, Harry Potter.  I can see 
your mark on him.
Counselor: Well… we’re out of time.

Thunder and    Lightning 				       Get Counseling
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With millions of rods and cones, the human eye sounds like a big sausage fest where all there is to 
eat is ice cream. Nonetheless, the eye is important. The lighting business, the business of selling 
various lights and light-related products or seeing and sight-related needs, has been a large part of 
the economy for as long as humans have lived. Here is a brief “herstory” of the lighting industry. 

IN THE BEGINNING: God creates light, and whatever the hell the “firmament” is. 
THE TIME OF SOCRATES: Some dudes are hanging out in a cave watching shadow 

figures on the wall projected by a fire. Some other dudes take them outside the cave 
and show them around. Then they see the sun and it is really bright, and they find out 
that it lights up all kinds of shit. It turns out the dudes who brought them outside are 
PHILOSOPHERS. 
700: Attempting to find a lamp to light his home, a young thief named Alad-
din discovers a genie who grants him three wishes. Later, they make a pretty 
sweet game for Sega Genesis based on his adventures to appease people 

waiting for laser warfare. 
1784: Ben Franklin mistakenly markets the lightning rod as the “lighting 

rod.” He sells 2 million units. When people ask for their money back, he 
tells them that “a penny saved is a penny earned.” 

1879: Thomas Alva Edison invents the practical light bulb, and whatever 
the the hell a “filament” is.
1881: Punster, horticulturalist, and entrepreneur Timothy Merlon invents 
a tulip bulb weighing 23% less than a standard tulip bulb. After Merlon 
markets his invention as the “light bulb,” Thomas Edison beats him to 
death with a staff, earning him the nickname “The Wizard of Menlo 
Park.”
1900: Nikola Tesla invents the magnifying transmitter, which allowed 
for wireless transmission of electricity and lighting. Consumers, 
burned by Franklin’s lightning rod scam, chase him out of town for 
being a Serb. 
1921: Crime is invented, spawning the multi-million-dollar 
searchlight industry.
1939: Doctor Harold Eugene “Doc” Edgerton, Sc.D., called 
“Doc” for being a “Science Doctor,” makes groundbreaking 
research with the stroboscope, a device that uses a carefully 
timed strobe light to make cyclical motion appear station-
ary. Specifically, “Doc” used stroboscopic pictures to attempt 
to show his wife that his assistant, Registereed Nurse Annie 
“Nurs” Porton was not giving him handjobs but merely holding his dick 

for long periods of time.   
1960: The laser is invented; millions hold high hopes for this technology of the future.
1961-2008: Millions are disappointed, as so far fewer than 4 people have been zapped, 

vaporized, sliced, diced, decimated, demolished, or otherwise pwned by lasers.  Mostly 
lasers just slice tiny holes in people’s eyes, and even those just help them see better. Lame. 
1983-1996: Many new forms of light are invented to fill the market for things that distract 
people who are high on ecstasy.

1998: Columbia University holds its first tree-lighting ceremony, complete with songs by 
A Capella musical groups (musical groups in which there are no “instrument players” or 
“musicians”), administration speeches, and roasted chestnuts. It is discovered that chest-
nuts are nothing more than glorified acorns, except with more of a sickly sweet flavor, 

but sales of Christmas stroboscopes still go through the roof. 
2005: Jimmy Adams is rendered temporarily “frozen” when illuminated during a game of 
flashlight tag.  
NOW: A bunch of hippies want us to use fluorescent light bulbs or some shit. Fuck hippies. 

A Brief History of Lights and Lighting
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Dark Ages Jokes

What did they drink in the Dark Ages?The blood of the weak.

In the Dark Ages, what would you get if you crossed a monk and nun?The Plague.

What do you call a person in 
the Dark Ages with a cold?
Lucky.

A man walks into a bar in the Dark Ages.
OH FUCK, A LEPER!

What’s better than twenty 

six-year-olds?
Anyone who survived to 

be twenty-six years old.

In America, you can always find a party; 

in Soviet Russia, the Party always finds 

you; in the Dark Ages, a “party” is where 

you stone your daughter for fornication. 

IM IN UR BODY 
ROTTIN UR FLESH

Why did the pheasant cross 

the sodden mud path?

To get out of the tapestry. 

What did they call an 
erection in the Dark Ages?
Rigor mortis.

In the Dark Ages, how 
many peasants did it 
take to make a fire?
How many of them 
were sodomites?

Knock.  Knock.

Who’s there?

The Plague.

Fuck.
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	 1.800.336.2522
	 www.artcomsys.com

Art 

Communication 

Systems

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

Acne Solutions Clear Skin System is Cli-
nique’s breakthrough formula for stopping 
acne. It includes a surefire trio of products 
– specifically formulated to open clogged 
pores and treat and prevent blemishes. It is 
ultra-effective. 

The first step involves the Cleansing Foam 
Solution. Just apply, scrub, and rinse to 
clean your disgustingly pus-filled face. It’s 
amazing how foam makes regular soap 
seem so much fancier.

The second step uses the Exfoliating Solu-
tion. Rub the steel wool on your face to 
cause bleeding and scarring. When it heals, 
the acne will be at least one layer beneath 
the scar tissue.

The last step uses the Final Solution. Blame 
the Jews for your acne, gather a large 
group of followers, and proliferate your own 
perfect race.  

Acne Solutions 
Clear Skin System

But can you please make 
one issue polite enough for 
us to send to Grandma?

Keep up the good 
work, Jester!

1

2
3
Clinique

Acne Solutions 
Clear Skin System
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Your next step is to buy some oxen. 
Even today, a team of oxen can be a signifi-cant asset, as they can plow several acres in the precious few hours when you and the 
milkman are the only ones awake. With a 
massive ungulate like that, you can double your assets by simply plowing through your neighbors’ yards. In just one morning, a dedicated taskmas-ter can claim twenty neighbors’ land as arable cropland. The compassionate may wish to offer a small portion to your profits to the previous landowners, but this is purely discretional. They will likely not understand why their yards are suddenly filled with delicious corn. Similarly, by the time they catch on, you will have already harvested the crop and brought it to market on the backs of a hundred oxen, their luxuriant coats gleaming in the noonday sun!

Science is amazing, isn’t it? The mysteries that our top 
researchers have discovered rival even the greatest illusions by 
David Copperfield and some of the less interesting parts of the 
Bible. The most exciting discovery of the past five years is the 
indisputable confirmation that the day begins several hours 
before noon and that time is habitable. No, your grandparents 
weren’t crazy, morning isn’t just a Reagan thing. 

In fact, scientific research has yielded glaring evidence for a 
morning that begins as early as Five AM. The morning, like the 
rest of the day, is caused by the sun, the source of wealth and 
prosperity, and I’m going to teach you how to milk the secret 
prosperity of the mythical morning people.

How to Make the 
Most of Mornings

Legal Sidenote
The people from whose land you claimed may insist that your 

actions were illegal. Simply remind them that their land was 

unworked, well manicured grass. You tilled it - you deserve it! 

This technique works in most states, a notable exception being 

Utah, where all land belongs to a gigantic statue of Jesus.

Leveraging the assets produced by your 

labors, you will find that you have time to take 

on other activities. You may want to hire a man to 

lay in wait for you and test your fighting prow-

ess, or maybe just a personal trainer. You will find 

that the most efficient thing to do is simply to 

hire one man who can fight and train you. How-

ever, you must 
not be afraid 
to run from 
combat, at least 

2 miles at a pace of 

9’30” a mile. 

Fighting  
Sidenote
It is best to hire a someone 

who fights in Monkey 

style, as this kind looks

really fucking swaynark.

First, you’re going to need to go to bed considerably earlier; 

early to bed and early to rise and all that shit. But 

that doesn’t mean you can’t go on a life-threatening 

mimosa bender every once an a while. Remem-

ber that you gained seven hours if you’re waking 

up in time for the first light of the sun to burst 

though your window like an SWAT team looking 

for illegals. Consequently, it’s perfectly alright to 

start drinking much earlier in the day, with beer at 

around 9 AM and hard liquor at around Noon.  You 

should also push all the other activities in your life 

ahead seven hours; that way you won’t mess up your 

taxes or nail your kid with a baseball when you’re 

drunk at 4. 

So there you have it. You’ve become the most produc-
tive person in town. By this time, however, you may find that 
everyone else is moving really slowly and you are unable to 
interact with anyone on a natural scale. All that extra time 
in your day means that you are moving across the day at a 
relativistic speed in order to still exist in the same expanse of 
time. Unbelievable, but totally true! The science behind this is 
not quite clear, but what we do know is that you’ll be com-
pletely unable to interact with any other human beings for the 
rest of your life. This is when you’re gonna start pounding the 
mimosas. 
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Fuck.  Laser Tag Shot
To the heart.  I bleed silent blood
I cry infrared. Please Reflect my soul

O great spoon on the wall.  Shit.
It?s upside down bitch

Now I see the light
Thank you local church rehab
No more drugs? or  sex :(

It?s Light Emitting
Diode.  Get it right, Light bulb.
I will replace you

Light Blue and Sky Blue
They are not the same to the
Greatest Connoisseur

Glow sweet angler glow.
Glow for me, my sweet, sweet fish
Bare your fangs.  Kiss me.

Sacrifice virgins
Cut them, bleed them, cut them, yeah
Fill the Sun’s pimp cup.

Filament you light
Up my world, but you sound like
A delicious treat

A Low-Carb Treasury of Haiku
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