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Assistant Analyst for a firm that will rock your fucking nuts

Company Description: Shafer and Horowitz Investment Management
Position Title: Assistant Analyst

Duties and Responsibilities: This company is fuckin' awesome. We get shit done, and then we party
hard. Every year we go down tot he farm and Grandma Horowitz makes some fucking delectable pie.
Also, everyone here gets free health care, free food, and a shit load of fond memories. Want in?

IMPOSSIBLE.

When people ask us what the most valuable part of our company is, we say the answer is simple:

1) Our collection of rare diamonds, and

2) the people. Everyone here is smart, successful, good looking, brave, and healthy. And we don't need
you to fuck that up.

Other Notes: You don't deserve this job, and that's why we're not going to give it to you. You're a
Grade-A asshole with a hard-on for failure. Don't even bother sending in your resume. We already looked
at it, and it sucked. Didn't you get the memo from HR? We stopped hiring lazy sacks of shit like you
decades ago.

-Wanna know more about the position? Too bad. We already gave it away as you were reading this. Stop
wasting your time.

-You are an incredible dick. Did you really mean to come to monstertrak.com? Are you sure you didn't
mean to go to monstertrack. COCK? Owned.

WALL-E. WAAALL-EEE. Get that reference? Didn't think so. Get the fuck out off this page. Our dicks are
made of gold.

Contact: Don't bother.
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SPECIAL FEATURE:

F OLLOW ALONG IN OUR You are an average college student, home for

the summer and idling your days away. On

CH OOSE YOUR a boring Saturday afternoon, you decide you

want a bag of circus peanuts and some cream

OWN A DVENTURE STO 1% soda from the corner store a few blocks away.

'There’s no reason to worry that anything
extreme or dangerous will happen on the way.

(13 9 g
I SHOHLDN T Do you decide to walk to the store or do you
’ take your brand new bike?
BE ALIVE!
If you decide to walk, turn to page 2 if you take

‘ your bike, turn to page 3.




LETTERS TO THE EDITOR

WAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
AAAAALLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLL
LLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE
EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE-
EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE-
EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!

-Wall-E
Clearly.
DEAR ALL,

So I recently made myself some eggs. No, it’s not what you're
all thinking. I'm still a person, not an egg. RIMSHOT!

Anyway, I made 3 of these eggs right here. That was about 3
minutes ago. And you know what? Motherfucking eggs man,
they are not a Meal. I will say this once as much as I will say it
twice and a third and a fourth time after that: YOU CANNOT
GET FULL BY CONSUMING EGGS. With the possible ex-
ception of eggs consumed in omelet form, Eggs do not constitute
a meal.

GAHHH. and when one of them is undercooked because you
added it after the other two, oh god, that just happened to me.
That egg does indeed explode in yr mouth like so much ejaculate
would, as a vaguely salty gooey by-product of the reproductive
process for something closer to a dinosaur than a cock. Ha, get
it? Dinosaur.

I'm pretty sure I saw two Columbus newsanchors laughing
about evolution after doing a 10 second clip about the lungless
frog of Indonesia

http://news.yahoo.com/s/ap/20080410/ap_on_fe_st/indone-
sia_lungless_frog

Don’t frogs like hear through their skin?

Whatever. FUCK EGGS.

Sincerely,
Wilson Paul Dizard, IV.

Look, Dizard, that made less sense than the letter above it.
-Jester

Dear THE BLUE AND WHITE,

In your recent Varsity Show program, the first letters of the
questions in the Varsity Show writers interview spelled the word
“SHITDICK.” How could you be so disrespectful?

Dear reader, I am sorry for your troubles, but although our last
magazine was largely blue and white colored, we are not the Blue
and White. Please address your complaint elsewbere.

- Jester

DEeAaTHS & THINGS

Died: Baron von Struffen, 78. The Baron died after being
poisoned at birth with a toxin manufactured to slowly

kill its victims at the same rate as natural aging. Some call
it the most torturous of deaths, spreading the suffering
throughout one’s entire life. Others claim that he died of
natural causes.

Died: Joe Collins, 24. After being bit by a deadly asp, Col-
lins sucked the poison out himself. He managed to remove
the poison, but then decided to slurp out all of that red
liquid. His body is currently on display at the Museum of
Natural History.

Resisted Rape: The Night, Ancient. Despite an army of Bar-
nard and Columbia women advancing on her with police
escort in an attempt to “take her back,” The Night (also
known as “La Noche,” and “Nut”) refused to be taken.
Noche first ran away, and then screamed for help and blew
her rape horn, to no avail. With her back to the wall and
the crowd closing in, the Night decided to fight back. She
struck down every college woman that tried to grab her
with an impressive punch or kick, shouting “No!” with
each blow. By the end of herself, The Night stood proudly
over the fallen would-be violators and continued on her
merry way.

Died: Jon Holland, 31. Holland crept up beside the bed
of Vice President Dick Cheney and pulled the plug. Un-
fortunately, Cheney was sleeping in his normal bed, not a
hospital, and Holland ended up only unplugging his alarm
clock. Cheney, angry about missing breakfast, hunted
down and ate Holland himself.

Died: Alexei Novshinski, six years ago. We forgot to pub-
lish this news. Our apologies to the family.

You choose to walk to the store. A small meteorite
unexpectedly crashes through the roof of your house,
smashing through the TV set, bouncing off the
radiator, striking you in the wrist and then hitting
your cat in the head, killing it instantly. Your wrist
hurts like fuck and now your cat is dead and the
worst part is you won't even get to keep the damn
meteorite because your parents are renting this house
while your real house is renovated, and the owner of
the house will sue for the meteorite because techni-
cally it landed on his property. You don't have time
to think about this because you're pretty sure your
fucking wrist might be broken and you need to get
to the hospital.

If you call an ambulance, turn to page 5; if you decide
fuck the hospital” and still want those circus peanuts,
turn fto page 4.

JesTER OF COLUMBIA
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“Hun, wHAT?
Discuss THE ISSUE?
ALRIGHT THEN.”

Tragedy, you say? I assume you
are referring to the bard’s illustri-
ous goat song which penetrates
my slender epidermis, striking
mine internal bell with a swift and authoritative
blow, resonating with its eerie tintinnabulation.

But tragedy, thy name is life.

For is communal tragedy a tragedy at all? Death
looms above, gently flattening our crania with its
weighty constitution. Pervading our simple, piti-
ful lives, Death sits in our bedrooms as we sleep,
playing his game of Stratego, and snickering as we
toss and turn.

But tragedy, thy name is life.

Behold our insignificance. On a pie chart of
time, are we but a sliver? From above do we not
resemble ants? ANTS! Goddamnit. I am no ant.
Have I antennae? I think not. In an ever expand-
ing universe, how can we sift through the dark
matter to find out what really matters? Money.
Yes, money.

For if there is one tragedy in this world, it is
this: money cannot be held indefinitely. O riches,
thou art a slippery beast. I must spend you.

As treasurer of this fine magazine, might I say,
“I gotsta keep deez monies up in this.” As a Jew,
might I say, “w910.” As the Jewish treasurer might
I say, “woD, I gotsta keep deez monies up in this.”

Money: the root of all evil? Nay! Perhaps the
trunk or the delicious, succulent fruit, but to
say the root is a preposterous notion. Money is
an effervescent delight, a lost boy found. It’s the
Lord’s toothbrush, the Businessman’s satchel, the

Poor’s bindle, the Devil’s socks.
O with MOTHERLOVE does
thine eternal funds revel.

Not everyone understands
how much money goes into
each of these pages. I person-
ally take Columbia’s allotted
dollars, shred them, and, with
the proper oxidizing agents,
fabricate the pages that you, the
reader, are currently holding. This process re-
cycles otherwise disposable assets. Why dispose
of perfectly good money?

So as you finger these pages, sliding your
digits in and out of the magazine, gently mas-
saging the cover with your tongue, remember
where that paper has been. It’s been in cur-
rency: the CURRENT SEA. Purell that shit.

Adam B. Nover
Treasurer

You hop on your bike and head r
to the store. As you pedal down !
the block, the tires on your bike
inexplicably burst into flames!

This happens just as you crest a ‘
large hill, and so you are unable to ¢
stop your downward momentum. |
As you fly down the hill on your |,
flaming bicycle, you think, “I won-!
der what will happen to me next.”
It turns out what happens next is
that you are struck by a tow truck
carrying a dump truck.

If you give up at this point and
decide to die, turn to page 15; if you
think you're gonna make it, turn to

page 11.

THE JesTER OF CorumpiA, ESTABLISHED 1901, 1S CoLumBiA UNIVERSITY’'S ONLY HUMOR MAGAZINE.

JIESTI:R IS PUBLISHED AS MANY AS FOUR TIMES A YEAR AND IS DISTRIBUTED FREE OF CHARGE TO THE C()UI.\]B]—'\ UNIVERSITY COMMUNITY. PLEASE LIMIT ONE COPY PER PERSON.
\vlli\\'S, IDEAS, OPINIONS, OR UNSAVORY EPITHETS EXPRESSED IN ]l'STIER DO NOT NECESSARILY REFLECT THOSE OF COUI.\]B]—'\ UT\‘I\'IERSITY, ITS STUDENT BODY, OR EVEN THE WISE-ASS COLLEGE
STUDENTS WHO WROTE THEM. ANY SIMILARITIES TO ACTUAL PEOPLE, PLACES, OR EVENTS ARE EITHER COINCIDENTAL OR SATIRICAL IN NATURE.

DireCT SUBMISSIONS, ADVERTISING INQUIRIES, AND OTHER CORRESPONDENCE TO ]IﬁSTlER@(‘OLlIMB[.-\.I*D[I.

FOR MORE INFORMATION VISIT WWW.JESTEROFCOLUMBIA.COM.
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WHERE WERE YOU
WHEN LINCOLN WAS SHO'T?

Fred Person: 1 was busy trying to trade with my for-
mer slaves. Come on, brutal manual labor
in return for the power of reading? You
don’t get a better deal than that.

Joseph Carlisle: 1 was in Row D of
the Ford’s Theater. I remember

it clearly. No, row E. Lincoln
completely fucked up the show.
Couldn’t he hold his blood for

another hour or so?

Ward Hall Lamon: As the Presi-

dent’s bodyguard, I was taking the
night off. Naturally, I was doing what
I usually do on such nights: sit and watch

whatever’s on the fireplace.

Mary Todd Lincoln: Fish paper sweater book

rectangle trout.

John Wilkes Booth: 1 was standing behind
the president, holding a smoking gun. I
believe my first thought was, “Sweet,
no bloodz on my dudz.” I remember
it quite clearly. I have thought of that
night countless times both before and

- n

"

after the event.

General Joseph Hooker: Don't even pretend not to
know where I was. Bow-chicka-wow-wow. Hey!

You're scuffing my kicks.

The State of Kentucky: 1 was rubbing my pointy part

up against Tennessee.

Stephen Douglas: Who's the master debater now?
Masturbator? Yes, I am certainly masturbating while

you interview me.

Shaggy: It wasn’t me.

General Ulysses S. Grant: Where was I? I'll tell you

where I was I. I was drinking this barrel of
Old Crow when you were in short
pants. Where are my pants?
What is this vomit
doing in my urn?
Why is there
blood on my
index finger?

General Am-

brose Burnside:

Hmm, allow me

to stroke my thin facial hair
originating from my own slowly
balding head of hair. Isn’t it so
long and intricate? Someday,

they’ll name this fashion after me.

Burnsides. That’s what they’ll call

it. What were you saying again?

Clara Barton: Yo bitch. I don’t know where I was

that day, but let me tell you one thing: that dude is
fucking dead. I looked at that Lincoln, man, and let
me tell you, he’s dead. I know health, and he ain't got

none because he’s fucking dead. Ya heard?
_,-.-'”\.\_' .
—r——__
| \"‘"‘-._H_“
| T ————
| S0 S
You decide it’s awesome that you can now say

| you've been hit by a meteorite, and go to get
| those circus peanuts to celebrate. On the way,
you meet your friend Mark, who is rollerblad-
ing around in circles. While you guys are talk-
ing, the manhole you're standing on collapses,
and you fall into the sewer below. You are
| swept along and deposited into a river, where

you claw your way onto the riverbank. So far

this is not your day.

If you follow the river upstream, turn to page 13;
if you go downstream, turn to page 9

JEsTER OF COLUMBIA
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MAKE- (A WisH.

John 5t. Ross . J
Make-A-Wish Foundation !
Dear Child: :

After extensive review of your illness, we regret to inform you that we will not be offering you
l!u: wish of “Happy Meal™ as part of our foundation's program. Unfortunately. our resources are
limited and we are only able to grant a finite number of wishes.

We appreciate the severity of your illness, death cancer, which required you to remain in an iron
lung for eighty percent of your postnatal life (four years). We know that any physical contact
would cause your skin to melt, and so you have never felt the warm embrace of a parent or
loved one as we healthy, normal people have. We are also aware of the failure of the
experimental "sadness-therapy” in which you were deprived of visits from friends or family for
months on end in an attempt to starve the cancer of its own will, g

Unfortunately, your failure to adhere to Make-A-Wish protocol resulted in the rejection of your
application, First, we do not accept letters written in crayon, magic marker, or any combination
thereof; we find whimsical colors to be most taxing on the senses. Second, please proofread
your application before submission. We find that the children who truly want their wishes to
come true do not split their infinitives. Third, please refrain from shedding tears on your
application, as it renders your responses illegible. Fourth, our guidelines clearly indicate that
wishing upon multiple sources is strictly prohibited. Over the course of our background
investigation, we found two instances of wishing upon a star, five instances of praving, and
three instances of unreasonable hope. Any such infraction results in the immediate
disqua]it_‘matjnn of the applicant, forfeiture of all wishes from the wish pipeline, and federal
prosecution.

Again, we thank you for your interest in our foundation. We "wish" you luck with the course of
your illness, — o
SN —
|---__d-n_-" - \
~ 'The ambulance arrives quickly and you are
John St. Ross ' loaded into the bac1.<, but unbeknownst to ’
| you or the paramedics, the back door doesn’t

latch properly. It opens just as the ambulance

Cordially,

Assistant Wish Granter |

Make-A-Wish Foundation | makes a sharp turn, flinging you out of the
| vehicle and down a steep embankment on
P.S. Please return this envelope. | the side of the road. You have tumbled into

| a deep ravine, miraculously missing several
jagged rocks. Unfortunately, your leg was

| damaged and you cannot climb back up the

| incline. The upshot is, someone seems to have

discarded an old bag of circus peanuts on the

| riverbank. Feeling energized, you decide to
get out of there by following the river.

If you follow the river upstream, turn to page 13; ;
to follow it downstream, turn to page 9.

\ —

May 2008, “TRAGEDY”




A DAY IN THE LIFE OF PUBLIC HIGH USA, USA.

THE FIRST DRAFT OF GUS VAN SANT'S “ELEPHANT™

TEACHER: Class, remove your fexthtyoks firom your rucksacks. We will continue our discussion of

France.
'

Everyane takes the biggest GUNS prassibly in the world |

TEACHER: STOP, delinquents. Do not disrespect the learnings of this room.

[Everyone takes out even bigger guns than the previous ones, Placing the smaller ones aside, though they are the
bigrgest gins imaginable, and in the process disresperts the learnings of the room. |
Teach: did you read the sign? Iy savs "NOGUNS "
Fveryone puts their GUNS away. |
TEACHER: That is bett..
| f:'l':'.r_'rv.l.la' rf;.‘:'r =T a-:{.n''r'.r.w'e'_.":-"_
TEACHER: 1 regrel the F[H'r‘int'i!} of the _n;ig"_
THE STUDENT: No more learn. Let us make some chain mail,
REMEDIAL CHILD: I shall fill in this square paper with bright colors,
It the CAFETERIA
TROUBLED TEEN WITH GLASSES: Let us DINE before we return to | TOLENCE.
TEENAGER 3: yes. Is your gun available?
JAMES: Yes, teenager, FEEL THE STEET..
REMEDIAL CHILD: We must all do our part. Thus, I shall continue to 6l in this square paper with
t}:'iyhl colors,
Back in the CLASSROO UH
SWAT TEAM: Get on the floor. We have you.
TEENAGER 2: We are Lrapped,
JAMES: Give up your steel, FRIENDS,
REMEDIAL CHILD: Now is my chance to save us. FLLASH BA NG

Remedial child throws his shitey piece of paper at swat team.

[The swar team immediately shoows REMEDIAL CHITD Sawr ."'Jun;fr‘r'r."'/:.r.r:f.f.-"u'.r'{r tirres wirh some bullers, He

w80 poINLS]

MORAL OF THE STORY: If you see a gun, do not believe it is bigaest gun in the world, hecanse there
conld possibly be a Eri;g{_rq-:' one,

MORAL OF THE STORY is shot through the .u"r:r.«.-r'l,.'a."s'r'r'. !

JEsTER OF COLUMBIA




THINGS
NOT TO
AT A JOB INTERVIE\?VY

_1 do not like your tie.
_ 1 would like to be paid some mon

work for free.
- Does your office p

- Do any of your 0
tions to a good porn servic
JizzExpo, of EjacuConZOOS?

- Haha, you said “pro bono”

ey, but really I'd

rovide homes?
ffice computers have subscrip-
¢ like CumFiesta,

WHAT 15 YOUR
BIGGEST WEAKNESS?

- My Achilles tendon

- %’rritflble bowel synd.rome

5 El Just not very good at work

th a\’ze a bit of a weakness f .
e o’ white horse. "

WHY YOU WILL
NEVER GET LAID

- Your girlfriend is a batht
_ You believe warhead is 2 militant type

_ Because of all your figurines.
_You think “boning” invo
- Your dick is made of gold.
_ Your nickname, “rape—king”
_Your dick is not made of gold.
- You request access to her "Poop Cavern."
- Everyone else in the world has been killed.

- You.

ub full of gravy.

May 2008, “TRAGEDY”

of oral sex.

lves taking out the bones.

E DO YOU SEE
EARSY

“WHER
YOURSELF IN FIVE Y

- N )% =
] WIH not be able to €€ m Seh be

cause [ i
will be blind iy, on
€ eye and jp-

visible op
fhe Oth .
no, the same sl'de>er side of my, body

- In five
years [ wi

year left jp priSOV;’IH only haye S
ore

=1l Sée m

yselfget .

=t tin

hat five year coin.g the really big coip,

- I dO 9
n't y
nderstand the q
uestion

“WHY DID YOU LEAVE
YOUR LAST JOBY

eah, 1 forgot 1 still have that job. Never
back there.

ces except for me an

lowly crushed to death when
[trash c
activated.
g fired for incompe

_ Oh shit, ¥
mind, Tl just g0
_ All of the employ
chick at HR were s
the combination ceiling

installed was accidentally
_1 had to leave after bein

tence.
_ They moved their offic
che street from the playground,
wouldn't let me work in the pa
o a box of puppies next to a kiddie p
w0 a bag of candy on MY dick.
- Job was cheating on m& the bastard, so 1

lefc him. Now I need a replacement Job.

ompactor that

e to the building across
and they

rking lot next
ool next




La Tragédie des Chiens

Teacher: Billy, where is your
homework?

Billy: I am sorry to inform you
that it has been eaten by a dog.

Teacher: I do not believe you.
Bring your dog in for show and
tell and I will forgive you.

Billy: My dog is outside. I will
go get him.

(He leaves and returns in shock.)

Billy: He has been eaten by a
larger dog!

Teacher: Billy, where is this
larger dog that supposedly ate
yvour dog?

Billy: I'l]l go check!

(He leaves and returns in shock.)
Billy: He has been eaten by an
even larger dog! I don't know

what kind of dog, though.

(Billy and Teacher go outside to

witness an enormous dog finishing

up a large dog)

Teacher: That dog as known as the
*bigd n’ tasty* breed.

{Teacher takes off a mask
revealing her to be a gigantic
dog and then eats the enormous
dog. Billy runs inside and runs
inte the Principal)

Principal: Billy! What are you
doing in the hallway during
class!

Billy: My dog ate my homework and
then a bigger dog ate him and
then I went to find that dog but

a bigger dog ate that dog, and
then I got my teacher to come see
that dog but she turned into a dog
and ate that dog.

Principal: Billy, stop lying.

Where is your teacher, Mrs.
Caninonopolous?

(Billy looks inside the classroom)

Billy: She was eaten by several
feral dogs!

Principal: *“Feral” is impressive
terminology for a 3rd-grader. But
I still think vyour story’'s a
little fishy. I'll see for myself.

{Principal looks into the window
of the classroom. Horror washes
over his face)

Principal: My god! Let's get help!

(Principal is suddenly eaten by a
pack of African Wild Dogs)

Billy: Who will believe me now!?

{The guestion is irrelevant as tl
earth is eaten by a pack of large
space dogs. A larger dog eats the
entire pack as well as the rest of
the solar system. The dog swells
up and ceollapses into a
supermassive black hole which
eventually envelops the whole
universe. That hole is then eaten
by a cosmically huge dog.)

=

b

God’s teacher: Where's your

universe project, Go ‘n
i ‘EE

CLASSROOM IS THEN

JESTER OF COLUMBIA
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®o® Bangladesh Tourism Campaign

f""ﬁf') ('_'“J('_")Q

To: cream'e@ogllw Com
Ce:
Bec:

Subject: Bangladesh Tourism Campaign

[==|  From:| David Pierson <dpierson@ogitvy.com> || Signature:

Objectives
1} Flooding Mot So Bad!

-Only a small portion of the country is flopded oul every year.
F Convey to consumar-dounsts that this i not the pan of the country thay will be staying in,

2) On.. fiood-positive message? (Floodvantages?)

-Seanic flood-vistas . Chance to séa the horrorsbaauty of the third world, . Can watlarskl acress bdash. (poss, slogan: “Ski the Dash’™ )
3 Taumil Tigers (& violant insurgant group, they're not real tigers guys!) from Sni Lanka, not Bangladesh. Also, Bdesh probably does not have free-roaming
tigers. If they do, good opporiunity lor ancther ioodvaniage: flooding kills the bgars!

4] Sympalthy Vacation

-Because bdesh has been so impacted by bad weathar and politic violence, thera is much intemational goodwil
-Tourism must combine with chanty andior take on chartable massaga fo capitalize on goodwill that is now of only potential value.
E:x: “Join together and towr Bangladesh™ “Only you can ses the floodlands™ —these are just suggestions. You're the copy witers, you know how to do it

5] Tsunami Tie-In

Though bdesh was nol actually impacled by 2004 tsunami, these 15 Still a tSunami awalassociabion, Incorporate Bsunami mbo owr message?

- ax: “Land of Harsh Beauty™ or “India's Atlantis™
- Maybe capialize on LOLCal: Katan in a bathiub saying "Aye Kan Haz Wavez™?
Guys, these ane just some deas o gel us going. | look lorward to Tha maealing

g

David Pierson

‘Sanior Acoount Exacubive
Ogihvy & Mathar

245 52nd Street

New York, NY 10018

drink, stooped over,

ppear, and the black earth

Fied it away. Over

| fruit like a shower descending,

apple trees with fruit shining, '3 }'Fké
bened well, but each time

reach with his hands for them,
d the clouds overhanging.

ing strong pains,

pnstrous stone, struggling
Fy to push the stone upwar
: on the point of going

bd it backward,
h to the level. He then

E hard, and sweat ran
cloud of dust rose.
H eraL-|:_§-

g the immortal

Eweet-stepping
the golden sandals.

ad as of birds scattering

pn, like dark night, @
d on the bowstring,

frith terrible glances. ﬂ’

pis chest, and a golden

&

&

By consequence of events completely outside your
control, you have become dehydrated, and have nearly
starved to death. You are lying in a ditch covered in
sticks when you hear a noise. A huge vulture, think-
ing you are already dead, is trying to eat your eyeballs.
As you flee from the vulture you hear the sound of
heavy footsteps behind you, like those of a brown
bear. Ducking behind a tree, you think that now you
can hear the distinct sound of a wolf howling close by.
To make matters worse, you also think you can smell
the musk of a mountain lion. You peek out from be-
hind your tree and see a bear, holding on its shoulder
a raging mountain lion, which has in its paws a rabid
wolf, which is holding a crocodile, which is somehow
armed with a rifle. Ashamed that you didn't feel the
subtle vibrations of the crocodile’s scales, you faint.

Turn to page 22.

P,
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BERTRAND RUSSELL

VISITS A PLAYGROUND:
A HARROWING
EXPERIENCE

Bertrand Russell: Swing set, what is your
opinion of my epistemological theory?
Swing set: | disagree with your emphasis on
empirical content. Please remove yourself
from me.
Bertrand Russell: My apology, swing set. |
suppose we shall have to agree to disagree.

MISCARRIAGES
OF JUSTICE

Though technically perfect, the American justice system has
occasionally been prone to failure. The sad truth is that since
being founded in 1776, our court and police system has wrongly
executed, incarcerated, beaten, maced, and tased millions of
Americans. History remembers approximately thirty of them, but
we don’t know as much as history so heres what we got:

1856: Dred Scott, a slave in Missouri, discovers that he has lived
in free territories and brings his case before the Supreme Court.
Unfortunately, everyone is racist.

[Bertrand Russell stares at the swing set. ltis
now a smoldering mass]
Swing set: | no longer obtain.

1886: The Haymarket affair: In the largest dried grass bust to
date, federal agents storm the illegal Chicago hay market, seizing
23 thousand tons of high-quality coastal bermuda hay and mak-
ing numerous arrests. Several alleged hay kingpins are executed
in a highly publicized hanging, but it is later found that three of
them were legitimate straw salesmen.

Bertrand Russell: Seesaw, do you believe in a
set-theoretical foundation for mathematics?
Seesaw: | do not know.

[Bertrand Russell winks. The seesaw explodes.
CONGFLAGERATE.]

Seesaw: | regret my ignorance. Smolder.
1949: Iva Toguri D’Aquino is falsely accused of being the “To-

kyo Rose.” DNA testing later reveals that she is not a rose but a

Slide: Bertrand Russell, you must cease and human. However, she did visit Tokyo.

desist.

Ball pit: Please do not come to indoor play- 1963: Lee Harvey Oswald is executed by Jack Ruby for shooting
grounds. President John E Kennedy, but it turns out Oswald actually shot
Bertrand Russell: You do not belong here, John. G. Kennedy, President of the Dallas Bingo Association.
ball pit.

1967: Middleweight boxer Rubin “Hurricane” Carter is wrongly
blamed for the deaths of three people in Paterson, New Jersey.
Bob Dylan writes the song “Hurricane” to support his fight for
justice.

Ball pit: | will return to Chuck-E-Cheeze.

Little boy: Bertrand Russell, you have de-
stroyed the playground. Where shall my friends
and | play?
Bertrand Russell: Come, let us enter the play-
ground of my mind.
[Bertrand Russell attempts to stretch out his
ear until it may fit a child in it.]
Little boy: Bertrand Russell, you have ruptured
your ear. | am frightened.
Bertrand Russell: Come inside. There is room
for many children.

1995: In a case of mistaken identity, O.]. Simpson is wrongly
identified as an innocent man by a Los Angeles jury.

2005: Middleweight boxer Rubin “Hurricane” Katrina is
wrongly blamed for the deaths of 1,800 people in New Or-
leans. Bob Dylan writes the song “The Levee’s Gonna Break.”

2008: Facing up to 30 years in jail, rapper T.I. pleads guilty to
federal gun charges, even though sources suggest he was framed

rj. by alter ego T.L.P.

:rf
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BERTRAND RUSSELL IS NOW IN A COMA ;,.rj
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Tue FORD PINTO:

A ReEAR-WHEEL DRIVE TRAGEDY

The Ford Pinto, released on September 11th, 1970, was built
with egregious manufacturing errors. In a collision, the lack of
a rear bumper could result in the gas tank becoming dislodged,
leaking gasoline into the engine and ultimately resulting in a
fire and/or explosion. The Jester’s mother was there and recalls
this incident.

(1970. A flaming Ford Pinto pulls into a body shop.)

Driver: Help! I need water right away! My car is about to
explode!

Mechanic: What kind of car you got?
Driver: It’s a Ford Pinto.

Mechanic: Pinto? That sounds foreign.
Driver: No, it's American.
Mechanic: Italian?

Driver: N...Yes.

Mechanic: All right then. The car’s
on fire, so, that’s going to require
a different kind of water and wax,

maybe two coats of each. It’s gonna
run you a couple grand.

Driver: What? Why?

Mechanic: Look, I haven’t put out many Italian fires. We all
weren’t studs back in our youth.

Driver: What the hell does that mean? Look, I just need water!

Mechanic: Hey buddy, I don’t come to wherever your fire-
starting job is and tell you how to do it.

Driver: All right, P’'m sorry.

Mechanic: Now, I'm going to need to bring in an expert from
Antonio’s.

Driver: Where’s that?

Mechanic: It’s the pizzeria across the street, great slices.

Driver: Is the mechanic at lunch?

Mechanic: Nah, I just figured their delivery guy would know
about these crap Italian cars.

Driver: Does he drive a Pinto?

Mechanic: No, he doesn’t have his license yet. The kid’s smart
as a whip though, never forgets that I want cheese on my pizza.

Driver: I don’t see how that will help me.
Mechanic: Well he rides that delivery bike like lighting. It’s all
the same principle...motion. Let me go get him. Yo Tito, come

over here and bring my favorite, cheese.

(The car explodes, killing the driver. Thankfully, the mechanic

and pizza were unharmed.)

Surprisingly enough, you weren't hurt that bad; your
bike, on the other hand, is totaled. Someone gener-
ously offers to drive you to the hospital, but on the
way there he suddenly has a heart attack and you are
forced to drive! As the car veers back and forth on
the road, you somehow manage to switch seats with
him and seize the steering wheel. You regain control
of the car, but just at that moment you see a raccoon
in the road ahead of you.

If you swerve to avoid the raccoon, turn to page 16; if’
you run it over because you hate animals, turn to page
14.
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A ConversaTioN WitH LANCE ARMSTRONG

The Jester had a chance to sit down with biking legend and cancer survivor Lance Armstrong last week. We met him in some
fancy coffee-shop in Battery Park, and he didn’t even pay for our coffee. We can’t really afford to drink $10 coffee because we
don’t have a mulu-million dollar bracelet business, but whatever. Here’s our exclusive interview.

Jester: You've thoroughly dominated the sport of cycling dur-  J: Whatever, dude.

ing your career, and are often considered one of the greatest

athletes of all time. So, what kind of bike seat do you got? LA: I’'m big asshole who thinks I’m really fucking great. I took
steroids and cheated on all my races and wives.

Lance Armstrong: [ use a Selle SMP Strike Composit racing

saddle on my Trek Madone SL. J:Goon...

LA: Neil Armstrong told me that if he went back
to the moon he’d say “one small step for Neil
Armstrong, one Lance Armstrong can eat a dick.”

J: So, that’s not the factory model though, you got yours
modified of course, with a single ball groove on one
side or something? Which way do you hang?
J: Neil Armstrong is a great man and I respect his
LA: No, [ use anormal bike seat. words.
LA: Waaah! Waaah! I'm a little pussy who got my
ass kicked by a little kid because I have tiny little
arms. They should call me Lance Armweak! [
shat my pants in every race | ever biked in.
Boo-hoo-hoo! I can’t believe I'm such
alittle bitch. I'had sex with hundreds
of men and women knowing I had HIV!
They were all ugly! I participate in ritual
disembowelment of women! I sleep
in a bed of rotten asparagus! My
cancer was an inside job! I drove
one of my bikes into a local trade
center! I sure am a dick! I'm going

J: Oh man, so the rumors aren’t true?
Because some dudes out there
are saying you only have one
nut.

LA: Yes, actually, I did lose
a testicle to nonseminomatous
testicular cancer.

J: Waita minute, aren’t you selling all
those bracelets saying you beat cancer?

LA: Selling them for charity, yes.  made a

full recovery from that deadly disease. to bike home now but I can’t even go very fast.

J: Yeah, okay, if some dude stomped out one of my nuts in Our reporter assured us that he was taking really good notes
a fight I wouldn’t say  won just because he didn’tkill me. and that this is what Lance Armstrong said.

Whatever though.

LA: I did recover to win the Tour de France seven times.
It turns out you should have swerved anyway, since

J: Couldn’t anyone take a tour of France, asshole? you are in the wrong lane and there’s an oncoming

car heading straight for you. You collide head-on with
LA: I did not take a tour of France, I won the Tour de France. what turns out to be a police car. Delirious from the
It’s the premier bicycle competition in the world. I would : day’s events and loss of blood, you leave the scene

of the crime and embark on a desperate flee from
justice. You make a short-lived run for it before being

captured by a burly bounty hunter named Elbow.

expect you to know something about cycling before conduct-
ing this interview.

Turn to page 24.

.
i
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ADVICE FROM

STEP 1 - THE PEACOCK THEORY:

When you enter a bar, club, or female dense blimp, you
have to differentiate yourself from the crowd. This is why any
talented pickup artist will adorn himself with a gasmask or,
lacking that, an enormous facial tattoo. This is why it’s called
the Peacock Theory: The best peacocks are the ones that put on
the biggest shows for their mates. Do you know how wet lady
peacocks get when male peacocks wear gasmasks? The answer is
very.

STEP 2 - THE SPEAKING PART:

Introduce yourself and explain why you are the best guy there.
She won't go home with you if you aren’t the best mate available
to her. She'd go sleep with that guy. Keep in mind that shouldn’
feel bad about lying to her because she isn’t a real person.

sion.”

“We have to make this

conversation quick because I am late for a

GOOD
“I am the sole survivor of

the Challenger explo-

helicopter race.”

“Hang on, my iPhone is ringing. Oops,
wait, it’s my other iPhone. Oh hey
Denzel...”

BAD
“I work at a toner factory. I make toner.”
“My average body temperature is actually signifi-
cantly lower than that of most humans.”
“I sign my checks with a drawing of a transparent cube. It’s

my legal signature.”

FAQ

Q: I don't feel comfortable with lying to women and ma-
nipulating them for my advantage. Is this normal?

A: No. A woman is just a vagina surrounded by 120 pounds
of useless skin, with the brain as a security system. Use my
code to bypass that system.

Q: I am the approximate size and shape of a vending ma-
chine. Will your 5 step method work for me?
A: No.

&>

A PROFESSIONAL

Pickup ARTIST

THE ENIGMA METHOD: SCORE ANY KIND OF VAGINA YOUR INSANE
MIND CAN FUCKING IMAGINE WITH MY PATENTED 5 STEP SYSTEM.

STEP 3 - MORE SPEAKING:

For the next twenty minutes, say words at her. Make sure these
are good words. If you can’t think of anything interesting to
say, just say everything. Tell her which of the Great Lakes is the
greatest. Tell her that the atmosphere is mostly nitrogen, and
explain how this came to be.

STEP 4 - BUY HER (A DRINK):

Once you purchase a drink for a woman, you technically
become her customer. As we all know, the customer is always
right. You can do whatever you want with her from this point
onward: If you want to fill her vagina with coal and use it as a
furnace, then that is your right. If you need someone to eat all
those cans of dog food you have leftover because all your dogs
died due neglect or got confiscated by the state, well just con-
sider her mouth and any other orifices to be garbage disposals.

STEP S - SLIDE IT IN AND WIGGLE IT
AROUND:

Get ready partner, because you just earned yourself
twenty seconds of awkward and soulless sex. To
maximize these precious seconds, buy my other
book: FIVE STEPS TO MAXI-
MIZING THESE PRECIOUS
d SECONDS.

You decide to just die, but the medivac heli-
copter team called to the scene is not giving
up on you that easily, kid. Someone is yelling
for you to hang in there and another guy is
telling you they aren’t gonna let you die, not
on their watch, and so basically you just feel
bad for them because you really aren’t hurt
that bad, it turns out, so you sit up and you’re
like, “Chill out you guys it’s cool,” but just at
that moment something goes horribly wrong
and the helicopter plummets into an active
volcano.

Turn to page 24.
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A NoOTE FROM THE MOST DEPRESSED
AND BITTER PErRsON IN THE WORLD

I woke up today fully intent on killing myself. After lopping
my useless torso out of bed and into my chair, I rolled over to
my desk and began to dictate my suicide note since I can't hold
a pen. Suicide sucks, I know. But after yesterday, it's all I have
left.

People always tell me to keep my chin up, but it's kind of a
challenge when the hard plastic bands of my wheelchair force
my neck into a stationary position so I don't accidentally swal-
low my own tongue. They'll make cracks about how there are
some great upsides to being crippled, like how I don't have to
be on my feet all the time and shit, which is essentially like tell-
ing a Sudanese gang rape victim that at least she got some play.
The bottom line is that sweet parking spaces don't help very
much when your crushed legs can't even reach the pedals, and
your own super-high toilet seat doesn't make you feel like King
Shit when you haven't been able to take an independent dump
in nine years.

My mother wants me out of the house because she's terri-
fied by the monotoned voice of my mechanical larynx, and I've
always hated my Dad because he used to laugh at me when
the kids in middle school would slap bumper stickers onto my
crash helmet. He wouldn’t even help me get them off unless
they were for some liberal cause like Gore/Lieberman 2000 or
the American Cancer Society. I don’t have anywhere else to go.
The one date I've ever gone on was with some equally pitiable
hambeast who took me to the bowling alley but forgot that they
don't rent out bowling shoes in size "mangled."

The one thing that I had going in my life is that I was train-
ing for the Paralympics. You know those ads you see on TV
with all the joyful smiling kids? Yeah, I thought that would be
me, but those ads never feature the contorted grimaces of the
kids who came in last. Technically, I came in worse than last
because a small bird beat me to the finish line. The first place
medal was obviously gold, then silver, and bronze. The Paralym-
pics then gives out medals made of copper, iron, wood, leaves,
ice, and finally paper. They tried to convince me that they had
given me a medal made of air, but they didn't seem to realize
that just because I'm in wheelchair doesn't mean I'm retarded.

Anyway, how the crap can you give a gold medal to a kid in
a motorized wheelchair? Lenny Ackles, you lazy shit, you did
nothing to win that race other than operate a joystick. Seriously,
I've done more work than that playing Street Fighter Alpha
IT. (I ruled at that game because my constant shaking made it
easier to mash the buttons.) If they wanted to give a medal to
the actual winner of the race, then they would award it to your
damn wheelchair because that's what did all the work.

I think if Jessie Owens had been given a jetpack, his accom-
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plishments in Berlin wouldn't seem so impressive.

Ok, that’s about all I needed to say. ’'m on enough prescrip-
tion drugs (34) that I'm fairly certain I could kill myself quickly
by taking all or none of them. I've decided to take all of them so
people know that I at least managed to successfully kill myself,
instead of my body just failing to keep my brain suspended in a
torturous life. Within an hour I will be gone.

If against all evidence and logic there is a God and a heaven,

I want to play Street Fighter forever, and I want to play as
Zangief, a large able bodied truly human man. Of course, if
God exists, he’s probably the kind of asshole who would make
up a cripple character
just to spite me. Or

he'd make me play
as Dhalsim.

" While attempting to swerve out of the way of the |
raccoon, you run over another raccoon and the
original raccoon simultaneously. Unable to regain
control of the car as its two front wheels are slid-
ing across the raccoons, you miss a turn and the car
careens off the side of the treacherous mountain
road you happen to be driving on. The car flies into
a gorge, your head slams into the steering wheel,
knocking you unconscious.

_——

' Turn to page 22. II
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GREAT WAYS TO KILL YOURSELF:

- Swallow enough sponges to absorb your entire
body from the inside

- Slurp your own blood using a plastic straw
(those extra wide ones from the movie theaters).
- Make a wish, and pull your legs apart like a
wishbone.

- Become blood brothers with Magic Johnson. l

- Go to Singapore. Speak.

- Have Death give you a rusty trombone.

- Try to go in one of those pipes when that
chompy plant is there.

- Simultaneously sneeze, shit, ejaculate, and tickle
yourself, and then shoot yourself in the head.

- Overdose on jenkem a.k.a “butt hash”.

- Be involved in the D.C. Madame Trial.

- Go hunting on the Capitol.
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SHORT SCENES OF

A: You should come skydiving
with us.

B: You know me, there’s no way 1
am going skydiving,

A: You only live once.

B: Exactly.

A: Whateva, Loser. [Signs a “”
and an “L” with his hands]

[They go. They dic]

N: It’s no big deal. T just don’t like
getting blood drawn. I'd donate, but
I can’t stand a needle in my arm for
an extended period of time.

F: Don’t be a pussy, everyone donates
blood.

[He donates blood. N’s veins are acciden-

=

NEUROSES
AND TRAGEDY

A: I’'m not too worried about
it in a lake.

it because we did

B: Just because there was water doesn't mean—
A: Sure it does. I'm in AP Bio, [ know.

[Nine months later, B searches for a babysitter,
while A attends Senior Prom]

A: Oh shit, 1 got gum in
my hair. .
B: Don’t worty about it.

butter in
Just put some peanut

tally drained of blood by a narcoleptic

i it.
him dead and bloodless). . Um, OK. |
[His hair is now filled with

both gum and peanut butter, &
mb'matiorﬂ

carcinogenic co

nurse, leaving

A: Ifll bea nice chance O meet My friends.

B: 'm so afraid they're not going;o like me.
. Come 0N chey Il like you just fine o
?Lateor...] Ns friends: That bitch is 2 neurotic bitch.

A qp
Proaches B =
: You know ... 20U child, skipp;
mama’s b, VZ the old sayin |« ’ Sklpplng alon th
B ack g Step on g the SldeWalk
B: No wayyy, a crack, bregl you ]
) . r
A: STAND CLEAR OF THE CLOSING DOORS PLEASE. * Mama;

B: Come on, you old lady.
Old Lady: I'm allllllmoooooost —
[She is cut in half by the closing doors)

HH
: Your bacfiiiHHHHHH!
en in 83 places
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Tragedy: The Goat Song

BLEEEEEFEET
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S XL IION

To: The Mazi Party (Third l{f:i-:rz]. Germany, USA
Achtung: You Fucking Nazis |

Dear MNazis:

Recently, the English speaking intellectual community gathered to choose an official name for our
"clustered research institutes,” which are now known as "Think Tanks.” This was far from our first
choice, as you can see from our voting results: "Concentration Camps": 403 "Think Tanks™: 12
"Rumination Centers": 3 "Steve's Concentration Camps”: 1 (Steve is a bit of an egotist). You can'see
that "Concentration Camps” won, and I'll tell you why. It has a nice ring to it, and it's fun, implying
arts and crafts, games, and perhaps budding pubescent romances, while retaining the overall tone of
ntense thinking. We made watermarked stationery and a tough, edgy logo of a brain covered in
barbed wire surrounded by a fence. We were even considering creating a franchise of teen summer
programs in its likeness. But, nocoooooooo. You and your goose-stepping, brown-shirted,
lederhosen-sporting Nazis had to steal our name and mar it with your horific tomfuckery. Mobody
wants o associate our communities of highly contagious mindthoughts with your batshit torture
centers.

So, thanks to you, we had to fall back on our second choice: “Think Tanks.” Come on, how lame is
that? Sure "tank” may have military connotations, but it also implies a really lame water container.
Why didn't you use “intenment camps?” We did over here. That’s a name that blatantly says,
“Selectively imprisoned citizens.”

Just know that our think tanks are also filled with Jews, except these ones are planning 1o kick
whatever is remaining of your ass.

Sincerely,

Dr. Thurgood Fillmore,

Director of Thoughts and Inclinations
Think Tank and Aquarium Association
United States of America

I'S. Please expect a letter from myy cousin, the President of the Charlie Chaplin Fan Club, who has a
serious moustache to pick with you.
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THE NATURAL GAS METHOD OF COMPOSITION

April 13, 2008: Two young film students were found dead in an
Upper West Side apartment, victims of a gas leak in their unit.
Their laptops were recovered, and all of their movie ideas were
picked up by Paramount Pictures, who cited “not having to pay
those dead-ass writers” as a major factor in their decision. Here
are their last creations:

A man made entirely of springs. Can’t Tove
anybody because he is made of springs. His
whole body is made of springs. If he get
shot, bullet bounces off, but reminds him
he cannot love a woman and that he cannot
go into water, for he is made of springs.
He also cannot use Macs. Or Emacs. Or MACs.
Generally, he 1is bad around technology.

A girl sits on a rooftop at the chair fac-
tory. She is not sitting in chair. Across
the river at the roof factory, a boy sits
on open girders in a chair. Little do we
know, both are rampant anti-Semites.

Two people are stting in a coffeehouse, a
man and a woman. The man says something,
and then the woman responds with a clever
retort. In the background, 31 people si-
multaenously solve Rubik’s cubes. Starring
Lindsay Lohan as Boy 211. Featuring Pete
Wentz as the countertop.

+ NOT ACTUALLY TRAGIC *

1. The only gay bashing in San Francisco, California is the annual
Gay Bash, a LGBT festival enjoyed by all.

2. The death of Jesus Christ actually allowed all of humanity a
path to the kingdom of heaven, so Judas gets an assist on every

soul saved.

3. Abraham Lincoln’s last words: “Somebody kill me if I have to
watch another hour of this boring-ass play”

4. The Hindenburg was German.

5. Alexander Hamilton wore a vest of saltpeter to make his death
“fucking awesome.”

6. The bombing of Hiroshima wasn’t so bad because it did not in-
volve, “The change to bad fortune which he undergoes is not due
to any moral defect or flaw, but a mistake of some kind.”

7. Without the massive death toll of the Titanic shipwreck, mil-
lions of sixth grade girls would never have learned to French kiss
by cutting out holes in posters for the movie “Titanic.”

8. The Black Plague really took care of the smelly kids.

9. Greek tragedies seem a lot more sad without the original farting
sound effects following every character’s death (the Greeks voided
themselves at death, just like us).

10. French Revolution: They finally got to eat all that cake. I'd
heard that cake was better than bread back then.

4. World War I: Have you seen those pointy hats the Kaiser’s army
wore? Comic genius. Never a battle without a penis joke.
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Eight men are playing college hoops. They
are two men short of a true game, so they
are in fact not playing a college game.
END.

Titties; A mOVIE. Forcing other titties to
drink milk. Other titties not so big. They
are just there. ONLY ONES WITH NICE TIT-
TIES. TItties tied across a railroad track.
They fuck up the race.

A man is talking to an army man. A guy owns
some sort of gem, a talking gem. The gem
gives him dating advice, but he loses his
home so he must put it up for auction at
Christies. It is adopted by a millionaire,
and then the gem gets sassy and then the
movie ends. End. THINK OF ENDING.

“IT’S FOR YOU” So there’s this guy, right?
Okay, so he picks up his cellphone. Right?
FUCKING AIRPLANES fly out it.

Four guys are playing Never Have I Ever.
Three of them are vampires. The other is
one half Linux, one half salt. Discuss.
IT’S COOL, I OPENED A WINDOW. NO YOU
DIDN’T: THE MOVIE

Let’s travel through time, increasing our
wares. Then the rocket happens. Goingtoitow
nnnnnnnnnnnnnnNNNNNNNhNNNNNNNNNRNNNNNNNNNNNN
nnhnnnnnnnnnhnnnnnNnNnnnnnn

You wake up and guess what—SURPRISE!

It was all a dream. LAME.

| THE END

[ X ]
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THERE IS ONE TRAGEDY

you'll never have to worry about

Westsitde Market Never Closes. <%
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FUTURESEX

GREETINGS, READERS OF MY
BLOG "BEMUSED GRUMBLINGS™:

| enjoy the song “Futuresex/Lovesounds,” so this
Friday | decided to model my love life after it (“love
life” refers to sexual intercourse between me and a
female). Here is what happened:

10:05 pm: | go to a dorm party to get my “drink on”
and “dance on.” | introduce myself to Cindy Randall
and see instantly in her eyes that we will be in for a
night of “sexcapades” [i.e. we will engage in sexual
acts). Unfortunately, we had been dancing too close
throughout the night and my stamina was low (in the
case of intercourse, | would be unable to enjoy more
than eight thrusts before ejaculating into the vaginal
cavity].

1:35 am: | return home with Cindy Randall, and she
is barely able to get the keys in the door due to many
Gin and Tonics. This is when things go south. Well,
when we went south. You get the idea (we engaged
in oral sex with one another; this includes acts of cun-
nilingus and fellatio).

1:40 am: | am unsuccessful in remaoving her bra. |
was never able to get the hang of that “bra” thing
because | lived in a commune for most of my teenage
years, and the only girls | made “love sounds” [moans
related to arousal) with either didn’t wear bras, or
wore bras made of whole grains or flax, which did not
have clasps but rather were tied into a zeppelin bend
knot.

1:42 am: | have broken her bra clasp and am now
ready to put her “out of control” (induce female or-
gasm).

1:42, 25 seconds: ‘| think she’s ready to blow” (my
penis is at the point in which ejaculation of sperm from it
cannat be avoided).

1:42, 30 seconds: She screams at me to “pull out”
(my penis from her vaginal canal] and pushes my body
onto the floor.

1:42, 33 seconds: | attempt to jump back on the bed,
but am unable to “hold my load” (not ejaculate). | spray

seven beads of semen as | am climbing back on to the
top bunk. Three landed Cindy’s roommate’s satin pil-
low, and the rest | have not yet been able to locate.

1:43 am: Cindy orders me to leave yet gives me no ap-
paratus with which | can cleanse myself of semen. [ am
forced to use an a cappella poster | find in a trash can

outside. | realize that “Future sex” with Cindy will not be
possible.

You wake up—was it all a dream? No, you are in
the hospital with severe injuries. You shouldn’t be
alive! But you are, so way to go.

THI END
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LET'S SHAKE ON.THIS
FINANCIAL OUTLOOOK: GOOD

NOW WITH 40% MORE GRAPHS!!
= INKS: IS BLACK STILLTOP DOG??

- BAD NEWS:That JST stock we
were following isn’t our stock.

We try to figure out if we do have a sto and what it would be called.
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