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“Hey asshole, perhaps you shouldn’t make
cartoons where you try to sound smart about
topics you are clearly ignorant to.”

“Fuuuuuck...
“Fuck, | I need to lie
think this down for a bit”

might be

I “That’s...

strangely
motivating..”

“Well... shit”

“Like a brick
to the face” “Psychologisted, bitch!”
“This just motivated me to

leave a stale relationship”” “Haha. Sad”
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OH, YEAH! I LOVE EVERYTHING ABOUT BIKES!

I LOVE RIDING 'EM! T LOVE FIXING 'EM! T LOVE

LEARNING ABOUT 'EM! T LOVE READING ABOUT
‘EM! T LOVE SEEING PHOTOS OF ‘EM!

THINK YOU
REALLY
LOVE

I DO! T'M A BIG
BIKE FAN! I'M A
CYCLING
ENTHUSIAST!
I'M A PEDAL...
UH... I'M A
BICYCLE... A
BL.. A
PEDAL-PERSON.
NO... ERRR...

PEDOPHILE! THAT ON YOUR
HELMET!










THE PHANTOM TOLLBOOTH TODAY

The Museum of Fine Arts and Crafts

‘There was once a boy named
Milo who didn't know what to
do with himself—not just
sometimes, but always.

When he was in school he
longed to be out, and when he
was out he longed to be in. On
the way he thought about
coming home, and coming he
thought about going. Wherever
he was he wished he were
somewhere else, and when he
got there he wondered why he'd
bothered. Nothing really
interested him—Ileast of all the
things that should have.

He was diagnosed with ADD

and now he takes pills. THE END



CULTURAL VAMPIRISM

White culture’s re-appropriation of black culture has
been well-documented, but less discussed is the white
mainstream’s tendency to swipe from within its own
counterculture. These mainstream vampiric whiteys, known
as Hipsters, will absorb any subcultural artifact that
can be fashionably consumed.

Hipsters disguise themselves as
nonconformist outsiders, using their external
appearance as a means to express their
perceived individuality. Hipsters
play dress-up, and their costume
is “Unique Individual.” They
accessorize and co-opt by feeding on
subcultures like ‘white trash’rednecks
(belt buckles, The Great Trucker
Hat Debacle of Aught-Three),
the geeks and dorks (awkward
eyeglasses, bad haircuts), and the
ever-popular class-slumming
trend of pretending you’re poor
(ripped clothing, Salvation Army
scavenging). A studded bracelet
from the headbangers, sneakers
from the skaters, fixed gear
bicycles and shoulder bags
from the bike messengers...
A Hipster’s trendlust knows
no bounds. These vampires
teed until the ironic novelty
is drained away, until they have
devalued the things which were
once important signifiers to the
original subcultures. They seek,
consume, and destroy.

Hipsters need to manufacture
their rebellion, because underneath
all of their cheap signaling, they are
indescribably normal. Isn't that sad?
Doesn't that explain your savage
desire to drive wooden stakes
through their impossibly thin
T-shirts?



SOME DUDES DON’T GET
THE DIFFERENCE

BETWEEN “FRIENDLY”
BND “BARISTA FRIENDLY”


































RIME OF THE ANCIENT MARINARA

We barrel into the Main Street Subway
laughing, still recovering from a drunken joke I don't
remember anymore. Sorry, I don't mean the
underground public transportation, I mean the
sandwich franchise. Jared, etc. Y’know. Anyway, it's late
at night and my buddies launch themselves in two
different directions: Dale flops his body into a booth,
Joe makes a bee-line for the crapper. We know we won't
be seeing him for awhile.

I join the line at the sneeze guard, wiping my

eyes, dizzy from laughter. There's an old dude with a
C

captain's hat on. I shit you not. I don't drink much -..CAN | HELP
socially, which causes me to tell him that I think he ha You, SIR?
a really super-duper hat. Truly. The little guy eyes me
seriously through his thick specs. "Waiting in line like
this," he says. "Reminds me of mess hall.”

" joined the Navy as soon as I was old enough. The war was on its last legs in '44, but of
course I didn't know that at the time. I served on the USS Massachusetts. South Dakota class, you
know." I nod my head. "I was a lousy sailor," he admits with a chuckle. "Just didn't have it, you
know? But I found myself the sweet spot on Big Mamie. Word spread that the chaplain was looking

for an organist. Oh boy, I jumped at that one, I tell ya! Hello, dear. What's the special today?" The
girl behind the counter sighs and tells him it's the meatball marinara. "Oh, yeah! Sounds good! Six
inch! I remembered a lot of church tunes and I could read music, so I got the transfer. On wheat,
yes. So the Chaplain—Dover was his name—sort of took me under his wing. Pretty soon I was his
full-time assistant. I cleaned the chapel, typed up his sermons, organized... along with playing at
services and funerals, of course. You name it, I did it. No, I don't want mayonnaise. It's a meatball
sub! Folks do that?" The girl asks him if he would like chips or a drink. "Is that part of a meal-deal?"

Dale is asleep in his booth. I forget to order and
follow the old man to a sticky-clean booth over by the
drink machine. "I wish they had Pepsi here instead of
Coke," he says. "It's sweeter. Get as old as me and you
can't taste anything. I like Pepsi because it's sweeter." He
sits down. "So we fought through all sorts of air attacks
near Okinawa. This was ‘45. We hit some choppy weather,
passed right through the eye of a 100-knot typhoon. Oh,
the crew was a mess. Puke everywhere. The mess, the
halls, the bunks. Over half the crew was laid up, everyone
was confined belowdecks, and Big Mamie just kept on
rollllllling off them big waves." He pops the lid off of his
cup and chews on an ice cube. "The Chaplain was sick
too. Services were canceled for the week."




"Now me, I was holding myself together pretty well for a kid from Nebraska, but I was
almost at the end of my rope with the stench of puke everywhere. So I took my blanket and slept on
the chapel floor. The chapel was the quietest, cleanest room on the ship, see? For three or four days I
just stayed down there hidden away while we sloshed through that storm. Big Mamie just kept going
up and down. Fixed the bindings on a few hymnals, vacuumed, practiced a little classical on the
organ, you know. I went down to the mess hall to get chow each mealtime but couldn't stand to stay
long before escaping back to my little paradise. All my buddies were sick in their racks anyway.
Everyone was green-faced. Oh, the sme/l!”

“So anyway, I guess it was the fourth day, I run into a buddy of mine during one of my mess
hall visits, Trish' Jimmy Callahan. I hadn't seen a familiar face in days, you see. So Jimmy says "You're
alive! You're alive!' and I say "You've gone crazy, Irish!" and then he tells me that I'd been reported
overboard! Every hour for two days they'd been calling my name over the ship intercom. But of
course I hadn't heard it. The chapel was the only room aboard that didn't have a PA speaker...
Because of services, see? Boy, did I get chewed out by the XO! They'd reported me dead!" The old
man pulls at his meal deal potato chip bag. "Never let the government tell you you're dead, son. The

paperwork will kill you."

MEATBALL MARINARA!
TASTES JUST LIKE
THE CHICKEN

TERIYAKI TO Me!




OMG THIS CLASS IS
SO000000 BORING

to communicate instantly with anyone
anywhere in the world, and yet you choose to
squander this modern marvel by sending pointless
empty-headed chatter 2 feet to your left?




