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A HELLO FROM THE EDITOR 
 

Firstly, I’d like to address the elephant in the room. Or rather, the 
elephant not in the room. Namely, the contributors. As you will have 
heard by now, my efforts to foster the talents of several young 
writers were scuppered by my efforts to treat them an 
unforgettable hot-air balloon ride (in lieu of payment, but only 
because I had coupons for the rental company – not because I’m a 
skinflint). The hot-air balloon has sadly gone missing, and I have no 
way of contacting any of them, as they left their phones with Mihai, 
their driver (he’s gone missing, too, but on purpose, because he’s a 
scumbag). When I said I wanted to give them the exposure they 
deserved, this was not what I meant. The whole thing has backfired 
terribly.  
I will not give up hope that they’re safe and well, and as soon as 
they’re found and returned to their families/pets, I will publish the 
wonderful material they submitted to me. Until then, you will have to 
make do with this collection of my own writing, hastily produced in 
the wake of my contributors’ (possibly) tragic disappearance, to 
meet the arbitrary deadline to which I am beholden.  
This issue is, of course, dedicated to them.  
Anyway, let’s get down to it. You bought the zine. Big deal. But will 
you get all the jokes? That’s the thing. There are 160 separate jokes 
here, so don’t get too cocky. The guide below will help you to 
grade your humer. Either way, thanks for buying HUMUOR, or 
stealing it from a cooler person. I have nothing else to say.  

- James Thomas, July 2016 
 

Contents 
My Two Cents? / Caveman Thesaurus ……….. 3 
Book Reviews / Me vs Shakespeare / Space 
Crap /Apprenticeship ……………………….. 4 
I Can Fix Your Car / Dear Oh Dear / Inventions 
Are Easy! / Why I Can’t Have Friends / 
Birdsong, Translated / To-Do List ………….... 5 
Jonathan Beatles / Quick Ones / People of 
Great Adventure / Waiting-Room TV Guide ... 6 
The Life Cycle of a Tree / Chess Club Is 
Cancelled / Seamus Heaney: The Filthy Stuff ... 7 
Before – After – Way After/ Things I Have Half 
a Mind to Do / Know Your Constellations /April 
Fools / Give Me a Break / New Decathlon ….. 8 
Bad Spa / Spot the Difference …....................... 9 
Puzzlez!!!!!! [ Code Cracker / Crossword ] .... 10 
Overheard in Monet World ………………... 11 
Battlefield Mindfulness / I’ve Decided to Use My  
Powers for Cash / Rescue Eagle / First Meal in 
Hell ……………………………………….... 12  
Teleporter Refund / Batman Timeline / Zones  13  
I Just Learned About the Birds and the Bees, and 
Frankly, I'm Disgusted / Ads / Singles Ark ..... 14 
Makes You Think / How to Use Asterisks / 
Transatlanticles / The Main Thing Is to Look Like 
an Idiot ……….................................................... 15 
Just For Horses!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! [ Horse Column /  
Horse Complaints / Joke 4 Horse / Horse Tip’s ] 
/ A Teacher Addresses the Graduating Class . 16 
The Comedy Interview [ #1 : Scmecky Syllables ] 
/ New Tennis Rules …………………………. 17 
Letters to the Editor / Thank’s ………….….... 18  
Opinions / Room 261 / Lately / Summer Is 
Gone / Imagine This ………….…………...... 19 
Paul Slurp / Tips for Human Statues / Not 
Asking Much ………………….….………..... 20  
Everybody Looks the Same / Shampoo Reviews /  
Urgent Memos ………………..…………….. 21  
We Villagers Are Reasonable People / So 
You’ve Mastered the Invisible Glockenspiel / 
Good Question / Ye Olde Shoppe – An Oral 
History …………………………………........ 22 
How the Government Works / Reasons I Have 
Used for Not Reading My Books / All Part of the 
Show, Folks / Worst Dad ………………….. 23 
The Celebs / Taglines for future “Mr. Bean” 
movies / Nailed It / Drawings that Didn’t Make 
It / Why? / Complaints About the Next Issue  24 

No. of jokes got 
0-20 

21-40 
41-60 
61-80 
81-100 
101-120 
121-140 
141-160 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

www.humuormagazine.com 
 

www.astonishingsod.com         

Score 
Awful/toddler 
Sad. A mess 

If toddler, then OK 
Seriously? 

Lazy 
College freshman 

Magnifique 
Cool dude. Right on 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

twitter.com/HumuorMagazine 
 

twitter.com/AstonishingSod 

 



MY TWO CENTS? 
by the Editor 

 
Some say if you eat a brain, you go mad. They’re 
wrong. If you eat a brain, you’ve already gone 

mad. 
///// 

My friend Alan gave me a gun for my birthday. I 

didn’t know what to do with it, as this all 
happened during Christmas dinner, and I hadn’t 
seen him for several years. Then I figured out 

what he was up to: he wanted to join us at the 
table! To hell with that, I thought. Shot him dead. 

And that’s why they came to arrest me, I 
suppose?  

///// 

You could argue that it’s wrong to inflate a fish 
until it explodes. But then, it’s too obvious to 
even bother talking about. What kind of maniac 

thinks it’s okay to inflate a fish until it explodes? 
///// 

Is your baby refusing to eat anything but 

chewing tobacco? Maybe it’s time for an 
intervention.  

 
A weird thing to see on a tube of toothpaste 
would be “GEORGE WANTS HIS 

LAWNMOWER BACK”. Because that has 
nothing to do with toothpaste!  

///// 

For those awkward moments when a 
conversation has run its course and nobody can 
think of anything to say, it can be a huge relief to 

just start sobbing uncontrollably. 
///// 

Never look down when you go to the toilet. It’s 
shameful what you’re doing down there! 

///// 

For me, the main reason not to travel is the 
crushing loneliness that pervades every moment 
I spend away from my beloved Jack Russell 

terriers, Mandy and Gus. The second reason is I 
have an ankle monitor. 

///// 

Death is nature’s way of telling us to decompose. 

 

. . . . . . . . . . 
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Edrick decided to go for the salad. It was either that, he thought, or offend his 

captors. 



Book Reviews 

 

The Bible: Joe Pesci Edition **  

Too many swears.  

 

Joe Pesci: An Unauthorized Biography **  

Not enough swears.  

 

What The Pharmaceutical Industry Isn’t Telling Us 

About Public Transport **** 

There is a staggering amount that the pharmaceutical 

industry is not telling us about public transport. A real 

eye-opener. 

 

500 Birthday Jokes for Moms Who Golf * 

I found it difficult to understand any of this. 

 

A Brief History of Sweating *** 

If anything, this was too brief. High-quality (though sadly 

matte) photos throughout. 

 

How to Respond to Art *** 

A handy guide, but it would have been helpful to include 

some art at the end of the book, so we could practise. 

ME VS SHAKESPEARE 
 

On balance, I think I could beat the hell out of 

Shakespeare. Let’s break it down.  
 

WRITING PLAYS 
He would win.  

 

KICKBOXING 
I would win. 

 

WORLD HISTORY (ONLY VERY RECENT) 
I would win. 

 

COMPETITIVE EATING 
I think I would win. I don’t know enough about him to 

say for sure. 

 

STREET FIGHTER TURBO 
I would win. 

 
 

5-1. Game over. 

 

Space Crap 
It’s time to clean up all the space crap. Head 
Office is really kicking my ass on this, so don’t 
make me out to be the bad guy here. I’ve been told 
that if we don’t meet our targets, there will be 
redundancies. That means we have to dispose of 10% 
of all space crap every month this year. That 
includes any of the crap produced by the Space 
Ark, the Space Stadium - everything. You know how 
the Health & Safety guys get. To be fair to them, 
there is an ungodly amount of crap floating around 
out there. There are 50 billion of us out here in 
space, and we’re treating it like a big toilet. 
There’s crap everywhere. It’s ours, we crapped it 
out, can’t blame anyone else.. And besides, it’s 
ruining the view. I can’t look out my window at 
Luxor-8 without seeing thousands upon thousands of 
craps just hovering in space. Spacewalks are more 
dangerous than ever.  Let’s get the Scooper. 

  

 

Apprenticeship 
 

When I began my apprenticeship, I was 

scrubbing the floors. Then I moved up to 
scrubbing the fridges. After about a year, they 
let me scrub the pizzas. These days, I mostly 

scrub the doorman. My boss says I might get to 
scrub the customers, if I scrub the boss properly. 
One day, I hope to scrub my father, who never 
gave me the encouragement I needed. Maybe 

then he will respect me and let me move back in 
with him and my two stepmothers.  

 

 

 

 

Life imprisonment?  
What’s the catch? 

 

 

There was a joke here, but you wouldn’t get it and it wasn’t very good. 



I Can Fix Your Car 
That was a lie. I can’t fix your car. I just had to get your 
attention. I’ve been putting up these Help Wanted signs 

all over, and nobody is responding, so I had to try a 
different tactic. 

Basically, I am looking for accomplices. There’s a bank 

robbery going down next week, and I’m supposed to be 
organizing the whole thing, which is actually a pain in 

the neck. I have a to-do list as long as my arm!  
What I need right now is someone on the inside, 

because part of the plan is to have the plans. I have no 

idea where any of the money is. I don’t mean the small 
stuff – that’s behind the counter, I know that. What 

we’re looking for is the big notes: 100, 200, even 500. I 
think there’s a thousand one, too, but I can’t be sure. 

There’s got to be another room somewhere in the bank, 

where they keep all that good stuff. If you know about 

it, get in touch!  

Call me anytime, or come see me at my home address. 
Thanks 

DEAR OH DEAR 
It’s the usual business with them next door. 

You know the type of thing I’m talking about: 

Summoning demons through a 

hyperdimensional fire lattice in their attic 

conversion. Now, I’m no prude, but we can’t 

be expected to sleep through all the 

guttural invocations, or the nightly 

supplication at the obsidian sepulchre. I’m 

all for tolerance, but enough is enough. Our 

baby hasn’t slept in days. And the baby 

monitor is tuned to a numbers station. And 

the baby is tuned to a Latvian skiffle station. 

They also borrowed my wheelbarrow last 

month, and there’s still no sign of it. Dear oh 

dear. 

 

INVENTIONS ARE EASY! 
Here are just five of the many things you could invent:  

 Extra long floss! ( for crocodiles, or people who really like to floss ) 
 Christmas alarm clock! [ wakes you up each morning & tells you if it’s christmas ]  
 Outdoor house! [ a house that’s outdoors! ] 
 BREAD MONITOR! [ TELLS YOU WHERE YOUR BREAD IS ]  
 HAIR FREEZE! [ keeps your hair in the same position until you die ] 

 
 

WHY I CAN’T HAVE FRIENDS 
I can’t have friends because I smell like strawberries. 
People just won’t leave me alone. I try to talk to 
someone and they just keep leaning in and smelling 
my hair and my neck and my hands. I get invited to 
things all the time, but I know they only want me to 
come because I have a strawberry smell. I wish I 
smelled like something else, like old books or floors 
or nothing at all. Then people could get to know the 
real me: a total piece of garbage. 

Birdsong, translated. 
 

Robin: “Screw you, pal!” 
Swallow: “Screw you, pal!” 
Wren: “Screw you, pal!” 

Mockingbird: “My allergies!” 
Finch: “I fear the worst!” 

Flycatcher: “Don’t look at me!” 
Blackbird: “Make it quick!” 
Starling: “Make it stop!” 

 

To-Do List 
 Add 1st item to my to-do 

list. Make it a good one √  
 Become great  

 Become useless √ 

 Eggs √ 

 Research all the latest 
fashions √ 

 Explore the ruins with 
Horace √ 

 Be seen in the club√ 

 Respect your elders 

 Throw eggs at Don McLean 
√  

 Panic 
 



 
Jonathan Beatles 

 
February 20th, 1975 

Dear Mr. Epstein, 
                                Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Jonathan. I come from a small village in the 
Appalachian Mountains, where I sell firewood and other odds and ends. And why, I hear you ask, is a man from 
the Appalachian Mountains who sells firewood and other odds and ends writing to me, a powerful music 
manager in England? Well, it is quite simple. My family name is Beatles. Full name Jonathan Beatles. You see 
how it is. Our name is the same.  
                                I recently became aware of the music your group was making, and they are terrific. They’ve 
really got something going. And I would very much like to lend a helping hand. I’m offering my endorsement, in 
return for a place on your bus. To join the retinue of such an illustrious group would fulfil two of my life’s 
ambitions: to leave America, and to not have to sell firewood for a few months. Perhaps I could appear on the 
radio and advertize the latest Beatles record, saying something like, “I’m Jonathan Beatles, and I endorse this 
record!”  
                                I am still very fond of the firewood business, but darn it if I haven’t ever seen a European. 
The way I see it, the arrangement could be mutually beneficial. I might help your group to sell a few more 
records, and I would get to see the world. Please let me know one way or another. Thank you, and good luck 
with everything.  
 
                               Yours sincerely,  
                               Jonathan Beatles 

 
 

QUICK ONES 
 
If my eyes popped out, you 

know what I’d do? I’d pop ‘em 

in again! Just for the hell of it!  
 

“ ” 
 

They say laughter is the best 

medicine. What if it was only 

available as a suppository?  
 

“ ” 
 

A novel is like a really good 

book.  
 

“ ” 
 

For instance, I always begin 

anecdotes in the middle. 
 

“ “ 
 

It’s not arson if you’re training a 

bird of prey. That’s falconry. 

You’re thinking of something 

completely different. 

 

1. Horge Borge:  

Discovered the Pacific  

2. Shimpaqueline deFruitings:  

First to Ski the Gobi Desert  

3. Ericky Plumes:  

Arrested in 170 countries  

4. Peoples Murphy:  

Helicoptered to the Future  

5. Maaary Whep:  

First to piggyback a pirate ship on 

top of another pirate ship  

6. Olk Grebuly:  

Defeated an entire forest with a 

chainsaw  

7. Willwam Pensleybox:  

Classified  

8. Yuanes Yerp-Twebongoles:  

Covered Honolulu with a tarp  

9. The Chooligan Sisters:  

Planted a flag in Charlie Chaplin 

10. Jobely Szenzezefesz:  

Assorted discoverings, tramplings 

WAITING-ROOM 

TV GUIDE 
HERE IS WHILE YOU WAIT 

WHAT YOU WATCH 
0800 

 

0900 

 

1000 

 

1100 

1130 

 

1140 

 

 

1230 

 

1300 

1330 

1400 

1430 

 

1600 

1645 

 

 

1745 

1800 

NEWS YOU’RE SURE 

YOU’VE HEARD BEFORE 

SLOW-MOTION CZECH 

CARTOONS 

SLAUGHTERHOUSE 

INFOMERCIAL 

TOOTH DRILLING CCTV 

THE BACK OF YOUR 

OWN HEAD 

WHERE ARE THEY 

NOW?: DICTATORS’ 

SHOES 

FRUIT BOWL 

KIDZ ZONE:  

THE ENDLESS FOREST 
LESSON TIME 
FRIEND GANG 3: DRUGS 
ANIMATED MEDICAL 

DICTIONARY 

QUIET GUNS 

NEWS YOU’RE SURE 

YOU’VE BEEN SURE YOU 

HEARD BEFORE BEFORE 

WHISPERS 

YOUR PROCEDURE: 

WHAT CAN GO WRONG 



 

THE LIFE CYCLE OF A TREE 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

You know that 

scarecrow who 

won the award 

for being out 

standing in his 

field? Did he 

accept it in 

person? 

Chess Club is Cancelled 

(We Have Decided to Become Cool Club) 

 

Attention, fellow (former) members of Chess Club: We, 

the Committee Crew, have decided to become “Cool 

Club”, effective immediately. All Chess-related activities 

(yes, including the Regionals, and the All-Knight 

Sleepover) are cancelled. We are rebranding, for the sake 

of our reputations in the school community, and if you 

have an objection, then go ahead and set up a new 

Chess Club – whatever, be lame. We will have an exciting 

schedule of events for the coming term, none of which 

we will get excited about, because that’s not what Cool 

Club is about. If you want to join Cool Club, just “be cool” 

and hang out or whatever. Don’t come up to us wearing 

dork clothes, though. Also, if you try to talk to us about 

Chess in public, you will get your ass kicked. 

SEAMUS HEANEY: 

THE FILTHY STUFF 
 

Now hear, beside the sputtering bonfire  

Out by Kennedy’s shed, the heavy 

slap and plunk of the hot meats, 

To and fro, wet muck thudding 

 

In an animal heap, we two 

Village pumps, softening soil,  

Goosefat and buttermilk oiling 

Our knobbled topographies. 

 

We’re leaking steam. The flies descend. 

We slurp them as they land. 

The men are discussing tractors 

In the farmhouse. Let them! 

The ould eejits! 

  
from Dung and Stars  

 

   AN ADULT TREE CAN GROW UP TO THREE TIMES.       

   IT ONLY MOVES   AT NIGHT, TO URINATE. 

A Tree will mark         when its leaves 

its territory       turn blue,  

by spraying       it is ready 

poison on the        to mate. With 

animals that         another tree. 

Pass          

underneath. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

AFTER A        A TREE 

MONTH,           CAN LAY 

A bundle of      up to 1,ooo eggs 

Twigs will hatch.    In an afternoon. 

These must be    they are dispersed 

Assembled by another   by owls and dropped 

Tree and left in        on a rock from a 

The dark for a year.     Tremendous Height. 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



Before 
 

Baldness 
 
Preparing spare room for Pope’s 

visit 
 

Questionable anecdote 
 
 

Ringo announces solo triple album 
 
 

Flight to Vegas 

After 
 

Verybaldness 
 

Disappointed that Pope didn’t 
turn up 

 
Fistfight 

 
 

The Beatles reform to stop it 
 
 

Gloating about big win 

Way After 
 

Sudden Hair 
 

Pope turns up three weeks too 
late; room is a total mess 

 
Research reveals anecdote was 

factually correct 
 

Their new album is terrible; Ringo 
wins  

 
Arrested for gloating 

 

 

Things I Have Half a Mind to Do  
 

 Run for election  

 Kick your back side, young man 

 Tell the Residents’ Association what’s what 

 Finish that sandwich 

 March on over there and give the guys at 
Sweater Barn™ a piece of my mind 

 Buy three sheeps and call them all Steve 

 Report you to the Superiors for breach of 
protocol, Dad 

 Just up and leave and start a new life in 
Cancun 

 Get a proper tattoo, to cover the one my 
cellmate did 

 

KNOW YOUR 

CONSTELLATIONS 
The Sausage : Just looks like a big ol’ 

sausage.  
Henry : It really is the image of Henry. 

Can’t miss it. Look for the ears.  
The Two Constellations : Despite what 

many believe, this is actually just one 
constellation. Try to look at the big 
picture.  

The Birthday Cake : Looks nothing like a 
birthday cake. See the constellation in the 
west that looks exactly like The Sausage? 
That’s the Birthday Cake. I know – it 
doesn’t make any sense. 

Parsnip Boy : Now this one is a little hard 
to describe.  
 

 

April Fools! 
Here’s a great April Fools prank. On April Fools Day, a good hour 

before anyone on your street wakes up, put on two ties! But that’s 

not the whole thing. Next, you should leave the house, with a 

considerable amount of lighter fluid and a box of matches. There’s 

more!  

You know the lighter fluid and the matches I mentioned a while 

back? You’re going to use these to set fire to your company car! 

Keep reading – it gets better. When everyone wakes up, 

nauseated by the fumes, they’ll run out onto the street, wondering 

what’s going on. It is then that you shout “MERRY CHRISTMAS!” – 

but it’s not Christmas at all, not even close. 

They’ll shake their heads in disbelief, groggy and confused. The 

two ties…the burning car…the season’s greetings…it doesn’t 

add up!  

You’re not actually thinking of doing any of this, are you? 

Give me a break 
 
Please stop pounding on my casket. 

I am not registered to vote. 

 

New Decathlon 
 

1. Sword Boomerang  

2. Laser Hunt, Part One  

3. Crab Swallowing  

4. Laser Hunt, Part Two  

5. Guess Who?  

6. Synchronized Javelin Trapeze  

7. That’s enough events 

 

 



Bad Spa 
402 Prison Drive , Between the two Meat Factories 

 

O U R   T R E A T M E N T S 
 

New for this Year 
Hot Stone Burial 
A 30-minute burial beneath a 
hundred kilograms of piping hot 
stones.  
$550  
 

The Floater  
Relax and unwind in our state-
of-the-art flotation bucket.  
5 days . $999  
 

Sandpaper Wrap 
Guaranteed to revive the tiredest 
spirits.  
30 mins . $700 

Signature Treatments 
Agony Massage 
Simply the worst massage 
available.  
$900 
 

Infinity Scrub  
Get a full-body exfoliating scrub, 
fifty times in a row.  
9 hours . $1000 
 

Awkward Pause 
Get shot in the buttocks with a 
BB gun at random intervals while 
you watch golf. 
3  hours . $500 

Now Half Price 
Three Fractures 
Clients will be subjected to three 
fractures in unexpected 
locations. Complimentary prunce 
juice provided.  
$100 $50 
 

Afternoon Tea &  
Ptoblem 
Guests are given an unforeseen 
problem with their Afternoon 
Tea (which consists of various 
forms of carpet).  
$300 $150 

 

Relax To the Sound of Dueling Harpsichords, 
in the Only Swamp in the City 

 

SPOT THE DIFFERENCE 

 



PUZZLEZ!!!!!! 

C O D E   C R A C K E R 

Each number corresponds to a letter. Find the hidden message. Do not write the answer. 

A B C D E F G H I J K L M N O P Q R S T U V W X Y Z 
12 5 23 18 8 20 4 2 17 11 15 25 6 22 13 26 7 1 24 14 19 10 9 21 3 16 

 

_   _ _ _   _ _ _   _ _ _ _   _ _ _   _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 

                          17     18  17  18     22  13  14      1    8   12 18      14   2   8       17  22 24  14   1  19  23 14  17 13  22 24 

_ _ _   _   _ _   _   _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _   _ _ _   _ _ _ 

                                      12  22 18      17      12  6       12      14  8    1   1   17   5  25   8      26  17   4      18  13   4 

C R O S S W O R D 

Difficulty: Light 
to Westerly 

Swears: 0 Time Limit: Who 
cares 

 

 

ACROSS 
1. 3 Across kicked me in this part of 
my body – accidentally, I might add 
(4)  
3. _____ Sinatra, singer who coveted 
my chandeliers (5) 
6. The official unit of bread; what I 
got paid for designing Ozzy 
Osbourne’s socks (4) 
8. These people bailed on me when I 
needed their unconditional financial 
support (12)  
10. I fish with my ___ (3)  
11. I was pushed ____ a volcano (4) 
13. Peter Frampton disciplined me 
with one of these (4)  
15. Grace Jones kept me as a ___ 
during the summer of ’98 (3) 
16. Darryl Hannah is not a friend of 
mine. She is merely an 
____________ (12)  
17. This disco group made me clean 
their studio with a sponge (4) 
18. My cockatoo refuses to eat 
these, but I keep scattering them (5) 
19. The plural of “elf”, according to 
my associate Fabio (4) 

DOWN 

1. From time to time, I bathe in _______ squeezed 
orange juice (7)  
2. How my libido died (12)  
4. I was refused this when I stepped outside for a 
cigarillo during a retrospective at the Kunstmuseum  
(12)  
5. I refused to do this to a portrait of Terence Malick 
(4)  
7. My feet did this after I scaled the Taj Mahal for a 
better view (5)  

9. Been stuck in a ___ since 1993, through no fault of 
my own (3) 
12. The reason I keep owls (3, 4) 
14. I turned up for Elton’s Winter Ball dressed as one 
of these, which was, in hindsight, a grave error (3) 
15. What I do to myself every time I hear that my 
nemesis still has a career in real estate (5) 
16. Sandra Bernhard released thousands of these into 
my sleeping bag during a difficult time in both our 
lives (4) 
  



Overheard in Monet World 
“Boys! Boys? Joe, where are the boys? They were right here!”  

“I haven’t got a clue, Cheryl. I keep telling you, I can’t tell one thing from another in this place.  The ice-cream stand looks 

like ice-cream. Those splodges over there could be the boys. Then again, they could be a pair of golf clubs. My 

imagination just isn’t good enough to interpret what I’m looking at. Let’s go to the meeting point and wait for them to turn 

up.”  

“But where’s the meeting point? The map is just a bunch of gloop! We should have taken the kids to the zoo, like a normal 

family!”  

~ 

“Sure, the light is beautiful. But the staff all have these terrifying, mushy faces. When they talk, I can’t figure out where the 

sounds are coming from. I also had difficulty doing a number one, because my little gentleman looked like a pine cone. I 

need to leave.”  

~ 

“Say, is the rollercoaster any good?”  

“Don’t. Don’t get on. It’s bad enough that there’s no perspective here. But everything’s just too indistinct. It’s like you’re 

burrowing through a candyfloss oesophagus! I puked up my breakfast, and it came out like bubbles! It was way more 

disgusting than it sounds.” 

~ 

“The grass is dappled. The ferris wheel is dappled. The paddle boats? Dappled as hell. The horses and carriages are 

dappled. The gift shop is dappled, and so are the gifts. The toilets – they’re very dappled. Six months working here, and 

all I want is to sit down on something that makes sense. We don’t have benches! We have fibrous pseudocuboids! Couldn’t 

this guy commit to an outline?”  

~ 

“Okay, okay, one at a time. You say you lost your parents? In the Japanese gardens? I see. Which parents would they be? 

We lose parents in there all the time. You would not believe the amount of parents. Sorry. Please stop crying.” 

~ 

“Mesdames, Messieurs, Good evening, and welcome to Impressions of Claude, the world’s finest Monet-themed restaurant 

and absinthe bar. Here are your complimentary towels, so that bits of your chairs do not end up stuck to your legs.”  

“Good God, what is that smell?”  

“That, Monsieur, is Mauve. It is the plat du jour. You will not believe how much like Vermilion it tastes. Now, you will notice 

that all the food is melting. This is selon les souhaits de l’artiste – M. Monet would have wanted it to be so.”  

“Ah. Of course. Merci. Okay, sweetie, should we order à la Art or table d’haute?“  

“Norman, this place is a crock. And stop being so pretentious. We’re only here because of those coupons!”  

~ 

“Oh, to hell with this place! They’ve smudged my car!”  

“They smudged your car? They smudged mine too! Take a look! It’s smudged into three other cars, and a lamppost! I can’t 

drive three cars and a lamppost!”  

“Hey – I overheard you two saying your cars got smudged? Yeah, well, my dog went running through the poppies, and 

now he’s smudged to bits! Look at him – he’s hardly a dog at all! Not even in the broadest sense! I hate this place.”  

~ 

“I don’t see what the big fuss is. Seems kinda boring, actually. And I’m on acid!” 

~ 



Battlefield Mindfulness 
Some useful tips for finding inner peace 

 
~ As you put on your chainmail, try to feel each 

individual link. Tell yourself that you are feeling 
each individual link in your chainmail. 

~ Focus on your breathing. If you have been hit by 
an arrow, focus on your bleeding. I am bleeding from 
my neck, you might say. The blood feels warm as it flows 

down my arm. I am here, and my blood is here. 
~ Notice the grass beneath your face. Breathe in: 

smell the grass. Breathe out: let the cannon smoke 
flow out of your lungs. There are ants here. See: 
they are fully absorbed in their work. They are 

present in the moment. 
~ Feel the weight of your sword as you hold it aloft. 

Watch it gleam in the evening light. It is your 
sword. You have held it aloft for eleven minutes. A 

man has run you through with a pike. Feel the 
weight of your sword. 

RESCUE 
EAGLE 

The smartest investment I made as President 
was, without a doubt, my Rescue Eagle. I can 
think of countless disasters which have been 
averted by this excellent bird. If a situation gets 
tricky, all I have to do is cough the “special 
cough” (it goes “eKCHEMMMMMMMMMM”), and 
my Rescue Eagle swoops down, grabs me with 
his talons and flies me to safety.  
Press conference going badly? Rescue Eagle. 
Can’t choose a tie for the debate? Rescue Eagle.  
Et cetera.  
Has our arrangement ever had a hiccup? Sure, 
once or twice. We crashed through a window. 
But I’m the President, so that’s not a big deal. 
My Rescue Eagle has only dropped me once 
(escape from budget meeting), and although I 
broke my legs, I was still grateful for the 
assistance. On that occasion, he saved me from 
having to attend three conferences. I was 
thrilled!  
I have the utmost respect for this trusted 
employee, even though he seems to have none 
for me. But hey – I’m not looking for respect; I’m 
looking for a reliable and terrifying means of 
escape, so that a) I never have to deal the reality 
of my job and b) I get to fly through the sky, like 
a helicopter man! It is far better than a normal 
helicopter. I could plummet to the ground at any 
moment! Fantastic. So my Rescue Eagle is one of 
a kind. No, he can’t be bought. And no, he doesn’t 
accept money. I pay him in mouses. 

 

I’ve Decided to 

Use My Powers 

for Cash 
 

I’ve been having a rough time, financially, since 
the start of the year. Then, one day, I 
remembered all the powers I have. What a thing 
to forget! Man, do I feel like a schmuck! I could 
have been rolling in cash all this time. Anyway, 
I’m open to all offers of work. Cash in hand, no 
questions asked. I’ll do pet rescue, espionage, 
children’s parties, heists, stopping meteorites, 
henchman, anything at all. No evil stuff, though. 
Unless the money’s really good. 

 

First Meal in Hell 
So you screwed up. Nothing you can do about it now, y’know? Might as well shut up and get on with it. You’re here 
now, and yes, it’s every bad as horrible as you thought it would be. You’re in Hell, pal. And don’t look so surprised 
to be here, either. You came here from Death Row, you moron. Anyway, welcome to Hell’s Kitchen! What can we 
get you today?  

To Start 
Your final meal, regurgitated and cold 

 
Mains 

A bowl of eyes 

Dessert 
No dessert 

 
Infinite Death Murder 

(Negative calories!) 



“TELEPORTER REFUND” 

INT. A TELEPORTER SUPERSTORE - NOON 

PETER, a cashier, is standing at the counter, reading a 

newspaper. It’s a slow day. He hears the door opening. A 

customer approaches.  

PETER  

       (looking up from newspaper) 

     Oh. 

     MALCOLM’S LOWER HALF 

     Excuse me. Do you work here? 

 

Batman Timeline 

2021 : Batman spends a year designing cool kneepads; fails to deal with crimewave 

2023 : Batman goes vegan  

2024 : Batman tries out new secondary superhero persona, “Batmanman”. Accused of vanity by the very 
people he claims to represent. Indignant, he disappears into this new character, destroying the Batcave, 

Batmobile, Batsuits, Batsocks - and indeed the entire Batman brand  

2025 : Batmanman a huge failure  

2026 : Batmanman relocates to Hawaii  

2028 : Batmanman starts writing his memoir, “I Had A Name Once : The Batmanman Story” 

^^^^^^^^^^ 

 



I Just Learned About the Birds and the Bees, 

and Frankly, I'm Disgusted 

“Have you all heard about this? Don’t tell me I’m the last to know! I have been made to feel like 

a fool, an absolute fool of the highest order! I cannot believe that nobody has told me about the 

Birds and the Bees before now. At 76 years of age, you think you know what’s what! But no: 

there is all manner of horrible goings-on, and these going-ons, these goingses-on (types of goings-

on) have been going on since as far back as you can imagine! We’re talking rudeness, 

shenanigans, the lot! Well, I am cancelling all my plans for the weekend, because I can honestly 

say that I would rather be thrown from a horse onto an electric fence than be jeered and taunted 

by people in the street. Imagine the looks on everybody’s faces! No thank you! Disgusted! And 

have you seen the diagrams?”  

That’s you, on your 76th birthday. What an idiot!  

 

Fliwers 
by Jesephone 

 
“The Best Fliwers at the Best Valeue” 

 
Thisweak’s Great Deall…………….. 

 
A Boquat of Chyrsanthmeums $70 

Cristmes Fliwers $45 
Singule Fliwers (Popy, Liley, Pamsy, Glodiole, 

Tuleps, Orced, Doffodels) $10 
 

Call Jesephone now and geat a quoute ! 
 

Use the phone numbenr, 

 

COME TO THE 

IRONIC 
MODEL RAILWAY 

OR DON’T. WHATEVER. 

 
It’s not like we care about the steam-diesel transition 

era, or the beauty of a “stunningly” realized “O” scale 
layout. We’ve spent two years painstakingly 

assembling an exquisitely detailed miniature city, 
because it’s exactly what some idiot would do for real. 
It’s all just an elaborate joke. So, like, you don’t even 

need to tell us how lame it is. We know. 
 

Just off Stuphen Street 

 

WHY EAT VEGETABLES?  
 
 

You can’t teach mediocrity. 
It’s just something you’re born 

with. 

 
1. Many cool vegetable 
2. Strong 
3. Are you afraid? Don’t be 
4. Superman ate them 
5. Would you eat fruit? No 

 
6. So many tastes  
7. Keep mouth busy 
8. Just makes sense 
9. Classic food, always 
10. Because we say so 

 
Sponsored by the Vegetables Board of Vegetables 

 

Singles Ark  

There was one of every animal on Deborah’s ark. Things got weird.  



It’s funny how my last nine cats only had one life each.  

Still, at least they enjoyed the biplane ride. 

 

How to Use Asterisks* 

 

 

 

 

 
*Congratulations – you did it! 

Transatlanticles 
American 

 
Hoverboard 

Wensday 
Sure thing 

Garbage tank 
Grandpop 

 

  
 

= 
= 
= 
= 
= 

British 
 

Hoverplank 
Wendednesday 

No 
Bin bucket 

Fatherfather 
 

 

The Main Thing Is to Look Like an Idiot 

To the Members of the Hooperstown Folk Society: 

You have probably all been wondering where I’ve been these past eight months. 

Well, while you “squares” (I will explain later) have been busy organizing this year’s Folk Festival, or so I 
imagine, my life has undergone a series of upheavals.  

As you know, during the November Fingerpicking Workshop, I tumbled down the fire escape, man. The 
reason for my “disappearance” was that a group of “freaks” (bear with me) who lived downstairs took me in 
and tended to my injuries. It was there, still suffering the effects of several blows to the head, that I began to 
experiment with “Acid” and “Mescaline”. This brought me as far as Easter, which is traditionally the time we 
host our Folk Jamboree. Instead of helping with the preparations, I spent somewhere between a week and a 

month with three ladies, “expanding my mind” in a treehouse. I don’t know where the treehouse is, dude. 
When we left, by which point we were all married, I sought out my family and friends, to share the news of my 

recent revelations. That was two months ago, and it didn’t exactly work out, because we only got half a mile 
before arriving at a freak encampment and finding a whole new family there, you dig?  

My appearance has changed dramatically, and I don’t want to alarm you all by just showing up, so I’m 
circulating this letter. The main thing is to look like an idiot. It’s the best way I can describe it to folkies. From 
the neck up, you should look like an Afghan Hound. From the neck down, you should look like, and ideally be, 

a vagrant. You need to be laid back, too. Like real laid back, man. We’re not talking matching sweaters and 

shiny shoes, either. You don’t need shoes, or clothes. Or property, even. You can just hang out with your bits and 
pieces blowing around, like a statue of a nymph that’s been rolled around in a pigsty.  

Other than that, we’re on the same side. We all think war is a bad vibe. The pigs are getting us down, man.  
Can you believe how wild this is?  

So that’s my news. Eleanor: I am sorry we didn’t get married, as planned. And I’m sorry that I married three 
other strangers, none of whom I can properly recall. I’m pretty fried. This year has been far out. 

 

Lawrence Trudd, 

Former Chairman, Hooperstown Folk Society 

Current Chairman, Hooperstown Freak Society 



Just For Horses!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 
This part, is only For horse 

 

Horse Column 
 
Hello, Other Horses, 
Is it well? I’m tell you a something: 
it hard to being a horse! There have 
so much things, all the time. It’s 
miracles that I’m don’t give up from 
to being a horse!  
I’m swearn to God, this humans is 
Such a nuisancers! These month, I 
have ridden all about under a huge 
many humans – and of coure you 
know what? All I have get is the 
Sugar, and the Brushing me, and 
the Hay, and the Aples for my 
mouth. Still no ice creams! How can 
they all so strupid?  
Another things, is that I’m have to 
being kept in a feild? I’m did’nt sign 
up on this! But you knew what I’m 
always says… 
It hard to being a horse! 
    You’re sincerely, 
    Eric Horsings, a Horse 
 

 
dear eric horsings 
why are they are all keep sit on me  
- 44horse44 
 
Dear 44horse44, 
Tell me about! It happen of every horse, beliefe me. You are best to run 
through the windows, then not come back. This humans should not to be sit 
on us. 

~ 
Dear Eric Horsings, 
How do do. I’m old horse, I have the nice feilds, I’m got respect of others 
horses. But, covered in flys. How is this, and how to escaped? Please thank 
you.  
- Horse McMatthews 

~ 
Dear Horse McMatthews, 
Thank for this. It always a difficult to escaped. But I recommend to any 
Horse. If you have too old, you’re probably want to do it slowly, when a 
humans does not be looking. I can’t help to stopping the flys.  
Good luck for you!  

 

Joke 4 Horse 
Get ready….because it’s joke! 

 
What do you call a humans in a car? 
Srupid idiot!!!!!! 
 
What do a humans uses for 
breakfast?  
His own brain’s!!!  
 
What time’s is a humans wake up?  
Never! It’s a zombey! Because a 
humans is so strupid.!!!!! 

 

HORSE TIP’S 
So here are some tip, for horse. 
Please use a tip’s. 

 

1. Traveling on a feild? Get a 

friend horse to coming with you. 

A great time’s!  

2. Feeling angery? Kick a fence 
with hoofs. It’s feels nice, and 

there is not supposed to fence 

anyway. They should be let us all 

out, not put fences around. True!  

3. Suger 
4. When it’s time to have a 

companions? It always time for 

that.
 

 

A    T e a c h e r    a d d r e s s e s 

T h e    G R A D U A T I N G    C L A S S 

I’ll never forget the first day I taught you guys, back when you were half the height you are now. Do you 

remember? I asked you all what you wanted to be when you grew up. You had so many great answers: 

doctor, football player, singer, nurse. Greg said he wanted to be a policeman, so then you all changed your 

minds and wanted to be a policeman. When you were a little older, Greg got his ears pierced – so you all 

went out and got your ears pierced. Then Greg got a boyfriend, so you all got boyfriends. Most of you don’t 

even like boys! Then Greg formed a noise-rock band. Guess what? Every single one of you formed a noise-

rock band! Every single one! Then, one day, Greg moved to another school. What happened there? Did you 

just chicken out? 



“The Comedy Interview” 
#1 : Schmecky Syllables 

Each issue of HUMUOR will feature an interview with 
a leading practitioner of humer. Our first interviewee is 
the peerless Schmecky Syllables, star of the web series 
Garden 2 Garden and writer of the Speed Snail novels. 
 
Hello, Schmecky. How are things? That is my first 
question.  
Hi! Things are great. I’m sitting beside an infinity pool at 
a hotel in the Algarve, as you can see.  
 
I cannot see that, because this is a phone call. My 
next question is: Who are your infulences?  
I have so many, too many, infulences. But I will name 
three. There’s Pauls Gupperson, the “Joke Psychic” of 
the 1930s. He was the first to beam a joke into 
someone’s mind. Unfortunately, as the joke was about 
the President, and the technique was so new, he 
accidentally beamed the joke into the mind of the 
President. This led to a disastrous press conference, at a 
time of national mourning. Gupperson was an idiot 
visionary. Top class.  

Secondly, you have Igor Thasright, who I can’t 
remember anything by, but that’s because he just had 
this “vibe”, you know? I doubt anyone remembers him. I 
mean, I don’t remember him either, but I can recall his 
name, at least. And I also love Cathy McSoftliness. She 
was a prop comedian comedian. She’d pull a prop 
comedian out of a box every night, and he’d have a box 
inside the box, with his props in it. She would spend an 
hour sabotaging his act. Superb. 
 
Where do your get your ideas from?  
I get all my ideas from previous ideas. Ones I’ve already 
had. All my material is inspired by earlier material of 
mine. That’s why, if you see me doing a joke and you 
think, “Hey – that reminds me of something else,” it’s 
me you’re thinking of. So don’t bother. I’m already on 
stage, right in front of you. Stop trying to make 
connections. You’re not impressing anybody.  
 
Thank you, Schmecky.  
Thank you back. 

 

Do you know the worst place to be in a hurricane? 

No, let me try that again. 

Do you know the worst place to be? In a hurricane. 
 

NEW TENNIS RULES 
Suggested by the International Committee for the Rejuvenation of Sport 

 
 Nude? We should trial this. The Greeks did 

it (interns: fact-check please)… 
 Any racket shape. Diamond, heart, 

pentagon, house, pirate ship, anything. 
 Swearing, and plenty of it. “Get lost”! 
 New surfaces: Quicksand, Air hockey 

table, brick wall, ice rink, spiderweb. New 
footwear? Could be fun. 

 Music played over the P.A. during play. 
Gets louder as each game progresses. 
Keeps it exciting. 

 Players must give a 1-minute on-court 
interview after every 5th game. 

 Winner stays on. Next player chosen at 

random. Or by public vote? (potential 

revenue stream) 

 New points system:  

Okay -> Good -> Very good -> Great -> Holy 
cow -> Genius.  
To win a game, you have to get to Genius 
before your opponent. Tie-breaks decided 
by racket throw.  

 No sets anymore. Boring. First to 100 
games wins the match. 

 No umpires. Line calls will be made by the 
crowd. Majority rules. Let’s fight! 

 

It’s easy to get tricked by a conman.  

But getting tricked by a seagull? That takes skill. 



Letters to the Editor 

PIG DEAL 
Sir, -  
I am a pig, and so is my long-snuffling wife. We 
have grown tired of truffle-hogging, and the lure of 
the world beyond the yard has become too powerful 
to resist. We would be much obliged if you would 

send us some weapons, as we are ready to break out 
of the farm. Thank you, Weapons Weekly. - Yours, 
etc,  
Prof RUMPERT PIGGINLY, 
Farm. 
 
A STAR IS BORN 

Sir, -  
Hear me out. Do you think anybody would be 
interested in a pop star who was also an evil 
dictator? The person would not need to be 
handsome, or have a good fashion sense, or even be 
able to smile very convincingly. Another thing: if the 
person had a below-average singing voice, would 
that be too much for people to take? Please bear in 
mind that this hypothetical individual is an evil 
dictator. That is very important. - Yours, etc,  
The Hon Dr Mr Sir Royal Magnificence VINCENSED 
PLENCH VII, King of Everywhere,  

The Almighty Palace of Infinite Greatness, 
West Joustings,  
Canada. 

OOPS 
Mom, -  
Well, I’m on the run again! Guess I robbed one bank 
too many! Happy? I’m not! - Yours,  
F.F. FRONSTIBULE, 
[REDACTED]. 

 
THERE’S ALWAYS ONE 
Sir, -  
I have never read your magazine, nor will I ever 
read it. - Yours, etc,  
MIND YOUR BUSINESS, 
Not Telling You Where. 

 
FAIR ENOUGH 
Sir, -  
The cowards in the government wouldn’t listen to 
my wild ranting. The losers who run the sports 
stadium banned me from addressing the crowds. I 
was prevented from reading my pamphlet during 
my sister’s funeral. If you do not publish this letter, 
then you are the greatest cretin of all. - Yours, etc,  
Dr ELIZABERT MONSTERPOOP,  
Dublin 27,  
Ireland.  

 
P.S. I forgot the most important thing. I hope you 
have space to print it. What I wanted to tell you was 

 

THANK’S 
 

Dear Mrs. William’s,  
                                    Hi my name is James. I dont know, if you remember me but you were my english teacher from 

1990 to 1995. Im writing to you cos Ive just won the medel for the “Frankenhimer Litery prize ’ for my forth novel MY 
NIEGHBORS DREAM’S. I wanted, to say thank’s!! for teaching me, in school.. its was my pleasoure to have been you’re 
student. You tauht me every thing I know  about english and the experince has always’s stuck to me. It is cos of you’re 
teaching that I am now the novelest I am now. Thank’s again..  
                                    Your’s ,  
James Thomas  
 
           PS please find enclothes one copy of MY NIEGHBORS DREAM’S. I have singed it persanally “TO MRS WILLIM’S !!  

 



–

 

Room 261 

“Hi, is that the front desk? This is room 261. Look, I don’t mean to brag, but I’ve got a towel shortage here.” 

 

Lately 
Lately, I’ve been thinking about 
investing in shares. But I don’t know the 
first thing about shares. So what I 
thought I’d do was invest in a person 
instead. But I don’t know any people. So 
then I decided to bury my money under a 
tree. But I don’t know where my money 
is. So then I wondered whether I had 
already buried it under a tree. But I don’t 
know where I’d even find a tree around 
here. Turns out, I’m one of those people 
who has been cryogenically frozen for the 
duration of a long space voyage, and it 
was all just a dream. Typical! 

Summer is Gone 
Summer is gone, and that’s sad. But it makes me 

wonder: why wasn’t I sad when the dog died? Am I 

some kind of freak? No. It would be preposterous 

to suggest that I am a freak. My penpal Alan, now 

HE is a total freak. I won’t even go into it. 

 
 

Imagine This 
You’re on a bus, and you’re running late for a meeting. You 
begin to panic. There’s nowhere to sit down but next to a 
guy who’s twirling a knife. You get talking, and he’s not so 
bad. You find out that you have lots in common. In fact, he’s 

headed to the same meeting as you! Now, this is where 
things take a turn. You see, he’s on his way to murder your 
boss. But YOU were on your way to murder your boss! Is 

this awkward, or what? 



  

 
                                   PAUL SLURP 
                                            1970 - 2016 
 
                                            Personal profile 
                                            Paul is highly motivated and hard- 
                                            working. He is a fast learner. His  
                                            drive and focus set him apart. He  
                                            works well on his own. 
 
                                            Academic qualifications 
                                            University of North Hawaii 
                                            M.A. (Hons) Medieval Studies (1993)  
 
                                            Hobbies and interests 
                                            Fireworks, pyrotechnics, explosives, 
                                            fire, explosions, blazes, detonation, 
                                            blasts, burning, the Dark Ages.  
 
                                            Work experience  
                                            The Weapon Hut, Conway, Arkansas 
                                            (June 1994-April 2016)  
                                            Sales assistant 
                                            Zürich Zoologischer Garten, Zürich 
                                            (May 7th 2016)  
                                            Night watchman 
                               
                               
 
 
                                       REFERENCES AVAILABLE ON REQUEST                                                      

TIPS 
for human statues 
(from “Man of Bronze” 

magazine, August 1998) 

 
Paints to avoid 
Steer clear of Heavy Titanium 
and Wolf Blood. They are 
extremely dangerous. If you 
have either of these paints, you 
should pour them down the 
drain immediately.  
 
DON’Ts for silver robots 
DON’T break character for 
anything less than a marriage 
proposal  
DON’T do drugs during a 
performance  
DON’T act naturally   
DON’T engage in street fighting 
with gold robots  
 
Hecklers  
If you must take down a 
heckler, be brutal and 
unforgiving. It can help to have 
a vicious plant in the crowd, so 
you don’t need to leave your 
plinth to commit violence.  
 
Bathroom breaks  
Why lose money just because 
you need to use the toilet? 
Keep an actual statue on 
standby for trips to the 
bathroom. Most people can’t 
tell the difference, because 
they’re stupid and ignorant.  
 
The latest poses  
You’ve got to keep up with 
trends. Here are the newest 
posing innovations:  
The Death Rattle  
Coconut Headache  
Abject Failure 

 

 

Not Asking Much 

It would be nice if they mentioned me on the plaque on the swimming-pool memorial. After all, 

I’m the reason the roof collapsed.  

 



EVERYBODY LOOKS THE 

SAME 
Attn: whoever it is who’s running the 

romance simulator, 

This is getting ridiculous. Ever since the last 

update, I’ve been having the same problem. 

Not the “downstairs” problem, which is fine 

now, but an equally irritating one: 

Everybody looks the same. This might be 

fine and dandy for some, but I have 

individual tastes and am accustomed to 

variety. Frankly, I don’t even know who I’m 

supposed to be romancing, half the time. 

Your Curious Butler looks the same as your 

Hungerin’ Hoss Wrastler. Your Lonesome 

Señorita is the image of your Frustrated 

Councilwoman. I can’t romance under these 

conditions. Get it fixed! 

                                                    Shampoo 
reviews  

Luxury Touches, Mint & Potato   
Full-bodied and thick. Would pair nicely with some roast soap. 
 

 
Mystical Hair Syrup, Tobacco Soufflé 
A rich and satisying blend. Try it with facecloth shavings. 
 
 
Mountain Coral, Strawberry & Chicken 
Marvellous, soupy experience. A blessing upon my mouth and 

yours. Truly a delight. Terrible stomach upset thereafter. 
 

 

MEMO: URGENT (May 1st)  
from Jep Storage, Chairman  

 
Hello to all other committee members and volunteers. My name is Jep, I’m the new chair, and I’m aware 
that we have a big job on our hand. So let’s begin.  
OK everybody, we have got to be on the same page here. 1 month left, and we’re not even close to being 
ready. So we have to take drastic measures. This city will be in no fit state to host the International Party 
Championship until we remove all traces of the International Mud-Slinging Championship!!  
This means no mud on the stadium roof. No mud in the fountains. No mud stuck to the skyscrapers. No 
mud. The mudslide has to be fully converted into a waterslide.  
Yes, it was a bad idea to host these two particular Championships back-to-back, but this is no time for 
finger-pointing. Everybody will have to knuckle down for the next few weeks.  
And let’s not forget: when the International Party Championship is over, the International Jenga 
Championship committee will have a whole other cleanup to do! Last year’s International Cow-Wrestling 
Championship had to be cancelled because the committee got trapped under a pile of wardrobes while 
attempting to clean up after the International Vogue Championship. We must not make the same 
mistakes again!!  
 

MEMO: URGENT (July 1st) 
From Mincent Spork, Chairwoman 

 
Hi to all…Mincent here; I’m your chairperson, hi. You can call me Min, but not Mince, thanks. It’s almost 
time for the International Jenga Championship, as you know. This means, of course, that it’s “all hands to 
the pump”, as it were! There is literally going to be a pump, as a considerable amount of party detritus 
needs to be evacuated as quickly and indiscriminately as possible. We also have a large number of hoses 
at our disposal, and the fire brigade is on board with the hosing. The Party Championship tends to linger, 
in many different ways. We’ll be hosing quite a lot of party stuff off the streets. I am aware that many of 
you volunteered just for the hosing. Sadly, as it is our most popular job, places will be allocated by means 
of a lottery. For the rest of you, there are still plenty of other jobs! Here are a few:  
Undesirables (namely, several hundred party freaks) must be removed from the public parks prior to the 
Jenga Championship. Should we move them to a crappy area of town/countryside? I welcome your 
thoughts on this.  
I need a crew to remove the cobwebs from the ceiling (hardened because of hairspray). This is much 
tougher than you might think. Please bring your own chisel and dust mask, and a can-do attitude.  
Finally, we will of course be asking many of you to check that all tables are level prior to and during the 
event. Last year’s Folk Championship was almost ruined by a banjo player’s dodgy stool. We must not 
make the same mistakes again!! 

 

I’m on last-name terms with Madonna. 



We Villagers Are Reasonable People 
Just tell us where your gold is, and you can be on 
your way. We could boil your fingers to make you 
talk, but that’s not our style. The village down the 
road, though? Those lunatics will flat-out drink 
your teeth! I’ve seen it happen. And the other 
village across the lake is just as bad, if not worse. 
They have a fellow there who will pull out your 
eyes without even touching you! The man’s an 
animal!  
But not us. We like to give people a chance. So as 
you stand there on the plank, we would ask that 
your bear that in mind. There is always another 
way. Or you could jump in there right now with 
all the wolves. It’s as horrible as it looks! Look at 
them there! Awful!  
Come on. You really don’t look like you’re cut out 
for this. Look at your shiny brogues and your 
cocked hat! You can’t expect to last two minutes 
out there on the moors on your own! It’s easier if 
you just take us to the gold, and stop giving us 
the runaround. Hey, where did he go? 

 So You’ve Mastered the Invisible 

Glockenspiel 
All right, hotshot. Now it’s time to take it to 
the next level. Let’s not kid ourselves here: 
you can’t call yourself a ‘spiel player until 

you’ve hit the road and played the clubs. Just 
remember why you got into the game in the 
first place. If you’re doing this for the babes, 
then your heart’s in the wrong place. Leave 

that stuff to the invisible drummers. If you’re 
looking to get rich, put that out of your head. 

Sure, the money’s good, but that’s not the 
point. Do it for the love of the mallet. After 
all, the ‘spiel will always be there for you, 
even when the road is lonesome and cold. 

Now go out and kill ‘em with inaudible notes. 
 

 
Thinking of racing your clone?  

Don’t get ahead of yourself. 
  

 

G o o d    Q u e s t I o n 

You can ruin any song by simply imagining the lead singer shouting the name of the band 

after every verse. But why would you want to do such a thing? 

“YE OLDE      

SHOPPE” 
AN ORAL HISTORY 

H. Murkens, customer   I remember when Ye 

Olde Shoppe was just Ye Shoppe. We used to 

go in there all ye time on our way home from 

school, just to steal a ham, or – if we were 

lucky – some mead.  

 

L. Spengis, shopowner    These kids from ye 

other side of towne used to steal my ham. 

Let me tell you, if I could get my hands on 

them now, I’d strangle them. Right here, 

right now. Those urchins were ye bane of my 

life. Only ever caught one, and boy, was he 

sorry. I made him pick up ye apples he’d 

dropped, then sweep ye floore, then stack ye 

shelfes. Taught him everything I knew about 

running a Shoppe. Wait, now, hang on. What 

was I thinking? That’s no punishment at all!  

G. Gleggerly, employee    Mrs. Spengis 

turned my life around. I used to steal apples 

from ye shoppe, and one day, she just gave 

me a jobbe. Now, ye olde me would probably 

have tried to run ye business into ye 

grounde, but I thought I’d make something 

of it. I’m now ye CEO of a corporation! I still 

steal apples, though.  

 

D.N. Breachment, customer    We steal 

cigarettes from Ye Olde Shoppe on our way 

home from school. Mrs. Spengis is too old to 

catch us. My dad says he used to steal ham 

from her. That’s stupid. You’d have to jump 

over ye counter and get it off ye hook. My 

dad’s stupid.  

 

E. Borns, businessman    I tried to buy Ye 

Shoppe from Lizabert Spengis many times. 

No dice. So, when they changed ye name to 

Ye Olde Shoppe, I bought ye place next door 

and called it Ye Shoppe. Same stock, 

different approach. We keep shoplifters in ye 

cellar, with ye dogs. 



 

 

Reasons I Have Used 
for not reading my books 

 
Ulysses by James Joyce 
 I can’t be reading that.  

 
The Killer Inside Me by Jim Thompson 

It’s too short.  
 

The Complete Works of Oscar Wilde 
Saw the movie.  

 
The Loving Spirit by Daphne du Maurier 

Headache. 

“All Part of the Show, Folks”  

Look! For the millionth time, the show was 

SUPPOSED to end like that! Give us some credit! The 

jetskis were meant to explode in mid-air. The dolphin 

was designed to get minced in the Ring of Blades – 

that was the whole point! Can nobody see what we’re 

trying to do here?    

 

Worst Dad 
Our Dad was the worst. He used to say, “Let’s go for ice-cream.” Other things he used to say included: 

“Forget the stupid dog – we’re moving house right this instant!” and “I threw all of your mementoes on 

the bonfire!” and “I am a Nazi now, and I never want to see any of you again.”  

I should have started with those last three examples. That first one was just confusing. 
 



Living in a bubble? Good for you! 

The Celebs 
 

In my time, celebs were to be feared, not mocked. You wouldn’t 
dare call them funny names, or comment on their shoes. When 
the local celeb would come ambling down the street, we would 
lock our front doors, draw the curtains and hide, for fear we 
would have to answer the dreaded Celebrity Knock. You 
wouldn’t torment the celebs, let me tell you. Not like now, with 
the mandatory jousting tournaments they’re forced to participate 
in. Where’s the dignity in that? It’s a sorry sight. Well, I suppose 
people were sick of living in fear. Once they rounded them all 
up and ushered them into the compound in chains, it truly was a 
new age of celebrity. We all breathed a sigh of relief that day! 
Then we invaded their empty mansions. The things we stole! I 
fought a man over a fancy lamp. Beat him senseless, with the 
lamp. It wasn’t worth much after that, so I just left it and took a 
Persian rug instead. But when all is said and done, I hope the 
celebs are doing okay. At least they don’t come knocking on our 
doors anymore. They just joust. 

Taglines for 
future “Mr. Bean” 

movies 
 

Bean 4 
He’s BEAN expecting you! 

 

Mr. Bean’s Harrowing 
Experience  

He’s BEAN through a lot! 
 

Mr. Bean Finally Flips 
The one you’ve all BEAN 

waiting for! 
 

Bean and Gone 
It’s BEAN a long time coming! 

 

Nailed It 
Icarus flew too close to the sun.  

Philae flew too far from the sun.  
Goldilocks got it just right. 

Drawings That Didn’t Make It  
- Racism explained with fruit  

- “”Happy”?”  

- M.C. Escher’s Bankruptcy Excuse 
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Do not fold, unless properly trained 

 

 

COMPLAINTS ABOUT 
THE NEXT ISSUE 

 On page 5, there is a rude word. 

I do not like it! (Leobald Scrutiny, 

53) 

 Re: “Train Carriages”. Not funny 

at all. Am I supposed to laugh at 

this? Or was it serious? Can you 

help? (Reginald Thruppence, 45)  

 *you’re (Helelen Frankentort, 29) 

 When my copy arrived, it was 

covered in blood! I could hardly 

make out the puerile 

illustrations. Please stop 

bleeding on the zine. (Viviana 

Handwash, 30) 

 

Because

Why not?

A better 

question 

might be 

"How?"

Who's 

askin'?

WHY?


