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The rain starts coming down and you think I’m cold?  
You think I’m shivering in my blankie like a little baby?  
FUCK NO!  Guess what suckers, I’m standing outside 
the library filling my lungs with a little warm tar.  Can’t 
outlive a cancer patient if  you freeze to death, can you?  
Grow a pair.  I already did, twice.   Two pairs.  I wear big 
pants.  And it’s all thanks to SmokerSelect™!

SMOKER’S CORNER
With Ryan King

The Pamphlette SmokerSelect™ 
board’s SponsoredSmoker™, Ryan 
King, is still puffing away.  Read 
about his weekly experiences as a 
new smoker here in the Smoker’s 
Corner.  Read now, because in a 
few weeks he may be dead!

Missionary.  Doggy style.  Stand and deliver.  Ugh, 
don’t make me vomit.  You may impress your tight-
lipped, string-haired, liquored-up floozy of  that slab 
of  mush you call a girlfriend, but don’t come bragging 
to me on a Friday night just because you got her off  
the meth long enough to orgasm.  No style.  No style 
at all.  It takes a man’s man to submit to such tepid 
monotony, slathering your turgid pole with WD-40 
and slipping it between two flaps of  tresca - that’s 
rotten cod if  you aren’t familiar with the social and 
cultural advances of  the Russians.  Then again, it takes 
a woman’s man to just put in a little effort, to produce 
the sweet smells of  dripping romance, delectable and 
aromatic enough that you might collect it to make a 
stock for soup tomorrow.  In case you weren’t paying 
attention, by the way, two sentences ago I just called 
you gay.

Because you have the reading comprehension of  
someone who watched Fight Club and then formed 
one, I’ll tell you plainly: I’m a master of  the sexual 
arts.  With the daring-do of  an acrobat and the dusky, 
masculine voice of  a thousand hummingbirds flapping 
their wings to produce the English language, I sweep 
women off  their feet and have them begging for more 
years after I’ve finished.  They cry out - they want to 
call my name but all is in vain, for they do not know it.  
Instead they say “Oh God, oh God,” and I find this 
very fitting.  I am the lover who disappears when they 
turn away for even a second, leaving only a sense of  

longing.  I leave an exhausted woman with the tired 
smile of  satisfaction.  I have thirty-seven children 
whom I have never met.  All of  them grew up to be 
kings.

And you wish to know my secrets?  Of  course 
you do.  Such an oaf you are, to think that you can 
even lick my sweat off  of  the floor, to think that 
your penis is anything more than a primitive tool of  

reproduction, to think that your balls are worth even 
as much as the sack of  pennies they resemble, to think 
that your seed is more than the rank poison, carried 
through the generations by pickpockets, con men, and 
cowards who would faint at the thought of  defending 
a woman’s honor.  You disgust me.  I am surprised that 
you manage to speak, as mangled and careless as your 
diction may be. 

And so I will not help you.  I will not help you 
because it pleases me to see you try so hard and to fail 
eternally, and I will not help you for I am a kind man, 
and maybe by my actions the world may be blessed 
by a lack of  your offspring.  So return, return to your 
hovel, that shanty that you call a home, hung low with 
dry rot and almost as many cobwebs as there are in 
your skull.  Return to your girlfriend, and she will 
open her mouth to say hello, revealing her yellowing 
teeth and blackened gums so that you might lick off  
the collected bacteria like a proper parasite should.  
Return to your life, your day-to-day drudgery, sneaking 
out with other women so that you can be educated 
in all the varieties of  diseased garbage, pretending 
that you have enough brain cells remaining for one 
more swig of  cat’s piss at the bar, knowing that your 
greatest contribution in life will be your gravestone, 
which will mark that any vegetables that grow nearby 
are not worthy of  eating.  Return, and return quickly, 
for I have fucking to do elsewhere.

Your eyelashes hang from your face 
like brittle spiders from a wooden beam.

TO ALL INFERIOR MEN: REAL SEX

DORA THE EXPLORER LOSES HER VIRGINITY 
Kevin: Dora, I am so glad that we’re together. I love 
you and I’m so happy you are willing to take this 
next step in our relationship. I promise this will be 
everything you want it to be and---
Dora: I’m so glad too, Kevin! But do we have 
everything we need?
Kevin: Uh, I think so. I mean what could we really ---
Dora: I’ll check my backpack!!! Backpack! Backpack! 
Backpack! Backpack!
Kevin: Shhhh, keep it down! You can’t sing your 
backpack song in here. My parents are upstairs, you’ll 
wake them up.
Dora: Yay backpack! Now let’s see what I have in 
my backpack! I have my toothbrush! Remember you 
should always brush your teeth everyday! I have my 
magic map! Yay maps! And last but not least I have my 
sunscreen! Remember to always apply suncreen before 
going outside! Now we’re ready!
Kevin: Great! Finally!
Dora: But wait! Are we forgetting anything? Do you 
think we’re forgetting anything, Kevin?
Kevin: Uhh no. I think we’re good. Are you cold, 
should I turn the AC off?
Dora: How about YOU? Do YOU think we’re 
forgetting anything?
Kevin: …
Dora: …
Kevin: Who are you talking t---
Dora: You’re right! We ARE missing condoms! But 
where can we get condoms?!

Kevin: Oh yeah, I’ve got some in this drawer right 
here.
Dora: I’ll look on my MAGIC MAP!
Kevin: But I’ve got condoms right here.
Dora: According to my MAGIC MAP we’ll have to go 
over the little, green hill, past the big apple tree, and up 
to the big, red volcano!
Kevin: Wha—
Dora: Hill, Tree, Volcano! Hill, Tree, Volcano! Is 
everybody ready to go exploring?!
Kevin: Fine, if  that’s what’ll make you feel comfortable, 
Dora, I am willing to –
Dora: Ready, Boots?
Kevin: Oh, not your fucking pet monkey again! You 
promised tonight you’d leave him home!
Dora: Let’s go! C’mon, vamanos! Everybody let’s go! 
C’mon let’s get to it! I know that we can do it! Where 
are we going?
Kevin: Are you serious right now?
Dora: Where are we going?
Kevin: Fine, let me get my keys.
Dora: Where are we going? Volcano!

LATEST IN SEX TOYS
Miniature Grand Piano
Everyone knows that there’s 
nothing SEXIER than a 
big, black, curvy PIANO, 
but until today, affordability 
has always stood in the 
way of  our RICHEST and 
NOISIEST fantasies. Now, 
with our new daring, darling 
Pianissimo, you can play that 
baby as HARD or SOFT as you want. Mark your 
climaxes with DRAMATIC CHORDS and tenderer 
moments with AIRY, DELICATE ETUDES. 25% 
discount if  you buy now with our young, supple 
Miniature Pianissimo Baby Grand. - $34.95

Grapefruit Half
Anyone can have breakfast, but it’s the challenge of  
any practiced fornicator to make blah breakfast into 
beautiful breakfsex! Grapefruit Half stimulates your 
appetite as well as indulging your HOTTEST sour 
citrus FANTASY! Insert into HER zone, HIS zone, 
and just FEEL that burning SQUIRTING. Grapefruit 
Wholes available for true adventurers! - $142.49

Analog Watch
What makes your partner tick? With Analogasm, finding 
out is easy! Place the watch face in the erogenous zone 
of  your choice, and the RHYTHMIC TICKING does 
the rest! You’ll both be flying high in DUTIFULLY 
MEASURED ECSTASY with this regular rascal! A 
must for keeping quickies short and sweet! - $23.49

Voting Booth
Now, the EROTIC 
ELECTRICITY of  
ELECTION DAY can be 
felt EVERY DAY! Not 
limited to contemporary 
candidates, you can 
vote for the SEXY, 
AU T H O R I T A T I V E 
VISAGES of  fecund favorites like LYNDON 
JOHNSON, JOHN KERRY or even THEODORE 
ROOSEVELT. Removable slots in the walls for 
HOT ELECTION DAY GLORY HOLES, OH 
the LIBERTY of  an ANONYMOUSLY VOICED 
OPINION. NNNNNNNN! - $12,000,000


