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BILL NYE DEAD

by ADG

1) Window-Brick Method
Write the bad news on their 
window while they are sleeping. 
Then just as he wakes up and is 
beginning to read the window 
THROW A BRICK THROUGH 
IT! Whatever bad news you had to share is now 
overshadowed by his having a broken window. 
Success!

2) Emoticons Method
If  you decide to share your bad 
news through text or email consider 
using emoticons to brighten up your 
message!
 Examples:
:*(           I may have given you herpes. Please get 

tested.
:@(         Your elephantitis of  the nose makes me 

uncomfortable to be seen with you in public.
(         Your insurance doesn’t cover your eye 
transplant surgery.
%(              I don’t know where your son is.

3) Money Method
While breaking bad news to a 
friend give them money! Even the 
worst news can be Happi-fied!™ 
by free money. Compare these two 
examples:
Bad News Giver: I’m sorry. The plane crashed.

Bad News Getter: Oh my god! Noooo! (starts 
weeping)
Bad News Giver: Fuck.

Bad News Giver: I’m sorry, the plane crashed. But, 
woah!, here’s twenty bucks!
Bad News Getter: Awesome! Let’s go to 
Coldstone!
Both: Yay!

See how much better the second conversation was? 
It ended with ice cream! However, don’t actually 
give them real money. We’re in a recession; what are 
you, a Rockefeller?

4) Public Media Method
DAVID, I’M SORRY. YOUR 
GIRLFRIEND HAS BEEN 
CHEATING ON YOU FOR 
THE PAST 6 MONTHS. =O 
I DIDN’T KNOW HOW TO 
TELL YOU. SORRY AGAIN. 
SEE YOU AT WORK. DON’T 
FORGET MY DVD.

Things to avoid:
- Sad-ified™ words and 
terms such as “none”, “dead”, “catastrophic 
proportions”, and “thrown into a pit of  vicious 
Bengal tigers due to non-payment”
- Costumed Messengers
- Cute Animals
- Dead Animals

CREATIVE WAYS TO BREAK BAD NEWS

In the early hours 
of  Wednesday, April 
15, 2009, a television 
icon was found dead 
in his Portland, OR 
hotel room.  William 
Sanford “Bill” Nye, 
commonly known 
as “Bill Nye The 
Science Guy,” was 
the star of  a popular 
PBS television series 
in the 1990’s by the 
same name.  The 

coroner listed the cause of  death as an overexposure to 
baking soda and vinegar, a form of  death colloquially 
known as an “Internal Volcano.”  Bill Nye performed 
the Internal Volcano on himself  and the case was 
immediately determined a suicide.

A note found at the scene detailed Bill’s reasons for 
ending his life: “The fact that 500 students showed up 
to my lecture at Reed College 12 years after my PBS 
program aired and became obsolete has destroyed my 
faith in humanity.  These students are supposed to 
be the future of  our society, don’t they have anything 
better to do than watch a washed up pseudo-celebrity 
milk the last remaining stones of  the crumbling edifice 
of  his joke of  a career?  If  they can’t see the truth of  
that lecture as a sad and lonely man’s last attempt to 
stay afloat in a desolate economy, how are they going 
to tackle tough issues like global warming that are 
going to plague their world in the future?  If  I don’t 
get out of  this world now, I’ll be dead within the next 
few years because of  the incompetence and stupidity 
of  the future leaders of  our society.  God, Father, I’m 
coming home.  Amen”

When interviewed about their feelings about Nye’s 

death, a number of  Reed College students expressed 
deep sadness.  As one student responded: “Bill Nye is 
dead?  Oh no!  He was so funny and interesting and 
I know I used to watch his show even though I can’t 
remember anything about it because it was so long ago! 
Man, first Clarissa from Clarissa Explains it All dies in 
January and now this; 2009 is starting out to be a rough 
year!”  Another student, although equally saddened 
by the tragic loss of  the figurehead of  a generation, 
expressed her happiness that she was able to see him 
speak at his final lecture, “That’s really sad, but at least 
he got to see the support and admiration of  500 fans 
before he died.  I’m sure that meant a lot to him.”  As 
her peer tried to explain to her the reason for Bill Nye’s 
suicide, the girl failed to hear as she ran off  to get in 
line for the Keenan and Kel lecture that was starting six 
days later. “I barely remember them but I love them so 
much!” the girl yelled as she ran away.

Dwight Clancy, 84, passed away yesterday at his 
Arizona ranch yesterday. Beloved auto mechanic for 60 
years, he got many a car back into shipshape by the end 
of  his life.

His most notable achievements however, were his 
4,000 children.

“We all loved dad a lot,” said 351st eldest son Four 
Yip Ood, “He worked most days at the garage, so we 
were all really grateful when we got a chance to see 
him.” According to family mathematicians, Nine Eed 
Oop, Four Non Po and Six Non Non, each child got 
to see their beloved father in person maybe twice every 
two years.

“Christmases were always really special” reminisces 
1,786th eldest daughter Eight Su Bap, “His handshakes 
were always so warm, so strong. He was always so busy, 
but he always noticed how my hand grew each year, 
always kept us with him…”

“He was always around us” says 1,368th youngest son 
Ten Gag Go, “His morning TV messages, his nightly 
briefings on the back of  a photo of  him each night… 

Some of  us insist that he puts 
them on our pillows himself  
each night, but how could he 
make it to all 400 lodges? And 
I never saw the carriage pulled 
by our 400 mothers. I bet 
Three Fef  Tit made that up.”

Sibling rivalries often 
took warlike proportions, 
sometimes animosities were 
nursed between entire groups 
of  lodges, not to mention 
individuals. 

“Everyone envies the 
landmark kids, like Three Go Pol is number 900, and 
Two Wip Bop is 1300, and of  course One Ap Oh is the 
very first. They get beat up a lot.”

But where have all of  his children ended up? We 
managed to get extraordinarily busy family statistician 
Two Wap Wee to give us his findings.

“Well, this big section, about 30%, these guys work 

here on the ranch, you know, dishwashers, farmers. But 
these 26% go to college, 9% become businesspeople, 
and then 3% are doctors, but this 2% is for the ultra-
successful: Seven Zag Oop got published in the New 
Yorker last year, and Five Lur Gag struck 30 home runs 
last season in the major leagues!”

The Pamphlette inquired about a 20% section labeled 
“XXX”.

“We do not talk about that.” Replied Two Wap Wee 
curtly.

But, out of  all children what is the most sought out 
occupation?

“Mechanics. Everyone wants to have the same life as 
our father, you know, something simple, finding a ranch 
of  their own, and having a prosperous compound. 
Maybe not 400 wives but maybe something more 
modest, like 150.”

167th youngest One Nu Yip popped his head in the 
door and proclaimed, “I want 6,000 children!”

“See?” Laughed Two Wap Wee, “It’s a new American 
Dream.”

FATHER OF 4000 DIES; 3200 WEEP

CEREAL TAXES

by NF

by AM

WASHINGTON - Dozens turned out Wednesday to 
protest what they considered “unfairly high” taxes against 
the cereal industry. Demonstrators gathered on the steps 
outside of  the headquarters of  the Internal Revenue 
Service, heckling passing officials and waving signs bearing 
such slogans as “Equal rights for breakfast!” and “Cereal 
Taxes: They’re Grrrrrrrossly unfair!”

“We work hard for our 
money,” said Mr. Lucky, 
a lobbyist for General 
Mills. “A ‘friend’ of  mine 
has been trying to hide 
his capital gains for years, 
but the government has 
always been two steps 

ahead of  him. And they always manage to sniff  out the 
pot of  gold that he earned WITH THE SWEAT OF HIS 
BROW.”  

“This tax is outrageous!” Fumed one protestor, who 
only gave the name of  Rabbit. “I have mouths to feed. Do 
you know what it’s like having 15 multi-ethnic dependents? 
Between the terrible pranks and emotional abuse, I haven’t 
eaten anything in the last 27 years except the frozen ice 
sculptures of  my own tears. Oh, and I had a bite of  some 
yogurt this one time.”

Other protestors turned out for different reasons. “It’s 
simply ghastly that nothing is being done to redress the 
dreadful state of  property taxes,” said Count Chocula, a 
retired consultant. “I’m seriously considering selling my 
mansion and returning to my homeland in Choclavania, but 
the idea scares the living chocolaty shit out of  me. What if  
I miss the series finale of  Lost?”

A press release issued by the Department of  Internal 
Revenue Services stated that taxes are a nutritious part of  
any complete breakfast. by GH


