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Who was the last person that you slept with?
ANDREW MICHAAN: No one.  I’m saving myself for someone willing to have sex with me.
GLENN HARRISON: A pregnant woman. It was like doing two people at once!
NICHOLAS CHANDLER-KLEIN: Father Time. Now I get good deals on anti-aging cremes!
NATE FLAGG: Elián González. He grew up fine!
ANN-DERRICK GAILLOT: Myself...in a past life.

IGNORING HOMELESS PEOPLE 
So you’re walking down the street, looking to cash some checks you’ve been sitting on 

since Christmas (your mom just called you and was all like “Your grandma is wondering when 
you’re going to send her a thank you note!”), and all of  a sudden you notice two homeless 
dudes hanging out on the corner. You think about crossing the street, maybe pretending like 
you were going to all along, but you realize it is too risky. There could be canvassers over there. 
No, it’s far better to brave the homeless people.

You stop, and act like you just got a text message on your iPhone, except it is not an iPhone, 
it is an iPod Touch, but everyone always asks you if  its an iPhone so you think you’re pretty 
safe pretending like it is. While you shuffle between your favorite bands (I’ll go out on a limb 
here and say that one of  them is Neutral Milk Hotel), your mind races.

Do you have any spare change? No, only quarters. Need that for laundry.
You pause. An idea hits you. You put your iPod Touch up to your ear, and start talking 

loudly. You begin to walk confidently down the street. With each step your heart feels that 
much lighter, the sun that much brighter, the world that much righter, your pants that much 
tighter. With a joyous crescendo, you break into song, praising the day and how you no longer 
have to live in fear!

You approach the dark figures on the corner. They look at you, and their eyes linger on the 
hand holding your iPod Touch. With a bone-chilling realization, your eyes meet. They know.

You wait anxiously for the light to turn, but their eyes drill into the side of  your head like 
a pair of  cake mixers. Sweat beads on your forehead. Your lungs feel like lead. The air is like 
water. You are drowning, suffocating. You have to leave. You have to get out of  here. Now.

You make a break for it. You run into the street, acting like you’re late for something. A blue 
pickup truck sideswipes you, breaking three of  your ribs, puncturing your lung and killing you. 
You die. The homeless people look on, indifferent, and when no one is looking, one of  them 
grabs your iPod Touch and starts listening to Neutral Milk Hotel.

NEW EROTIC BOOKS
EROTIC PIANO FOR ADULTS:
Learn how to play a sultry tune as your lover glides down the hallway towards you in a skimpy 
red towel. Let your fingers tickle the ivories... and the underies. Play your lover’s heart a sweet 
serenade until they can’t control themselves any longer. Have you ever made love on a piano 
bench? It’s mildly uncomfortable.

HOW TO MAKE EROTIC T-SHIRTS:
You’ll learn to slowly bend down to dip the clean, innocent shirt in the hot, inky dye. “Oh my,” 
you’ll say, dropping the shirt and bending down to pick it up, “it looks like I’ve made a shirt 
with a picture of... a penis.”

EROTIC LIGHTBULBS FOR DUMMIES:
Moan as you twist around to insert the new lightbulb into the socket. Just to make sure, you 
should take it out and insert it again. Over and over again. The bulb lights up the room as it 
begins to give off  a heat unlike anything you’ve ever felt. It’s so hot... you might as well... remove 
all your clothes...

FINDING AMERICA’S MOST EROTIC SIDEWALKS:
In this book you’ll find a strong, commanding guide that can tell you where to go for sidewalks 
so smooth that you won’t be able to help yourself  stroking along its rough asphalt texture. Not 
for the casual pedeophile.

EROTIC COMPUTER SECURITY:
Pick up this book in the middle of  the night when you are all alone and yearning, pleading for 
someone to reach out to. Someone to take you and make you feel the things you never knew 
you could feel. What’s that? A virus? You’ll lick your lips as you slowly move the mouse over 
its tender ball and click on the button on the screen. Soon the virus is gone, and you are left 
panting in your chair, overcome by a strong-armed stranger named Norton.

THE VIRGIN DIARIES
I’m 24 years old and I’m still a virgin.  Every 
single day I put myself  in public situations in 
the hopes of  getting laid, and so far it hasn’t 
worked.  I’ve decided to keep a diary of  my 
failures.

Monday, 4/6: Today I decided to go to a 
random bar to find a lady.  It seemed like all 
of  the girls there had boyfriends.  I got a bit 
of  face time with a pretty cute chick while 
her boyfriend was using the bathroom, but 
when he came back I had to act like I was a 
traveling vacuum cleaner salesman so he didn’t think I was hitting on his girl.  She wasn’t 
receptive to my flirting anyway.  Then I went home, cried, and punched myself  in the calf  
repeatedly.

Tuesday, 4/6: I woke up with sore calves today and decided to go for a run.  I waited in my 
front yard until a cute lady jogged by and then I followed her and kept pace right next to her.  
She kept looking over at me and giving me strange looks, and I kept staring straight into her 
beautiful, blue eyes.  I was so focused on her that I ended up running straight into a group 
of  preschool children who were on a field trip.  When I stopped to see if  all of  the kids 
were alright (which a few of  them weren’t), she ran off.  I really think there was chemistry 
between us, and I’ll always think of  her as the one that got away.  I spent the rest of  the day 
in the hospital with a few kids who were in critical condition after the collision.  Honestly, 
I think a most of  them were just faking it (except Terrence; he looked pretty messed up).  
Kids these days.

Thursday, 4/8:  Yesterday I just didn’t wake up.  I don’t know how to explain it, but I went 
to sleep on Tuesday night and when I woke up it was Thursday morning.  Either this is some 
elaborate prank that the electronics in my house are playing on me or I somehow was just 
really tired.  Either way, I definitely still haven’t gotten laid.

Friday, 4/9:  I met a girl at a party this afternoon and we had amazing sex for 4 hours 
straight and she came 18 times.  If  you are a jogger girl with blue eyes and you find this diary 
lying on the ground on the jogging route that you take every day, you should know that I am 
really good at having sex and you should come to my house so we can have sex.  Please.
P.S.: Most of  those kids are back in good health so don’t think I’m some crazy kid-killer or 
anything.  Seriously, just come over to my house soon.  I love you.

NEW NAMES FOR GENITALIA
MEN:
Corn on the Knob
The Ol’ Red Chimney
Injection Shaft
Sex Column
The Donut Lance
Inches for Grinches
The Blood Balloon
The FedEx Arrow
The Trouser Titan
Tent Stake
Stick in the Mud
The Beau Breedlove
Potency Pen
Donglelion
Banana Republic
Man Candy 
& Malted Milk Balls

EITHER ONE:
Fat Albert
The Bringer of  Light
Third Eye
Spongebob Hairpants

  WOMEN:
  Pancake Breakfast
  The Sideways Hi-Hat
  The Golden Arches
The Long and Winding Road
Tomato Sandwich
The Iron Curtain & the Big Red Button
Padded Cell
The Coral Gate
Fertile Crescent
Orange Slice
Old Faithful
The Claptrap
Million Dollar Baby
The Gap
Billy Goats Gruff
The Half-Pound Pepperoni Hot Pocket

HOW TO SEX A STRANGER
1. Put on a mask.
2. Meet a new person (give a fake name).
3. Have sex everywhere.
4. Run away.
5. Take off  the mask.
6. Tell no-one.

Hey folks, how you all doing tonight? Better than the Republican party I bet! Za-wow!
So it’s nearly three months into the Obama administration, and hoo boy is my jaw tired! All 

this talking, and thinking about stuff. But seriously, folks, it’s a disaster. Blood on the streets, 
riots all over the place, people in foreign countries flying their own flag instead of  ours. What’s 
a guy to do? It’s clear the man’s not fit for the job. He’s not even fit for his suit! Ha! Wa-chow! 
Ka-bloo!

Tim Geithner is planning to buy up all the toxic assets - have you heard about this? So what 
exactly is he planning to do with them? Bury them in Yucca Mountain? I dunno, Tim. I hear 
subprime loans have a half-life of  two years - or the length of  your career, whichever comes 
first! Da-boosh!

And speaking of  the treasury department - woo-ee! Obama’s left eighteen vital positions in 
the department unfilled! Eighteen? Well, at least I can still sleep with the treasury department! 
Pa-zing!

Of  course, the economy is only one side of  the coin, folks. There’s been a lot of  the ol’ 
brou-ha-ha going around about this whole gay marriage business. Wait, what’s that? Nobody 
told me George Clooney finally found a woman willing to live the lie! Blango! Anyway, there’s 
a whole new initiative starting in the attempt to ban it - it’s called Two Million for Marriage. 
That’s right, folks, you can always rely on good old 2M4M to break up those monogamous 
gays! Blipizzle!

Speaking of  old queens getting together, the G20 conference was a few weeks ago! Blangidy-
blap! Looks like the French were making some trouble and threatening to leave! I’d make a 
joke about surrendering, but why kick ‘em when they’re down? Dag-dibblefo!
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 HEY EVERYONE:
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