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MODES OF TRANSPORTATION
BICYCLES

Bicycles are exactly like 
cars except they have half  as 
many wheels and 100% less 
engines.  Most bicycles are 
“green,” meaning they run 
on renewable sources of  energy (Cliff  Bars, kale, and 
gasoline, to name a few).  Most people think bicycles 
are just another mode of  transportation.  They are not.  
Bicycles are actually a way of  life.  

Riding a bicycle is the closest socially acceptable 
approximate in modern society to being a 
Transformer™.  The next time you watch one of  
the Transformers™ movies, think about how meta 
it would be if  a Transformer™ bicycle was riding a 
huge bike that was itself  made out of  a large number 
of  smaller bikes around a planet made entirely of  
giant bicycles, this whole image being reflected off  
the helmet-mounted mirror of  God on his own giant 
bicycle.  WHOAH.

UNICYCLES

I am sorry, but unicycles just don’t 
cut it in this day and age. While back in 
the 80’s they were undoubtedly hotter 
than either end of  a hot pocket, over 
the last couple decades their popularity 
has become as cold as the center of  
a hot pocket. Nothing says “I’m too 

poor to afford a second wheel” quite like showing up 
to band practice on your secondhand unicycle. There 
goes your chance of  ever being famous!

Unicycles can still have a place in your garage, 
however. If  you have an annoying little cousin, for 
instance, show them your unicycle and they will almost 
certainly beg you to ride it. Hilarity ensues as on their 
first try they fall straight forward and break their nose. 
Then go inside and play your video games in peace.

Or if  you are feeling extra romantic, tell your date 
you are going to pick her up for a nice dinner. Show 
up on your unicycle and have her sit on your lap and 
shout directions to you. When your date inevitably 
falls straight forward and breaks her nose, you can tell 
her in the ER that you were just trying to be cute and 
spontaneous like she’s always telling you to be. And 
when she turns her bloodstained and mangled face to 
tell you that she read this very article, just break up with 
her. It’s not even worth it.

SCOOTERS

Scooters, once considered the ride of  choice for 
little kids whose moms thought they weren’t ready for 
bikes and the middle schoolers who would beat them 
up and steal them, are back in style! Nothing says “hey, 
I’m weird and unique” quite like a scooter. Sure, roller 
blades might say the same thing, but they require skills 
that you just don’t have time to learn because you’re 
too busy buying more things off  the internet in an 

effort to further quirk-ify yourself.

Scooters are excellent for 
exercising one of  your legs as you 
move along in fits in starts up mild 
inclines. As a result, many scooter-
riders, or “scootbags” as they refer 
to themselves, tend to have one 
massive and overdeveloped leg on 
their dominant side and a withered 

and atrophied husk on the other.

An easy way to tell if  someone rides a scooter, other 
than passing them as they struggle to fold it up for easy 
carrying, is to watch how they walk: if  they tend to walk 
in wide circles, they are probably a scootbag. If  they are 
carrying a scooter around because there’s no way to 
lock it to a bike rack, this is an even surer sign that 
you are looking at a real scooter-owner, unless perhaps 
you’re just looking at a former middle school bully on 
his way to the pawn shop to finance his alimony check.

Scooters are also great for having difficult 
conversations on. You can scoot by anybody and 
say “Hey, I saw you drunk last night so I called your 
mom, just FYI!” or “Hey, sorry I hooked up with your 
girlfriend again!” or even “On your left! Scootbag 
coming through!” and nobody will even have time to 
respond. Conversation: had!

The best thing about scooters is you only need one 
tool to make it work: yourself!

by GH + AM

               NEW ENGLAND BUS ROUTES REVIEWED
Fung Wah: New York City, NY  4  Boston, MA 

I boarded the Fung Wah bus to 
Boston in hopes of  finally getting a taste of  what the 
business calls “The Ultimate Bus-Riding Experience”. 
As any Chinese scholar will tell you, “Fung” means 
“wind” while “Wah” means approximately “space/
time-transcendent dragon-cart.” So naturally, I was 
very excited to get on board the Fung Wah and find 
the zippy, zoomy foray into hyperspace mass transit so 
desperately needed in this country.

It would be 
dishonest of  me 
in describing 
my experience 
aboard the Fung 
Wah to say 
anything short 
of  “profoundly 
disappointing.” 
The bus was not 
zippy or zoomy, 
and even did not 

remotely resemble a time-dragon. It looked like the 
misbegotten, gargantuan offspring of  a foot-long hot 
dog and an Altoid and all the employees were speaking 
Dutch or something. The passengers were not wearing 
spacesuits, but flimsy earthling-garb my neo-primitivist 
great-great grandfather would have scorned. The only 
good thing of  the whole trip was the “futuremint” 
smell wafting from the open bathroom throughout the 
ride - perfect parts mint and daring future chemicals. 
Exquisite.

Peter Pan: Boston, MA 4  Providence, RI         

Here’s a riddle: what do you get when 
you cross a harpoon, a hearing aid and a ferociously 
angry person with cerebral palsy? Answer: the Peter 
Pan bus company. Not only did the bus driver force 
me to load the luggage of  all the other passengers 
onto the bus myself, but he told me I reminded him 
of  his son and burst into tears. The ride itself  was 
equally painful. The woman sitting next to me was in 
her wedding dress, which she revealed to me had not 
left her body for six years. When she fell asleep on 
my shoulder, she also answered my question if  people 

can sing in their sleep for extended periods of  time. I 
don’t want to guess why the “Family Matters” opening 
had such a profound grip on her psyche.  I also don’t 
know what idiot executive at Peter Pan decided that 
the theme for the scenery outside the bus between the 
hours of  7PM and 5AM should be “blackness”. Total 
cop-out.

Peter Pan: Providence, RI 4  New York, NY             

All right, so remember how I 
said Peter Pan buses were bad or whatever? Totally 
didn’t know what I was talking about. First, the bus 
had internet. Real internet! So, I watched videos of  
Japanese people falling down. Real Japanese people 
falling down! The passenger in front of  me was so 
generous, that he actually let his coffee get all over 
my coat! My coat smells sweeeeet! Then, State of  Play 
came on over the fancy TVs above our seats. When 
Jason Bateman came on screen, I was like WHAAAT?  
And, when I looked away from the TV, I could still 
see the glowing box the screen made without looking 
at the screen. The guys at Peter Pan are geniuses. Best 
twelve hours of  my life, hands down. by NF

• Do you feel guilty about the fact that you have to 
buy two seats because you’re so fat?

• I see you’re reading a self-help book on divorce. 
How’s that going?

• Cosmo is my favorite magazine! I memorized all 
101 kinky sex positions from this issue, wanna 
see?

• Excuse me, do you mind checking your baby in 
with the rest of  your luggage? The crying really 
gets to me.

• Going on your honeymoon, huh? Have you guys 
done it yet?

• So you’re taking your kids to see their grand-
mother, that’s sweet. Let’s hope this flight doesn’t 
crash and burn!

• Dang, there are a lot of  Arabs on this flight, don’t 
you think?

AIRPLANE CONVOS

by ARby CW


