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This week, everyone askin’ me. QUEST? You know about The Quest? You have a story. 
A man’s writing a story. Everyone’s talking. I’m listening. I’m thinking: This is good? Cale 
Weissman’s a nice… man. Cale writing an insult? INNNsult? Cale Weissman and I write 
similar. He’s a drunk. Gets drunk at parties. Writes about the parties, OK? I’m a drunk. I 
laugh to other drunks. We drunk and drunk. I thought I’d write this for a Cale. So that way 
he know we similar. We’re the same brother.

You know, I’m a drinkin’ man. When a drinks got to be-a-drunkin’, you know I’ll be reading 
The Quest. I don’t read it for the drink, there’s not a can wrapped up in any Quests! Haaah…

So, when I read Cale Weissman’s review of  Fellatio Rodriguez. I got drunk. I mean, 
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I’m a guy for free beer. Cale’s a guys. A guys for a man. I mean, he’s a lizard. You gotta 
know a man’s be a lizard if  he’s writing an article like that… MAAAAAAN!!! I don’t think 
this… CALE has a bone in his body that 
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light’s work? That you know a light never 
function in an audience to light a stage up 
for a bitch!!!!

I know the Quest. It’s the paper, right? 
It’s got stories. Tell a story to a bitch about 
a scandal in the Senate. Tell a story to a bitch 
about a diversity. Cale Weissman, he’s not a 
story. He’s a drink. I mean, not a drink. He’s 
a lobster. He writes like he’s drunk! Not a 
good, drunk. Drink. You know he’s working 
at Woodstock Wine and Whatever the… 
So you know he’s got WIIIIIIIINE…? And 
I be getting my hands all dirty to pick up 
the Quest… And this is what I get? This? 
Mee??? Free beer? That’s  a good one and 
we all know it. It’s good. Heyyyy…  It’s good, 
right? Yessssssssssss.

Hitler. Stalin. Mussolini. Pol Pot. Castro. 
Castrati. Castor oil. Caligula. Kim Jong-Il. 
Kim Il-Sung. Felix the Cat. Francisco Franco. Queen Eizabeth. Jackie Kennedy Onassis. 
Osama Bin Laden. Ronald McDonald. Ronald Reagan. Rudolph the Red-nosed Reindeer. Martha 
Stewart. Mao Zedong. Mr. Rogers. Emperor Palpatine. Ivan the Terrible! Tammany Hall! Ho Chi 
Minh! Hope and Change! Harald Bluetooth! Hagar the Horrible! Henry VIII! Hirohito! IDI AMIN 
DADA! ID/EGO/SUPEREGO! SLOBODAN MILOSEVIC! SARALEE CHEESCAKE! 
SIMPLE PLAN! JEAN-PAUL SARTRE! SARAH PALIN! PARKER POSY! PETER 
PETER PUMPKIN EATER! AYATOLLAH KHOMEINI! ATATURK! ADOLPH 
EICHMANN! ICON/INDEX/SYMBOL! SREBRENICA! RON WEASLEY! 
RICHARD GERE!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

I’m a drink I’m a drink a drunk. Have a free beer. I’m a pigeon? Pass me another! Cale 
Weissman. Not a bad guy. A bad guy. Make an article, have an article? It was okay. I got drunk. 
What’s a drunk? A drunk a show. Go a show. Show me the money. Make a money honey! Fuck 
a love Cale Weissman!
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Then send us an email!
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Bored, lonely and scared?
Find our past issues online!
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If  you were a cigarette, what sort of  cigarette would you be?
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I was recently granted German citizenship as part of  the German government’s attempt 
to apologize for some things that happened in the 1940’s that, as a proud new patriotic 
German citizen, I would rather not talk about in detail. Here are some things I can do now 
that I have German citizenship:

-Apply for and get a passport with a badass scary eagle on it.

-I can live and work legally in Estonia, if  for some reason 
I ever want to.

-Tease Sina about how much fun it is to be an EU citizen, 
and how his Turkish ass never will be.

>?'00)2/) "!'3%"%/) %;)#;2')@1<$"3"$3)+.2$3)%<$A&91'<#) A;<)
thousands of  dollars.

-Never learn to speak German or even visit Germany.

-Travel in most of  the world and not be hated for being 
American, travel in Europe and be hated for being German.

-Support a team at the world cup that has a chance of  winning.

-Finally have an excuse for my hatred of  the Dutch.

-Make a bunch of  dead relatives spin in their graves.

MY NEW GERMAN CITIZENSHIP I LOVE PONIES

I love them. These two ponies are in love. Sometimes, when two ponies love each other 
very much, they’ll make a baby pony. Baby ponies are smaller than adult ponies but have 
twice as much love to give. I can’t tell you the last time I saw a baby pony, I must have been 
a child. Ponies don’t come around to me anymore. But I still dream of  them every night.

A dream pony. I met him. He said: get on my back, little boy! And I don’t remember 
what I said because it was in a dream but I got on his back and we rode and rode and rode 
and rode and rode and rode and rode and rode and my nightmares were left behind us 
and we rode and rode and my father was left behind us and we rode and my room and my 
harms were left behind us and we rode and rode and my tears were dried and we rode and 
rode and rode and rode and rode and rode.

Ponies are good because they know the truth. If  you ask a pony a question, he will 
always tell you the right answer. Ponies never lie. They are God’s ponies. 

Jesus was good because he knew that good things lived in everyone. He knew that in 
good ponies lived bad people, and in bad people lived good ponies. And that every woman, 
pony, and child deserved sugar cubes and salt licks and should love each other. Jesus was 
not a pony. But he knew ponies, and no one says it but I know that ponies gave him a lot 
of  ideas. A pony is a good person and a person is a good pony. If  you meet a good person, 
a pony is whispering in his ears with soft lips. A pony always knows right from wrong.

When a pony runs, the world listens. It is like a blessing. Ponies know when the wind will 
blow and when the sun will shine. In their hair breathes the music of  the world. When I 
lie in bed, I can hear ponies singing. I am not a pony. But ponies know me and I know that 
in ponies lies a big secret. Only children can know this secret. I am not a child either. But 
Ponies know that good people can be like children. And ponies are always right. By NF

FRODRIGUEZ REVIEW REVIEWED

By NF

Kale Weissman
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