
After the application of advanced meteo-
rology techniques to the surrounding en-
vironment, weathermen across the world 
have concluded that it is cold outside. 
Many are not surprised at the cold weath-
er, considering it has been cold for the last 
eight billion years. This news comes as a 
relief to dozens of fellow cavemen who 
were unsure which animal skin to wear.

The research process to determine the 
current temperature outside was rigorous, 
taking advantage of the most current sci-
entific techniques. The foremost of these 
techniques involves making Jerry stand 
outside naked for five minutes, then ask-
ing him for the temperature. This method 
is aptly named “The Jerry Test”. This past 
week, the weather scored Five Colds, two 
Very Colds, and one Cold with Shivering.

“I do not understand why I have to go 
outside instead of Jagga or Bubu,” com-
mented Jerry when asked about his work 
in the field. “It is usually cold outside.”

To those who just tuned in, it is cold out-
side.

A small group of people are dissenting 
against the cold weather, claiming that it 
isn’t really that bad. Dissenters argue that 
in comparison to the other days of the Ice 

Age, this day is not particularly cold.
“Yesterday I went outside and I couldn’t 

feel my any of my arms or my legs,” re-
marked Gronk, a resident hole-digger that 
tends to get his appendages bitten by ti-
gers. “Today, I went outside and I could 
feel my left arm slightly. I know this be-
cause a tiger bit me and it hurt. Yesterday 
it didn’t hurt. If every day is cold, then 
no day is cold. Please help me fight this 
tiger.” Unfortunately, Rygar could not 
help Gronk fight the tiger because he left 
his stove on at home.

The cold weather is not necessarily bad. 
Cavemen have been able to use the world 
as a makeshift refrigerator and store their 
food for an extremely long time. On the 
other hand, it is impossible to thaw out 
the food because there is no place that isn’t 
like a refrigerator. Hunting has become 
easier as wild animals such as mammoths 
become too cold to move, but hunters 
struggle to actually get a spear through the 
animal’s frozen skin.

We have recently received breaking news 
that it is still cold outside, and most likely 
cold inside. Please try to wear your warm-
est clothes, huddle up for warmth, and 
possibly invent fire.
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It’s Cold OutsidePost-Apocalyptic Life 
Not So Bad

by Charlotte Rieder, 2075

by Rygar Flesh-man, Ice Age

See Apocalyptic on 
page 5

Observing the not-quite-bleak landscape 
in front of him, Mark Ackerman, a survi-
vor of The Disaster, reported that life in 
the Territory—formerly known as the 
United States of America—is “not ter-
rible.”

“Like, when people first started dying, it 
was sad,” said Ackerman. “Then, I realized 
that things weren’t so great on Earth any-
way. Like, I saw the Trump tower fall into 
the Chicago river. I feel kinda bad saying 
this, because there were still people in it at 
the time, but it was pretty awesome.”

Ackerman, a former employee of Wal-
Mart, no longer reports to work, one 
of the many changes in his daily routine 
caused by the Disaster.

“Like, I don’t have a boss anymore,” stat-
ed Ackerman. “I don’t get paid, but like, 
we don’t really have money anymore, any-
way. I think it all burned, or something? 
Who knows. But like, I thought we’d 
be eating squirrels and stuff to survive. 
There’s still food around, though! Like, 
a lot of the good stuff from the Before 
Times is just lying around. We have Chee-
tos, Twinkies, Skittles… real food!”

Deborah Strong, mother of two, also re-
ported that things are going surprisingly 
well.

“Honestly, there were plenty of people 
I wasn’t sad to see go,” remarked Strong. 
“Like the former PTA president, Susan. 
Or any of the former PTA presidents, re-
ally. Now, there’s no more PTA, so that 
problem is solved.”

Strong noted also that her children were 
doing just fine in the remnants of the once 
thriving city.

“Kids are creative,” said Strong. “They 
can amuse themselves with anything. The 
other day, they made a fort out of old train 
tracks. It was darling!”
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DISCLAIMER
If you are so predisposed as to be offend-
ed, scandalized, or otherwise negatively 
affected by our content, we are very sorry. 
But only sorry in the way you are sorry 
when your friend’s lizard dies. You are still 
probably an asshole, and it is not our fault.

META-DISCLAIMER
That was rude. We should not have insult-
ed you like that right off the bat. We’ve 
been going through some stuff lately. 
Sorry!

META-META-DISCLAIMER
To be clear, that apology was not for our 
content. We still don’t give a fuck.
 

CRESCAT RUMOR, VITA EXCOLATUR
You Really Fucked Up This Time, 

Seward
I’ve seen a lot of follies on my time on this planet, but this is the folly to end all follies. What 

in God’s name were you thinking when you purchased a barren tundra, known as Alaska, from 
the Russians, Seward?

Look, I get it. The Civil War made us all a bit crazy inside. But Alaska? That godless icebox 
filled with nothing but glaciers and bears? What could we possibly do with that?!? I nary see an 
era where any of our citizens will venture through Canada to reside in that frosty abyss. I doubt 
even gold could coax them into its chilly embrace.

It was probably those dastardly Tsarists wasn’t it? Those tricky Russian bastards! They have 
been so fearful ever since their pitiful performance in the Crimean War. Always whining that 
Britain will attack their fragile empire! Well call me a true American, but I think Russia should 
just attack Britain already! Instead, we are now stuck with their Siberian Snowglobe! Why? So 
we can sit on our porch and monitor them? Bah!

To be frank, Seward, if you love your silly Polar Bear Garden so much, maybe you should just 
live there! Try enjoying yourself when you exist in perpetual winter! Soon you will under-
stand that even 2 cents an acre is too much to pay for a mere blanket of permafrost.

Manifest destiny be damned: God never wanted wanted us to even touch that Hyperborean 
Hell. So, enjoy your silly Alaska Seward, but know, America will never forgive you for this 
abuse of government power. Your folly will be forever remembered.

by Chase Harrison, 1867
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Sources at the Constitutional Conven-
tion told the Shady Dealer this morning 
that the American Constitution will not 
include Ben Franklin’s proposed ‘Free 
Love’ amendment in the Bill of Rights.

“I really don’t feel like Franklin’s 11th 
amendment has a place in the constitu-
tion,” said convention attendee George 
Mason. “I’d say that all the other amend-
ments are pretty integral to the Constitu-
tion, but this just feels completely out of 
left field.”

An unknown member of the convention 
provided the Dealer with a copy of the 
amendment, which begins:

“The right of the people to be secure in 
their sexual partners, sexual expression, 
or choice of sexual position, shall not be 
violated by the United States Government 
unless on the presentment or indictment 
of a Grand Jury. No person shall be held 

accountable for their sexual conducts, 
whether public, private, monogamous or 
part of some wild group action.”

In contrast to the other proposed amend-
ments in the Bill of Rights, which are only 
a few pages, Franklin’s amendment spans 
several pages and rigorously addresses the 
depth and breadth of sexual freedom that 
he hopes the American public will enjoy. 
It also includes its own table of contents 
and lengthy glossary to assist those who 
may not be familiar with the complex and 
nuanced sexual activities referred to in the 
document.

The amendment continues, “Congress 
shall make no law respecting an establish-
ment of sexual hang-ups, or prohibiting 
the free exercise of tender, erotic experi-
mentation. In addition, the right of the 
people to keep and bear rods, whips, gags 
and other instruments of pleasure shall not 
be infringed.”

“Look, we all like Ben, but there’s just 
no way that this thing is getting in the 
constitution” remarked Constitutional 
framer James Madison. “In addition to 
being crass, it actively undermines other 
parts of the constitution. On page four, it 
says that ‘Cruel and unusual punishment is 
permissible as long as everyone involved is 
consenting’. We can’t let that shit in here, it 
could bring down the whole nation.”

Franklin defended his amendment before 
the constitutional convention, and ac-
cused his fellow framers of being “behind 
the times”, claiming “France has had this 
stuff in its Constitution for years”

The document concludes, “In summary, 
the citizens of the United States of Amer-
ica will have the inalienable right to do it 
however, whenever, and wherever they 
please and in whatever manner they see 
fit—especially if it’s with Uncle Ben.”

Health
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Controversies
Founding Fathers Strike Ben Franklin’s 

“Free Love” Amendment from
 Bill of Rights

Just this week students at the Lyceum in 
Athens began protesting Rome’s appropri-
ation of Greek culture. Over CC students 
put down their scrolls of Euclid for the day 
to protest what they feel to be the largest 
social justice issue of their time. Several 
protesters held up picket scrolls, which 
read, “Toga parties are NOT funny.”

Loukianos the Elder, leader of the stu-
dent protests, marched on the house of 
the Rector Provinciae, shouting, “We, the 
Student’s Front of Athens (SFA), take great 
offense to the immoral and down right lazy 
appropriation of Greek religion on behalf 
of the Romans.” Mr. Loukianos later ex-
panded on his statement, saying “We cre-
ated Zeus first. Just because you switched 
his name to Jupiter does not make these 
same depraved sexual escapades done in 
his name any less insulting to our identity 

as Greeks.”
Another leading member of the SFA, 

Alcaeus of Thessalonika, continued the 
group’s gripes stating, “Caesar and his 
cronies are stealing our buildings while 
continually being prejudiced against our 
people. They all claim to want ‘authentic’ 
Greek architecture, but none of the in-
fighting, political instability, and bureau-
cratic nightmares that come with being 
Greek. They are picking at our cultural 
identity so they can profit from Greek 
originality and labor. Think about it: Pan-
theon is pretty freaking close to Parthe-
non. No one is ever going to confuse those 
II in MM years.”

Several protesters praised the end of the 
Roman Republic as an end to the Roman 
usurpation of Greek popular government. 
“Greeks were always shamed for having 

government based on the people,” said 
Lysandra the Winsome, “The Romans hi-
jacking it without any repercussions was 
a complete societal injustice. We are glad 
they’ve decided to give it up, but we still 
have several goals to meet before we end 
their systematic oppression.”

Lastly, the group gave a list of demands 
to end the cycle of prejudice and violence 
that keeps the Romans on top by stealing 
Greek originality. Some of these including 
the immediate end to togas worn by non-
Hellenic people, a prohibition of olive 
oil for all Romans, and the installation of 
plaques on ionic columns acknowledging 
their debt to the Greek world.”

When asked about the Roman Empire, 
one anonymous protester summed up 
the entire movement, responding, “It’s all 
Greek to me.”

Greek Students Claim Rome Appropriating Culture
by Liam Coles, 146 BCE

by Nik Varley, 1787
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Nobel Laureate Robert J. Zimmer 
1947-2056by Willamina Groething, 2056

Robert Jeffrey Zimmer, age 
108, beloved husband of Shadi 
Bartsch, of Chicago, IL, died at 
home Tuesday September 26, 
2056. The Nobel Peace Laure-
ate was the former president 
of the University of Chicago 
(2006 – 2021), as well as an ac-
complished mathematician and 
philanthropist. He was born on 
November 5, 1947.

Robert J. Zimmer began his 
career as a mathematician and 
professor, the author of nu-
merous research articles and 
books. He served as a member 
of the faculty at the University 
of Chicago, Brown Univer-
sity, and the U.S. Naval Acad-
emy, as well as several visiting 
positions at universities around 
the world before and during 
his term as the President of the University 
of Chicago. He served as the President 
from 2006 to 2021, during which time 
he began his involvement in activism and 
philanthropy.

In 2016, after years of student protests, 
Zimmer collaborated with University ad-
ministration and the University of Chica-
go Hospitals system to bring a level I adult 
trauma center to the Hyde Park hospital 
campus in the South Side of Chicago, then 
an area plagued by gun violence. Then in 
2018, Zimmer broke ground by raising 
the minimum wage for student employees 
to $15 an hour and writing automatic an-
nual increases into university policy.

Following his term as President of the 
University, Zimmer began the work that 
would eventually earn him his greatest 
recognition. He began to devote his time 
to advocating for education reform on 
the South Side of Chicago, working with 
local politicians, teachers’ unions, and 
school administrations to overhaul cur-
riculum as well as personally volunteering 
his time to teach high school mathemat-
ics. Still unsatisfied, Zimmer decided in 

2027 to donate the entirety of his salary 
from 2014 onward, a total of over $23 
million, to fully fund the college educa-
tion of all Chicago high school graduates 
living below the poverty line with the 
Chicago Scholarship Initiative. Following 
his creation of this new opportunity, the 
city saw its (previously slowly increasing) 
high school graduation rates skyrocket 
and the renaissance of numerous previ-
ously impoverished neighborhoods such 
as now-thriving Woodlawn, Englewood, 
and South Shore. The number of families 
living in poverty fell dramatically, as did 
unemployment and violent crime rates. 
In fact, by 2034, the trauma center at the 
University of Chicago Hospital was once 
again closed, this time because it was no 
longer necessary.

In 2035, upon seeing the profound posi-
tive impact of the Chicago Scholarship 
Initiative, Zimmer coordinated with pres-
idents and deans of prestigious universities 
around the United States to expand the 
program to cities in every state. It became 
the legacy with which Robert J. Zimmer 
leaves us now: a fundamentally transfor-
mative Education For All. As chair of the 

organization, Zimmer recruited over 140 
administrators and former administrators 
from American institutions to donate years 
of their earnings to provide higher educa-
tion funding for needy students. The ef-
fects of the Chicago Scholarship Initiative 
were then seen around the country: cities 
became safer and more vibrant than ever, 
and the growing income inequality that 
had afflicted the country for generations 
finally began to decrease.

For his work in reducing poverty, im-
proving the quality of public school sys-
tems, and making higher education truly 
accessible to all students, Zimmer was 
honored with a Nobel Peace Prize in 2049.

Robert is survived by his loving wife, 
Shadi, and his three sons, Alex, Benjamin, 
and David, and their families. He will be 
remembered as a teacher, a mentor, and 
the man who made America smart again.

Services will be held at Rockefeller Me-
morial Chapel Saturday September 30 at 
9:00, 11:00, 1:00, and 5:00.

Photo by Victor Elliott and 
Willamina Groething



The Territory seems to lack a formal 
government, though a council of seven 
men who call themselves The Elders claim 
to have “sole dominion over the Territory 
and all its inhabitants.” They reside in the 

solitary confines of the remains of a park-
ing garage, which they claim was once 
City Hall. When asked to comment on the 
state of the Territory, one Elder respond-
ed: “The Outside is a terrifying place. The 
people are violent—even cannibalistic, no 
man trusting another. We do not venture 

Outside. The Outside is certain death.”
When asked to respond to this comment, 

both Ackerman and Strong replied, “not 
really.”

1. Star Wars Episode XVIII: The 
Roast of Chewbacca

2. Star Wars Episode II: Attack of the 
Clones

3. Star Wars Episode IV: A New Hope
4. Star Wars Episode XVII: Yoda’s 

Halloween
5. Star Wars Episode III: Revenge of 

the Sith
6. Star Wars Episode VI: Return of 

the Jedi
7. Star Wars Episode X: Return of the 

Jedi, AGAIN!
8. Star Wars Episode VIII: The Star 

Wars

9. Star Wars Episode: XVI: Jabba the 
Hut Bbuys aA Pprinter

10. Star Wars Episode XII: R2D2 and 
C3PO Go to White Castle

11. Star Wars Episode VII: The Force 
Awakens

12. Star Wars Episode XIV: You’re 
Gonna Have to Learn a LOT of 
New Names for This One

13. Star Wars Episode I: The Phantom 
Menace

14. Star Wars Episode IX: Come one; 
come all! All of Your Favorite Char-
acters Are in this One! Luke! Leia! 
Solo! Jar! 2! 3! The Works! One 

Night Only!
15. Star Wars Episode XV: This One 

Passes the Bechdel Test
16. Star Wars Episode XIII: Beeps and 

Boops
17. Star Wars Episode XI: Princess 

Leia Finds a Wallet and Considers 
Returning It

18. Star Wars Episode V: The Empire 
Strikes Back

19. Star Wars Episode XVIIII: Roman 
Numerals Get Hard when You Get 
Past Fifteen

20. Star Wars Episode XX: XX Star 
Wars

Distant Future
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All the Star Wars Movies, Ranked

Harvard Grades Pop

After several decades of substantial in-
flation, the United States Department of 
Education (DOE) recently published a 
study confirming that the grades at Har-
vard University have finally popped

Grade inflation began in the 1960s, when 
7% of undergraduates earned grades of 
A- or higher, as opposed to 41% percent 
in 2016, and 99% last year. Finally, in 
2030, 100% of the student body at Har-
vard achieved a 4.0 GPA. Grades are com-
posed of highly elastic material, such as 
rubber or nylon. When air is blown inside 
the grades, they expand, thereby increas-
ing the pressure on teachers to lower their 

academic standards. For example, a “C” 
grade, once awarded to 25% of the student 
population, is now considered unspeak-
ably cruel. When the pressure on profes-
sors overcomes the tensile strength of the 
grades, the grades explode.

“This is a disaster!” exclaimed sopho-
more student and economics major Maria 
Filo. “My freshman year I earned straight 
A’s, but my grades for this year are just a 
series of holes. How am I going to get a 
job with a popped transcript?”

“Oh wait,” she added. “My dad plays 
golf with the CEO of Goldman Sachs. 
I’m fine.”

The DOE has issued a report recom-
mending that Harvard try implementing 
a deflated grading scale similar to the one 
used at the University of Chicago. How-
ever, Harvard’s current president, Drew 
Faust, told the Dealer that she visited the 
Hyde Park campus and “couldn’t stand the 
sight of all those sad, misshapen, shriveled 
students, I mean, uh, grades,” and quickly 
flew back to Harvard to deal with the situ-
ation by giving everyone a hug and a lol-
lipop.

by Morgan Pantuck, 2031

Apocalyptic from 
page 1

by Daniel Ruttenberg, 2046



Dear Esteemed “Chicago Shady Dealer,”
I’m writing to you as a concerned citizen 

who has been repeatedly turned away from 
The Chicago Tribune and The New York 
Times or as some have insisted, “banned 
from writing.” I just received word that 
a very big boat is scheduled to set sail to-
morrow! This sick joke of a watercraft is 
called the “Titanic,” and I’m gravely con-
cerned about it. I’m writing to encourage 
all readers to keep their distance.

Now, I’m not just some superstitious 
old fogey who thinks all naval vessels are 
doomed. No, I’m aware that this one is too 
big to fail. I know there’s science behind 
it and I’m certain that all the passengers 
on the RMS Titanic will be “safe,” but 
I fear there could be some other terrible 
consequences on this luxurious liner that 
no one is talking about. And no, I’m not 
a coward. I’m not scared of being seasick, 
or seeing a shark, or that the ship will sink 

because it hits a large iceberg and half the 
passengers drown or freeze in the water, 
no, that would be absurd. I just have some 
realistic concerns.

What if the food isn’t good? You can’t 
just waltz onto a gigantic swaying kayak 
with two thousand strangers and expect 
top-quality produce. I’m guessing half 
their food isn’t even local and I can’t trust 
these yachtsman-types to have hired the 
best chefs available. And again, because of 
the endless rocking, someone’s bound to 
start throwing up.

Can we talk linens? I just know there are 
gonna be bedbugs. If one person brings 
bedbugs on this glorified canoe, everyone 
gets bedbugs. And do we know anything 
about the interior designer? What if the 
décor is tacky? Like, what if above the 
beds there are framed paintings of serene 
oceans or sailboats or something? That’s 
clichéd and tired.

I’ll be blunt with you, and I’m nervous 
about sharing this part with such a wide-
spread publication because I worry read-
ers won’t take it seriously. But I’ve known 
for some time now that I have what can 
only be called psychic powers. I’m a vi-
sionary. And all I know is that last night 
I dreamt something terrible that heralds 
horrific things about this banana boat. In 
my dream, there were parrots, and we all 
know what that means: pirates. I can say 
with absolute certainty that the HMS Ti-
tanic is going to first crash into a pirate 
ship and then be forced into pirate battle.

In simplest terms, I know many of you 
want to get from England to America 
quickly and in style, but please, for your 
sake, just take the train.

Sincerely,
Mildred Prossmith
Concerned mother, loyal reader, and 

psychic, April 9 1912

Earlier this week, a group of English 
separatists fled the hostile religious climate 
of Europe and happened upon the popular 
alternative rock music festival, Lollapaloo-
za. The Calvinists were searching for a 
new frontier to observe their religious be-
liefs. They were shocked when they found 
a haze of smoke later identified as cannabis 
fumes.

“I thought it was mist rising from the 
sea,” commented Degory, the navigator 
aboard the ship carrying the foreigners. 
“It was this all-consuming mirage. After 
we first penetrated it, there was no turn-
ing back.”

The confused group of Puritans ven-
tured into the layer of cannabis fog only 
to find critically-acclaimed band Sweaty 
Nipples performing their single Chick-
ensnake. Jane’s Addiction frontman Perry 
Farrell first spotted the wondering crowd 
of Englishmen while warming up for his 
band’s following set.

“I didn’t really think anything of it,” said 

Farrell. “I just thought it was 
Mumford & Sons.”

The strangers quickly became 
adjusted to the culture sur-
rounding the popular festival. 
Several festival goers claim to 
have seen one of the Pilgrims 
chasing a fan wearing a shirt 
depicting the band The Lizard 
Jesus.

“He looked completely freak-
ing lit,” recalled passenger Todd 
Barry while raising his Four Loko scep-
ter to his Slayer shirt. “He was chasing 
this guy around screaming ‘heresy’ and 
‘infidel’ and we were cheering him on. It 
was so brutal. Blood for the eternal night 
realm! Mwahahahahaha!”

A small sect of the estranged Brownists 
decided that they would start a colony in 
the middle of the festival grounds. Inspired 
by the music around them, they named 
the settlement Plymouth Rock. They be-
gan by disassembling the side stage where 

The Fray was performing. This caused a 
raucous outrage from band’s devoted au-
dience. The Shady Dealer nabbed inter-
views from all three of the fans.

“I had been waiting all year to see On-
eRepublic,” said Jesse Baylor.

“I can’t believe they ruined the Snow Pa-
trol concert,” said Fred Rickert.

“Who knew Edward Sharpe & The Mag-
netic Zeros were so violent?” asked Chris 
Lee.

Letter to the Editor Re: R.M.S. Titanic
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Pilgrims Discover Lollapalooza
by David North, 1620

Photo by  David North
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Thank God I’m Covered in 
Leeches

by Ryan Fleishman, 1318
Lately, I haven’t been feeling so great. My 

knees hurt a bit, I have a bruise on my arm, 
and I coughed a couple times yesterday. I 
went to my doctor, one of the most skilled 
medical practitioners in town, and he pre-
scribed me some good ol’ bloodletting. 
Therefore, I am overjoyed by the fact that 
my entire body is covered in leeches.

Every single pore in my weary flesh is 
covered my leeches. Leeches, also known 
as God’s Greatest Gift to Mankind, are 
surely the only possible way to cure my 
minor illnesses and injuries. Doctor Mo-
riarty said that he just received a new 
shipment of leeches from a swamp in 
Delaware, and leeches from Delaware are 
widely known as the best leeches.

I especially love watching the leeches fill 
with my corrupt lifeblood. As they turn 
redder while swelling with my evil spirits, 
I become certain that I will feel better the 
next day.

Incidentally, I have lost feeling in the vast 
majority of my body. Perhaps this is be-
cause I cannot touch anything in the first 

place while blanketed in 
leaches. I cannot physi-
cally see my skin right 
now, but I am pretty sure 
that I have turned a pale 
white color. This is okay, 
because white is a holy 
color.

Sometimes I like to 
cheer the leeches on while 
they suckle on my veins. 
“Go, tiny friends,” I hol-
ler. “Go and suck the ill-
ness out of my body!”

I hope I do not get hem-
orrhoids. Jackson had 
hemorrhoids the other 
day, and he said the leech 
placement for them is 
“unfortunate.”

I have started to name 
my individual leeches. This 
one, here on my right thigh, is called El-
eanor. I named her after a former flame. 
This one below my ear is called Jeremy. I 

do not know why. He felt like a Jeremy 
to me. Every single leech on my belly is 
called Beer-Guzzling Balthazar.

Yes. This is good for me. I am not dying 
right now. I just feel a tad woozy.

by Ashwin Rao, 1879

Harken! Relieve your ears of the false-
hood of the young rapscallions, Benjamin 
Franklin and Thomas Edison and other 
conjurers of electric spirits. Do not yield 
to their heresy of the supremacy of elec-
tric power. The horse shall remain the pri-
mary form of transportation according to 
leading scientists and the most prominent 
ministers of the day. Some even assert 
that the mild horse shall become the sus-
tenance of our very race! The magnitude 
of the fallacious assertions espoused by 
Mr. Edison in particular is only surpassed 
by the magnitude of feces in his trousers. 
Ha! Those who fall prey to these sorcerers 
of mechanical satanism are in for a nasty 

SHOCK. Ha!
You may ask, “But what of technological 

innovation? How will we power machine-
like behemoths without electricity?” Elec-
tricity is a fad until the smartest minds of 
modern society are able to replace this 
industrial sin. Two theories have come to 
light. The first, proposes that through the 
proven science of eugenics, civil society 
will come to raise generations of large, 
beastlike, power-horses who will be ca-
pable of travelling thirteen hawk paces per 
minute! These power-horses could plow a 
whole field of barley in half a week’s time! 
The second theory relies on the breeding 
of lame horses to produce smaller crea-

tures until several could be fit into a small 
box. These small horses produce portable 
energy for civilian use. One envisioned 
possibility is the creation of a handheld 
sparkbox weighing about two stones ca-
pable of lighting a candle without delay.

How does electricity answer to these in-
ventions of human ingenuity? It responds 
with quibble of automatons failing to 
match the raw strength of the domesti-
cated horse! I reckon a few fortnights be-
fore electricity disappears into the past as 
a relic of the ancient past. Readers, await 
my next publication on the steam engine’s 
downfall in the aquatic horse.

Electricity is Just a Fad, Horses are Forever
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Mrs. O’Leary’s Cow: “I 
am Not a Crook!”

by Breck Radulovic, 1871

To the Editor:
Recent accusations of arson against me 

have deeply troubled my conscience, and 
I am writing from the confines of Cook 
County jail to say I’m not a crook. I am 
Mrs. O’Leary’s cow, and I did not start the 
Great Chicago Fire. The arc of the mor-
al universe is long, and it bends towards 
justice. My name will be cleared and this 
slander will end!

Why does suspicion fall upon me, a hum-
ble cow? There are many other suspects in 
the case. Perhaps Mrs. O’Leary herself! 
She claims she is innocent, but the lady 
doth protest too much, me thinks. And 
what about Daniel “Pegleg” Sullivan? He 
was in the barn that night when I fell down 
into a burning ring of fire. I went down, 
down, down and the flames went higher 
and it burned, burned, burned… the ring 
of fire! There was nothing I could do!

I cannot say why the people of Chicago 
seem to be hiding from the truth of my in-
nocence. We can easily forgive a child who 
is afraid of the dark; the real tragedy of life 
is when men are afraid of the light. I in-
vite the enlightened readers of the Shady 
Dealer to come toward the light, to realize 
that I, Mrs. O’Leary’s cow, did not start 
the fire, no I didn’t light it, but I tried to 
fight it!

I may not be perfect, in fact I’m selfish, 
impatient and a little insecure. I make mis-
takes, I am out of control and at times hard 
to handle. But if you can’t handle me at 
my worst, then you sure as hell don’t de-
serve me at my best.

So what if some mistakes result in the 
blazing, fiery destruction of 3.3 square 
miles of the city of Chicago? Everybody 
makes mistakes everybody has those days! 
I mean, everybody knows what, what I’m 
talking about… Right? Not that I did it.

So I say to you today, give me liberty or 
give me death! If my name is not cleared, 

there’s only one thing I can say: two things 
are infinite: the universe and human stu-
pidity; and I’m not sure about the uni-
verse.

As I face the butcher’s block, the execu-
tioner’s chair, for a crime I did not com-
mit, I leave you with these parting words: 
there is nothing to fear but fear itself.

Ha! You’ve Brought a 
Sword to a Slightly 
Longer Sword Fight!

by Edward of Borsky, 1427

Ha! ‘Tis a Lark! ‘Tis Woe! You’re foiled, 
My foe! For thou Hast bringeth a sword 
to a slightly longer sword fight! ‘Tis a fate, 
to befall though, my foe, my foil! Imag-
ine what the papers will? How the muses 
will sing? The obituaries will say, for all to 
see, “He Fell, for he brought a sword to 
a slightly longer sword fight!” The laughs 
the people will have!

Perhaps I should say more To describe our 
sabres, mine slightly longer. For thou are 
armed with a broadsword of eight shaft-
ments, and mine, my wonderful slightly 
longer sword, is of nine shaftments. Thus, 
when I swingth my sabre, I may tap thee 
without risk, for thy sword will come up 
short by a whole shaftment!

What dost thou mean my measurement 
is wrong? My sword is not a palm, as you 
claim. And your sword is not one span 
with one hand?

I don’t understand thee, what does this 
have to do with our maidens and our 
spawn? What kind of maiden touches 
swords? Wherefore art thou calling thy 
sword a “seven son sword”?

Art thou speaking of swords, or of thy 
pillicock? For I tell you my pillicock is 
more than slightly longer than thy pil-
licock. I tell you my maiden loves my 
pillicock! My maiden tells me it is not 
the length of thy sword, but the way the 
swordsman swing it, to frame it as you 
frame it.
May we reschedule our fight? For my 

sword is feeling rather scant at the sight of 
thou trouserless. 

6 Twenty-Somethings 
Who Have Only Had 
Two or Fewer Kids

by Daniel Ruttenberg, 1720

Harriet Johnson:
Look at Harriet! Walking around like she 

is not supposed to be carrying a baby along 
with her other baby. That prude won’t 
even show the fellas her ankles when we 
yell at her to do so from the carriage.

Elizabeth Rendwihst:
Kila Rendwihst really should stop being 

such a goody-goody and have some babies 
real quick. Sooner or later, she’s going to 
die of yellow fever, and she better have at 
least three kids to carry on those pretty 
ankle genes when that happens.

Abigail Addison:
Just because Abigail’s husband was lost 

at sea does not mean that she should give 
up on having children. Her son needs a 
brother, and there are plenty of open suit-
ors. Tom Whitmore is available, and has 
plenty of sperm to give Abigail a push in 
the right direction (towards more babies).

Veronica Kitzmoth:
Her uterus is as slow as a butter churn! If 

Veronika had fewer kids, she’d have either 
one or zero children!

Catherine Ipsen:
Get a baby maker in the baby hole pron-

to!
Bonnie Howe:
Because Bonnie has been married for 

five years , you would expect the 22 year 
old to have four to five kids by this point. 
However, you would be wrong, and now 
Bonnie is no longer capable of producing 
anything but stone babies; missed your 
window of opportunity, Bonnie! You’re 
going to die spawnless at 30! Let this be 
a lesson, those of you who are thinking 
about having kids. Start now; you’ll be 20 
before you know it.


