
June 22, 2007 - Friday   

 

Recap: Survivor 2  

This is Kelly (we'll try to make a point to mention who's writing) and have I got a special super-awesome fantastic... 

Well, I don't want to oversell it, but this is the quick-'n'-dirty recap of Survivor 2, which just ended today when I got the 

final vote on the winner.  Fifteen people started the game, and one emerged proving him or herself the sexiest and greatest 

person in the game. 

So if you haven't played yet and wonder how this thing works, enjoy this rundown.  It's simply cut-and-pasted from my 

other page. 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Just short of a milestone. 

That's right--as I post this, the final Survivor blog on my page before it goes to its new location at its very own space 

(officially making it an obsession)--it's my 199th blog entry.  If you have anything in mind for #200, let me know.  And 

bring beer, because I can't celebrate anything without being piss drunk. 

...kidding... 

First of all, just to pad this entry (and to keep all this crap in one place, should I ever want to look back at it), here's the 

rundown of what happened in the game.  If you're pooping your pants with excitement about what happened with the Final 

Vote, skip to the end.  I won't be upset.  Really, I won't care. 

The game started with three teams--The Empirical Joneses (Sarah Bergervoet, Ali Erdahl, David Erdahl, Kyle Mitchell and 

Kelly Jo Ernst), the Grandparents of Ernest Borgnine (Leif Bierly, Angie Bierly, Jon Mullaly, Oliver Thrun, and Perry Thrun), 

and Marvin (John Youker, Josh Mitchell, Ryan Fossum, Tara Kinney and 2006 Ultimate Survivor Rachel Flynn).  I may as 

well note here that my early picks for winner were Sarah Bergervoet and Angie Bierly.  That makes me pretty damn stupid, 

of course. 

The first challenge was a quiz about all the Survivors.  Amazingly, a handful of questions were missed by the very Survivor 

they were about.  The Joneses expressed to me that only two of them (Kyle and Kelly Jo) were actually seeming to play; 

later at least one of my siblings got into it, but I can't remember which.  The Grandparents of Ernest Borgnine won that 

one, and the Joneses finished third, needing to eliminate someone.  No fewer than three of the players failed to vote, 

thereby voting for themselves (one of them was Kyle; remember that), and the other two votes were one each for Ali and 

Sarah.  Tiebreaker went to a random member of the winning team, Grandparents, who chose to eliminate Sarah 

Bergervoet.  Sarah was apparently on a vacation during that week and couldn't get to a computer; it cost her as she was 

eliminated first. 

The next challenge, one of my favorites every year, was Fiction 59.  I got many good 59-word stories, with my favorite 

coming from John Youker of Marvin: 

There was a rabbit named, well Rabbit. He lived in ..:NAMESPACE PREFIX = ST1 />..:NAMESPACE PREFIX = ST1 />New 



Jersey near the turnpike. One day a green glowing rock fell near his house. Rabbit felt weird, then fell to the ground dead, 

only to rise again as a zombie. His neighbor Toad saw this and quickly blasted Rabbit's head off with a 12 gauge, ending the 

threat. 

Marvin won this challenge, and the Grandparents finished third.  Controversy ensued, and Angie Bierly, the other of my two 

early picks to win, left the game. 

The bad fortune for the Grandparents ensued in the next challenge, where each team answered some arbitrary questions, 

and the funniest were voted on by Blogtard, an online friend of mine obsessed with privacy (I'm half-convinced he's a 

famous person).  The Joneses scored highest here, while GOEB finished last again.  Jon Mullaly and Oliver Thrun each 

received two of the four votes, so the tiebreaker went to a random member of The Joneses.  Oddly, I can't remember who 

that person was, but they eliminated Oliver, who got third-to-last place both times.  Shame, because he was actually trying 

this year and I thought he'd go deep.  I may as well mention now that I thought Perry would be the first member of GOEB 

to go, which proves I'm an idiot. 

The next challenge was to name a challenge later in the game; I got a ton of good ones, but the highest honor went to The 

Joneses' Kyle Mitchell, who suggested creating a MySpace for a random object/animal/whatever.  Simple, but elegant.  My 

sister failed to send an idea in, but as it would happen, so did John Youker, and Marvin lost by .05 points (average score).  

He went from powerhouse to goat in two weeks, and his team eliminated him.  I may as well mention now that I thought 

for sure that Ryan and Tara would be the first gone from their team; I maintain that John's forgetfulness here was the 

difference between that outcome and one of them winning. 

At this point, my sister pulled out of the game, citing inability to keep up.  I figured she and David would both be gone 

before the merge, but David made it, and she was close.  The merge, all too soon because I was loving the team stuff, then 

happened.  Marvin brought four members to that point of the game, while each of the other teams had three. 

The next challenge was The Endurance Ladder, which was a needlessly long quiz of mostly black-and-white but a few 

abstract questions.  I could drag this one out, but Rachel Flynn won it, and I acknowledged that she won Immunity for 

anyone on her team who actually completed the Ladder (Ryan and Tara, but not Josh, who won the Ladder last year but 

didn't do it this year).  The voting queue was kind of a mess, but a small alliance went after, and eliminated, Jon Mullaly. 

The next challenge, probably my favorite, was to pitch a TV show.  The best drama and the best comedy would win 

Immunity.  Rachel was the only one to enter a drama and therefore won that one; Leif Bierly won the comedy with the 

complex "Poached," which I still plan on writing (I've also been writing a pilot episode for Perry's "A Mort of all Sorts," which 

is turning out pretty funny, and I'd also like to write Ryan's wrestling show...too many good ideas).  I beseeched everyone 

to eliminate someone who hadn't been playing, and they complied by getting rid of Josh Mitchell, who at any point could've 

stepped back in and won.  Worth noting: Kyle Mitchell, by not doing the challenge, voted for himself for the second time in 

two oppurtunities. 

The next one involved scaring me as much as possible in 100 words or less; I hadn't planned a tie, but Ryan and Kelly Jo 

won immunity by equally unsettling me with painful, awful scenarios.  The group astutely eliminated Leif, which kinda 

pissed me off, even though it was the most sensible move.  I decided I needed to take stronger measures against non-

players both immediately and in future games.  Oh, and Kyle forgot to vote, making him 3-for-3 at voting for himself. 

I then asked everyone to write a theme song for one of the TV show pitches.  Rachel won Immunity for herself and Kelly Jo 



with her song about Kelly Jo's show.  With apologies to the two of them, I eliminated my brother David Erdahl, which I said 

I'd do if he missed another challenge.  He later surprised me by saying that he read every single entry and always planned 

on doing them, but then was too late. 

The poker game was next.  I was defending my title from last year, and Ryan, Tara, and Kelly Jo arrived to try to win 

Immunity.  Rachel couldn't be there but chose my wife Cathy to play for her; Perry couldn't show up at the last minute, and 

Kyle then somehow failed to show despite talking about it to me several million times, including the day before.  I got pretty 

wasted, but I vaguely remember Kelly Jo having a lot of chips before she had to leave and we dispersed them among us; I 

don't remember ever having that many, but in the end, I won the game, last eliminating Tara.  Tara won Immunity in that 

fashion, and the team split three votes each for Kyle and Kelly Jo (both of whom forgot to vote) and the tiebreaker, which 

was performance in the challenge, sent Kyle packing.  He voted for himself all five times it was possible, and in this case, he 

could've avoided elimination simply by voting for anyone who wasn't himself. 

Coincidentally, Kyle's challenge pitch was up next.  I held out little hope for Ryan when I saw that his webpage was for a 

Monkey; but however basic the idea was, he managed to make me laugh out loud several times and won Immunity (with 

apologies to both Kelly Jo and Rachel, who had a ton of content on their pages as well).  One of the bigger surprises of the 

game--Rachel's elimination--took place next.  It was the right move, but as host, I can honestly say I saw her in at least the 

final three. 

The final four then moved on to the photo scavenger hunt.  Kelly Jo was never able to track down a camera, which was the 

suckiest way possible for her to exit the game, but that's how it happened.  I guess I just think of everyone having a digital 

camera ever since I got one.  Ironically, mine broke a couple days after that challenge ended.  Anyway, Tara won with a 

pretty big score and Kelly Jo was gone. 

The final challenge saw Ryan Fossum totally pwn the eliminated Survivors with a roast, and by winning the challenge, he 

chose which of the other two to eliminate, and stayed true to his original alliance, eliminating Perry. 

Which leads us to now. 

Worth mentioning: NEITHER RYAN NOR TARA EVER HAD A SINGLE VOTE CAST AGAINST THEM.  Holy shit. 

Here's another cool thing: the number of times each person won Immunity.  I love statistics. 

Sarah Bergervoet: 0 

Angie Bierly: 1 

Oliver Thrun: 1 

Jon Mullaly: 2 

Perry Thrun: 2 

Leif Bierly: 3 

Ali Erdahl: 3 

David Erdahl: 3 

Josh Mitchell: 3 

Kyle Mitchell: 3 

John Youker: 3 

Kelly Jo Ernst: 5 



Rachel Flynn: 6 

Tara Kinney: 6 

Ryan Fossum: 7 

The final vote of the final votes came in last night, and to tell you the truth, there really weren't any comments worth noting 

here.  The three members of the jury all agreed that only one person should have the title of the second winner of 

KellySpace Survivor.  Just one person should have their name in lights alongside Rachel's. 

This person. 

http://viewmorepics.myspace.com/index.cfm?fuseaction=viewImage&friendID=148781276&albumID=0&imageID=3009243 

Thanks for playing. 

Cheers. 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

Oh, and also?  Every winner in the history of this game has had the initials RAF.  OOOOOEEEEEOOOOO SCARY 

June 29, 2007 - Friday   

 

And your teammates are...  

Dear Surviv-whores (this is Kelly, and you can expect that sort of abuse on an intermittent basis), 

As Ryan bulletined today, we now have the field of 24 set, and we've rolled the dice to see who's 

teaming with who.  But before I get to that, I thought I'd let you in on a couple of the rules that 

are unchanging in this game, as well as a couple important new ones. 

First of all, the timeline.  As KellySpace Survivor 2 alumni know, I posted the challenge on a 

Friday, and they were due back to me by Wednesday.  I would then score the challenges, post the 

results, and the losing team would have two days (until that Friday) to vote for which of their 

teammates they'd like to eliminate.  On Friday I'd post who was eliminated, and in the same post, 

announce the next challenge.  Repeat until the game is over.  This is the exact same schedule 

we'll run it this time around, although little bits here and there could change as we deem 

necessary. 

Next of all, and this is new for all of you, there will be four teams of six this time around, and 

the game will run in a much different way.  The four teams will somehow incorporate the words 

East, West, North and South, respectivly, in their names.  In week one, North will face East, and 

I'll judge that side, and West will face South while Ryan judges them.  Basically, there will be two 

games running.  At the end of the challenge, each of the two losing teams will vote out a 

member.  In weeks two and three, we'll rotate which teams will face which.  This setup will 

continue until the four tribes merge into one...it'll happen, but we won't say when. 

If any of that is confusing, post a comment down here.  After making fun of you, I'll address your 

http://viewmorepics.myspace.com/index.cfm?fuseaction=viewImage&friendID=148781276&albumID=0&imageID=3009243


concerns.  Then, of course, I'll make fun of you again.  Then Ryan will, again and again. 

Also, any time you have questions for us about the game, post them in the blog comments, and if 

necessary, ask which of us you want to answer the question.  If you don't specify or it doesn't 

matter, then the first person who checks it will answer. 

And in all honesty, I won't make fun of you...unless you're Todd. 

From here on out, we've asked as much as we're going to for people to subscribe to the blog.  If 

your teammates haven't done so yet, get on their asses to do so.  It's your problem now, bitches! 

You should be able to talk/conspire with your teammates from the friends page here.  If they're 

using a nickname, I'll mention that. The game will start very soon, perhaps even this Friday if 

we're feeling like posting it then.  I know Independence Day is coming, so if we need to change 

the scheduling around that, we will.  On Friday I'll let you know. 

In the meantime, here are the teams, and I've placed an asterisk next to one member of each 

team at random.  That person is considered your Captain and will send us their team's name 

(with everyone's input)--please have it to us this Friday, whether you work with your teammates 

on it or not.  If you don't, we'll name you something lame on our own.  As I said, please use the 

direction of your team in the team name. 

Here you go... 

Team North 

Adam Hegge (That One Kid) 

Todd Karner 

Tanya Laumann (TeePeepers) 

Josh Mitchell (The Van) 

Ben Thietje 

Brienne Zimmer* 

Team East 

Robert Arlt 

Carrie Metz 

Chad Paul* 

Sugar 

Perry Thrun 

Nick Wells 

Team West 



Kelly Jo Ernst (VeganRageGirl) 

Chris Haase (Bus Nine, his band) 

Jason Harber 

Joshua Morris* 

Blair Ross 

John Youker 

Team South 

Michael Battista (Captain Planet) 

Cory Funk (CoryQ) 

Ryan Grewe 

Patrick Kozicky 

Mawk 

Oliver Thrun* 

--------------------- 

At no extra cost to you, we're rearranging the friends page to put the teams together in the four 

columns from top to bottom!  Generous, huh? 

And if you have issues with your team, take it up with the dice.  Ryan and I were both in 

attendance for the rollage. 

Cheers. 

 

Matt is no more...  

Current mood:  thirsty  

If some of you notice a small change in the players on the teams, then I admit, it is true.  Matt 

Zimmer has dropped out of the running before the race has begun.  Coward.  Not to worry, I have 

already taken the adequate steps of replacing our deserter. 

I have replaced our scruffy looking nerf herder with a much more polished, sophisticated, suave 

nerf herder, named Robert Arlt.  He prefers to be refered to as Sir Robert.  If anyone goes along 

with this abandonment of reason I will personally scold that person and remind them we live in a 

Democratic Union and not some pretentious culture where they still believe in useless figurehead 

Monarchy.  If everyone on his team could please welcome him I'm sure he would appreciate it. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

(Twenty minutes later)  

For the love of Christ people.  Why is it so hard to put aside a half hour a week to play this game.  

I've just gotten our second notification that someone has dropped from the game like a fly. 

Chris Haase (BusNine), my best friend during high school, has just bowed out.  I don't know if he 

entered to get the band's name exposure, but we are sad to see him go.  I was really looking 

forward to having him play.  Please send him nasty messages, but not too nasty, he says he'll be 

back to compete in SurvivalSpace 4.  I'll believe it when I believe it. 

This delay has now caused a hold up in the game.  We don't want any one team to start with a 

disadvantage.  I was going to say a handicap, but one team already  has Ryan Grewe playing on 

their team, and that wouldn't be fair to phrase it in that cadence. 

So, here we go...  We are playing grab ass until we find a 24th player.  Please try and find 

someone who knows that they will have to commit a lengthy half an hour a week that this game 

requires and is somewhat funny.   

Thank you for your patience, 

Kelly and Ryan 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 



(Another twenty minutes passes) 

Hallelujah!  There is a God.  I'm glad to say I've stepped off of this hour long emotional 

rollercoaster ride with good news.   

Rachel Ann Flynn, the Season One Kellyspace Champion, has thrown her hat in the ring to 

compete in SurvivalSpace 3.  I am inserting, that's right I said inserting, her directly into the 

Team West line-up.  This saves us tons of time by skirting around the restructuring and rolling our 

way to new teams.  If anyone has an issue with this please let me know. 

As I said before for Robert, Team West, please welcome Rachel as one of your own.  She is cute 

and cuddly, but she is a ferocious contender with nails like that of a bobcat.  Or should I say a 

naked molerat. 

Let the games begin! 

P.S.  I only have two of the four names submitted.  If I don't get them by 10pm this evening Kelly 

and I will be taking it upon ourselves to give the teams that haven't gotten us names to make 

your name very humiliating.  Missing deadlines is a very serious violation in this game. 

July 2, 2007 - Monday   

 

The names are in!  

Current mood:Worn out  

Alright Suckas, 

We've gotten the names in.  One was in right under the gun and they still got it wrong.  Then 

there was the one who didn't show up at all. 

 And the names are: 

Team South: The Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen 

Team West: The Best Westerns 

Team East: The Brown Street Elite 

Team North: ? 

I just wanted to comment that Team East didn't particularly get the point of naming their team.  I 

have a feeling that their attention to detail will boost their results in each and every challenge, but 

I'm not going to speculate in which direction.  All things considered we shall rename them 'The 

Brown Street East,' and no, that is not a reference to any song by Bruce Springsteen.  Sorry, but 

that was the only condition, that you have your direction in the name. 

As for Team North, I guess you'll have to blame this one on your Team Captain, Brienne Maner.  

Kelly and I will have assembled a completely embarassing name before 5pm tonight when our first 

challenge shall be announced. 

Teaser for the first challenge:  You are dead, now what? 

July 2, 2007 - Monday   

 

Challenge One  

First of all, I planned on always having the two of us mention which of us was writing.  Ryan didn't 



do that with his last post, and for that, he has been sacked.  Oh, and this is Kelly. 

Second, Brienne, you were too late with your Team Norf.  To clean up the shitstorm that you left 

by not naming your team in time, you are henceforth known as "The Quilted Northerns."  As for 

the Brown Street Elite, we're putting "East" into your name by making it "The Brown Street East-

lite."  You're welcome! 

Okay then, here is the challenge (for those waiting for the Naked Photo Shoot, it doesn't open the 

game.  Sorry!).  These will be scored by Ryan and I on the morning of Wednesday, July 11th, 

so you'll probably want them in the night before, as we both tend to wake up early. 

Challenge One: Autobituary 

That's right--the bad news at the beginning of SurvivalSpace is that you're dead.  The good news: 

you're all writing your own obituaries. 

Each person on each team will write their own obituary, complete with where, when, and how, and 

include a (short) life story (or career story, whatever).  You can make yourself die whenever you 

want in the near or distant future, young or old.  The main point is this: just amuse us. 

For this first challenge, here are the at-random matchups: 

QUILTED NORTHERNS vs. BROWN STREET EAST-LITE (Kelly judges) 

BEST WESTERNS vs. ENIGMATIC SOUTHERN GENTLEMEN (Ryan judges) 

For those of you worried that you don't know the person judging you very well or at all, bear in 

mind that we have similar senses of humor.  For those of you who don't know either of us, we like 

everything from idiotic lowbrow stuff to sharp, biting wit. 

I should probably set a word limit on these, so let's go with 300.  But honestly, you don't need to 

worry about getting close to that number, unless you have enough good material to get there. 

Each individual should send their obituary as a message to SurvivalSpace.  Normally we won't 

want to know whose challenge we're scoring, but with these being autobiographical, it's 

inevitable.  We'll basically score each one from one to three points in two different categories: 

*How it happened (in addition to being funny, it'll help if nobody else has anything similar) 

*Your life story/background 

So your challenge can score up to six points.  But here's where you should swat the asses of your 

teammates: anyone who doesn't do one will get negative two points.  Trust me, someone blows 

it every year.  See that it isn't you, okay?  Besides, who wouldn't want to decide their own death? 

After we score each person, the scores will be added together for each team.  The two teams who 

lose their matchup will be asked to vote one of their teammates out of the game (at this early 



stage, it usually ends up being the douchebag who didn't send anything to us) by that Friday, 

when we post the two eliminations, announce which teams are facing each other, and hit you with 

the next challenge.  From there, we'll be on our more usual Wednesday/Friday schedule.  With 

this being a holiday, we gave more time to do it; plus, for those who haven't played, this is a 

chance to have more time to talk to your team, if desired. 

As will always be the case, ask any questions about the challenge here, not by message.  If you 

want the question answered by one of us in particular (if you're wondering about a specific nuance 

of our humor or something), say so. 

Is there anything else?  I think I got it. 

NO!  There's one more thing.  To further safeguard this game from non-playing weenuses, anyone 

who doesn't play in a challenge will not only not be able to vote if their team loses, they'll also 

automatically cast three votes for themselves.  There.  All done with the scolding now.  Happy 

deaths to you all... 

Cheers. 

-K 

July 11, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Challenge 1 Results  

(First off, this is Kelly.  This is a fiendishly long post because it contains all 24 obituaries.  So 

yeah, it's long, but you guys are funny so it's worth reading.  Anwyay, the post is split in half; 

Ryan's side (Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen vs. Best Westerns) is first, then mine (Quilted 

Northerns vs. Brown Street Elite) follows.  At the bottom are the rules for how to vote someone 

out of the game, assuming you're on a losing team.  Okay, over to Ryan...) 

Best Westerns Vs. ESG  

Below are the Autobituaries submitted by the 'Best Westerns' and 'The Enigmatic 

Southern Gentlemen,'all of which are not enigmatic, gentle or are any of them from the 

South.  These Obituaries are scored according to the order that they were received.  This 

will also assure that I am rating them on hilarity and not favoring one team or another.  I 

will be adding my own subjective, sometimes rude/clever, remarks.  Feel free to gripe 

in the comment section of the blog (in fact, we encourage it) if you are so inclined.  

Just a side note, half of these m.f.ers were sent between 11:00pm and 4:00am  last 

night.  Sad, for the next challenge, if they don't get in by 10pm of that Tuesday *throat 

slitting noise*.   

Oh, and second side note.  Ryan Grewe didn't send a challenge in, so that starts the 

ESG's down by 2 already.  Good luck recovering that deficit.  



~First in Patrick,  

Young Man Dies of Irony   

  

Patrick R. Kozicky, beloved son, brother, uncle, friend and war hero, was killed 

tragically during a heated discussion of Alanis Morrisette's 'Ironic.' Patrick was 

known for his love of the singer's album, 'Jagged Little Pill,' with the exception of 

'Ironic.' Reportedly, Patrick and a friend were driving in dinky town, when the song 

came on the radio. The friend exclaimed his love for all of the ironic situations in 

the song. Patrick then went into a tirade, explaining that nothing in the song is 

actually ironic. "It just sucks. It's a song full of sucky things. The only ironic thing 

about the song, is that nothing in it is ironic," Patrick told his friend. "And I'll defend 

that until the day I die." At that moment Patrick, the driver of the car, turned the 

corner in front of their their destination, The Steak Knife, a favorite restaurant of 

Patrick's. Strangely a large pile of spoons were scattered about the street. "There 

were at least 10,000 of them," reported the friend. The car swerved, barely missing 

an employee of The Steak Knife, out looking for a place to smoke, on his cigarette 

break. A spoon from the street lodged itself into the front drivers side tire of the 

car, puncturing it. This caused the car swerve again out of control and hit a street 

light. Patrick, who was reportedly speeding, was thrown from the car, into an older 

gentleman, instantly killing them both. Then man had just won the lottery the day 

before, and was out to meet his wife to celebrate with a bottle of chardonnay. The 

bottle lay, broken on the ground between the two bodies. A homeless man, covered 

in dirt and flies was seen licking the wine off the street, before police arrived.   

"If only he'd been wearing his seatbelt, like I always advised him," his father told 

reporters. "He would have lived." Strangely Patrick was always one to take good 

advice from others.  

First up, I have to say that the true irony of that song is indeed the title.  I've thought that 

since it came out.  Second of all, working the man that won the lottery and died the next 

day, from the song?  Priceless.  Homeless man, great visual.  Making it read like a 

Police report, eh.  Regardless, I start the competition off with a 3 for death and a 1 for 

life story since there was none.  It's all down hill from here. 

Total: 4  

  

~Next up, Cory!  

NB: 10,000 days = 27.3 years.  

On to my obit...   

The body of Cory "Q" Funk, age 46 and 2, was recovered last week from the local 

swamp where it is believed he was sucked down by an undertow, possibly fleeing 



from an anima attack. The date of exact death is unknown as the body was 

disfigured by ticks and leeches. A twenty seven point three year employee of the 

Maynard Tool and Die shop, he was known as a sober man but had the occasional 

disposition to wear a grudge like a crown. Born in Golden Valley, MN, he moved to 

Akron in his late teens but couldn't stand the dead Ohio sky so he moved back to 

St. Paul. In recent months a schism between himself and his closest friend, Harry 

Manback, is known to have formed. Harry is sought by police for routine 

questioning. He can be identified by his Vans, 501s, dope Beastie T, nipple rings, 

and new tattoos. Cory is survived by wife Mary, son Gimmeda, and daughter 

Wewantda. He had a voice that was strong and loud. We'll miss him. Visitation is 

planned for July 11th from 2 pm to 4pm at the Carey, Chancellor, Jones, and 

Keenan Funeral Home.  

Well Cory, all I have to say is… very thorough.  The funniest part was the hilarious last 

name of your friend.  I hope it is made up because I would feel bad for him.  Mainly 

because I laughed at it.  I did enjoy the Gettysburg type beginning, but what does that 

mean?  Were you 48 when you died or did you clone yourself and keep a small canister 

with you of your embryonic discovery.  I liked it and laughed, but I didn't laugh as 

much as I'd like. 1 for the death and 3 for the life story. 

(insider's note: I was told that Cory has hidden 14 Tool song references in this obit 

along with other clues to the band's awesomeness.) 

Total: 4  

  

~Here's one of the Thurn's, guess which one.  

27 years ago Cora Thrun gave birth to a nameless child. He was promptly given the 

name Oliver. Shortly after he suffered from sudden infant death syndrome and, as 

the name would imply, he died. For the past 27 years his tangent spirit has been 

inhabiting the Earth, aging as would a living persons. Nobody, including Oliver 

himself, was ever notified of this fact because, well, it's just creepy. His spirit 

perished from this realm yesterday, July the 4th, when, to celebrate the 

anniversary of the liberation of his "chosen" country, the deity know by Christians 

as "God" inhabited the body of it's "chosen" leader, George W. Bush, who 

immediately "cleansed" the country of all minorities with his devine power. Oliver, 

being registered by doctors as "other" under race on his birth certificate due to his 

spiritual state of being, was defaultly "cleansed" along with the rest of the countries 

minority population.   

He is survived by his parents, and two brothers. He has a sister too but she doesn't 

count because she's adopted and was recently cleansed in a related incident.  

Ah, Oliver.  Way to come back with a real funny bone tickler.  I chuckled at the Bush 

deity stuff, but then when you tied it in to your sister that you play off as, "doesn't 



count."  Sent me through the roof and sealed it for you.  A score of 3 for death and 1 for 

life story. 

Total: 4  

  

~Kelly Jo, we are happy to hear how it ended. 

 

"Kelly Jo Ernst, 26, died recently after learning that her friend, also named Kelly, 

and his wife were pregnant with their second child. According to scribbled 

calculations found at the scene, Ernst seemed to be trying to figure out why anyone 

would sleep with her friend in the first place, let alone more than once. Medical 

examiners believe Ernst's inability to find a logical answer led to her untimely 

death. At this time, Ernst is believed to have died due to mental exhaustion. 

Several factors are believed to have contributed to her death, primarily her 

participation in an online Survivor game created by her friends on the popular 

website Myspace.com. It is believed that brainstorming ideas for responses to the 

game's challenges initiated Ernst's spiral into exhaustion. Strangely enough, her 

friend Kelly was also responsible for the creation of the online game in which Ernst 

was involved. Police investigators may look into this matter further as one of the 

most strangely plotted homicides in history."   

I'm gonna say solid.  It was a great name drop for the game.  Plus Kelly doesn't get 

enough shit during this game and I encourage it, but won't give it away with a sick 

Kelly burn.  Kelly Jo, well done, 2 for death and 1 for life story. 

Total: 3  

~Dr. Joshua Morris, you're next please…  

Dr. Joshua Morris passed away this past Saturday, July 7th, 2007, at his mid-

summer home in Weed, CA. He committed suicide after discovering that his wife 

was really blind and had fooled him all these years.   

  

Born August 30th, 1978 in Amarillo (Spanish for yellow), TX, he grew up in the 

Dallas/Fort Worth area, also spending several of his most formative years in Sioux 

Falls, SD. Due to his unusually small size, Joshua became this century's most 

successful optical surgeon from a very early age. Able to physically enter the bodies 

of his patients orally using a pill-shaped mini-aircraft known as the "Jimmy 

Johnson", Dr. Morris was able to perform his patented "Creative Corrective 

Colorization of the Human Eye" while inside his patients' bodies. He suffered a life-

long battle with the FDA over the validity of his surgical methods, but his success 

among Hollywood's elite staved off any real aggression from the law. After one 

surgery, Paris Hilton was quoted to have said "I can't believe I just swallowed my 

http://myspace.com/


doctor!"   

  

He was most famous for his earliest work on National Geographic's Afghan Girl. He 

became well known in the entertainment industry, particularly music and film, 

inspiring such works as the indie band Bright Eyes and Goo Goo Dolls' hit song Iris. 

Morris's invention of the "Jimmy Johnson" was the basis for the box office smash 

film Innerspace, starring Dennis Quaid. His work also inspired Eric Carmen's 

billboard hit Hungry Eyes, beloved tune from the Dirty Dancing soundtrack.   

  

Joshua is survived by his blind wife, Crystal, and their two sons, Cameron and 

Parker.   

  

The memorial service will be held at the historic Grauman's Chinese Theater in 

Hollywood, Saturday July 20th, 2007 at 7:05 p.m. Joshua's favorite David Lynch 

film will start promptly at 7:15, with a candlelight vigil to follow.  

Perfect.  Exactly what an obit should be and enough twists and turns to keep me 

interested even if I didn't know you.  Knew the Innerspace thing was coming up.  Wish 

you would have some how linked why your wife being blind made you kill yourself 

other than the optometrist bit.  Now you're never going to heaven.  The first person to 

do a life story might I add.  I give the life story a 3 and the death a 2. 

Total: 5  

  

~Michael "Captain Planet" is here to die…  

Here is my homework...   

Captain Planet died today (age unknown) while cleaning up a toxic waste dump 

called New Jersey. He had been summoned by the 5 elements: Earth, Wind, Water, 

Fire, and Love. However Love and Fire where fighting over the fact that Love had 

clearly left the window in the kitchen open, which had let all the mosquitoes in 

while she was baking chocolate chip cookies. As they fought about this Fire being, 

well fire, said some pretty hurtful things to Love mostly about how she was getting 

fat. And that it was this eating problem that had caused the fight by connection of 

the mosquitoes and baking. In turn Love responded that it was Fire's drinking and 

gambling problem that had drove her to eating more as he had become less caring 

and loving which is what Love really needed in a man. So in an effort to 

compensate for this she had turned to chocolate and her weight was really his fault. 

This went back and forth until Love turned to Hate and stabbed Fire in the eye with 

a pair of scissors that she had used to open the bag chocolate chips for failing to 

see the error of his ways. Fire partially blinded stumbled out of the kitchen to his 

bottle of Jack. After a swig he went to throw his bottle of Jack Daniels at Love (who 

is now Hate). His aim was off and the bottle hit the stove and erupted into flames. 

Love/Hate instantly caught on fire as she had been in the kitchen continually 



snacking during the argument. Fire rushed to save her but as he reached her he 

slipped on some melted chocolate chips that had fallen on the floor. They both fell 

out of the open window and down 13 flights to the parking lot. Love hit the ground 

and died on impact. Fire had landed in to the dumpster that was filled with 

Styrofoam that quickly caught fire and melted. The toxins released destroyed his 

lungs and his Captain Planet ring. Fire died from lung failure, burns, massive blood 

loss, and severe impact. Captain Planet died from a domestic dispute of two of his 5 

ring holders and the ultimate destruction of the fire ring due to toxic Styrofoam 

gas. Captain Planet is credited with trying to save the world while sporting a green 

mullet, red shoulder pads, and basically the worst superhero outfit ever. Also, 

teaching children valuable lessons. He is survived by Water, Wind, and Earth. A 

wake will be held on the Earth everyday until it too is destroyed by selfish humans. 

  

Wow.  I must say, that was thought out.  I liked how two other people died in what in-

turn was your obituary.  I loved everything, except… this wasn't about you.  It was 

funny and was about death, but nothing about your life.  Despite it not being about you 

completely, I still give it a 1 for the death and 1 for the absence of a non existent life 

story.  Even though it was shit-my-pants outrageous. 

Total: 2  

  

If this for some reason does not qualify then there is this….   

  

Michael James Battista died yesterday in a massive scooter accident involving a 

monkey, an astronaut, a bus, an ice-cream cone, 2 dead hookers, and his Chinese 

nemesis Magic Chan, at the age of 29. He will be buried next to his loved one, 

fortunately his right arm was severed during the scooter accident that involved the 

2 dead hookers. There will be a viewing on 7-13-07 at Mang Yu Dei Funeral Home 

in Nanjing on Bu Hu Road next to Bruce Lee Chicken who will cater the lunch. His 

list of accomplishments are sitting very close to the TV and not going blind, 

masturbating a lot and not going blind, Tech school, high school, middle school, 

elementary, and preschool, bootlegging booze aboard the Sheryl Anne in Kodiak, 

Alaska, 4 years at Citibank and not getting fired, learning enough Chinese to pick 

up Chinese chicks (that speak English), Successfully defeating Mist and Mike 

Tyson's Knockout (he winks before he punches you, it's so easy), Never got a DUI, 

teaching English to Chinese children, breaking out of prison after being falsly 

imprisoned for murdering my wife and her lover (that's was Sawshank Redemption 

not my life). Don't fear the Reaper by Deep Purple will be played at the wake on 

repeat. Mike loved Cheeto's and PBR so those will be there too. The hair from his 

palms will be donated to DHC (Dead Hookers with Cancer). He wants everyone to 

bring fireworks, mostly Roman candles and bottle rockets to have a firework fight in 

the parking lot after the Funeral and maybe someone else will die and then can 

have more people to hang out with. He is survived by the wolves that raised him 



and many, many, awkward friends.  

Oh Mikey, you threw me for a loop.  I laughed non-stop on this ride.  I resurrect your 2 

and make it a full-fledged 3 for death and 3 for life story!  Victory is yours! 

Total: 6  

  

~Buck's son, John, will tell us of his life.  

John Youker Dies at 67.   

  

Noted actor and martial artist dies from wounds suffered in battle to defend NYC.   

  

John Youker, the actor, martial artist, author, Nobel Prize winner, and ladies man 

died early this morning from the injuries he suffered in his epic battle with Fu 

Shang Woo, the evil master of Sperm Whale Kung Fu. Woo had appeared before 

the city with the expressed plan of taking over the city as a springboard to the 

nation as a whole. After the cities many superheros fell to Woo's power, Youker 

appeared from years of retirement to fight Woo. The battle raged for hours as the 

two went the length and breadth of New York. It ended when Youker brought the 

whole of Madison Square Garden down on his opponant and himself. Crews located 

them the following day; Woo was pronouced dead at the scene while Youker was 

clinging barely to life. Doctors at Columbia Medical Center say he was stablized for 

an hour before everything failed.   

  

Youker, was born in Iowa in 1980 to a software engineer and an alien queen. After 

time as an actor, gas station attendant, sheep castrator, monkey wrangler, and 

"fluffer" Youker discovered Tai Chi at the local Sholin Temple. The Chinese workout 

system was known for it's slowness. John learned that when sped up, Tai Chi was 

the deadliest, most effective form of unarmed combat ever created. It was at this 

time he meet his nemesis, Fu Shang Woo, who had begun to practice the banned 

art of Sperm Whale Kung Fu. An afront to the Sholin Temple (as almost everything 

is) Woo went out on his own causing havoc everywhere. Youker kept him at bay 

many times, joined by the superhuman community that had appeared at that time. 

His efforts in this and other fights for justice lead to Youker receving the Nobel 

Peace Prize. After writing his autobiography "You're Ass Is A Plate Glass Window 

and My Foot's Going Through", and staring in the "Sloth Fighter" film series( 

highlighted by his trists with almost every woman in Hollywood), Youker retired to 

New England to raise Alpacas. Woo had vanished, and younger heros had the world 

well in hand. This was not to last long though, as Woo returned and fate took it's 

coarse. Youker is survied by his brother Tim also, a master of Tai Chi, his 14 

childern from his many lovers, and more cousins then anyone has a right to have. A 

private memorial will be held at the Sholin Temple of La Kal Gund on Friday, a 



public service will follow this Sunday in Central Park.  

Hmmm…  I loved that Johns life was much like an episode of Kung Fu, Godzilla movie 

and the movie Buckaroo Bonzai.  I especially loved the autobiography title, "Your Ass 

Is A Plate Glass Window and My Foot's Going Through."  Very Chic.  I'm gonna throw 

the death a 2 and the life story a 3, mainly because that's how I wanted mine to be. 

Total: 5  

  

~Hello Lovely Ms. Flynn,  

Flynn, Rachel A.   

  

age 30, was born in St. Paul, Minnesota. She grew up in Eagan and graduated from 

Eagan High School in '95 before attending the University of Minnesota, Morris ('99, 

B.A. in Theatre Arts). She worked in the P.R. office of The Children's Theatre 

Company for six years before deciding that her boss's craziness and the 

overwhelming workload were no longer very enjoyable. Last December she sold out 

to "The Man" and began working in a law firm. Rachel enjoyed watching, 

performing in, supporting and/or producing theatre, and she loved to travel. Her 

favorite destination was the city of London where she was able to indulge her two 

loves while racking up credit card debt. Rachel found peace Thursday, July 5, 2007 

after a rockin' day of July 4th celebrations. Contrary to rumors (and several psychic 

predictions) her cause of death was neither alcohol poisoning, autoerotic 

asphyxiation, nor decapitation. The autopsy released from the coroner's office 

yesterday lists Rachel's official cause of death as a zombie bite on her lower back 

most likely sustained during her last visit to London which coincided with the UK 

Zombie Scare of '05. Rachel's friends say this news goes a long way toward 

explaining her deep fear of zombies and her occasional cravings for raw brain 

matter and Taco Bell chalupas. The animated corpse of Rachel spent the last couple 

of years enjoying "life" by doing a couple of shows and hanging out with friends. 

She is survived by her dog Dodger, her cat Ramsey, her dad Bob, her moms Angie 

and Sheila, and many friends. Those wishing to send a remembrance are invited to 

make a contribution to The Breast Cancer 3-Day Walk (which Rachel was to have 

participated in this August) benefiting the Komen for the Cure Foundation at 

http://www.the3day.org/twincities07/goddessraf  

I love how you plug your latest fund raising opportunity in your obit.  Love the spice of 

the zombies and chalupas.  Give us some dirt Dirty, or at least make some of your life 

up.  It was funny and good.  Score it 2 for death and 3 for life story. 

Total: 5  

  

http://www.the3day.org/twincities07/goddessraf


~I'm almost afraid to read.  Mawk's  

Mawk passed away at Buffalo Wild Wings on Wing Tuesday goin after a hoe.   

Here is his sad but true life story..   

I used to know a bitch named Mawk, a'ight?   

He used to roll around and fuck the hoes at night   

Tight than a muthafucka with the gangsta beats   

And he was ballin' on the muthafuckin' wingy streets   

Peep, that shit got deep and it was on   

Number 1 song after number 1 song   

Long as his muthafuckin' pockets was fat   

He didn't give a fuck where the bitch was at   

But she was hangin' with a white bitch doin' the shit she do   

Suckin' on his dick just to get a wing or 2   

This bitch went by the name of Mandy May   

He used to be up in them guts like everyday   

The pussy was the bomb, had a nigga on sprung   

He was in love like a muthafucka lickin' the protung   

The homies used to tell him that she wasn't no good   

But he's the maniac in black, Mr. Mawk Eastwood   

So he figures 'niggaz wouldn't trip with mine'   

Guess what? Got gaffled by one time   

Mawk's back to the muthafuckin' county jail   

6 months on his chest, now it's time to bail   

He get's released on a hot sunny day   

His nigga Ryan Foss and his homey Kelly Wells   

scooped in a coupe, they say, "Mawk we got news"   

"Your girl was trickin' while you was draped in your county blues"   

He ain't been out a second   

And already gotta do some muthafuckin chin checkin   

Move up the block as they groove down the block   

See Wild Wingieeez he shouts, "Foss, pass the glock."   

Kick in the do', he looks on the flo'   

It's his little cousin Ryan Grewe and he's fuckin' his hoe, yo   

He uncocked his shit...He's heart-broke but still loc'ed..   

  

He shouts, 'Man, fuck you cuz!'   

  

Before Mawk could get a shot off,   

Grewe threw 3 hot wingiez with blazin wing sauce   

1 in each eye and one straight down his throat   

Mawk says, 'o really, dude', and mawky mawk choked.   

  

Fuck that bitch.   



We love you mawk.  

Mawk, did you try and sabotage your own obituary?  The lines were all ripped off of 

awesome late 90's rap, which I love.  Mawk, Mawk, Mawk.  I guess we didn't have any 

rules against plagiarism in this round, so… I'll give it a 3 for death, because it was 

funny, and a 1 for life story.  Still a valiant effort. 

Total: 4  

  

~Our friend from another end, Mr. North Dakota himself, Blair!  

Blair Ross   

1979-2007   

  

  

Authorities were called to a south Fargo apartment early in the morning on 

Monday, July 9th, on a noise complaint. The apartment was forcefully entered to 

the unsuspecting police officers' collective dismay. Apparently police entered the 

premises only to find a young man's corpse and the gruesome scene he left behind. 

Blair Ross, 27 years old, had taken his own life with a shotgun to the face. In what 

authorities say was a disturbing touch, Ross had set the song "What a Wonderful 

World" by Louis Armstrong on repeat and at full volume. Officers exited the scene 

with tears in their eyes and later commented that they were uncertain whether it 

was the tragic suicide or the beautiful song lyrics that were responsible for the 

emotional display. Oh, and it was also reported that a bloody blanket and teddy 

bear were found on the floor near the weapon.   

  

Ross was well known for his..... oh, fuck it, everyone who knew him knows all he 

did was take acid and go to concerts.   

  

Family members of Ross believe his suicide was due to the fact that he'd recently 

viewed Fox News accidentally, and was reminded that George W. Bush is still 

president.  

Nice.  Simple.  The scene set at the into was quite nice and did make me chuckle.  I 

wish that you would have elaborated a bit on some of the life's goings on.  Honestly, 

that's all I did up until I was 23.  I score it a 3 for your death because of your Louie 

Armstrong placement and a 1 for life story.  I think he just forgot the details of his life 

due to the acid. 

Total: 4  

  

~I heard that Jason had a hard time doing this challenge, let's give him some applause.  



Let's hope he doesn't get fired for OSHA infringements.   

First a 100% true confession...I am writing this after getting 5 stitches in my 

forehead in the emergency room. I can provide a picture for proof. Basically, I fell 

off a table at work, because I was too lazy to get a ladder. My life flashed before 

my eyes...which hopefully will inspire this obituary (if not, hopefully it gets me 

some cred with the judges)   

TEAM BEST WESTERN   

  

Jason Harber passed away today at the age of 26. The much beloved sitcom star of 

THAT 90'S SHOW, FRESH DUKE OF APPLE VALLEY, and 3/4 FULL HOUSE died while 

performing a benefit concert for the Save The Walruses Foundation. Harber was 

performing a medley of Motown Classics by the Supremes, Diana Ross, and 

DREAMGIRLS. His heart failed as he hit the high note in "You're Going to Love Me". 

Once his heart started to fail, he stumbled backward, gashing his head on the bass 

drum. After gashing his head on the bass drum, a light fell from the grid, landing 

directly on his temple. Harber, valiantly still staggered up onto his feet, to finish the 

song, when he was smothered in the Main Curtain as they brought it down to mask 

the audience from the happenings on stage. Once free from the curtain, Harber fell 

22 feet into the pit. He gargled the rest of the song with blood coming out of his 

mouth. All things looked good, and he was making a remarkable recovery 

backstage, when he choked on a artichoke and died.   

  

Harber leaves no wives, but 36 illegitimate children. His funeral will be attended by 

many of his close friends, Corey Hain, Cory Feldman, and Mark Paul Gosselar...with 

whom he starred in the TV Movie sensation SAVED BY THE BELL: Life in Rehab.  

Dear God.  Thank the lord that was the last one.  Just a questions Jason, did your real 

life events give you inspiration for the way you died?  I did laugh because it was vivid 

and could actually picture you dying in the specified way.  I give it a 3 for death and a 3 

for life story.   

Total: 6  

  

It was truly an honor to read everyone's Autobituaries, thank you.   

I'm gonna make the scoring short, but sweet.  In order for the teams-  

Best Westerns: 4,3,5,5,4,6 

E.S.G.:  4,4,4,6,4,-2  

The Best Westerns win with a score of 27 to 20.  Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen, it is 



time to vote someone off the "island."  Kelly will explain below… 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Okay, Kelly's half now. 

KELLY'S MATCH: QUILTED NORTHERNS VS. BROWN STREET ELITE (Note: 

at this point, the word "East-lite" there was just sort of bugging me, so I dropped it to 

Elite again.  I'm such a pushover) 

..:namespace prefix = o ns = "urn:schemas-microsoft-com:office:office" />  

Do you 'member?  Do you remember when I said, referring to non-entries causing a 

score of negative two, that "someone blows it every year"?  That's indeed what I said, 

and indeed what happened.  Late last night, no fewer than four of my people hadn't sent 

one in, and I thought it was going to be the worst turnout in my game's history.  Instead, 

everyone was just sending them in late.  Well…everyone but one. 

Here are the obits in the order I got them; my comments/scores follow each.  Final note: 

in general, I clean up spelling because I enjoy doing that for some reason.  One 

exception: a person made a joke made on a misspelling, which is obviously left intact. 

"Sugar" Shane Gibson, ..:namespace prefix = st1 ns = "urn:schemas-microsoft-

com:office:smarttags" />Brown Street Elite 

Here Lies Shane Patrick Gibson (aka SUGAR)  

 

Born in June of 1972 he came into the world much as he left it, chubby and bald. Sugar 

lived a fair to moderately good life growing up in Northern MN, dreaming of what most 

small town boys do, having mucho man on man sex with strangers. But once he realized 

that even gay freaky old men found him unattractive, he found his true calling. Taking 

comfort in knowing that not just anyone could be a hunchback living in a bell tower, he 

became very comfortable in his new career choice. He lived a fulfilling life of touching 

himself inappropriately on an hourly basis, along with his award winning cross-

stitching. He sadly met his demise, choking on a Twinkie, while whacking it to Oprah, 

whilst listening to the soundtrack from Yentl. He is survived by all of his illegitimate 

children strewn throughout all the trailer parks in Northern Iowa. And his life long 

lover, Ryan Fossum. 

(Cause of death: 2/3.  Very funny, but I got some even better ones.  Life story: 2/3.  Gay 

jokes are funny, yes, but a little obvious.  That said, his particular self-deprecation as it 

relates to these jokes was good.  All in all, 'twas a good introduction to one of the 

players I've never met.  My favorite bit: he came into the world much as he left it, 

chubby and bald.)  4 points 

Ben Thietje, Quilted Northerns 

Thietje, Benjamin B. age 29¾, of St. Paul, passed away on July 4th, 2007. Thietje, an 

avid home-remodeler, was in the middle of upgrading his kitchen, when he was 

frightened by a nearby fireworks display and choked on his own caulk. "He was 

squeezing his caulk because it wasn't working right." explained a friend, "Apparently, 

he had the caulk too close to his face when the BANG happened. He squeezed his 

caulk, some came shooting out, and he choked on it. It's a terrible tragedy." St. Paul 



police searched Thietje's condo for signs of foul play, but only found caulk. "This guy 

had a lot of caulk." explained St. Paul Chief of Police John Harrington, "I don't think 

I've ever seen so much caulk in my life. None of our police videos prepared us for a guy 

choking on caulk. This one totally confuses me." Thietje is survived by parents, Daryl 

and Addamaine of New Prague, sister, Kacey Hamlin of Los Angeles, and brother, 

Toby of Pensacola, FL. Thietje also had an unusually small penis. 

(Cause of death: 3/3.  The wording puts it over here, obviously.  Life story: 1/3.  He 

didn't really do one, probably because of his preoccupation with caulk.  I laughed 

heartily throughout this one, and I wish I could give it more, but yeah…the life story 

thing.  Anyway, I had lots of favorite bits, but the best was the last line, which I wasn't 

expecting.)  4 points 

Carrie Metz, Brown Street Elite 

Carrie English, age 33, died last Tuesday in the comfort of her own bathtub in Hurley, 

SD. Having lived a full, giving life, the family requests a celebration of life gathering to 

be held on Saturday, July 7, 2007. The event will take place at that one bar in Hurley.  

Born in Jamestown, ND, Carrie has always been a source of inspiration. Once while she 

traveled with the band Three Dog Night as a roadie, Cory Wells himself said, "Good 

Lord, if I ever meet another wench like you, I'll Clorox myself to asphyxiation." 

Touring with the band was one of her greatest highlights (Carrie was one of 58 dancers 

in the background of Three Dog Night's video "Mama told me not to come")- 

overcoming a strange itch she caught on the road that lasted for years was another 

highlight for her. By then she had resigned herself to a life of chaffed misery.  

Other momentous times include her release from prison for serving time on a small, 

meaningless drug string and the time her families' minister gave her a generous 

donation to fix her decayed teeth and she flew to Grenada instead. Her adamancy over 

the news that she broke out of prison versus her release was just a fine example of her 

determination and will. The spur of the moment trip to Grenada to become a coconut 

bra fitter was a great show of her spontaneity.  

Carrie was a strong worker who had many at-home businesses. Often working until the 

wee hours of the morning, she boasted many satisfied customers in the community and 

from far away. Oft times, just a mere mention of her name would illicit wry smiles from 

men who knew her and how much value she placed in her business ethics.  

As a mother of seven, she was always on a mission. The last year of her life was 

devoted to mailing in Kraft Macaroni and Cheese rebates- her ultimate goal was to win 

the family sized duffle bag. In addition, she was featured on CNN's Nightline when 

President George Bush addressed the growing population of drug induced individuals. 

Her antics on air earned her the nickname "Princess Drama Lama" by her mother and 

father, proud Beanie Baby mogul millionaires. She savored her collection of broken 

beer bottles, first for the rich amber color and secondly, for the riches she envisioned 

would come once she started her mosaic business so aptly called Piss Ass Broke. 

Although the riches never came, her parents are the fine owners of a broken bottled 

chair she designed. It is even signed.  

Carrie is preceded in death by her 3 stepfathers, 2 step grandmothers, her ex-husband 

who was brutally castrated years ago and her dog, Ruufus. She leaves behind her 

children, parents and devoted fiancé she met last week.  



Donations will be taken and will be given to the VRNBT (Vibrators are not bathtub 

toys) charity. 

(Cause of death: 1/3.  She didn't really mention how it happened.  Edit: yes she did, at 

the end, which I'd forgotten.  So...3/3.  Nice.  Life story: 3/3.  Seriously, I laughed my 

ass off through this one too.  My favorite bits were plentiful, but if I have to choose one: 

Often working until the wee hours of the morning, she boasted many satisfied customers 

in the community and from far away.)  6 points 

Todd Karner, Quilted Northerns 

Todd Christian Karner  

April 15th 1977-July 8th 2007  

 

Todd Christian Karner died in a fire at a local Minneapolis comedy club on July 8th 

2007. Todd had been a staple of poor theatre performances and botched dates for years 

in the Twin Cities area. He graduatted from colledge at Minesota state Univarsity at 

mankato where he magored in theatre and minored in speling and grammer: After 

college Todd moved to Ireland where he lived for a year before he was forced out of the 

country for being too big of a drunk. He died Sunday night while performing at 

Grumpy's Comedy Club in front of a large crowd including five of his closest friends. 

He had a very good last set. His friends were thoroughly enjoying it when they realized 

they were laughing at jokes being told by Todd Karner. They then poured their 

alcoholic beverages over themselves and lit themselves on fire. Everyone else escaped 

from the club unharmed, with the exception of Todd. He realized he had upset the 

natural order of things by being funny and decided to give his friends one last big fiery 

hug. He is survived by his parents Tom and Kandie, and his brothers Mathew and Marc. 

Who only kind of liked him. 

(Cause of death: 3/3.  The term "die in a fire" is one I find funny.  It's an inside joke that 

works on me.  However, it's the self-deprecation of everyone else setting themselves on 

fire and only Todd dying that makes it perfect.  Life story: 2/3.  It's short and not as 

sharp as the stuff about the death, but I do like it.  My favorite bit: Todd had been a 

staple of poor theatre performances and botched dates for years in the Twin Cities 

area.  Also, I didn't know Marc's name was spelled that way.  But this is Todd, so 

maybe it isn't.)  5 points 

Robert Arlt, Brown Street Elite 

Robert Edwin Arlt, born 1983, is dead. Always a control freak his last hours of his 56 

years under the sun were spent scratching his dying words to be used in this notice, 

claiming he didn't want some sappy relative coming up with a bunch of bull$!%. A man 

of reticence and quiet manipulation, he managed to estrange his entire family by the 

end of his life except his beloved pit-bull, Bo-Peep, who didn't care about his antics so 

long as he was fed holistic, organic dog food. The only bump in their relationship came 

when Robert, a well known penny pincher decided he'd get the cheap generic brand at 

his local Wal-Mart to see if he could fool Bo-Peep. After feeding Bo-Peep, he was 

watching Dateline when he saw the report of deadly dog food from China and became 

sicker than the dog, the only thing making him feel better was finding out China's 

minister of Health would be put to death for it. Sadly it appears Bo-Peep, at the ancient 

age of 19 couldn't hear his masters calls for help when Robert had fallen and broken his 



hip (he always claimed calcium was for pussies) in the blistering heat trimming his 

bushes, and died later from complications of heat stroke that day on July 27.  

 

Neighbors were constantly appalled by the sexually ambiguous shapes of the bushes 

and would not come outside for this reason, nevertheless the 115 degree heat and 

humidity. Although they couldn't quite admit their happiness in his death, the 

overwhelming reply was they hoped a nice family would move in now. His brothers Ben 

and Mike both seem puzzled at the news as they remembered the last time they spoke 

to him. Mike remembered the time they had a contest to see who could walk farthest 

out on thin ice. After Robert claimed he walked all the way to the end, the younger and 

smaller Mike tried but fell in, and was dragged out of the water by their father and he 

had to spend the rest of the night in the bathtub. Mike added, "He knew we were going 

to have company and wanted me out of the way to get all the attention." Ben recalled 

the time they had taken a bath when they were young. "Mother walked in and saw 

watery turds in the tub…I was too young to defend myself, and Robert pointed to me 

and said icky Mommy, blaming it on me so he wouldn't get spanked." Besides being a 

good actor when need be, Robert held the worst part-time jobs available including 

standing outside Long John Silver's yelling ARRRGH! Scaring all the passing children 

trying to come eat, in the few words remembered he said his whole life, his second 

mistress claimed he said, "it kept me humble." Adamantly opposed to facing anything 

reminding him of his mortality, he decided to make his will at the very end, the 

scratched words on the sidewalk reading, "spread my ashes from canoe on some river, 

no, doesn't matter which." 

(Jeez, some of you are wordy motherf*&^ers.  Cause of death: 3/3.  I love the 

needlessly complicated nature of it.  Life story: 2/3.  For me it didn't match the 

greatness of the death story, but it was still pretty good.  As self-deprecation is a well-

documented favorite thing of mine, my favorite line is Although they couldn't quite 

admit their happiness in his death, the overwhelming reply was they hoped a nice 

family would move in now.)  5 points 

Nick Wells, Brown Street Elite 

Nicholas David Wells  

Blue Earth, Minnesota  

November 15, 1979 – June 2, 2066  

Services on 6-6-66  

 

Nicholas David Wells, 86, a Blue Earth resident for 86 years, died in a Blue Earth 

hospital early Wednesday morning. Nick, also known as Nic, never had a legal 

professional career, but has reportedly long been linked to an underground organization 

allegedly run by the loveable, furry rabbit known as Uncle Wiggly. A blonde hair, blue 

eyed witness, Heidi McFancypampers, of rural southern Granada township, who asked 

not to be identified, testified that she had seen Nick (Nic) conversing with the evil duo 

of Pipsisewak and Skeezicks. It is well documented that the duo – bitter enemies of 

Wiggly - has been after the Uncle's ears for years.  

Although nothing has been proven, Wiggly is awaiting trial on the murder of Mr. Wells, 

for he was found carrying Nick's ears in his breast pocket of his favorite tailcoat.  



While my opinion holds no bearing in the matter and I will quite possibly be terminated 

for my comment, I would just like to say way to go you stupid fucking rabbit.  

 

Nick was loved by many and hated by more. He was survived by his Chinese, or maybe 

it's Japanese (who can really tell anyway?) wife Katy and there two pet Boa's Fuffs and 

Snowball, and a few more whom aren't worth mentioning.  

 

Services will be held in the area behind the Lucky Lanes bowling alley in Winnebago, 

Minnesota. Reverend Blaine Urban (aka Birdman) will be officiating.  

 

Nick will be remembered for a couple of minutes. 

(Cause of death: 3/3.  Using an obscure kids' board game was unexpected and 

hilarious, especially going so in depth with it.  Life story: 2/3.  There isn't much here, 

but the line about Katy (don't worry, people, she's legitimately his Korean fiancé and is 

in on that off-color joke) is pretty funny.  Plus, listing that he's survived by other 

relatives not worth mentioning when I'm the scorer is a good gag.  I laughed 

throughout, but my favorite's this innocent-sounding line: Services will be held in the 

area behind the Lucky Lanes bowling alley in Winnebago, Minnesota.)  5 points 

Tanya Laumann, Quilted Northerns 

It comes as no surprise that Tanya Laumann (April 1st 1980-July 7th 2007) met her 

masterful maker merely making others marvelously happy. At precisely nine o clock 

Saturday morning Tanya plummeted painfully to her death in a dazzling display of 

dizzying nonsense, when she deflated face up backwards on the treacherous lifetime 

fitness treadmill. Witness's at the scene said the stunt was truly splendid, her flatulent 

act had been seen by none before, tooting and running is something some might 

consider but none openly make a mockery of this taboo gym ritual. Tanya's stunt went 

awry this Saturday July 7th at the Savage Lifetime Fitness health club when a faulty 

motor caused a speed explosion quickly flying Tanya off the back of said treadmill. But 

what killed her was her own gas. One spectator said this: "She fell on her ass, and all of 

us held our noses the smell of sulfur was something fierce." Dr. Alex Doerffler told us 

indeed it was the sulfur that ended Tanya's act eternally. Tanya 27 1/2 years old was 

proudly survived by exhibitionist husband Christopher Laumann. "She lived a happy and 

full life she often was said to help others "step up." Tanya would have wished for a 

death like this, sudden and hil-fuckin-larious," said husband Chris.  

She and husband Chris ran a non-profit children's theatre enterprise based on the work 

"Everyone Poops" and "Everyone Farts." Memorials will be set up for scholarships to 

"Laumann School of theatrical gas". 

(Cause of death: 3/3.  It's so vulgar and low-class, but using her own gas as the cause 

of death when she was in an explosion is undeniably clever, however sick.  Life story: 

1/3.  Not much to speak of.  Too bad, because this is probably about my favorite cause 

of death)  4 points 

Brienne Zimmer, Quilted Northerns 

Brienne Nicole Zimmer, 27, lost a courageous battle with a spatula in the ass, Monday. 

The spatula was to be used to turn over some pancakes Sunday morning and found its 

way into the dark brown cavern of her anal cavity upon placing the 3rd cake on the 



griddle. At that particular moment, the John Denver tune "Thank God I'm a Country 

Boy" became stuck in her head as well as horrific images of a naked Pauly Shore riding 

on a tractor. The sounds and imagery overtook her and she shoved the spatula way up 

into her ass. She died instantly. Zimmer is survived by a tongs, whisk and copy of Son 

in Law on VHS. 

(Cause of death: 3/3.  The first line is exquisite.  Life story: 1/3.  Seriously, do you guys 

even read the rules?  I think I laughed hardest at this one, so for the eightieth time, it's 

too bad something was missed.  My favorite line: the last one)  4 points 

Adam Hegge, Quilted Northerns 

Adam Hegge, Righteous Dude, Dies at 27  

 

Pieces of Adam Hegge were found splattered on the streets of Newport Beach after a 

skydiving accident early Sunday afternoon. Authorities are unaware of the reasons for 

Hegge's lack of parachute, but a witness by the name of Harry Balsak had this to say:  

 

Harry Balsak: "Well dude, we were up in the fuckin' plane, right... and I'm hangin' with 

Adam waitin' on our jump. Anyway, one dude jumps and Adam just cruises out the 

hatch after him with no shoot or nothin... I don't know why everyone's trippin' though, 

cuz me and Adam used to watch Point Break all the time and if Keanu Reeves can pull 

that shit off, I'm sure Adam can handle it."  

 

When Mr. Balsak finally realized that the pieces of Adam could not be put back together, 

he began to panic and shout something about voting for a new president of the Keanu 

Reeves fan club. It is uncertain what Mr. Balsak's words meant, but one thing is certain, 

He and his former friend Adam Hegge are complete fucking idiots. 

(Cause of death: 2/3.  It's pretty simple, but it's presented in a funny way.  Life story: 

2/3.  I like how what he did with his life is mixed in by relating his death; nobody else 

really did that to this degree.  And God help me, I snickered at "Harry Balsak."  My 

favorite line: the last one.)  4 points 

Chad Paul, Brown Street Elite 

Dick's Morgue & Pancake House  

Archive March 1997  

 

 

Paul, Chad, 16, of San Diego, formerly of Sioux Falls, died March 26, 1997. He is 

survived by his retarded brother Bilo. An informal memorial service will be held at 

Make-Out Point, where the departed's ashes will be scattered along with mosquito 

repellent.  

An excerpt from Dr. Kennth Noisewater's biography on the departed: How to Score with 

Cult Babes: "The details of my life are no biggie. My father was a relentlessly self-

improving jizz mopper from Guatemala with low grade narcolepsy and a quota for gay 

midget pornography. My mother was a 14 year old Canadian prostitute named Chlo'eh 

with three nipples. My father would womanize, he would smoke crack, he would make 

outrageous claims like he invented the internet. Sometimes he would accuse zig and 

zag of being homosexual. The sort of general catatonia that only the suuper smart 



possess and the insane forsake. My childhood was typical...summers in Jamaica and 

horticulture lessons. In the spring, i'd play with roadkill and soil myself. When I was 

saturated, I was hosed down at knife point, placed in a burlap bag, and put in the dryer 

until fluffy and smelling of mountain breeze. Pretty standard, really. At the age of 12 I 

received my first reach around. At age 14, a Mexican named Carlos religiously shaved 

my naughty spots. We would spoon and made up nicknames for our genitalia, Chuck 

Norris and Chipicabra, respectively."  

In a 911 recording obtained exclusively by Dick's Morgue, the departed's last words are 

echoed on the grainy vinyl: "What?...umm...no thanks…im not really thirsty." "I don't 

care that everyone else is doing it, I just joined to meet chics dude." "Fine…give me the 

damn kool-aid….il fuck'n drink it, ok…*gulp*….there!...are you fuck'n happ…*falls on 

floor*…*gasp*…. "I dun shit myself…end quote.  

 

Brought to you by,  

Dick's Morgue & Pancake House: Your Stiffy in a Jiffy!  

 

**this coupon valid for any shortstake combo meal with purchase of drink. 

(Cause of death: 3/3.  I like the Jim Jones reference that's just subtle enough that he 

didn't have to actually come out and say it.  Life story: 2/3.  It's funny, yes, but still a 

long reference to Austin Powers.  It's good, though.  Despite all the funny parts here, I 

laughed the most at the coupon offer at the end.)  5 points 

Josh Mitchell, Quilted Northerns 

Joshua Mitchell passed away on May 1st, 2009. While preparing for a world leaders' 

conference, he was attempting to retrieve a suitcase from storage when an avalanche of 

sports equipment pummeled to him to near death. Of the 11 different types of balls that 

fell, the most fatal was a 16-pound bowling ball which partially crushed his esophagus 

and sent him rushed to the emergency room. In the ambulance, Joshua was able to 

write a statement which read, "Tell those who know, I'll see ya later." The paramedic 

then hit the wall of the vehicle and said to the driver, "Here we go!" Joshua then smiled 

and was able to rasp, "Fiber, uppercut... Fiber." The laughing and coughing which 

ensued destroyed the partial bridge which had held his throat open and he was 

pronounced dead 3 minutes later. His brother-in-law and attorney released this 

statement which the deceased had requested to conclude his obituary. "Joshua Mitchell 

is survived by anyone who can read this and a few others as well. All of whom he held 

dear." 

(Cause of death: 3/3.  The "here we go," "fiber" business is an inside joke, but well-

placed.  The idea that he survived an accident of that magnitude and then died by 

making himself laugh was very funny.  Life story: 1/3.  There really isn't much of one 

here, or at least not one that's made to be joketastic.  I really wanted him to bring it 

back around and say "and away we go!"  I know you don't know what that means, but 

he does)  4 points 

So there you have it…I got eleven of twelve stories.  The BSE looked pretty strong, 

getting three of the four 5-scores, while everyone else on both teams managed four.  

However, Mr. Perry Thrun, Survivor II superstar, didn't send me anything, which gives 

him a score of negative two. 



Quilted Northerns: 4/5/4/4/4/4=25; Brown Street Elite: 5/6/5/4/-2/5=23 

Immunity Winners of Kelly's Match: Quilted Northerns 

Okay, so how it works is this: the two losing teams, the Brown Street Elite and The 

Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen, must now vote somebody out of their team and the 

game.  Note that Perry and Ryan both cast three votes for themselves and therefore 

don't send any votes to us, but everyone else on both of those teams should have 

elimination votes sent to us as messages no later than Friday morning when I wake 

up so I can post which two people are eliminated and get on with the next challenge.  If 

you have any questions about voting and such, post them here. 

Also, I like to post a little (anonymous) comment when you cast your votes, so if you're 

cool enough, say a little something when you vote.  And for our ease, please make 

"Vote 1" the subject of the message.  I'll let you know if I have any more demands! 

And to the funny-ass people who didn't follow the directions: you are all grounded. 

In the meantime, I always leave you with a little somethin' somethin': 

Next Challenge Teaser: "There Are No Wrong Answers, Just Less Funny Ones" 

July 13, 2007 - Friday   

 

Eliminations 1/2, Challenge Two  

[note: although Ryan and I do the scoring together, and come up with the challenges together, I'll 

probably always post the Elimination/Challenge page alone because it's more convenient.  

I apologize if you really like Ryan for some reason.  --K] 

Okay, so first off, let's deal with the eliminations.  But let's not deal with them too in depth, 'cause 

you can probably guess what happened. 

Starting with Ryan's side, where The Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen, despite having the coolest 

team name, voted out a member: 

Vote One (Two, and Three): Ryan, Ryan, Ryan (since he didn't do the challenge) 

Vote Two: Ryan Grewe.  "if you read my entry it is clear why he didn't submit anything.  

i'm just sayin! i spit the truth!" 

Vote Three: Ryan Grewe.  "Lack of contribution to the team equals lack of helping the South rise 

again...which it will." 

Vote Four: Ryan Grewe.  "I'm sure he has a good excuse like, "Huh, oh that yeah I lost my _(body 

part)_ while _(some action)_ with this _(NOUN) _, so I couldn't kill myself." (madlibs style, insert 

a word instant excuse). If he survives this then I will kill him myself." 

Vote Five: Oliver Thrun. 

Vote Six: Ryan Grewe.  "I say cut the dead weight early." 



First Eliminated from Survivor III: Ryan Grewe 

Over on the Kelly side of things, the Brown Street Elite, who have the second best name despite 

not using the word "East" like they were supposed to, fell to the Northerners.  Here are their 

votes... 

Vote One (Two, and Three): Perry, Perry, Perry (for not sending anything) 

Vote Two: Chad Paul.  "I dislike the use of 'Retarded'... Sorry that's how I roll...." 

Vote Three: Perry Thrun.  "Tardiness is my biggest pet peeve! Tis not noble." 

Vote Four: Robert Arlt. 

Vote Five: Perry Thrun. 

Vote Six: Perry Thrun.  "slackers will be the death of us all...." 

Second Eliminated from Survivor III: Perry Thrun 

He won't be matching last year's third place finish, that's for sure.  I would say the Elite is looking 

good now; they're actually the team that had the highest average score per person last time if you 

don't count Mr. No-Show. 

Anyway, here's the second challenge.  And opposed to the first one, this one will count on you to 

use your teammates, as only one submission per team will be necessary. 

This one is called I Can Do Anything Better Than You.  I did it last time around too, and it's a 

pretty perfectly-constructed challenge.  As one player said last year, "the challenge of this 

challenge is choosing the best answer from all the team members."  Yes, you'll probably want to 

set up team-only blogs for this one. 

Ryan and I have come up with 21 questions with no right answer that each team will have to 

come up with responses for.  Once someone on the team sends the answers to us (please call the 

message "Challenge 2 Answers" or something so we don't open something we shouldn't be seeing 

yet), that's that. 

Each of the teams will have a new matchup, again chosen by dice.  I will be overseeing the 

Quilted Northerns vs. Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen portion of the challenge while Ryan will 

judge The Best Westerns vs. The Brown Street Elite.  To ensure that Ryan and I don't let any 

personal stuff get in the way, we'll each be opening the responses that the other person is scoring, 

and mix up the answers and send them to the other judge so they can score it without knowing 

whose is whose.  Then we'll find out and announce winners.  I know that sounds confusing, but 

basically, the point is: Ryan and I won't know which team sent which answers. 



Winning will simply be determined by the teams that outscore their opponents.  If I find 11 of the 

North's answers to be funnier, they'll win Immunity while the South loses another member.  

Simple enough, eh? 

But maybe I should just get on with the questions (for the sake of fun, I've added which of us 

came up with the question): 

1. (K) If I held a tournament pitting children's cartoon characters against each other, who 

would win and why? 

2. (R) They are making a new Indiana Jones film.  Name it. [again, even if the real 

answer is announced sometime this week, we want a fake, funny name] 

3. (K) Imagine the hosts naked.  Which image makes you laugh more and why? 

4. (R) Considering he always escaped, where did Dr. Claw go at the end of each episode 

of Inspector Gadget? 

5. (K) Imagine you've just discovered that you can teleport.  What's the funniest 

possible way to use this power? 

6. (R) Instead of swimming, biking and running, what other three things could guys do 

to prove their manliness in the triathlon? 

7. (K) If you were going to name a sports team in Intercourse, Pennsylvania, what 

would you name it? 

8. (R) Which one of the Friends would you kill?  Why and how? 

9. (K) If the 22 remaining Survivors were playing truth or dare, who would you dare to 

do what? 

10. (R) Name a president and match him with a modern-day ailment.  I.E.: Abraham 

Lincoln, Erectile Dysfunction. 

11. (K) If Tom Cruise were a professional wrestler, what would his name be? 

12. (R) If you lost your predominant arm, what would you do for a living? 

13. (K) Do these melons look ripe to you? 

14. (R) Tears for Fears is mounting a comeback.  Rename the group to show the sign of 

the times, but keep it in the "----- for ------" format; also, name their co-

headliners/opening act. 

15. (K) Come up with a basic plot for a movie starring Lark Voorhies, Annasophia 

Robb, and Edward James Olmos. 

16. (R) There's a new dance fad in Miami involving water.  Can you coin a clever name 

for it? 

17. (K) Nearly the opposite was true during the first Survivor, so tell me this: why do so 

many of you have to be men? 

18. (R) In a cage match with Dom Deluise, Rachael Ray, Wolfgang Puck and Harry 

Connick, Jr., who would win and why? 

19. (K) If you could clone any one thing, what would you start with? 

20. (R) Rename the Hot Dog Eating Championship of the World. 

21. (K) Name your breasts. 

Okay then, the answers are due by this coming Tuesday night at 11pm, so Ryan and I 

can score them and announce winners the next morning.  Get with your teams and go 



through the grueling process of finding the best jokes!  As usual, all questions go here. 

Cheers! 

July 18, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Challenge Two Results  

Okay, so here you are.  On both sides, the scores were tight, so we apologize in advance to the teams that fell.  After the 

apology, we'll laugh and point. 

P.S. This site has been giving me hell today--particularly the blogs--which accounts for how long 

this has taken. 

Anyway, on with Ryan's side, which was Brown Street Elite vs. Best Westerns... 

------------------------------- 

I haven't labeled who answered what, but you will know when you read who the point went to.  

  

  

1. (K) If I held a tournament pitting children's cartoon characters against each other, who would win and why?   

  

*Tasmanian Devil vs. Animal from The Muppet Babies   

Taz wins because Animal, manic and destructive though he is, is just a baby and is therefore not clever enough to dress up 

as a sexy female Tasmanian devil in order to distract Taz long enough for the safe to fall on his head   

*Captain Caveman. Because he's a Troglodyte. How can you lose with a title like that? 

I'm gonna have to go with the Taz vs. Baby Animal.  Very clever.  The race is afoot.  Point goes to: Best Westerns  

  

  

2. (R) They are making a new Indiana Jones film. Name it. [again, even if the real answer is announced sometime this week, 

we want a fake, funny name]   

  

*Indiana Jones and the Whipping Boy of Sodom   

  

*Harrison Ford stars as Rocky 32…I mean, Rambo 14…no wait….Indiana Jones and "I haven't made a decent movie in 17 

years and need coke money." 

Let's go with the lesser of two evils in 'Indiana Jones and the Whipping Boy of Sodom.'  Point: Best Westerns  

  

3. (K) Imagine the hosts naked. Which image makes you laugh more and why?   

  

*Ryan, because like his myspace photo, his 'hitler mustache' can be strategically located elsewhere under the name of his 

'landing strip.' 



 

*Kelly - scrawny, pasty guys without clothes are always funny. 

Alright I've got to hand it to someone, they looked at ALL the pictures.   Ryan's 'Hitler mustache' wins. Point: Brown Street  

  

  

  

4. (R) Considering he always escaped, where did Dr. Claw go at the end of each episode of Inspector Gadget?   

  

*A bar down the street called Smitty's to have a whiskey diet and bitch to the bartender about "That douche bag Gadget."   

  

*To the land of claws in search of pimp jewelry, glory holes, robot porn, and finally to your mom's house. 

First of all I love the word 'douche bag,' but that is not the reason why Smitty's won.  They won because if I was Dr. Claw I 

would want to hang at a place called Smitty's.  Point: Best Westerns  

  

5. (K) Imagine you've just discovered that you can teleport. What's the funniest possible way to use this power?   

  

*I would teleport to everyone's mom's house, so I wouldn't have to spend so much money on gas every week. side note: the 

dmv would still take 9 seconds. 

*Showing up at random spots, quickly licking the side of someone's head, and disappearing again; it doesn't have to be 

people you know either. :)   

  

The thought of appearing, licking someones head and disappearing does make me smile.  Winner!  Point: Best Westerns  

  

6. (R) Instead of swimming, biking and running, what other three things could guys do to prove their manliness in the 

triathlon?   

  

*-> Drink as much whiskey as possible without suffering erection-maintenance issues later in the evening (a feat of physical 

prowess)   

  

-> keep their eyes on their girlfriend when one gorgeous woman after another is walking by (a feat of concentration)   

  

-> stay awake after jerking off (a feat of improbability)   

  

*The scrotal tug of war, quickest self-induced orgasm, and watching "Waiting to Exhale". 

Ah yes, the old Scrotal tug of war…  Classic.  Point: Brown Street  

  

7. (K) If you were going to name a sports team in Intercourse, Pennsylvania, what would you name it?   

  

*Intercourse Horsecocks. For the farming community (cock=rooster)   

  



*The Intercourse Teabaggers 

Horsecocks always gets my attention.  I don't know if that's a good thing.  Point: Best Westerns  

  

8. (R) Which one of the Friends would you kill? Why and how?   

  

*Ross would die from shock and irony. After getting down on one knee so many times to propose to different women, his 

joints wear out and snap. The broken bone causes his body to go into shock but Ross refused to seek treatment because he is 

convinced that he is not kneeling on a break.   

  

*Joey- the moron would die when the Kangaroo in his poster comes to life and boxes him to death. 

Knowing Joey he could actually imagine that and it would be a valid way for him to die.  Point: Brown Street  

  

9. (K) If the 22 remaining Survivors were playing truth or dare, who would you dare to do what?   

  

*I would dare everyone to get old, fat, bald, and see how they like it. 

*I would dare Todd to not be gay.   

  

HAHAHAHAH, Todd's not gay!  He's just Classy.  Todd "Famous" wins the point.  Point: Best Westerns  

  

10. (R) Name a president and match him with a modern-day ailment. I.E.: Abraham Lincoln, Erectile Dysfunction.   

  

*George W. Bush: Yeast Infection. 

*Franklin Delano Roosevelt - Restless Leg Syndrome   

  

I know it's cliché, but wins by Yeast Infection.  Which I believe is what they renamed Ohio.  Point: Brown Street 

 

11. (K) If Tom Cruise were a professional wrestler, what would his name be?   

  

*Thundering Thetan   

  

*"Captain Cukoo For Cocoa Puffs" 

O Captain, my Captain.  Tom Cruise is cukoo.  Cukoo for what?  The world may never know.  Point: Brown Street   

  

12. (R) If you lost your predominant arm, what would you do for a living?   

  

*I'd be an exotic dancer - I could show all those bitches on the pole up if I were doing that with only one arm!   

  

*Be a Proctologist, I only need one finger for that. 



This sounds sick, but I'd love to see a one armed stripper.  Point: Best Westerns  

  

13. (K) Do these melons look ripe to you?   

  

*My eyesight is terrible, let me feel them. 

*Baby, these melons are always ripe {wink}  

Oh!  Yes!  Blaming your eyesight to cop a feel!  Ding, Ding, Ding.  Point: Brown Street  

  

  

  

14. (R) Tears for Fears is mounting a comeback. Rename the group to show the sign of the times, but keep it in the "----- for 

------" format; also, name their co-headliners/opening act.   

  

*Touring for Money, on tour with some other '80's nostalgia act featuring Charlie Sheen on the kazoo, and Llyod Bridges on 

the ukulele. The Opening acts would be the Euro-Pop stylings of Guns and Roses Reloaded (featuring Keanu Reeves on the 

triangle and Jada Pinkett Smith as a go-go dancer), and the salsa tunes of The Village People: Red, White, and Blonde (a 

reference to the Indian, the Cowboy, and new member Lance Bass).   

  

*Cocks for Jocks, with openers Butthole Surfers 

Simple is better… Cocks for Jocks.  Point: Brown Street  

  

15. (K) Come up with a basic plot for a movie starring Lark Voorhies, Annasophia Robb, and Edward James Olmos.   

  

*A girl (Robb) is left orphaned after a nasty trip to the Bronx Zoo. Her parents had named their next -door neighbor (Olmos), 

a former baseball star and fruit juice baron, as the girl's guardian. When relatives intervene to change things, it's up to a 

dancer turned lawyer (Voorhies) to fight it in court. Hilarity ensues.   

  

*Edward James Olmos delivers a pizza….and then things get kinky….bow-chika-bow-wow. With special cameos by 

Richard Simmons and the monkey from B.J and the Bear. 

Picturing James Olmos as a baseball star and fruit juice baron makes me think whimsically of what I wanted to be growing 

up…  James Olmos.  Acne scarring is so hot right now.  Point: Best Westerns  

  

16. (R) There's a new dance fad in Miami involving water. Can you coin a clever name for it?   

  

*Synchronized Spring Break Drownings. 

*The Wetback   

  

I can only dream that half the freaks at Spring Break would drown, also at the same time.  Point:  Brown Street  

  

17. (K) Nearly the opposite was true during the first Survivor, so tell me this: why do so many of you have to be men?   



  

*Really, what a question. We all know the men are looking at porn online and this is just something they minimize and use 

as an excuse when their mothers come in and call them to dinner. 

*We're really all women using guy's profiles.   

  

That's right ladies, we're all women…  deep inside.  Point: Best Westerns  

  

18. (R) In a cage match with Dom Deluise, Rachael Ray, Wolfgang Puck and Harry Connick, Jr., who would win and why? 

  

  

*Dom Deluise, if he starved himself for 7 hours and resulted to cannibalism 

*Harry would lull them all to sleep with one of his croony ballads and then slit their throats with some piano wire   

  

Harry is known as a stealth assassin other places in the world.  I'm just surprised that America doesn't know it yet.  Point: 

Best Westerns  

  

19. (K) If you could clone any one thing, what would you start with?   

  

*My keys.   

  

*Freud- Diagnose us all now BUDDY! 

I've never lost my keys, but if I did I'm sure I'd want another set.  And rather than go to Menard's or Ace Hardware, I'm sure 

it'd be easier to clone them.  Point: Best Westerns  

  

20. (R) Rename the Hot Dog Eating Championship of the World.   

  

*Face Full of Frank Festival... it is often confused as a theme party during Pride week.   

  

*The Intergalactic Sausage Fest. 

Face full of Frank?  I don't even know a guy named Frank.  But still a terrific answer.  Point: Best Westerns  

  

21. (K) Name your breasts.   

  

*I don't have breasts, I have moobs (man-boobs), so Moob Left and Moob Right. 

*Lucy and Ethel -- these girls are always getting themselves into sticky situations   

  

Oooo… how may I meet Lucy and Ethel?  Point: Best Westerns  

  

<P align=left>That is the jist of it.  It was a valiant effort for everyone involved.  I think next time we run this challenge, 



even though it'll be tougher for Kelly and I, we'll have everyone's answers displayed.    I think that would give us a feel for 

how "overall" funny your teams are.   

Regardless, All the answers had a lot of thought put into them and they were hilarious.  Thanks for all who participated.  For 

you that weren't keeping track at home, here's the breakdown. 

Best Westerns: 13 

Brown Street Elite: 8 

Best Westerns are the Winners. 

---------------------------------------- 

Over on my side, the battle raged between The Quilted Northerns and The Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen.  I italicized 

the one I liked better and list the initial of the team that got the point immediately after their answer. 

1. If I held a tournament pitting children's cartoon characters against each other, who 

would win and why?..:namespace prefix = o ns = "urn:schemas-microsoft-com:office:office" /> 

~Elmer K. [Kil] Fudd. After several failed attempts to blow Bug's head off with his 

sawed off shotgun, Elmer goes fucking postal on the rest of the cartoon community.  

~ In an all out brawl, it would eventually be G.I. Joe who wins, because knowing 

might be half the battle, but the other half is violence and Joe knows how to bring 

the heat. In a Jeopardy! Style throw down, I think Jem would win because she 

would use Synergy to cheat. (E) 

"The other half is violence" got me. 

2. They are making a new Indiana Jones film. Name it. [again, even if the real answer is 

announced sometime this week, we want a fake, funny name] 

     ~Raiders of Young Indiana Jones's Pants.(Q) 

    ~ Indian Jones and the Social Security Check of Doom. 

3. Imagine the hosts naked. Which image makes you laugh more and why? 

     ~ Ryan. We want to see the soft curves of his hips, supple breasts and his silver 

dollar pancake nipples. Mostly just the nipples. Slather some Aunt Jemima syrup 

and sprinkle some powdered sugar on 'em. Damn. Breakfast is served...(Q) 

     ~ Ryan Fossum because of the sex change he had. 



 "Silver dollar pancake nipples!"  Awesome. 

4. Considering he always escaped, where did Dr. Claw go at the end of each episode of 

Inspector Gadget? 

     ~ I'm pretty sure Dr. Claw went where any self respecting super villain would go 

after he was defeated by the voice of Maxwell Smart... Denny's for a Moon Over My 

Hammie or possibly IHOP to drown his sorrows in butter pecan. (E) 

~ He transforms back into Oprah's va-jay-jay. 

 Too many Oprah's va-jay-jay jokes right now.  They're fine and dandy, but…"defeated 

by the voice of Maxwell Smart" is awesome. 

5. Imagine you've just discovered that you can teleport. What's the funniest possible 

way to use this power? 

~ We'd beam a swastika to Bush's forehead during all remaining public/tv 

appearances. Sort of like a laser pen, but way funnier. 

     ~ Build a fake teleportation machine and then insist that everybody is just using it 

wrong when they can't teleport out of it.(E) 

 I love that.  That made me laugh the hardest so far.  Needless pranks are awesome.  I've 

got nothing against the other answer, but this is perfection. 

6. Instead of swimming, biking and running, what other three things could guys do to 

prove their manliness in the triathlon? 

     ~ Third leg vaulting, Kill a bum with your mouth, Knitting.(Q) 

     ~ (1)Mud cage fighting that fat chick in the bar who drank way too much after (2) 

drinking 99 bottles of beer while playing Halo with 3 friends who lost all there 

clothes in a (3) strip sports trivia poker with every playboy bunny. 

 "Kill a bum with your mouth, knitting."  Beautifully constructed. 

7. If you were going to name a sports team in Intercourse, Pennsylvania, what would 

you name it? 

     ~ The Minutemen. Their biggest rivals would be the Hershey Highwaymen.(E) 

     ~ The Schamokin [PA] Vaginas. [WNBA] 



 Hey!  I said Intercourse! 

8. Which one of the Friends would you kill? Why and how? 

     ~ We would stab Ross in the eye with Phoebe's penis.(Q) 

     ~ Ross, with the thigh bone of the Analretentivasauraus. For being just too much of a 

pusillanimous wussy because everyone knows how easy it is to get into Rachel's 

pants. 

I love both of you for killing Ross, but I went with the one that gave me sick laughter. 

9. If the 22 remaining Survivors were playing truth or dare, who would you dare to do 

what? 

     ~ Damn it Grewe why couldn't you make it to round two, then I could dare you to 

run around naked wearing only a watermelon helmet shouting to people give "I'm 

Ripe and ready to eat" and have that fantasy fulfilled. Then I will dare John of the 

Best Westerners to go out one night with a blow up doll as a date and pretend that 

she has just broken up with her boyfriend/husband and you are trying to console 

her so you can get some rebound sex.(E) 

     ~ We would dare Mawk to eat his own face with a side of chianti. 

 Watermelon helmets are funny, as are blow up dolls.  True story: a blow-up doll was 

found as an old prop in our huge prop storage room in college, and it immediately 

disappeared.  A few days later, it showed up again, with tape to fix the busted 

vagina. 

10. Name a president and match him with a modern-day ailment I.E.: Abraham Lincoln, 

Erectile Dysfunction. 

     ~ James Garfield: Feline leukemia.(E) 

     ~ William Howard Taft - Botox. 

 I love stupid jokes. 

11. If Tom Cruise were a professional wrestler, what would his name be? 

     ~ Closet Monster.(Q) 

     ~ The Bipolar Thetan from Outer Space. 



12. If you lost your predominant arm, what would you do for a living? 

     ~ Drummer for Def Leppard.(Q) 

     ~ Start a Def Leppard cover band. 

 Uh-oh, almost the same answer…I'll go with the one that suggests you'd just suddenly 

be the same person.  It's dumb-funnier. 

13. Do these melons look ripe to you? 

     ~ Funny, your mom asked me the same thing. 

     ~ They're ripe and that corn looks like it's ready to be shucked.(Q) 

 Nice! 

14. Tears for Fears is mounting a comeback. Rename the group to show the sign of the 

times, but keep it in the "----- for ------" format; also, name their co-

headliners/opening act. 

     ~ Dicks for Mouths w/Blink 182 and John Mayer.(Q) 

     ~ Weeping for Peeping with CRASH ANTHEM!!!!!!! OMG! 

 Dicks for Mouths!  That's awesome.  Although I love the faux-excitement of the other. 

15. Come up with a basic plot for a movie starring Lark Voorhies, Annasophia Robb, and 

Edward James Olmos. 

     ~ Lisa Turtle, (lark voorhies) is cast in a new movie version of Miami Vice, starring 

Edward James Olmos (as himself). The stress of filming pushes Lisa to a life of 

drugs and alcohol. In a brave performance, Annasophia Robb, plays Lisa Turtle's AA 

sponsor, and eventual lover. 

     ~ Lark Voorhies plays Douche', a homeless, yet aspiring janitor with terminal colon 

polyps. Annasophia Robb is Annabelle Hucklebee. She's Douche's annoying little 

bitch of a daughter who thinks it "isn't cool" to live in a dumpster and doesn't really 

care about her mom's 'inner ass zits' as she lovingly calls them and whines to 

Douche' to get a job on Wall Street. Edward James Olmos plays the supportive 

rectal surgeon Carlos El Brownstone who befriends the family and helps to save a 

life - and a phat ass This was tough.  They're both real good, but the second one 

kept hitting me with curveballs as I read it. 

16. There's a new dance fad in Miami involving water. Can you coin a clever name for 



it? 

     ~ South Beach group toilet.(Q) 

     ~ Sexy Gator Thrash About. 

17. Nearly the opposite was true during the first Survivor, so tell me this: why do so 

many of you have to be men? 

~ Fossum begged me for it. 

     ~ They tuck it back for the team.(Q) 

18. In a cage match with Dom Deluise, Rachael Ray, Wolfgang Puck and Harry Connick, 

Jr., who would win and why? 

     ~ Rachael Ray - her bodacious breastisis would entice the men and she'd pin them 

on the ground and breathe her firey garlic breath into their eyes and melt them. 

~ Unless Dom Deluise had eaten at least twenty hams at least twenty minutes before 

the match, he would win because he is just like Grimace and nothing can kill The 

Grimace. If he met his ham quota, it would be Rachael Ray because no man can 

resist perky boobs that make curry in a hurry.(E) 

 I like both of these a lot.  Sorry they can't both win. 

19. If you could clone any one thing, what would you start with? 

     ~ The great pyramid at Gaza, because then from space Mother Earth would look like 

early 1990's Madonna. 

     ~ Dirk's Diggler.(Q) 

 They've already done that—I call it "The Wells Blue Bunny." 

20. Rename the Hot Dog Eating Championship of the World. 

     ~ The throat-stretching- frankfurter-frenzy! (E) 

     ~ The Weener Gobbling Olympics 

 I think the excited exclamation point is what got me, despite my love for the word 

"gobbling." 



21. Name your breasts. 

     ~ Ryan's Love Pillow and Kelly's Milky Licker.(E) 

     ~ Melvin & Gurt "The Squirt" 

Good idea to bring us into it.  Well done.  However, the Quilted Northerns have 

prevailed 12-9, and the Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen will have to lose a second 

member while the North stays intact just a couple weeks after having the lame team 

name forced upon them.  Well done, kids.  Well done. 

Anyway, the South and the Elite now have until Friday at 3pm to make their votes.  It's 

usually by when I wake up, but I work early that day, so there you have it. 

  

The rich continue to get richer... 

  

Next Challenge Teaser: "The Complete Short Works of Survivor III" 

  

July 20, 2007 - Friday   

 

Eliminations 3 and 4; Challenge Three  

Alright, hose beasts.  I have two axes to throw down. 

First, here are the votes on Ryan's side, which is the ongoing saga of the Brown Street Elite... 

Vote One: Carrie Metz. 

Vote Two: Sugar. 

Vote Three: Robert Arlt. 

Vote Four: Sugar. 

Vote Five: Sugar.  "I do as the Magic 8 Ball commands." 

Third Elimination from Survivor: "Sugar" Shane Gibson. 

We hardly knew ye, guy who was one-half of the nicknamed people in the game. 

On to my side, where the Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen continue to fall... 

Vote One: Oliver Thrun. 

Vote Two: Oliver Thrun.  "I hate to say it, but I am casting my vote against Oliver of the ESG. I 

used a complex algorithm of participation variables and funny quotient to arrive at this tough 



decision. Sorry Oliver." 

Vote Three: Mawk.  "Dude wears funny clothes but not very good about blogging with the TEAM.  

So I wrote a lame ass rap about it.  

 

Mawk is not so keen on playing with a team.  

Wears alot of green but doesn't care about the TEAM.  

That's right I said team 2 times true. now 3.  

So not fuck you but not so cool.  

Go back to school to find out what playing with a team is all about.  

Trout. bout. drought. no doubt these word rhyme.  

maybe next time you'll learn to blog dog.  

Now I'm out.  

PEACE!!!!!" 

Vote Four: Oliver Thrun.  "Simply a random vote. I hope it turns out for the best...for me. P.S 

Todd is gay." 

Vote Five: Oliver Thrun.  "for no specific reason. cheers." 

Fourth Person Eliminated from Survivor: Oliver Thrun. 

That may look bad, but lasting until the second week of eliminations is only one off of Oliver's 

record, and he's played all three times. 

Okay, so since I don't feel like typing for a long time, let's throw the next challenge at you.  The 

challenge: forgive Ryan for his whiny blog post before.  I mean, the challenge is to write a 

complete story in exactly 59 words. 

I've done this one every time, but still, I love the hell out of it.  I was going to set a genre 

requirement or something, but I decided to go with the old rules, which are simple; you'll get 1-

5 points based on how awesome it was.  Yes, that's vague.  But basically, it needs to be a 

complete story, with a clear character, objective and outcome, and it needs to be either funny or 

dramatic to the point that it wows us.  Yes--wows us.  That's serious business right there. 

Normally I'd say that the team with the higher average score is the winner, but for our purposes, 

since two teams of six are facing off and two teams of four are going at it, we don't need to 

average things.  Neat, huh?  Also, Ryan gets to be jealous of me because I only have to score 

eight stories while he has twelve. 

So there you go: Quilted Northerns face The Best Westerns (w/special referee Ryan 

Fossum) while The Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen take on the Brown Street Elite (the 

honorable Kelly Wells presiding). 



Three more things: 

*Non-submissions will be good for negative two points. 

*Submissions that screw up the number of words will get zero. 

*Plagiarized submissions will get negative five.  You laugh, but it's happened both years, even 

with the warning. 

I'm sure I'll think of more later, and edit the shit out of this, but I'm good for now.  Send your 

submissions in message form as you get them done.  Edit: Due Tuesday night at 10pm.  

Cheers! 

 

 

July 25, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Challenge Three Results  

FICTION 59 

Alright, enough with all the words!  Let's get to the match! 

(Just a bit of some underwriting.  No one has cheated this round of 'Fiction 59'.  Which 

is already a record.  Give yourselves a hand. 

But sadly, like every other 'Fiction 59' someone has regrettably not sent in a submission.  

This from a team that promised to sprout some of the early favorites for the prospect of 

a Champion.) 

Without firther adu,  

Best Westerns Vs. Quilted Northerns 

1.                "You're the one boy." Sebastian felt surprisingly serene as he 

spoke the words he had waited a lifetime to utter. "You shall 

bring peace between humans and squirrels." Sebastian reared 

up high and bellowed. "I know you can understand me boy, you 
have the gift, together we can…"  

 

"Look Dad, I got one!" Jimmy signed to his father excitedly. 
Oooo, very edgy.  Killing squirrels that are in fact trying to bring peace between 

the human world and the squirrel nation.  The plight of our generation.  The only 

question is, what was he killing it with?  If it was his bare hands that is one stupid 

child, but non-the-less a great story.  

Score it a 4 Dude.  He's a nihilist, he doesn't believe in anything. 

(Todd "Famous" Karner) 

2. Marcus awoke one night to a weird sound. He looked under his bed and saw gnomes 

mining for gold in his carpet. "Holy crap!" yelled Marcus, at which point the gnomes saw him, 

paniced, and vanished. "I have to stop eating jabiniaros before bed" remarked Marcus as he 

went back to sleep. Not long after, the digging begain anew. 



I liked where is was going, but there are only 59 words to open and close the story.  

Did the gnomes find anything, did Marcus shit himself or was it a metaphor for 

sex?  I believe these questions and more can be answered on the next episode of 'In 

Search Of…'. 

Score it a 3 Dude.  I said, next time we come here we cut off your JOHNSON! 

 (John "Callback" Youker) 

P.S. – I think it's habaneros.  My asshole is already burning. 

3.  It came to Juan Perezoso in a wet, hot Mexican-American 

dream. He'd tossed the idea around before - like a soft, steaming 

tortilla. Much like the ones his Abuela would cook for him while 

telling stories of the old time and he'd giggle in pure delight. His 
mission, now, was soakingly clear – he would finally get a fucking 

job. 
Well finally, a piece on illegal immigrants.  I'm pleased.  And what's with the not-

so subitle use of the Mexican culture in these stories so far?  With the soft, 

steaming tortillas, the habaneros and finally the use of squirrel meat?  Did I 

mention, I love the name Abuela? 

Score it a 3 Dude.  Nobody fucks with the Jesus. 

 (Brienne "More Sosapillas please!" Zimmer) 

4. "Dissociation Creation" 

 

In the corner, shuddering, sniffling, she held her stuffed monkey 
tightly. Her fragile legs were bruised; her blood, flowing 

uncontrollably, continued staining shapes into the rug. "This is 

what Jesus wants," he had told her. Still, fourteen years later, she 

will never recall this memory: cleverly, yet unconsciously, 
designed safeguards with different faces, different voices surround 

and protect her. 
Wow.  This may be one of the best 59 word stories I've ever read.  It's like a 

director that uses motion and sound to imply violence.  You don't know exactly 

what went on, but you know its horrific and still extremely moving.  Bravo.  

Amazing. 

Score it a 5 Dude.  She kidnapped herself, man! 

 (Kelly Jo "Mario Puzo" Ernst) 

5. When I was a kid everyone knew who the bad guys were 

because they dressed in black. Times have changed. According to 

the government, it's the color of their skin. Others have different 
indicators. Am I a bad guy because I'm eating in between meals? 

Or is it more relevant how much of him I leave in my freezer? 

Sick!  I don't know what the fuck you just said little kid, but you moved me.  I'm 

gonna help you.  Really, the only difference between a sick mind and a serial killer 

is restraint.  Great way to make us think of social norms and who is normal.  This 

story makes me think of Jeffery Dhamer, and I think you know why. 



Score it a 4 Dude.  No Donnie, these men are cowards. 

 (Josh "Don't call me Hannibal" Mitchell) 

P.S. – Didn't Johnny Cash wear black and he was definitely a good guy.  So there. 

6. He ran upon the pavement searching for it. His breathe paused in excitement as the shine 

caught the moonlight; kneeling next to the sewer grate adrenaline filled him as he touched 

the mildewed metal. His fingers pulsed towards it, squirming he finally had the key in his 

grasp. Smiling, he sighed, he was safe he wouldn't be caught tonight. 

In the immortal words of Led Zeppelin, it makes me wonder.  Is all that glitters 

gold?  Apparently, to this convict(?) this key was his glittering gold and I'm 

positive that he's not buying a stairway to heaven.  But we honestly don't know if it 

is a convict.  I need more info! 

Score it a 3 Dude.  Without, without a certain, without a certain means to… please 

don't touch that. 

 (Tanya "It wasn't me, it was the one armed man!" Laumann) 

7. It started off like any other Sunday. Mike was lounging around the house sipping on a few 

beers. Having just separated from Rachel, whom Mike believed was his girlfriend, he decided 

it would be best to get a little bit black-out drunk. After succeeding, Mike awoke in a hospital 

bed with the worst case of gonorrhea known to man. 

I'm glad we had some crude humor brought to the table.  Thank you, it is always 

appreciated in my circle.  Now, is this Mike character someone you know?  Or just 

a "story" you made up?  Nevermind that now, we've got stories to read. 

Score it a 4 Dude.  You are entering a world of pain. 

 (Adam "who goes to church?" Hegge) 

8. "Chaos Theory"  

Armand rested under a lush canopy of leaves. A breeze tickled the hairs on his legs and he 

was struck by a grand, ridiculous idea. Drunk with power and possibility, careless about the 

ramifications of his actions, he took off. Three years later the levies of New Orleans crumbled 

under the force of the hurricane his wings had created. 

A modern day Icarus?  Which reminds me, when are they coming out with this 

famed Icarus game for the Wii?  Kelly, you may interject here. [from Kelly: I've 

already downloaded the original and am hoping the rumored update doesn't suck] 

I thought with the reintroduction to him in the new Super Smash Brothers game 

we'd see him rather soon in his own full length title.  Complete with arrows, 

feathers and eggplants! 

Score it a 3 Dude.  Did you even listen to the Dude's story?  You're like a child 

wandering into a movie. 

 (Rachel "W." Flynn) 

9. Typical day. Chris has a sip of coffee. It is black. Everyday is 

the same...every interaction similiar. Except today. He receives a 
letter. He is part ape. He had always wondered what his father 

was like, now he had proof. He sets the coffee down and leaves for 

a life in the jungle, a life as an ape. 
Simple, strange, even somewhat dumb.  I love it.  But really, how monotonus is the 



life of an ape?  You eat different bugs.  You shit in different piles.  You may even 

scratch others asses and smell it.  It seems this chap just wanted to go out there 

and have an excuse for getting some stray monkey ass. 

Score it a 4 Dude.  Sometimes you eat the bear; hmph, well, and sometimes the 

bear eats you.  

 (Jason "that fall helped" Harber) 

10. Terry the Turd felt peaceful there on the lake. Floating, 

watching the fluffy white paper clouds gently descend upon him. 
Quietly resting in the water. Needless to say, he was shocked 

when it all began rapidly swirling around. As he was violently 

sucked into the unknown other side, he could swear he heard 

Nickelback playing down there. Terry screamed! 

Oh, great hoogley moogley!  That was fun.  It didn't leave much to the 

imagination, but it was complete.  Plus someone must know I have a distain for 

certain "rock" bands out there.  Terry, rest your soul, I'm praying for some Pearl 

Jam for your soft steamy self. 

Score it a 4 Dude.  Fuck you man, if you don't like my music, get your own fucking 

cab. 

 (Blair "I don't paint" Ross) 

11. They'd called him "Small Penis" before, but never immediately 

following a de-pantsing.  

 

"Nice penis, Small Penis." said one boy.  
"Small Penis…where'd ya get that small penis?" laughed another.  

 

He popped in some Laffy Taffy.  

 
"Lick me. I've made two babies with this."  

 

At that, the children disbursed. Kelly pulled up his trunks and got 

back in the pool. 
OH SHIT!  This one sent me running for the bathroom, peeing like a girl who 

couldn&apos;t control her bladder.  I laughed the hardest on this particular story.  

Thank you for breaking it up to make it longer and I could develop the story in my 

own mind.  I was going to knock you for the homoerotic jab, "nice penis," coming 

from another boy, but your true colors made it worth the wait. 

Score it a 5 Dude.  Dude, fuck it let's go bowling. 

 (Ben "I talk to God and he tells me stuff.  Good Stuff." Thietje) 

So much dick, shit and other humor it was tough not to completely love these 

stories.   

  

I laughed, I cried, I wet myself.   

"Is that true Ryan?" (Tia Carrere) 



All except the crying part.   

So, here's how it broke down and I don't know if you're counting, but we only got 

11 stories out of a lottery that should have involved 12.  Meaning somebody is 

already down -2 points.  Let me go back and assign the names and tabulate the 

points… 

Done.  Here you are, your victors, being victorious. 

Best Westerns: 3,5,3,4,4,-2=17 

Quilted Northerns: 4,3,4,3,4,5=23 

Just a couple of side notes:  I thought Ben Thietje's story was infact Rachel Ann 

Flynn's work.  Secondly, I thought with a power house as the likes of Best 

Westerns, we'd never see them fall.  Good Work Quilted Norskies!  Third, of all 

the people I never thought would not submit would be Joshua Morris.  The man of 

many talents and even less time surely would have climbed the rungs to the top 

three, even if only in my own mind. 

  

WINNERS: QUILTED NORTHERNS! 

  

------------------------------------------------------------- 

Kelly's side now. 
  

As before, we read these without knowing who had written them; all comments I made 

were before finding out who wrote what and before adding the parenthetical that says 

who wrote it.  After the tildes are the stories; after the triple-dashes are my ham-fisted 

commentary and score.  So here we go with the four on four… 
  

Oh, and I didn't do a clever Lebowski gimmick like Ryan.  I didn't even know he was 

doing it, the clever bastard! 
  

~While digging, Frank thought about waitng. Daily, he waited for the bus to take him to 

his insignificant job. Nightly, he waited for his phone to ring. It never did. He waited for 

life to get better. When he reached ten feet into the ground, Frank placed a hose in the 

hole, turned it on, climbed down, and waited. 

---Here's a little note for you: when I wrote my Fiction 59 story a couple years ago, it 

too was a suicide story.  There's certainly an ending to this, that's for sure.  I like the 

actual form of the suicide too (if you can think of one that none of my friends have used 

yet, you've got a creative one.  That's sick but true).  This one gets 4 (Patrick Kozicky, 

Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen) 
  

~I wrote a story for you today  

As fast as I could, the pencil of wood  

Now I am in a state of dismay.  

You see Mr. Kelly, my story was clever,  

You, Ryan and gerbils GALORE.  



I thought the story was quite an endeavor  

Then I woke up with nary a snore.  

My story was gone, the end. 

---I think this is the first poem I've ever gotten in this thing, even though I've never 

specified that it couldn't be one.  It's cute, but there's certainly no "complete story" 

here.  I'll go with 2 here; decent form but no real…you know…story.  (Carrie Metz, 

Brown Street Elite) 

  

~To My Sweet Anita  

 

Uncle Carlos take me across to riches  

Gringo say nail all day with hammer  

My skin now kind of brownish  

I have plenty of money until I fell off ladder  

 

I tell you I write to still come  

I recover and we drink lots of rum  

Cuz' Juan get me card with new name  

Welfare gringos pay for everything 

---Between this one and one that I sent to Ryan to score, you all have some serious 

issues with our friends to the South.  But seriously folks, this is like the one before; 

funny and stuff, but not a full story.  But it has a strong sense of character, so I'll give it 

a 3 (Robert Arlt, Brown Street Elite) 
  

~The ageless gravel road lay complacently by the derelict farm house in the smothering 

heat of the August morning. A rust bucket Buick rolled into the yard to the deafening 

hum of cicadas. Brett grabbed the shovel and went quickly to the shaded earthen 

mound he vividly feared. He would finally find out how many siblings he really had. 

---I love this.  Really.  It's sickly entertaining and intriguing, and…wow.  This is one of 

the best one I've ever been sent.  This shall open a movie I write someday, with the 

blessing of whoever the author is.  This is a big fat 5 (Cory Funk, Enigmatic Southern 

Gentlemen) 
  

~Carl, the jabberwocky was a vegetarian. Carl was sick and could not breathe fire. He 

was so sick he was delusional. To try and help him, Penelope the local bar slut, gave 

him some chicken soup. Carl later got better and found out about the chicken. Carl the 

jabberwocky fucked the bitch and then killed her with his fire. 

---First of all, Carl is my number one comedy name.  Secondly, it's totally a complete 

story, which rarely happens.  And it's funny, too.  So at the risk of belittling the last 5-

point story, this gets 5 as well (Mawk, Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen) 
  

~A young man with an inconceivably large penis was asked to write a story in exactly 

59 words, a lame request by a pathetic Clownshoes.  



Nothing comes to mind. The phone rings. It's Gary Olson.  

"Ohhh, 'bout 13! Akadakadakadakada!!!!" Gary screams and hangs up.  

"Oh FUCK THIS STUPID STORY! I'm gonna go play Faxanadu and listen to Peter 

Cetera!" 

---I've known this person long enough to know who wrote it.  This makes little (or no) 

sense to most of you, but he capitalized on his prior knowledge of me to make me 

laugh, which was pretty smart.  There's actually kind of a story here, albeit a dumb one.  

He only had a few minutes to write this, which I suppose kinda shows.  3 points (Nick, 

Brown Street Elite) 
  

~MacGyver was once commissioned by Haliburton for a super duper top secret mission, 

"Operation DT". He was to produce the world's most deadly assassin using recycled 

aluminum, hand-me-down organs, a twice baked potato, and of course, his trusty duct 

tape. After 12 long years, the impossible became possible, and thus, came into 

existence the phenomenon we call "Chuck Norris" 

---Uh-oh, Chuck Norris has wriggled into my game.  As sad as that makes me, I did roll 

my eyes at the end of this, and it was a good sort of eye-roll.  It's a funny payoff and 

this too is an actual story.  I was legitimately interested in the payoff, and I can't ask a 

whole lot more than that.  I'll give it a 4 (Chad Paul, Brown Street Elite) 
  

~ the dreams were becoming more real than life. After mastering the "dreamwaking" 

technique Grey began to lose the life around him. He had to wake for basic substance. 

He felt close to a break though in consciously taping into the subconscious to reveal its 

strengths when death took him anyway. Grey had chased his dreams without making 

any movement. 

---Very vague.  Hmm.  I like what's here—it's nice writing—but this seems to be part of 

a larger story rather than its own complete one.  Not a ton of substance but great style, 

so it's 3 points (Mike Battista, Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen) 
  

As advertised, the South has indeed risen again.  They were really smokin' on this 

challenge and won it 3/5/4/5=17 to 3/2/4/3=12, sending yet another of the Elite, 

whose team name has really grown on me now that they're half dead, out of the game. 

The Brown Street Elite and The Best Westerns have until Friday afternoon at 3pm 

Central to send their elimination votes to the space; as before, the one non-entry will 

not vote but get three self-imposed votes.  Cheers to all. 

Oh, and I always forget to throw the tiebreaker thing down here.  If there are any ties 

as to who gets voted out, the tiebreaker is performance in this challenge (whoever got 

the higher 1-5 score will continue in the game).  Further tiebreakers will be addressed 

should we run into any. 

Next Challenge Teaser: "I Didn't Choose Rhymin'; Rhymin' Chose Me" 
 

July 27, 2007 - Friday   

 Eliminations 5 and 6, Challenge Four  



Sorry, many distractions today.  Oops. 

First we head to Ryan's side, where the Best Westerns get rid of their first member. 

Vote One (Two, and Three): Josh Morris, Josh Morris, Josh Morris (for not sending one) 

Vote Two: Josh Morris.  "He didn't show up for the last challenge either, but this time it cost us the 

win. Better to get rid of the dead weight early." 

Vote Three: Josh Morris.  "Best Westerns...but not this week." 

Vote Four: Josh Morris.  "Josh Morris needs to be executed...er, eliminated." 

Vote Five: Josh Morris. 

Vote Six: Josh Morris.  Hey, clean sweep! 

Fifth Person Eliminated from Survivor: Josh Morris 

I'm told he was super-amped to play this game, too.  Oh well. 

Over on my side, the Brown Street Elite found themselves in their usual position... 

Vote One: Nick Wells.  "Well apparently I should be voting to oust myself after the last 

competition- but I aint no QUITTER!" 

Vote Two: Robert Arlt. 

Vote Three: Robert Arlt. 

Vote Four: Nick Wells.  "(shrug)" 

That's a tie, which sends us to tiebreaker one: whichever person did better in the challenge.  Well, 

each of them got a 3 for their stories. 

That's another tie, which sends us to tiebreaker two: previous votes.  Robert has two, and Nick 

has none. 

Sixth Person Eliminated from Survivor: Robert Arlt 

So there we go, another two in the bank.  So on with the next challenge, which wasn't really much 

of a secret considering the teaser: 

Kick out a funky, boastful rap track.  Write a rap about yourself, between eight and sixteen 



lines long (I'd love to say you can go longer, but there's still eighteen of you and scoring would 

get long).  Ryan and I kicked around the idea of breaking the scoring down into various 

subdivisions, like rhymes, boasts, and such, but I think I'll keep it abstract and we'll give each one 

a score of 1-5 based on rhyme scheme, cleverness, humor, how cool the boasts are, that 

kind of thing.  By the way, we decided all of the challenges before we ever started the game, so 

the various rap-based challenge submissions and votes were pretty funny to us. 

Since none of the teams have the same number of players anymore, winning will be decided by 

which team has the higher average score per person. 

Non-submissions will get negative two again.  And you saw what that'll get you in the end. 

Now, here's where it gets weird with the plagiarism: I recognize that this is a rap competition, so 

there can be a little "sampling" done if it's clever and it'll fit your situation, if you want to.  So the 

only non-plagiarism rule is...just don't rip off more than a third of the thing, a'ight?  I'll leave that 

vague as well.  And just to get out of the way, once again, if the whole thing or most of it is 

plagiarized, negative five.  I don't like to mention this, but the players in the first two games 

forced my hand! 

Anyway, each of you eighteen superstars have until Tuesday night at 10 central again to get 

them done, after which we'll do the usual post the next morning. 

This week's dogfights... 

Quilted Northerns vs. Brown Street Elite (Governor Ryan Fossum) 

Best Westerns vs. Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen (Archduke Kelly Wells) 

So kick it with some crazy rhymes, yo.  Chizzeers. 

August 1, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Challenge Four Results  

Oh, let's get this out of the way first: 

Parental Advisory: Explicit Lyrics 

Alright, now you can't come crying about how dirty some of these are.  Cool?  Okay. 

And by the way, what with this being one of the most uneventful weekends of my life, it gave me 

lots of time and inspiration to come up with my own rap.  But now I'm going to record the thing 

when I can, so I'll hit you with it then.  How's that sound?  Awesome.  Fresh, even. 

Anyway, we begin as usual with Ryan's fun. 

----------------------------------------------------- 



Pimps, Players and Hustlers; it's time for the 2007 RAP 

CHALLENGE!!!!  

Alright Bitches!  We've got a bunch of punk-ass skeezahs that didn't submit 

anything for the challenge.  So let me address those busta ass hoes first by 

saying, you snooze you lose!  

Just a quick recap for all you snitches:  If you didn't get a rap in, your team 

will suffer a negative 2 for your score and this round is judged on the team's 

average score per player.  Players!  

Let's get the party started right!   

Let's get this party started quickly, right?!  

First Entry in: 

Ben Thietje  

What's my name? Benny T, call me Mr. Luck/Last to pass out and the first to fuck.   

  

What I do? Anything, anywhere, any time and place/You try to shake my hand, I'll punch you in the face. 

  

  

What's my skill? Drink, fuck, snort, shoot, and fight/Fuck with Benny T, you're gonna fuck all night.   

  

How I'm cool? Better question is how I'm not/I gotta tat of a twat givin' a cat a kumquat.   

  

[Several gun shots and sounds of women fucking each other]   

  

I walk down the street with my cock flyin' free/Gonna bury that shit like a WMD.   

  

I'll make your pussy scream, I'll make your pussy bawl/My boy's so big, Hiroshima looks small.   

  

You don't like my shit, I got nothin' to say/I'll stick my gun up your ass until your kids turn gay.   

  

And like the Jesus, I'll make it go "click"/Got a problem with that reference? You can gnaw on my dick.   

  

[More sounds of women fucking each other]  

My Dear Lord.  I don't know whether to vomit or get in my car and go to party with 

Ben Thietje.  I haven't listened to the audio version that Ben only sent our other 

orator, Kelly Wells, but I'm sure that we'll all be amazed when the version on wax 



meets our ears.  

Fab 5 Freddy told me everybody's style, D.J. spinning and stintin' my mind.  

Second Entry in: 

Carrie Metz  

(the scene- hat to the side, shorts falling down to my knees, shirt big enough for two to join, my wrists 

flicking my hands around high enough for me to smell my BO, and let's not forget, my new white canvas 

Keds)   

  

I've got big breasts and I cannot lie   

The guys, they walk by, they want to cry.   

Shake em', shake em'   

They look better than fake uns'.   

  

One says they're smashin'   

Says another they're the new fashion   

Shake em', shake em'   

Morning you'll want them more than bacon.   

  

I've got big breasts and I cannot lie   

No puffs, no tufts, no inney, no gimme   

Just perks and C's, no A's, no B's   

No droops, no augments, just plenty for the comments   

Shake em', shake em'   

They really are some gems.   

  

I've got big breasts and I cannot lie   

My butt is next, it still bounces I cannot deny.   

Shake em' all, shake em' all   

I'm ready for the cat calls.  

Hmm…  I have to agree with you on all of the content of said rap challenge.  You go 

back to the first thing that women rapped about besides their awesome rapping 

skills.  Their tits.  I liked the boasts, but the rap flow was difficult to keep up with.  

It seems you are either a much better or a much, much, much worse rapper than 

I.  

4 on the floor and Rock's at the door, MCA's in the back cause he's gettin' with a 

whore.  

Next entry in: 



Nick Wells  

Listen to my words this is BSE,   

Hey team from the North, are those tears that I see?   

I don't like to boast but I'll put you to shame,   

'Cuz rappin' comes easy and rhymin's my game.   

By the time this is done you will all know my name,   

And my peeps from the East, they'll all do the same.   

So go ahead, read on if you're so damn brave,   

Just like I thought, go hide in your grave.   

  

I'm from a small town but that don't mean shit,   

I'll stomp on the North with these rhymes that I spit.   

While others used pigskin, you know I used Nerf,   

'Cuz that's how we do, growin' up in Blue Earf.   

From pre-school to high school to a grown fuckin' man,   

Nobody can touch me, not even big brother can.   

I never disappoint when I'm out with a hunny,   

That's why they all call me the TRUE Wells Blue Bunny.  

Here's what I like to see, a lot of rhymes in the middle of lines.  Oh, I'm a poet and 

I wasn't aware of that fact.  But truly, Nick got that m.f.er started.  That was a 

great set of lines and other M.C.'s better beware.  The only thing I'm wondering 

(again) about, is all the use of Kelly's member in our challenges.  

Fab 5 Freddy told me everybody's style, D.J. spinning and stintin' my mind.  

Next member up: 

Tanya Laumann  

My name is Tanya * * I eat lasagna * * *   

I work out to jane fonda   

but * I * aint * * * drivin' no honda * * *   

I ride in an equinox * *   

it is speedy like a friggin fox   

* with lox * * *   

in a quiet little 'burban box *   

But I can take you down * like a clown *   

even sittin' down * * * *   

While I watch you frown   

My point is not to bring you down * *   

even though * i am * the best around * * *   

It * is * just to make you see *   

http://m.f.er/


how * white * a girl I seem to be.  

Tanya was doing well for a white girl.  I see she knows that she isn't in touch with 

her "rapper" side and doesn't mind acknowledging it.  I think that's cool.  Be who 

you can be and no one else, right?  

One, two, three and to the 4; Snoop Doggy Dogg and Dr. Dre is at the door!  

Our LAST contestant: 

Brienne Zimmer  

brienne the love machine   

spaghetti machete   

the meatballs are ready   

dangerous cuisine   

body obscene, mind serene   

there's no in-between   

gazing down with those brown eyes   

reaching for surprise   

for dessert? smiley pies  

I see Brienne doesn't care for capitalizing her own name.  She's truly a gansta from 

the dumpsta.  I like that fast but butchering pace of words she slangs like a true 

trick-ass mark from the streets.  Unfortuneatly, Ben and Nick came a bit harder 

with the skills.  

One, two, three, 4;tell me Wonder Mike get on the floor!  

There you have it a contest where 4 of the contestants pulled a B. Rabbit and didn't even 

bother to defend their true style.  It's a sad day on 8 mile when I have to call 4 of my 

friends Eminem.  Boohoo.  

Here's the breakdown! (records start crashing)  

Brown Street Elite: 4, -2, 5 

Average score: 2.3(can't draw a line over the 3, so repeating)  

Quilted Northerns: -2, -2, 4, -2, 5, 4 

Average score: 1.4  

The Quilted Northerns have finally fell!  



I really don't blame anyone,…       except you Adam, Todd "Famous" and Josh. 

Just kidding, those were just jokes.  But seriously you couldn't pose one set of lyrics to 

hold on the the massive dynasty that you've built.   

Oh well, I guess that's why they call it the blues…  

Over to you Wells Blue Bunny. 

-------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Okay then.  Here we go with the first one of mine. 

~~~Q's rollin' with the ESG and OPP but you don't know me!/  

Maybe Melly Mel or Fab Five Freddy, it's three to go, two ta get ready with jams rockin' steady./  

Sounds so smooth it might be heaven bangin' on amps that go to eleven./  

Kickin' the vibe thats ultra-magnetic, steppin' frenetic, looks so sharp call for anesthetic!/  

What's up doc?! We can rock, harder than Shaq, the Monster Mac, hotter than Abendigo, Meshack 

or even Shadrack./  

The girlies flock for miles for my guile n' hot style drives 'em all wild!/  

Ducats, shillings, lyra, or bucks, I got more bank than Scrooge McDuck./  

Midnight marauder with a map as such, droppin' phat beats you just can't touch./  

I'm hard like a ninja, crazy like a junky, got more rhymes than a funky brass monkey./  

Gonna get loose while sippin' gin and juice, but there ain't no way I'm ever callin' truce./  

So step off, hey, and call it a day, 'cause against Cory Q you just can't play! 

Okay, so that's obviously Cory Funk from the South...the rhyme scheme is kinda weird and 

inconsistent, but it's some of the best wordplay, so I'll give this a 4. 

~~~Well our story begins in St. Louis Park  

Where the herald angels sang once again "hark!"  

The birth of another Jew, the second coming  

And she had no need for a little boy drumming  

She hoped one day she'd have her name in lights  

Till she found her place promoting animal rights  

Her personal mission was to save the earth  

Proof that miracles don't require a virgin birth  

Cuz you sat on your ass suckin' the planet's resources  

Her mission's now accompanied by apocalyptic horses  

They will rectify the damage and cleanse the world  

So you better heed the warnings of this little vegan girl  

In the end she'll be martyred for defendin' Gaia  

Because that's what it means to be a messiah. 

This is Kelly Jo over with the Best Westerns...I've got to say, the second coming of the Jew stuff is 



priceless here.  I like this one--it's got a strong sense of character and the rhymes flow pretty 

well.  Cool.  Give it 4. 

~~~my name is mark  

i hate to pee in the dark  

 

i'm really freakin tired  

but drinkin red bull to get wired  

 

why, you may ask  

it's not a simple task  

 

i have to move out by noon  

and all i wanna do is spoon  

 

this was a true story  

but don't feel sorry for me  

 

i dunno if this made any sense  

derka derka fence 

Hmm.  Very short, this one from Mawk with the South.  It kinda went nowhere mostly, but the 

"derka derka fence" business got me, so sue me.  This one gets 3. 

~~~I'm the bad ass beard from the south west 'burbs  

Spice up your body like Mexican herbs.  

Here's the overweight loverman that you seek.  

You're gonna walk crooked for a week.  

 

I drink like I'm Tara Reid on Spring Break.  

Only difference is my boobs ain't fake!  

And I don't fall down with Paris on the street,  

All night long I'm up on my feet.  

 

Chubby man boobs on me, don't be hatein',  

They're shrinkin' down now like Bush's approval ratin'.  

Droppin' down the pounds like Britney drops her panties,  

Get out of my face with your high sugar candies.  

 

I run like the wind and I sweat like a hog,  

Around the world in 80 days with Philias Fogg.  

Burnin' off the fat with my run, run, run.  

More energy then a coked up Lindsey Lohan. 

John Youker from the West brought us this gem of both self-love and self-joking.  That last rhyme 



is kind of a stretch, but these are some funny rhymes.  Another 4. 

~~~I'm 'bout ta bust a flow, about a crazy 'mo, on your mark get set, let's do tha slow roll  

don't try to tap yo' feet, you can't flow the faggy beat  

cause i'm white and i'm tight,  

like Rainbow Bright  

 

can't stop this cowboy rider, whip it out, see whose dick's higher  

i'm wicked bad, i'm stupid smart, i like big wangs, and sensible art  

 

can't top me now, i'll-shave-your uni-brow, i'll eat your-dad's-pig and pork your-mom's-cow  

 

if you wanna taste my flavor / take me to lunch  

but be warned, cause when i'm in you...  

Donkey Punch! 

Okay, so maybe Patrick's rhyme scheme was a little goofy and everywhere, but the lines made me 

laugh more than any others so far, I think.  "The faggy beat" really got me, for starters.  This is 

another 4.  If I seem generous today, it's because one player on my side already decided which 

team is winning, so I don't have to be that careful. 

~~~alright stop--  

you better listen real clear  

i sell more tacos and i drink more beers  

than any other punk-ass whack MC  

when they ask "who's yo' favorite rapper?"  

well you'd best say ME  

cuz' I'm straight outta Fargo and I like big butts  

if you're hungry for a donut I'll put sugar on my nuts  

yo i've been rockin' out the beats since i was like FIVE  

and i can drink more chocolate milk than any man ALIVE  

kickin' out rhymes like it ain't no THANG  

and i'm not even gonna mention...  

Kelly's Wang.  

yo, rossman out>> 

YES!  The Blue Bunny's second appearance in the challenge already.  I love all of you so very 

much.  There's some funny stuff here, and the actual meter of the lines is probably the best of the 

ones on my side.  It sounds like real rap.  It's a 4.  But a HIGH four.  Again, it doesn't really 

matter. 

~~~I got a gash in my head,  

And a plump girl in my bed.  

I lead and can follow, I am A Team Player,  

Best Western is the name.  



Of the city of Cool, I am a Mayor,  

Being an ass is my greatest game.  

I am high like the Space Needle,  

Rich Like Bill Gates.  

I don't fall down, I just weeble;  

Been in all 50 states.  

Out here the Hawks are blue,  

But I still bleed purple and Gold.  

My heart is in Minny,  

But I don't miss that cold.  

SurvialSpace is where I stomp, where I am laying my claim,  

To the end I will go, anything else would be...lame.  

 

I'll vouch for him when he says being an ass is his greatest game.  That's why he's a friend of 

both KellySpace and here in Survivor, actually.  Odd rhymes at times, which is weird because 

Harber is one of the legit rap fans in this game.  Go with 3. 

~~~I'm flyin' solo, revin' up my turbo  

mini-apple po-po are tripin' up my mojo  

They try to catch me ridin' Dirty, even tho i'm white an' nerdy  

They know when i hit the flow i give my homeboys quite a show  

 

I'm runnin' late again, but I ain't sweatin' it  

Gotit all under control like a G-Hero expert frettin' it  

Dirty Flynn is on the way up, Bringin' sweet wine in my velvet cup  

Salivation, anticipation; thank the lord you're gettin' it  

 

I ain't no Barbie girl, made in fantasy proportion  

The pushin's sweeter when you're riding on my cushion.  

Mix-a-Lot knew the truth, And my booty gots the proofs  

My tongue knows how to bend you into pleasure-filled contortions  

 

Written word or physical contact  

I give you lovin' that'll keep you comin' back  

'Cause I'm dirty and I'm flirty, and I make it look good to be thirty.  

So if you're long and stong then come on and check this Baby's got back. 

Here's what Rachel brings to the table: though she has little-to-no interest in rap, she clearly 

researched some vernacular and used it here.  Such dedication.  Again, some fairly decent 

rhymes, but the wordplay is excellent here.  Another 4.  It's not that I don't think fives exist...it's 

that they both just happened to be on the other side of the game. 

...okay, and this week the part of Sir-Not-Appearing-in-this-Film will be played by Michael Battista 

of the Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen. 



Best Westerns: 4/4/3/4/4=3.80 

Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen: 4/4/3/-2=2.25 

So there you are...both The Quilted Northerns and the Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen now 

have until Friday morning when I wake up--let's say around 8 central to vote off their next 

member.  As always, non-players cast three votes for themselves.  Congratulations for those of 

you brave enough to spit it. 

And someone was WAY brave enough to spit it.  Here's a link to Ben Thietje performing his own 

rap; scroll to "KellySpace Rap" and press play.  You'll be glad you did. 

http://bencast.podbean.com 

Cheers... 

Next Challenge Teaser: Inescapable Cruelty 

August 3, 2007 - Friday   

 

Eliminations? Sorta.; Challenge Five  

Okay, so I was out at a park eating McDonald's like the fatty I am, which accounts for today's 

slowness.  But on with the show, 'cause I'm a steamroller, baby. 

And hold on to your cocks, because this gets weird. 

It turns out that Mr. Michael Battista is in China and his rap lyrics were almost certainly 

intercepted (a teammate confirmed that he sent his lyrics to him several days ago to see if they 

were too dirty).  Over on the other side, it turns out that Todd also sent a rap, and it was lost in 

the ether as well.  In both cases, the winning team may have changed with their submissions. 

So I'm not eliminating any of you bitches.  Ryan and I came up with another challenge for next 

week.  So get excited, because you were all part of a Survivor first.  Yeeha. 

In case you care, here are the as-yet-unseen raps: 

Michael Battista: 

I'm Captain Planet cause I travel the world, follow my dreams, stopped following the heard.  

 

I play this game to keep in touch with friends,and make some new one too. Now I have to destroy 

the Bestwesterners with my crew.  

 

We run 4 deep since we cut the fat.  

Beat some sense into the west with my thick bat!  

 

Rumor is you piss your bed every night, afraid of the dark, and cry when they turn out the lights.  



 

You want your momma to hold your hand but she's busy getting it from 4 southern men.  

 

Was that too hard? Do you want me to step back? Are you afraid that I'll give her a heart attack?!  

 

Not again! I'm going to explode! Take cover Bestwesterners' I'm going blow my load.  

 

With words about how you make me sick... That bat in the six line was really my dick.  

 

I'm out 'cause I've had my fun. Now I'm off to get tested, 'cause I fucked your mum. 

Todd Karner: 

Some people think they know Todd, but listen and you'll find…  

Some shit about Todd that'll blow your mind.  

 

What's Todd's favorite food?  

Steak that's rare!  

You think he's not tough?  

Well he fought a bear.  

 

What about The Facts of Life,  

Is it Tootie or Blair?  

Well guess what I'm not tellin'  

Hey that's just not fair!  

 

People think Kelly's cooler  

But they're not aware,  

Todd could punch Dakota Fanning  

And nobody would care.  

 

So now you think you know Todd, and he's no saint.  

Well if you don't like him he'll punch you in the taint. 

------------------------------------------------------- 

Okay, and here's one I wrote.  Explicit lyrics. 

Yo, I'm the Reverend Spookymilk and I'll take you to mass 

That's the mass drivin' in you as you're clutchin' my ass 

But the good stuff comes later, don't you try to be funny 

Ya wanna fuck me like a rabbit, gotta suck on the Bunny 

Now I don't apologize for my lax moral code 

So just look into my eyes as you're strokin' my chode 

I'm your golden Christmas goose, I'm your Thanksgiving stuffin' 



Say your prayers to the Reverend as I'm slappin' dem muffins 

  

I'm weaving your dreams as you hungrily devour me 

You're a little red hood rat, I'm the wolf and I'm growling 

When I grace you with my presence, better not pass me by 

'Cause I'll dick them giant titties till I come in your eye 

Come to Casa Spookymilk for all your holiday needs 

Try to leave, but you can't manage 'cause I fuck till I bleed 

So vacation with me, I'll give you nonstop fun 

Bring me into your room, and I'll hit seven home runs 

----------------------------------------------------------------- 

Ha.  I'm such a dirty. 

Anyway, the plan now is for us to send you confirmation that we've gotten your challenges, 

because this game is way too deadly serious to have any more mishaps. 

So here's your next challenge: Fuck A Judge.  Inescapable Cruelty. 

Your mission is, with your team, to come up with the sickest, most depraved and horrible way you 

can think of to kill somebody.  What we're looking for is a way to kill someone so it doesn't 

happen right away--they have to suffer a lot before the ax falls.  The more elaborate the death 

scene, the better. 

For whatever reason, we made this one a work-with-your-team challenge, so only one entry per 

team is needed.  But make it long, because there are only four total and we get bored easily. 

And here's the thing: this one doesn't feature a head-to-head matchup; Ryan and I will simply 

pick our two favorite, and they'll win immunity while the others, whose murderousness failed to 

inspire us, will murder a teammate (for real this time). 

As an added bonus, I'll be using my favorite of the death scenes to off this kid that I knew in high 

school. 

Is that it?  I think that's it.  Now get nasty, you freaks.  Due Tuesday night at 10pm, just like 

always. 

August 8, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Challenge Five Results  

Okay.  This will be swift writing this time since there are only four.  Ryan and I have read your 

depravity, and whether you like it or not, we agreed on the two winners (though all of them were 

good in many ways).  I'll simply post the four submissions in the order I got them, and at the end 

will let you know what Ryan and I thought and who's going to be leaving the game... 



Brown Street Elite 

When a man spurns a specific woman, the evils of her PMS days rear its ugly head. Such is the 

case with Jack and Diane.  

Diane and Jack were madly in love, madly as in constant beer brawling madly. One could not call 

it passion, but a mere hatred for their counterparts as each devised ways to make the other one 

seething in anger and jealousy.  

Jack was having a fling on the side. Not a beauty by any means; nonetheless, a tool to once again 

see if he could push Diane far enough to recreate the flinging knives and Clorox scene they 

endured last year when Jack took the rest of the money in their checking account to spend an 

hour with a diseased wench down by the tracks. Such was not the case- it was a deadly ending.  

There is one thing in life Jack will not disobey and that is the callings of a good ol' stiffy. Jamesons 

down the hatch, back to the house to yell at the snatch. Shortly after Diane contracted crabs from 

Jack's fling and left Jack scarred with numerous bottle shards to the head, they called a small 

truce and made their way down to Wit's End Saloon, a local hangout in their Arkansas 

neighborhood. Jack did the usual: lost $200 at pulltabs, threw back 12 Colt 45's, played "You don't 

even call me by my name" 8 times on the jukebox, took down multiple shots of tequila, multiple 

shots of Jameson and picked a fight with the bartender over his refusal to pour more drinks for 

Jack.  

Diane saw this as perfect timing. She coaxed Jack back to their Datsun pickup and prepared a 

little strip tease for almost passed out Jack. Jack ripped off his cutoffs and soon was donning his 

birthday suit. Akin to their usual manic sex scenes, Diane preceded to wrap Jack up in 1 in. by 10 

ft. black, soaking leather strips dipped in salt water. Special care and tightness was given to Jack's 

Johnson. Jack did not notice as he was passed out and absently thought the pressure on his 

member might be Diane paying homage. Soon enough, Diane had wrapped and bonded Jack into 

a mummy. Wet, salt laced black leather strips! He was stiffer than stiff.  

She drug him out of the vehicle and laid him on the newly asphalted road. Black. Asphalt. Record 

high temperatures. Forecast for the day 110 degrees and sunny.  

Jack lay there, passed out for multiple hours. The high noon sun shined on the black mummy and 

the road, creating the hot road mirages bouncing off of Jack. Gauging holes of decayed, burned 

flesh had the buzzards screaming as they pecked his eyelids. Flies laid their eggs in his exposed 

eye ducts. A muskrat took a piece of his toe. As the leather strips dried in the scorching sun, his 

insides and outside burned. When Jack awoke, he was agonizingly woozy, not unlike he feels most 

mornings upon awakening, but this time, man, the stench, the pain! He realized he was soon to 

be a goner; heat exhaustion and internal burning at bay. He had to go bad, but when he tried to 

wet himself, the tightness of the strips on his member made urinating impossible. For once, the 

phrase "My eyes are yellow I have to pee so bad" was true. Frightened, he vomited inside his 

leather cocoon. With nothing to do but choke on the chunks of his last dinner of Rocky Mount 

Oysters, he slowly bloated into a huge mess of decomposing gases. A line road painter ran over 

him and left the tell-tale dashed white line vertically on his body. The rest of his imminent corpse 

started to burst open under the pressure of his own gas. With one last moan and nibble of his 

spewed chunks, Jack was dead.  

Diane sat nearby, nibbling her .69 cent taco. She scratched the inherited crabs in her nether 

regions and bid farewell. 



The Best Westerns 

Head down, distracted by the papers spread across her desk, the teacher took no notice of the 

small, pale-faced, dark-haired student approaching her. Ten-year old Emily took advantage of 

such a situation as she swung her arms over her head and, with inhuman strength, bashed her 

teacher over the head with the metal chair that accompanied her elementary school desk. When 

the teacher came to she found herself tied to a rocking chair with duct tape covering her mouth. 

The rope binding her was so tightly pulled that deep red mark had already begun to appear in the 

teacher's skin. Emily stood in front of her smiling politely as the teacher, looking around, realized 

they were in a basement somewhere. Confused, the teacher began to cry - her slippery tears fell 

fast over the tape that kept her silent as they melted away into dark drops on the fabric of her 

skirt.  

 

Quietly, slowly, and continuing to smile innocently, Emily reached into the front pocket of her 

black jumper producing a small, but sharp, paring knife. The teacher struggled helplessly against 

the rope that kept her bound to the chair. However, the knots were tied quite neatly and her 

efforts were unproductive, to say the least. Using her eyes alone, she tried desperately to plead 

with the small girl. Emily remained unresponsive to any sort of emotional outreach, as she always 

had.  

 

Stepping cautiously toward the teacher, as if she were an unrestrained rattlesnake coiled and 

ready to attack, she put a finger to her lips and calmly blew out the air from between her clenched 

teeth. "Shhhh..." she urged, "this is a time for silence, for reverence." Emily extended the knife as 

she continued to approach her teacher. "Where should we start?" she asked. Emily placed her foot 

under the left rocker of the chair causing it to tilt backward. "Where? Where? Where?" she 

pondered rhetorically, holding the paring knife steadily in her small hand.  

 

Emily removed her foot from under the rocker and the chair, with her teacher in it, lurched 

forward. The padded inner area of the teacher's upper arm, where the knife pierced her skin, 

began to feel warm and wet. Emily lowered her the blade. "Thank you for your assistance with 

such a grappling decision. I truly appreciate it."  

 

Without hesitation, Emily was in her teacher's lap, her little fingers pulling at the area of bloody 

skin as she worked the knife further under her teacher's flesh with her other hand. Muffled 

screams echoed throughout the basement as the girl labored diligently, separating the teacher's 

skin from the throbbing muscles it once hid. Emily worked her way from one part of the body to 

the next, taking care not to rip or damage the skin more than was necessary to sever it from the 

bulging masses of meat.  

 

The teacher writhed with excruciating pain. Every part of her body felt as if it were engulfed by 

white hot embers. Her head began to feel heavy in a way that was completely different from 

anything she had felt before; it was as if a fishbowl had been fitted loosely inside of her skull. She 

yearned desperately to be washed away into unconscious oblivion – anything for a release from 

the agony.  

 



Suddenly, the teacher's eyes shot open and the anguish from which she had nearly escaped shot 

lightening-fast through her once again. "You mustn't sleep yet," said Emily with a chastising tone 

that could only come from a child. "It will be much better if you stay with me until we are done." 

Emily withdrew the needle tip from her teacher's arm. "Adrenaline," she uttered, answering the 

question that crossed her teacher's once-again-alert eyes. The teacher cast a sideways glance at a 

nearby tray filled with at least 30 syringes and her throat knotted with the realization of the 

inescapable: she was going to die, and she would be completely conscious, and helpless, through 

every single second of the process.  

 

The teacher's eyes were no longer under her control. They spun rapidly around the room and, 

even though she desperately willed them not to look downward, they disobeyed and shot straight 

down to her torso to behold what had become a most unnatural sight. A shriek rose in her chest 

but ceased as a blistering pain overtook her. The teacher's arms and chest, still bound by rope, 

were covered by nothing more than a thin membrane of purple-red film. Her flesh was now fitted 

slouchily around her waist like some sort of tacky belt. She struggled despite agonizing pangs of 

sensation that shot through her system and the heaving, nauseous feeling that welled up in her 

stomach exacerbated her pain.  

 

Eventually, the sounds of struggle ceased. A mess of blood and hair covered the basement floor. 

The teacher, now a chunky skeleton, was still bound to the rocking chair, staring helplessly off into 

the distance with eyes that would never again see. Her chest had stopped heaving several hours 

earlier and the remains of her lips had released their last breath only a few hours afterwards. 

Emily stood a few feet away, clutching what looked to be a flesh-colored jumpsuit with a hood 

attached. Her eyes felt heavy, but she was satisfied. She had done a very thorough job.  

 

"You are free now," Emily sighed in contented exhaustion, "your liberation is complete." 

The Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen 

She said quite simply "Ending a man's life is a simple matter but really killing a man has a long 

and complex history as degenerate as society itself". John leaned back into the shadows that the 

remote corner booth of this dive offered. "Go on" he said trying to suppress how uneasy he was 

around her.  

 

"If you want to kill a man you must need to know what he values, what he fears, and what he 

believes to be true on the deepest spiritual level. Now, the man you want me to see to, he is 

married and with family, correct? I don't have the profile we have built on him with me. I do not 

need to harm his family or wife, but only give the illusion that they are in terrible danger of pain to 

cause in him a certain type of fear."  

 

"But this fear is only good so long as he thinks his actions can keep his family from harm. So, 

once we have this man... We will call him 'K', we can tell him this family has been mercifully and 

swiftly murdered. That will mean he can not hold out hope for their safety and that his actions 

really make no difference in his immediate world. It is a simple matter to produce pictures, 

expertly doctored, as proof of their deaths. And with that we have killed his heart."  



 

"But if K is a harder man than that, it makes no difference. Once we have him" she lowered her 

voice to a vicious whisper "(and we will have him in our grasp soon enough) then the real work 

begins. We will show him his death in the outside world during what we call the 'questioning 

stage'. He will lose his job due to delinquency. We will sabotage his bank accounts. We will 

besmirch his identity by electronic means that he will not be able to undo short of an act of God. 

In short, we will kill him in the only way that matters to the wider world: electronically. We will 

sully his name in the civic records so that even if he does escape our bonds, he will not escape a 

living social hell. We will have killed him socially".  

 

"Once K delivers himself over to our facility we will start the process. We prefer to start with 

modern methods. A hood, some light beatings with a rubber hose, instructions he can't possibly 

follow for his hands and feet will be bound... The usual psychological methods that have proved so 

popular around the world."  

 

"Once he is in his 'suite', the hood will come off. He will have food, a bed, nondescript clothes, and 

be left alone. He will be told that the 'Boss' will come see him soon. However, soon is not for two 

weeks. Two weeks of florescent lights and isolation and a growing fear of what is to come. Food 

will arrive through the door slot first at steady intervals, then at random times and random 

amounts. Then some of the food will be mildly poisoned. Enough to cause dehydration and 

vomiting. Since his toilet is in the suite, the smell will add to the humiliation. The 'Boss' will arrive 

to make sure things are 'Ok for him'. When K complains, some of the complaints will be 

addressed. Others will not. The 'Boss' will ask a couple questions of K, ones he won't understand 

the meaning of. That is the point. We don't want information from him. It doesn't matter what he 

answers. Ever. Here he will see us destroy his outside life piece by piece as his answers displease 

the 'Boss'."  

 

"Now a cycle of randomness will emerge. He will be prodded for information he can't give. His 

'suite' will sometimes have light, sometimes it won't. Sometimes there will be no outside noise, 

sometimes the noise will be random and deafening. His bed will be removed without notice. The 

water in his toilet won't flow. Sometimes the 'Boss' will be a different person. But always there will 

be questions K can't possibly answer correctly. The mind and body can adopt to any pattern. We 

will remove a discernable pattern."  

 

"Then phase two comes in. The 'Boss' will grow tired of this game and treating K so well. There 

will be a couple beatings. Enough to make him sore all over. Then, when he is sleeping, a couple 

of thugs will come into the suite and break one of his hands (which ever is his dominant) and the 

opposite foot. They will not be set right away, and when they are, they will be set poorly. We will 

make sure an infection sets in under at least two of the nails by means of bacteria injected with a 

pain killer at the time of the bone setting. Once the infection starts to spread, his nails will need to 

be removed by operation. This will phase will take several weeks to accomplish, enough time for 

him to understand his limbs will be permanently crippled and to let the fear of a surgical 

procedure take root. Funny thing, aesthetic. Doesn't work the same for all people..." and she 

leaned out of the feeble lamp light to drag on her cigarette and finish off her third Dirty Flynn.  

 



She continued "He will be given a paralytic but nothing for the pain. Once the operation is 

complete, he will be returned to his 'suite' to let the healing start, or so he will think. A few more 

beating will follow in the adjoining weeks including one that will crush one of his testicles. He will 

be treated for this injury with proper anesthetic, but will awaken after several days to find one nut 

missing and his 'suite' occupied by vermin. Bugs. Rodents. Snakes. And, due to the diet K has 

been consuming, these creatures will be drawn to him. After several days of flea bites, tick bites, 

mouse nibbles, and unhappy snakes, K will start to develop internal discomfort. It won't be from 

the bites but a gas we will introduce to his air. He will grow sicker and sicker and until another 

operation will be needed to relieve symptoms that will mirror appendicitis. He will try to resist, but 

we will be ready. He will be brought into the operating room, his entire body dry shaved, and 

rubbed down with alcohol. His head will be immobilized. There will be no cutting, but there will be 

a procedure."  

 

"K will be subjected to fire and ice. Burning parts of him, freezing other parts. Dry ice, blow 

torches, you name it. He will eventually pass out from the pain. He will awake not in his 'suite', 

but in a plain white room unable to move. It will be a sort of in-plain-site oubliette. He will be able 

to see a little as he is on his back and will plainly be able to hear others in the room talking about 

himself and others but none will address K. They will shut off the lights when they leave the room. 

They will continue each of their activities as if he is not there. He will be fed and watered 

intravenously. There will be no medications now, pain or otherwise. This will continue until his 

spirit is killed." She added absently "That usually takes about three weeks".  

 

"Here the final phase starts. The questions come again. They are just a pretense of course. The 

pain has been delivered. The fear has been brought home. There is really nothing left for K to lose 

but his physical life. And for that, the symbolism is set. Once he incorrectly answers the questions, 

the pear of anguish comes out. This is delicious really. The pear is aluminum, beautifully wrought 

of four 'leaves' which joined together by a hinge at the top. A screw inserted between the leaves is 

turned to slowly separate the four lobes of the 'pear'. It was used on a number of orifices in 

medieval times. Knowing K to be hyper-sexual it is a little twist I like. This time it shall be his lying 

mouth that receives the pear. It will be opened until his teeth are cracked, his jaw broken, and he 

is left tied to a table to drown in his own blood."  

 

She leaned back into the light. "The entire process outlined here takes about nine months on the 

quick side to complete. Of course, some details have been omitted. We prefer a freedom to 

improvise. We could dunk his head in a fish tank of barracuda if he is scared of fish. We could cut 

the bottom of his feet with razors if he is squeamish of that. It all depends on what K responds to. 

We pride ourselves on creativity before the ultimate result. All that remains now is a discussion of 

payment..." 

Quilted Northerns 

She waited at a dingy bar on the South side of town for a group of friends to arrive. They were 

celebrating her recent promotion and she was wearing the lucky outfit that got her there. Hair 

pulled back, wire-rimmed glasses, and a skirt just long enough to be considered "work-

appropriate". Her male friends would often joke that they were "Hot For Teacher" and the outfit 



became infamous as such.  

 

As her friends started trickling in, each wanted to congratulate her with a drink or a shot. Within a 

couple of hours, she was up on the table dancing flirtatiously and provocatively. Even the cooks in 

the back took notice and would peer out from the kitchen periodically to see what new article of 

clothing she may have unbuttoned or removed.  

 

Quarter to 2 – last call. One of the cooks had finished his shift and had joined her at the bar. He 

told her of his culinary school degree and how he had worked for some five-star restaurants in 

New York City before moving back home to start his own business.  

 

He mentioned that he'd love to cook a five-course meal for her. As hungry as she was, she 

immediately accepted.  

 

They made their way into the kitchen and he immediately switched the still warm fryer back on, 

which also simultaneously prompted the cd player to pick up in the middle of 'Crazy On You' by 

Heart.  

 

He picked up a dishcloth and moved slyly back towards her, with lust apparent in his gaze. She 

sat up on the cutting table and spread her legs, inviting him closer. Upon his first touch of her 

inner thigh, he grabbed her tightly and gagged her with the cloth. He then screamed in delight 

and went to work.  

 

He threw her into the back freezer and locked the door, then brought a milk jug of a dark red 

substance out from the refrigerator and gleefully poured it into the heated fryer oil while singing 

along to 'These Dreams'. He grabbed his rusted, dull knives and moved back into the freezer, 

where she flailed and screamed.  

 

He first scalped her long black hair and pubic hair using one of the knives.  

 

Then, starting with her fingers and toes, he slowly sawed each one off and rolled them in a 

breading featuring her hair. He threw the parts one by one into the fryer.  

 

He then prepared a plate with dipping sauces and a bit of hair garnish.  

 

As each part finished cooking, he brought her a new plate to consume. She screamed wildly with 

each pass, as her eyes were pried open with meat hooks.  

 

He then let her know it was time for dessert and kissed her on the cheek. He proceeded to remove 

her eyes with an ice cream scoop and and prepared a sundae, which he shared with her.  

 

Kissing her one last time – he then threw the final, living remains in the fryer, at a lower 

temperature.  

 



He smiled and prepared the remains for the next day's special. 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

If you haven't vomited yet, hello!  We liked these.  Oh, and for those of you who might be writing 

Compare & Contrast papers on which gender is more volatile and murderous, I'm almost positive 

that three of these were primarily written by women.  Well done, ladies! 

First of all, we love the Brown Street Elite piece.  It fits what we were looking for the best: an 

inescapable situation where the victim is suffering ridiculous pain, and the murderer isn't even 

present.  That's the kind of style we were hoping for. 

The Best Westerns blew our minds with the freakish Bad Seed story, and her faux innocence, as 

well as the closing line, really did us in. 

The Enigmatic Southern Gents brought the scary home to me...much like "Freak Kelly Out in 100 

Words or Less" from last year, this one sorta tore into me.  Nice plan.  It's stylishly written, too. 

The Quilted Northerns did one that feels straight out of a horror film; it's a good piece, though not 

exactly in the style we were seeking (really, we think of the four teams, the BSE nailed that aspect 

of it the best). 

Anyway, we converged on the voting, naming the same favorite as well as the same second-

favorite. 

Immunity Winners: Brown Street Elite and Best Westerns 

We honestly dug all of them, and it was hard to deny the ESG with their personal attack on me 

and all I hold dear, but we feel strongly about the ones we picked.  You guys are fucking sick.  We 

love you for that. 

Here's a little twist this week: last week, when we were in the ultimately meaningless voting 

period, Mr. Josh Mitchell mentioned that he wouldn't be able to play the game for several weeks 

and would be pulling out so as not to damage his team further.  When nobody was eliminated, I 

decided to keep that promise whenever the Northerns didn't win Immunity.  That time has come: 

Seventh Person Eliminated from Survivor: Josh Mitchell 

Which means only the Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen will have to vote someone out by Friday 

at 4pm (I work again, hence it being late in the day).  In the case of a tie, we go back to previous 

votes; in the case of another tie, we'll be looking to another team to break it.  Yes!  I remembered 

to mention the tiebreaking system! 

In the meantime, all you ladies?  Stay the hell away from us.  You scare us shitless. 



Cheers. 

Next Challenge Teaser: We Bet You Totally Played these as a Kid 

August 10, 2007 - Friday   

 

Elimination 8, Challenge Six  

Allow me to say this first: a blog post without comments is like a...thing...without...stuff. 

In other words, I missed all of you on the last post.  Silence blows.  We're in this game because 

we're self-absorbed, love-seeking lamewads.  Now show some freakin' affection already. 

Okay!  With that out of the way, let me return the love by saying who's no longer invited to the 

SurvivalSpace party.  Ha! 

The Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen make their elimination after their heartbreaking defeat... 

Vote One: Mawk. 

Vote Two: Patrick. 

Vote Three: Mawk.  "I think he was moving during this challenge, but lack of communication is 

doom. 

Vote Four: Mawk.  "I am voting Mawk because I don't think he offered any advice for the 5th 

Challenge. We could have used some Carl in the mix of that story. Our team is about finished. It's 

starting to hurt my feelings and I am becoming an alcoholic. Thanks." 

Eighth Elimination from Survivor: Mawk 

Let it be known to future players of Survivor that using an alias isn't the secret to victory.  Mawk, 

I'll miss you and the unnecessary, confusing W in your name. 

Look in a mirror.  Are you Mawk?  If not, read on, for I have a fat load of fun for you. 

Challenge Six: Mad Libs. 

Yay!  These were pretty much the shit, right?  I'm so glad I thought of this challenge.  In fact, I'm 

so proud of it that I'm not going to mention that it was actually Ryan's idea. 

Here's the thing: there are two Mad Libs below.  I won't explain how these are done, since all of 

you should know.  If you don't, and looking at it still doesn't allow you to figure it out, then you 

may be too stupid to proceed (seek the advice of your doctor if possible).  The first Lib is 

presented in its entirety, so you can actually see the thing as you fill it out, which brings strategy 

to this thing, or at least as much strategy that can be brought.  The second one works exactly like 



the original, where you fill out the word list without the benefit of seeing the story in front of you. 

Ryan and I each wrote one of the lists; scoring will work like this...first, the one who wrote Mad 

Lib 1 will read the four teams' submissions, and will choose his favorite.  That team will win 

Immunity.  Then the other judge will read the submissions for 2, and will pick his favorite of the 

teams that didn't win 1 to decide the other Immune team.  So that's that. 

Also, Ryan and I decided not to mention who wrote which Lib, as to discourage playing our inside 

jokes and such. 

On with the show... 

Mad Lib 1: Messy Breakup 

"A day without you is like a (*NOUN*) without (*PLURAL NOUN*)," (*WOMAN'S 

NAME*) said, brushing her (*BODY PART*) over his (*BODY PART*). 

  

He (*PAST TENSE VERB*) her, truly, but had made up his mind.  As much as he 

cared for her, he knew, in the back of his (*BODY PART*), that his heart was in 

(*CITY*). 

"I have to leave," he said, (*ADVERB*).  "I have fallen in love with a 

(*PROFESSION*) who makes my blood (*VERB*), and her (*ADJECTIVE*) style 

gives me goosebumps.  I belong with her alone." 

She (*PAST TENSE VERB*) uncontrollably and brandished a (*WEAPON*) with 

which she (*PAST TENSE VERB*) him until he (*EXPLANATION OF HIS 

SUFFERING*).  Shedding a tear, she hid his body in a/the (*PLACE*) and sat alone.  

She got herself a (*UNIT OF FOOD*) of (*FOOD*), turned on (*TV SHOW OR 

FILM*), and said, "(*MULTI-WORD EXCLAMATION*)." 

Mad Lib 2: An American Classic 

Noun 

Woman's name 

Country 

Profession ending in -ing 

Noun 

Plural Noun 

Noun 



Body Part 

Body Part there is two of 

Adjective 

Verb 

Noun 

Verb ending in –ing 

Noun 

Verb ending in –ing 

Verb 

Verb ending in -s 

Amount of Time 

Body Part 

Famous Person 

Verb 

A Term of Endearment 

---------------------------------------------- 

Due by Tuesday night at 10 Central.  Please send the submissions separately, under their 

titles, so we don't know what team wrote which one. 

Two teams of five, two teams of three.  Will the South rise again as promised?  Like last week, will 

Brown deliver?  Will the Quilted Northerns wipe the asses of the competition again?  Will the Best 

Westerns be left with a vacancy?  Oh, damn!  I'm on fire! 

Don't hurt me...cheers. 

August 15, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Challenge Six Results  

Okay.  We begin with "Messy Breakup," which is the one I wrote.  I made it as vague as possible 



so as to allow you to mess around with things...let's see how you utilized it. 

Comments after each Lib.  Winner at the end of my section. 

1 

  

"A day without you is like a Short Bus without Retards," Penelope Sniffletits 

said, brushing her knuckles over his taint.  

 

He raped her, truly, but had made up his mind. As much as he cared for her, he 

knew, in the back of his crack, that his heart was in Sheboygan.  

 

"I have to leave," he said, nauseously. "I have fallen in love with a Cattle Fluffer 

who makes my blood curdle, and her sloppy style gives me goosebumps. I belong 

with her alone."  

 

She discharged uncontrollably and brandished a pair of her dirty panties with 

which she rubbed him until he choked on his own vomit. Shedding a tear, she 

hid his body in a/the folds of her stomach and sat alone. She got herself a 

Lifetime Supply of Cream Puffs, turned on Maury Povich, and said, Cry, 

fatties! Cry!."  

Much love for this.  Good start with Penelope Sniffletits, which made me laugh out 

loud.  Cattle Fluffer, discharge, folds of her stomach, and Cry, Fatties!  Cry! also 

got me.  Very strong all the way through 

2 

"A day without you is like a CIRCLE JERK without PEDAFILES," HAYDEN 

PANETTIERE said, brushing her VAGINAL JUICES over his NOSTRILS.  

 

He PORKED her, truly, but had made up his mind. As much as he cared for her, he 

knew, in the back of his SCROTUM, that his heart was in LIMA, PERU.  

 

"I have to leave," he said, QUAINTLY. "I have fallen in love with a CHEESE 

MAKER who makes my blood CURDLE, and her CRACKWHORISH style gives me 

goosebumps. I belong with her alone."  

 

She LAUGHED uncontrollably and brandished a REALLY BIG STICK THAT JUST 

HAPPENED TO BE ON FIRE with which she CORNHOLED him until he STARTED 

BLEEDING FROM HIS NOSE AND EARS AND FARTED OUT HIS DIGESTIVE 

SYSTEM. Shedding a tear, she hid his body in DICK CHENEY'S TANTRIC SEX 

CHAIR and sat alone. She got herself a BUTTLOAD of BEER NUTS, turned on 



MYSTERY SCIENCE THEATER 3000, and said, "THAT CHAIR WAS THE BEST 

BIRTHDAY GIFT I'VE EVER RECEIVED!" 

Misspelling pedophiles isn't a great way to gain my love (or misspelling anything; 

not just that word.  I'm not sick or anything), but mentioning Hayden Panettiere 

undoes that damage.  Vaginal juices over nostrils is gorgeous, and makes me 

unable to breathe.  I also like that, in the second half, this team used a million 

words in every lib. 

3 

"A day without you is like a Walmart without retards," Rachel Flynn said, 

brushing her clit over his anus.  

 

He feared her, truly, but had made up his mind. As much as he cared for her, he 

knew, in the back of his colon, that his heart was in Narnia.  

"I have to leave," he said, nonvocally. "I have fallen in love with a brick layer 

who makes my blood fight, and her uninviting style gives me goosebumps. I 

belong with her alone."  

She queefed uncontrollably and brandished a putty knife with which she spakled 

him until he had every orifice filled and smoothed over. Shedding a tear, she 

hid his body in a/the Church of Scientology and sat alone. She got herself a sack 

of wheat, turned on Eight is Enough, and said, "Thats the Last Midget I let 

take me in the ass!!!." 

"His heart was in Narnia" is one of the better gags here.  Church of Scientology is 

good too.  But "spackled" is misspelled!  Rage, rage.  Or maybe mild annoyance.  

Or maybe not even that.  Nice ending, too, especially since it doesn't make a hell of 

a lot of sense. 

4 

"A day without you is like a COW without BULLS," TOOTSIE said, brushing her 

ARM PIT over his NOSE.  

 

He BOINKED her, truly, but had made up his mind. As much as he cared for her, 

he knew, in the back of his NUMSKULL, that his heart was in NUNDA/WARD.  

"I have to leave," he said, DELIGHTFULLY. "I have fallen in love with a 

PROCTOLOGIST who makes my blood GURGLE, and her PROBING style gives 

me goosebumps. I belong with her alone."  

She SPITTLED uncontrollably and brandished a USED FEMININE NAPKIN with 

which she TAPED him until he HELD HIS BREATH FOR TOO LONG. Shedding a 

tear, she hid his body in a/the PIG PEN and sat alone. She got herself a BOX of 

PORK RINDS, turned on "BILL AND TED'S EXCELLENT ADVENTURE, and said, 

"BE GOSH, THE BASTARD WON"T BE GETTING HIS BUTT THRILLS NO 



LONGER." 

"Numbskull" is misspelled and isn't a body part!  Okay, enough with that.  Boinked 

is a good word.  "Used feminine napkin" is one of the better bits in this whole 

business because it's a very gross thing in the most delicate wording possible. 

Over on my side, I liked all four of them pretty well, but the overall laugh quotient 

was filled best by Team 1, which is The Quilted Northerns.  So they're Immune, 

and the other team will be decided by Ryan and his American Classic... 

--------------------------------------------------------------------- 

  

1 

  

Little garden gnome, about Jack and Ryan Fossum  

2 Niger kids growin up, in the heartland.  

Jacky gonna be a farming star  

Diane's debutante backseat of Jacky's clown penis  

  

Suckin' on front butts outside the Tasty Freeze.   

Diane sittin' on Jacky's pimple, got his nostril between her buttcheeks   

Jacky say, "Hey Diane, let's run off 'hind a prissy tree,  

Stroke off those Bobby Brooks slacks, let me do what I please.  

  

Say uh, oh yeah elf goes on   

Long after the thrill of thrusting is gone  

Say uh, oh yeah Lisa Lisa and Cult Jam goes on  

Long after the thrill of licking is gone. They lactate on. 

Jacky sits back, douches his thoughts for the 77 minutes.  

Scratches his dirt mouth and does his best Nancy Grace.   

Well then there Diane, we oughtta fist off to the city.  

Diane says "Fuck-buddy, you ain't missin' a thing" 

~~Holy shit this was a great start.  The first thing that caught my eye was "Clown Penis."  

Doesn't it always?  I just kept thinking of that SNL skit where they said to buy insurance go to 

www.clownpenis.fart.  Classic.  Second, there was the sheer chance that they put "Nostril and 

"Buttcheeks" in the right order.   

http://www.clownpenis.fart/


I always enjoy the chorus of all of your songs.  The nonsensical "Elf," "Thrusting," "Lisa Lisa and 

Cult Jam," "Licking," & "Lactate" may be the best combination of chorus in this competition. 

I just wanted to finish up saying that scratching one's "Dirt Mouth" and doing one's best "Nancy 

Grace" be a new slam in the streets of Brooklin.  It made me almost shit.  That rude cunt. 

2 

Little cannibal, about Jack and Lola  

2 Liechtensteinian kids growin up, in the heartland.   

Jacky gonna be a taxiderming star  

Diane's debutante backseat of Jacky's flesh  

  

Suckin' on gonads outside the Tasty Freeze.   

Diane sittin' on Jacky's famine, got his clavicle between her testes  

Jacky say, "Hey Diane, let's run off 'hind a voracious tree,  

Eat off those Bobby Brooks slacks, let me do what I please.   

  

Say uh, oh yeah lamb chop goes on  

Long after the thrill of conquering is gone  

Say uh, oh yeah aphid goes on  

Long after the thrill of crawling is gone. They pound on.  

  
Jacky sits back, romps his thoughts for the 2.3 seconds.  

Scratches his belly button and does his best Boxcar Willie.  

Well then there Diane, we oughtta ride off to the city.  

Diane says "Big Daddy Yum Yum, you ain't missin' a thing" 

~~For this one I tried to imagine a "Taxiderming" star and it was hilarious.  I think I'm going to 

make a movie about one.  "Sucking on Gonads outside the Tasty Freeze," used to be one of 

Kelly and I's favorite pastimes.  Unfortunately, they ran out of good flavors. 

All I have to say is the chorus is saved by the monumentous climax of "They pound on."  I think 

if John Mellencamp would have thought of that lyric he would have stuck with it.  Hands down. 

Here's where it get's good.  "Scratches his Belly Button and does his best Boxcar Willie," made 

me actually squeal.  It was amazing.  Point's deducted for using an close to actual lyric with 

Ride which is close to Run.  But a strong finish with "Big Daddy Yum Yum." 

3 

Little sphincter, about Jack and Kelly Wells  

2 Andorran kids growin up, in the heartland.   



Jacky gonna be a porno theater cum mopping star  

Diane's debutante backseat of Jacky's banana  

  

Suckin' on kittens outside the Tasty Freeze.   

Diane sittin' on Jacky's bible, got his foreskin between her butt cheeks  

Jacky say, "Hey Diane, let's run off 'hind a raw tree,  

Dump off those Bobby Brooks slacks, let me do what I please.   

  

Say uh, oh yeah Coke bottle goes on  

Long after the thrill of praying is gone  

Say uh, oh yeah popsicle goes on  

Long after the thrill of masturbating is gone. They fondle on.  

  

Jacky sits back, menstruates his thoughts for the fortnight.  

Scratches his chin and does his best Oprah.  

Well then there Diane, we oughtta shank off to the city.  

Diane says "Pudding Pants, you ain't missin' a thing" 

~~"Porno Theater Cum Mopping?"  That's all I'm gonna say.  I was amused by thinking of 

someone's "Foreskin" between another persons "Buttcheeks."  Props.  Try it, it's fun.  Here is 

one of the highlights of this rendition of the song, "Dump off those Bobby Brooks slacks."  Who 

could write a better line than that?  Not even Shakespeare himself.  Plus I think that only one 

person so filled with fecal matter might be able to actually "Dump" off their pants.  That person 

is… Kelly Wells. 

To the chorus…  I know that the thrill of Praying has gone for me, but it's still a great lyric, 

because it's true.  And how ironic that long after the thrill of "Masturbating" is gone they will 

STILL "Fondle" on. 

I love the ending of "Pudding Pants."  Nothing says loving like pudding in your pants. 

4 

Little cherry red Mustang Convertible, about Jack and Tara Kinney  

2 Guatemalan kids growin up, in the heartland.  

Jacky gonna be a serial killering star  

Diane's debutante backseat of Jacky's bong  

  

Suckin' on ovaries outside the Tasty Freeze.    

Diane sittin' on Jacky's sheep shit, got his shin between her brain 

hemispheres  

Jacky say, "Hey Diane, let's run off 'hind a coy tree,  

Defecate off those Bobby Brooks slacks, let me do what I please.  



  

Say uh, oh yeah lawn chair goes on  

Long after the thrill of nunchucking is gone  

Say uh, oh yeah altar boy goes on  

Long after the thrill of genuflecting is gone. They thrust on.  

  

Jacky sits back, perverts his thoughts for the 1,934 days.  

Scratches his nipple and does his best Stephen Hawking.  

Well then there Diane, we oughtta pole vault off to the city.  

Diane says " Fluffy Twat, you ain't missin' a thing" 

~~This one was classy.  When I say classy, I mean a bit disturbing.  I liked the "Serial Killing," 

Star.  Oliver Stone would be proud.  The thought of Diane in the backseat of a "Bong" made for 

a pleasurable thought.  The idea that a bong could be so gigantic that you actually go into it and 

are enveloped with weed smoke made me wonder. 

"Sucking on Ovaries,"  kinda goes along with the "Serial Killing Star" theme.  I liked the idea of 

it, but not the actual idea of it.  Really liked the "Defacate" off the slacks line, but someone else 

had already done it oh, so eloquently with "Dump" already.  Makes for a much better mental 

picture. 

To the Chrous!  I don't know if it's possible for the thrill of "Nunchucking" to be gone.  I'm sure if I 

had a pair of Nunchucks right now I would be doing it for hours.  But, we "Thrust" on. 

Here are a couple of laughs that made it to the top of the laugh-O-meter for me on these.  I liked 

the "Perverts"his thoughts for 1,934 days (which is about 5.3 years).  That's a lot of perversion.  

Next line, classic Mad Libs.  I don't know if you wanted this to work, but it did.  "Stephen 

Hawking" can't scratch his own "Nipple" and that's the best part.  So really Jacky miserably 

failed when doing his best "Stephen Hawking."  Fun.  Fluffy Twat was good too. 

  

Alright.  I actually kept going back and forth on these, but I think overall I have a winner.  I'm 

choosing the first and second as the overall funniest.  I liked some of the other ones, but just 

parts more-so that overall.   

Congratulations 1 & 2!  Kelly will have to inform everyone who you are, since I have no fucking 

idea!  

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Team One was The Quilted Northerns again.  But they already have Immunity, so the other 

Immunity winners are Team Two, The Brown Street Elite.  Everybody brought it this week and 



I think we're to the point where we don't much care to lose anyone, but we need to. 

So The Best Westerns and The Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen have until Friday at 3pm 

Central to cast their votes and hopefully not have any more nervous breakdowns brought on by 

not winning Immunity in a competition that contains no prizes or glory (We love you guys.  

Really).  Any ties will be broken by previous votes, and after that any ties will be broken by the 

Immunity-winning teams. 

Cheers. 

Messy Breakup 

1) Quilted Northerns 

2) Best Westerns 

3) Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen 

4) Brown Street Elite 

An American Classic 

1) Quilted Northerns 

2) Brown Street Elite 

3) Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen 

4) Best Westerns 

Next Challenge Teaser:  "Our game is no match for your superior brains." 

 

 

August 17, 2007 - Friday   

 

Eliminations 9 and 10, Challenge Seven  

We begin by cutting off a couple players.  Cancers, if you will, on the SurvivalSpace.  But maybe 

that's a little harsh. 

We'll start with The Best Westerns' elimination, because it's not a very close vote. 

Vote One: Blair Ross.  "is he even playing anymore? he hasn't done shite for the team and 

deserves a good flogging!" 

Vote Two: Blair Ross. 

Vote Three: Blair Ross.  "didn't show up to help us out on this challenge and then posted this as a 

sort of apology: 'alcohol binge, loss of organization. drugs..... bad things. i couldn't have done any 



better anyway.'  So there it is." 

Vote Four: Blair Ross.  "Not as into the flow this week...we will miss you." 

Vote Five: Blair Ross.  "for not throwing his two cents in." 

Another sweep! 

Ninth Eliminated from Survivor:  Blair Ross 

The Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen have a little something to take care of as well... 

Vote One: Michael Battista.  "Not a word from him this whole challenge." 

Vote Two: Cory Funk.  "because of his lack of leadership, this is a vote of no confidence. I thought 

Patrick's Mad libs were great." 

Vote Three: Michael Battista.  "my soul is starting to crumble." 

Tenth Eliminated from Survivor: Michael Battista 

Wow.  We're too hot for China now, people.  A shame, though, that we lost our only international 

competitor. 

Survivor alumni will know that around this time, there's always a challenge to Name an 

upcoming challenge in this game.  This year is no different, and like the first year, we want 

you--not as teams, but as individuals--to come up with the final challenge. 

The Final Challenge will take place when there are three people left in the game, so keep that in 

mind when constructing your challenge pitch.  Complex and simple are both good, so don't worry 

about that too much.  Have a scoring structure in mind.  Certainly, humor can and probably 

should be part of the proceedings, but it doesn't have to.  Just pitch what you think will make a 

good Final Challenge. 

Scoring: 

Favorite One: 8 points 

Next Two: 6 points 

Next Three: 4 points 

Next Three: 2 points 

Last Five: 1 point 

Non-submissions will get -2 instead of 1.  If by any chance anyone submits a challenge that's 

legitimately happening later in the game--something we've already planned--we'll say so and drop 



the challenge from the average. 

Ryan and I will each score it individually, and each submission will then get an average score.  

And then we'll average the score of each team, which will make us come up with the Immunity 

winners and losers. 

Furthermore, the challenge that gets the highest score will actually be used as the Final 

Challenge.  We realize there could be a tie there, and will take care of that if it happens.  But don't 

worry, we'll figure it out. 

If there are any teams whose average scores are tied and Immunity depends on it, we'll choose 

the team that has the best submission of the tied teams, and they'll be the ones who are 

Immune.  I feel like this is totally extraneous, but I want our backs to be covered, you dig? 

Also, one last thing which I wish I didn't have to post.  The ESG only have two members left.  If 

they're one of the losing teams, the one eliminated will be the one whose score in this challenge is 

lower.  So to avoid that scenario, here's hoping they win. 

Bring us your challenges, challengers.  Cheers. 

Edit: Please send submissions to Greg (from the top friends) by 9pm Central on Tuesday 

as a message.  He'll be randomizing them and getting them back to us so we don't know 

who wrote them. 
 

August 22, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Challenge Seven Results  

Ah, here we are.  For some reason it seems like it's been weeks since I last did Survivor, and that 

makes me sad.  So here's a fix for both of us. 

I was alerted to the fact that servers were a bitch for some players this week, as well as the 

Disappearing Greg act of ought-seven.  So the three non-entries will get zero, not negative two 

(just in case anyone's worried, this didn't affect the outcome of Immunity). 

Anyway, here they are in random order; Ryan and I have both commented below each, along with 

our score.  There's one that got eight points, two that got six, three that got four, three that got 

two, and two that got one.  And then there are the zeroes. 

Here we go... 

------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

1. After hard consideration and a spot of research, I came up with this 

suggestion for the final SurviorSpace challenge. It is intelligent, revolves 

around the written word, has the potential for humor, and is pointedly difficult. 



I bring you…  

  

Baconator!  

  

The question of attribution is a serious one in the realm of art. Paintings are of 

particular concern but literature has not escaped scrutiny and doubt as well. 

For example, there is a persistent section of academia that stands staunchly 

behind the idea of Sir Francis Bacon being the true author of William 

Shakespeare's great works. It is in this spirit that the final SurviorSpace 

Challenge manifests itself. It is your job, fair Finalist, to rewrite a famous piece 

of literature in the style of another notable author. The rewritten piece should 

retain the main focus of the original but exhibit the notable style of the new 

author.  

  

Some possible examples:  

- The Gettysburg Address as written by e.e. cummings.  

- William Jennings Bryan's "Cross of Gold" speech as written by Ernest 

Hemingway.  

- The Ten Commandments as written by Hunter S. Thompson.  

- The Star Spangled Banner as written by T. S. Eliot.  

  

Points for this challenge will be given by a mélange of criteria: Disparity in 

style of the original author and new author, accurate style of the new author, 

retention of original focus of the piece, and discretionary style and humor 

points as given by the judges. Length of the original piece is also a matter of 

consideration meaning you shouldn't re-write more than six reasonably sized 

paragraphs, but shouldn't skimp out on the material either. Good luck!  

 

Kelly: Okay, this one was tough.  I didn't know where to put it for a while.  I mean, I 

feel fairly strongly that it's the best submission, but it's just so much headier than this 

game usually gets (that's not a bad thing, just different).  So I tried to wipe that bit of 

preconceived notions from my head and simply think about how good it is.  And you 

know?  It's pretty fuckin' good.  I mean, all of you know at least two authors, right?  So 

we can totally do this.  This is my eight point challenge. 

Ryan:  Classic piece of Lit. rewrit.  I like the premise, but you know that everyone 

will pick boring shit.  Like all the girls will pick Corinthians 15 and all the dudes will 

pick a sci-fi movie soliloquy.  I do like the premise of this game, but think that 

people will have a hard time finding something that will intrest the rest of the 

players judging and the judges themselves.  So I'm saying… too subjective.  I like it 

though.   

It gets a 4. 



Average score of SIX for Cory Funk. 

2. Stalk Away  

  

As your final challenge, you must become adept at myspace stalking. To do 

this, you need to pick a challenger who is still in the game or Ryan or Kelly and 

mercilessly stalk them. Draw a portrait of that person in Microsoft paint, save a 

jpeg and upload to your final letter. The portrait will be of that person in a 

manner where you as the stalker have completely gone overboard in your 

obsession of them. The final letter will be to the person you have chosen to 

stalk and must be written in such a way that the person actually feels like they 

have a myspace stalker. Extra points given for making their lives a living hell 

through comments, messages, etc. Should you be the one the one who is 

being stalked and are not a judge, all messages and comments must be sent to 

the judges so they can see just how badly someone wants to STALK YOU! 

Kelly:  This is cute.  In a, you know, sick sort of way.  With any luck, we'd actually 

have players who've been stalked in the past, so as to really creep them out.  Ha!  

Anyway, there's the obvious pitfall of having to trust someone else to submit 

something sent by someone who's competing with them, but that hardly seems 

crippling; if we really were scared off by that, we'd just specify that it had to be one 

of us (or Greg.  He was probably stalked in college.  I mean, the dude's sorta 

dreamy).  This is one of my sixes. 

What's new about this.  I've got tons of stalkers!  Actually, this is true.  Tina 

Wessels from our high school found out I had a myspace account and started 

stalking me via myspace with weird shit.  She's in Arkansas and can't have kids and 

isn't married, this, I know because she stalked me with weird obsessive messages 

and comments.  Then asking if I was showing up at the class reunion was the last 

straw.  I didn't go, because I wouldn't be able to shake the nightmare which is…  

Tina Wessels! 

Sorry, relation to previous incident, 2 

Kelly: Actually, Tina did a similar thing to me.  I think she's just...a little out there. 

Average of FOUR for Carrie Metz. 

3. This challenge is simple yet full of possibilities and has lots of room for 

creativity.  

  

  

Challenge: Bridge the Gap – from Winner to Loser.  

  

  



  

Concept: The 35w bridge must be rebuilt. Your challenge is to plan the opening 

day ceremony. Your plan should include the following:  

  

1. Name the Bridge   

2. Dedicate the Bridge  

  

Come up with an event list for the day. Will there be entertainment? When will 

it be? Be extensive…be original…don't let the collapse of the bridge, collapse 

your imagination.  

 

  

Ryan: This is truly original.  But not because it hasn't been done before or wouldn't 

be thought of and dedicated to the people who perished in the collapse.  I think it 

gives us a great reason to think of this before the state ruins it.  I think we should 

run with this idea and can I make one ficticous suggestion for a ficticous band 

playing that day?  Eddie and the Cruisers! 

Love the vagueness to keep the possiblities, 4.  

  

Kelly:  I really like this.  It allows for all sorts of creativity while maintaining a 

certain structure (although if 35 had maintained its certain structure, we wouldn't be 

discussing this challenge pitch.  Oh, SNAP!  I just insulted a bridge).  Of particular 

interest to me is the entertainment at the bridge (for those who dug Ben's rap, he 

wrote an Alan Jackson-type pandering song about the bridge called "Why Didn't 

You?" that you can find through his blogs)—limitless possibilities.  It might end up 

being a small part of another challenge.  Four points here. 

  

Average score of FOUR for Patrick Kozicky. 

  

4. S Less  

  

Write a 300 word story w/out using the letter S.  

 

  



Ryan: Ooooo, this would be a great idea, but I want more to make me piss my 

pants a bit.  I understand that writing a story without the use of a single S is a 

daunting task, but dress it up a bit.  Make us write about Sally who sold seashells 

down by the sea shore with Saul who sailed a sailboat named the S.S. Spermwhale 

and have us try and get around that! 

Good idea, dress it up a bit, 2. 

Kelly: Now there is a short and to-the-point challenge.  I didn't think anything could 

be shorter than my brother David's pitch last year ("send ten of the craziest pictures 

or videos") but this came close.  In reality, this isn't really all that bad of a challenge 

pitch.  But it would benefit from some extra criteria.  So the two points I give it 

don't reflect that this is bad—only that it could've used a boost somehow.  For 

instance: write a 300-word story about Sarah Silverman without using the letter S.  

Eh?  Eh?..:NAMESPACE PREFIX = O /> 

Average score of TWO for Ben Thietje. 

5. The Most Wonderful Time of the Year  

  

The Basic Gist: Design a Halloween costume for Mari.  

  

Draw up a great costume for Mari to wear for Halloween this year. The 

submissions should contain a) a sketch/drawing – scan it to a PDF or take a 

digital picture of it or create it in a CAD program or whatever, b) a list of items 

needed for the costume/props/make-up, and c) instructions for assembly so 

that Kelly and/or Cathy can put this masterpiece together  

  

The Rules:  

1) Cannot be a store-bought/pre-fab costume, though it may contain elements 

of such  

2) Must be something that can be assembled using items on hand (list 

provided by Kelly?)  

3) Must require less than 2 hours of assembly time  

4) Must be child-safe and something that Mari will actually be able to wear 

while trick-or-treating  

  

The Scoring:  

Both Ryan and Kelly will rank the submissions and then average the scores.  

Ranked 1-3 for Awesomeness – last year Mari rocked out as Gene Simmons 

from KISS (photos available) and that was pretty frickin' cool. This design must 

top that.  

Ranked 1-3 for Creativity/Ingenuity  

Ranked 1-3 for Buildability – parents of a toddler who are expecting the arrival 

of a second baby don't have the time or energy to be fussing much with the 



construction of a Halloween costume – but that doesn't mean Mari shouldn't 

have the coolest costume ever!  

  

Tie-Breaker: Mari's choice. In the event of a tie the winner will be which ever 

costume that Mari likes the best.  

  

(Option for Bonus Points: Incorporation of Baby Wells into the costume 

somehow, keeping in mind that Baby Wells is scheduled to come into this world 

just one day before Halloween.) 

Kelly:  First of all, I love the title of this one, especially since this is indeed my 

favorite holiday.  The difficulty of my next child being born on the 30
th
 will most 

certainly get in the way of it this year, but maybe Mari and I can get away for a few 

hours.  To be honest, we're already planning a costume (a very elaborate Geisha), 

but if I did this, and there was a good one that was a little simpler, I wouldn't be 

averse to it.  This one gets six points not because of the inherent difficulties but 

because of my inherent love of one of the other challenge pitches.  Also, I'd bet my 

life that Rachel did this one. 

Ryan:  Perfect, 8. 

Average score of SEVEN for Rachel Flynn. 

6. Final Challenge: Kickball Draft.  

  

You are the manager of a co-ed kickball team, which should consist of 

celebrities and/or public figures. The following positions need to be filled, as 

well as respective jersey names and entrance music. Keep in mind that you 

must abide by the official kickball rules – 5 males and 5 females are needed to 

be eligible.   

  

Pitcher  

1B  

2B  

3B  

Short Stop  

Right Field  

Left Field  

Center Field  

Catcher  

Designated Hitter  

  

Oh, and name the team as well.  

  

Points: 2 points for the funniest/most clever idea per position. Tie-breaker goes 



to the player with the best team name/overall roster collaboration.   

  

Play ball.  

 

  

I guess the point structure needs some help, but this is a fun idea.  Just like when 

you used to play A-Team in you backyard with the neighbor kids and you had to 

fight to see who would play Mr. T as Barack Obama(I hope everyone caught my 

joke there).  Nevermind…  Oh yeah.  It's fun to make pretend, I do it everyday!  I 

pretend my feet are crocodiles and my shower is a swamp and the crocs are 

fighting for swamp supremacy.  Anyway! 

Pretend is fun, 6  

  

Kelly:  I'm a sucker for naming things, so that's in the favor of this one.  I'm also a 

sucker for kickball—both for having a huge on-base percentage and an extremely 

iffy defensive presence (har har), which oddly is the exact opposite of the way I 

played baseball as a youth.  Anyway, this is another decent challenge that for me 

just had some very strong competition.  Four points here. 

  

Average score of FIVE for Brienne Zimmer. 

  

7. the remaining challengers would each find a strange/funny/clever news 

headline and each of the remaining challengers would have to write up the 

accompanying story to the headline. it wouldn't have to be exactly what the 

actual news story is about, of course, but it would have to be fairly compelling 

and engaging. and just to add a small twist, one of the remaining survivor 

challengers would have to play a role in the story. for example, if i were to 

submit the headline of "Russians get day off to procreate, then win prizes," 

(which I found here by the way: http://www.denverpost.com/ci_6624865), 

then one of the other finalists would have to write up a news story based solely 

off that headline and feature another remaining finalist in the story.  

Kelly:  Hmm.  Interesting, though probably on the short side.  I'd like to give extra 

credit for the headline there, though.  Anyway, this one for me would be a better 

challenge for when there are a lot of players still in the game; the final challenge is 

something I like to be a huge commitment.  I'm not saying there's no chance for 

http://www.denverpost.com/ci_6624865


creativity here—there is, obviously—just that other pitches demand more of the 

players.  Two here, but a high two.  Then again, I could say that about almost all of 

these, because they're mostly pretty good, damn you all, anyway. 

  

I like this idea tons, but I don't know if it's a final challenge.  I really want to use 

this in the future (note Kelly), although it seems like it would be too jokey and not 

have enough challenge to it.  Of course you can go anywhere with it and still make 

it hilarious.  And isn't that what we all need, more hilarity?  I want this to be in the 

top three, but it was squeaked out. 

It gets a 4. 

Average score of THREE for Kelly Jo Ernst. 

8. The final three must each tell a version of the classic joke "The Aristocrats". 

The guidelines are:   

  

1.) As some people end the joke with "The Sophisticates" or "The Debonairs" 

rather then Aristocrats, each person must come up with a punchline of their 

own.   

  

2.) You can't just be dirty or obscene, you must be inventive in your filthiness. 

Go into areas other then sex and defecation. There are many areas that will 

offend.   

  

3.) Quantity matters as well as quality. Go as long as you can with out 

repeating themes or acts (a couple of times is fine).   

  

Players will be judged on originality, grossness, length, lack of repeats, and the 

name of the act. Scale of 1-5 in each area. 

Kelly:  Count me among those who weren't blown away by The Aristocrats—not 

because it's a flawed concept or because there's no chance for humor, but because 

humor has gotten so dirty over the last couple decades that there's really no "shock 

value" left.  But the mime and Bob Saget kicked some ass.  Anyway, I don't have an 

issue with this challenge, really.  We could do a short version of it along the way, 

maybe.  One point for this one.  Also, judging from the number of spelling 

corrections I made, Ryan Fossum must have written this, right?  Ha! 

I'm guessing this is a funny person who just saw the movie about the classic joke 

that has been going on for ages and wants to see what his or her teammates could 

come up with for sick/demented things for a family to do with or to each other.  I 

get to shit on Grandma!  I'm guessing, only guessing, that this was John.  Only a 



guess. 

I give it a 2. 

Average score of ONE POINT FIVE for John Youker. 

9. I think the final 3 put together a "Campaign" Final voting committee. They 

must have promotional/propaganda materials, a speech as to why they should 

witn this survivor, and one multi-media-esque submission (video, PSA, 

cartoon, etc). The committee will give 3 points to their favorite flyer, their 

favorite, speech, and their favorite media presentation...the second favorite in 

each case would get 2 points, their least, 1 point.  

I think this challenge will call for creativity, intelligence, and persuasion...all 

things a Survivor needs to win.  

 

  

This is what Tara Kinney did in the final stage of last years (albeit it was only two 

months ago) game and what everyone does in the final episode of the real disaster 

known as "Survivor".  Although it's sensible and logical, that's not what we're 

looking for here!  We want insanity and depravity.  Let us drink the blood of the 

virgins while animal sodomy is commited in the background and where Ted Nugent 

cuts his hair, trims his beard and wears a suit and get's a desk job!  Now that's 

insanity! 

Release the hounds, 1.  

Kelly:  Amen to that last sentence.  There are plenty of ways for the contestants to 

just badger the committee into voting for them, but that's a road we could cross 

when we came to it (by, say, filling the committee with peeps Ryan and I know who 

don't know the competitors remaining).  I like that this one requires some dedication 

and I feel the final challenge should be somewhat time-consuming (since y'all got 

there for a reason, right?), but some others were just a bit stronger.  Possibly a future 

challenge.  Two points here. 

Average score of ONE POINT FIVE for Jason Harber. 

10. i got nuthin as far as the actual challenge. but perhaps for the finals, a 

select of previously ousted members could join the panel on scoring the 

submissions. then we could go around and talk about why i hate so and so, 

and all the jive.  

 



  

I was with you until "jive".  This sounds like a roast.  But not a roast done in good 

humor, but a bitch session organized by someone who has a spiteful demeanor?  

It's okay, I feel your hate.  Plus, how would we score this bitch session?  It sounds 

like you may have thought of that after the whole, 'go around and talk about why i 

hate so and so."  I noticed that there was a lower case "i" in the sentence.  Feeling 

a little bit down on yourself lately?  Or do we just have some misplaced rage.  Let's 

just forget this whole thing ever happened and I'll just give you a 1.  

Kelly:  That's not a challenge.  Technically I could give it negative two, but my 

exact words were that non-submissions would get negative two, but this was a 

submission, though it didn't really…oh well.  One point for this, but honestly, that 

idea isn't too bad.  Although the players could just say "vote for this one, since I 

wrote it." 

Average score of ONE for Chad Paul. 

 

11. FINAL CHALLENGE: "Know your hosts" 

 

The idea is simple. Kelly and Ryan will come up with a series of questions which are both: 

 

a.) true and 

b.) about themselves. 

 

The three remaining survivors will each take both tests. The difficulty of the questions wouldn't 

matter being as we'd all take the same tests. The questions could be in any form they choose, like 

multiple choice, fill in the blank, true or false, etc…. The scoring would be simple. The survivor 

with the most correct answers would win and the other two would, well…. lose.  

 

Now, I feel at this point many of you are skeptical because you think it would be possible for Kelly 

and/or Ryan to come up with questions that would play to someone they wanted to see win (for 

we all know by now that they are a couple of devilish, self-indulgent ass monkeys whose only real 

pleasure is a cheap laugh.) At first, I too was skeptical. But I've come up with a solution. First of 

all, we all really only know one or the other, and we're taking BOTH tests, so there would be no 

advantage in that aspect. And second, to make it really fair, Kelly and Ryan would write the others 

test. Simply put, Kelly would create the questions for Ryan's test and Ryan would do Kelly. And 

that would be funny. It wouldn't even matter if they knew the answers, because they would 

ultimately collaborate in the end anyway.  

 

Now I realize the funny factor in this challenge is pretty slim. By now we all know that we're 

funny. How else could we have lasted this long? Well, Kelly and Ryan both CLAIM to be funny, so 

let's leave it to them to think of questions that are either amusing OR have amusing answers. To 

be fair, I know that both of these clowns are at least kind of funny, but let's see how they do when 



the tables are turned. 

Kelly:  Not bad, and I can certainly get behind any idea that forces people to focus on me as much 

as possible.  I don't take issue with this as a challenge, but as a final challenge, it's a little iffy.  I 

like the last bits to be as creative as possible.  So then--a mighty fine idea--but it would have to 

take place a handful of weeks earlier.  Call it a four. 

Ryan:  HA!  Very nice how once again a player has sucked up to us to gain our favor.  Let me say 

that it worked, dude.  I didn't make this the top pick because there's more player participation in 

the Halloween one, but this is a pretty good fallback should Halloween be cancelled or something.  

Very nice--mark it 6. 

Average score of FIVE for Nick Wells. 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

Three non-submissions: Tanya, Todd and Adam.  All from the Great Quilted North. 

QUILTED NORTHERNS: 2/5/0/0/0 = 1.4 

BEST WESTERNS: 7/3/1.5/1.5 = 3.25 

BROWN STREET ELITE: 4/1/5 = 3.33 

ENIGMATIC SOUTHERN GENTLEMEN: 6/4 = 5 

IMMUNITY WINNERS: Enigmatic Southern Gentlemen and Brown Street Elite (though 

not by much...) 

So the Quilted Northerns and Best Westerns have until Friday morning when I wake up to 

vote.  I know this is a short voting period because of today's weirdness, but I think you all still get 

in there once a day, right?  Hopefully such a thing won't happen again. 

Tanya, Todd and Adam will each self-cast three votes, so it's up to Ben and Brienne to cast votes 

for their team; any ties will be broken first by performance in this challenge, and then by previous 

votes (and any beyond that will be decided by a team that won Immunity). 

What a marathon of annoyance this was.  Wowsers.  Really--we won't get this late again.  We love 

you all.  For real. 

Next Challenge Teaser: Alone on the Ladder 

Cheers. 

Oops...I should probably mention that Rachel Flynn won the individual portion of this challenge 

and The Most Wonderful Time of the Year will indeed be the final challenge.  My daughter is your 



palette! 

Also, the Individual winner of this challenge has, in all three years, been on a losing team.  That 

hardly seems right.  Hmm. 

August 23, 2007 - Thursday   

 

Eliminations 11 and 12; Challenge Eight Announcement  

Well, I got all the votes, so here's the post.  When you see the challenge, you'll be grateful I gave 

you ten-or-so extra hours.  Of course, they're hours you'd mostly be sleeping, so it's a wash. 

First, I'll let you know which two players don't have to worry about the beatdown this challenge 

will lay down... 

Let's start with the Northerns, since they didn't do so well in the challenge. 

Vote One: Todd, Todd, Todd 

Vote Two: Tanya, Tanya, Tanya 

Vote Three: Adam, Adam, Adam 

Vote Four: Todd Karner.  "A wasted talent. But a talent, nonetheless." 

Vote Five: Todd Karner.  "I vote for Todd and my name is Ben Thietje. I'll shout it from the 

rooftops." 

Heeheehee. 

Eleventh Elimination from Survivor: Todd Karner 

Now let's lace into one of the Best Westerns. 

Vote One: Jason Harber.  "Seems to be a good guy and all that, but from here on out I want to 

know who I'm playing against." 

Vote Two: Jason Harber. 

Vote Three: John Youker.  "Well, after drawing names from a hat...I choose Youker. Umm, 

because he is a threat." 

Vote Four: Jason Harber.  "sorry man" 

Twelfth Elimination from Survivor: Jason Harber 

I'll say it now, I guess...every year I choose two people--before the game has started--who I think 



will win.  The first year, I chose the people who ended up in the top two.  The second year, I 

picked the first two eliminated.  This year, Jason was one of them.  But it ain't gonna happen.  

Damn. 

Okay, so... 

You're all playing with yourselves. 

I've said that all three years now.  What happens now is this: all twelve of you go into one team, 

and Immunity goes from team to individual.  I'm glad to see that all four teams had at least two 

members to bring to the merge, too.  I'm actually a little turned on, to tell you the truth. 

At this point in the game, immediately following the merge, I've always done this challenge: 

The Endurance Ladder. 

It's long and it's hard.  But if it makes you feel any better, it's long to write, and asininely long to 

score (and post the results of). 

It's like this.  There's a fifty-question quiz (I'm putting it in a separate post), and the object is to 

last as long as you can without missing any questions.  Some of the questions are pretty damn 

hard, but along the way, you can win Free Passes that you'll use if you miss any.  I could go into 

depth about this, but I think the list speaks for itself and you'll get it by looking at it. 

The last one to remain on the Ladder is the winner and will take Immunity.  Any ties--if the last 

players drop off the Ladder in the same spot--will be broken by total number of questions right.  

Beyond that?  We'll talk.  Let's just not have any ties, alrighty?  Thanks in advance. 

Also, the tiebreaker rules are slightly different if multiple people make it to the end of the Ladder 

(it's explained in the list). 

Though I primarily wrote the list, since I just remembered pretty late tonight that this was the 

next challenge, Ryan and I both have a specific hand in some of the scoring decisions along the 

way.  Again, you'll see that on the list. 

Put any questions about the challenge on the other blog.  But some of the questions I can't 

answer--there are some that are intentionally vaguely worded but have extremely specific 

answers. 

In the meantime, I'll be reordering you alphabetically on the main page.  My late nights are just 

full of excitement! 

Cheers... 

August 23, 2007 - Thursday   

 Challenge Eight: Endurance Ladder (Read other one first)  



1.  If any of the original 24 Survivors, me or Ryan was to carry out a murder for you, 

who would you hire for the job?  (No wrong answers...just curious) 

  

2.  Who do you think will get the most votes for question 1?  If you're right, you'll get a 

Free Pass here. 

  

3.  Which eliminated Survivor do you wish was still in the game?  (You can't fall off 

here, but I'll post all answers) 

  

4.  Who are the first two characters to pop into the frame at the beginning of The Wizard 

of Oz? 

  

5.  Name one of Snow White's Dwarf friends.  If you name one nobody else names, 

you'll get a Free Pass. 

  

6.  What character was Dwight Schrute's inspiration from "The Office" (BBC)?  (Same 

basic character, different name) 

  

7.  If you win Immunity on this ladder, someone else of your choosing will win 

Immunity alongside you.  If you win, who do you want it to be (your answers will be 

posted)? 

  

8.  I know it's been subtle and you may not have noticed, but I have a nickname for my 

junk.  Nickname your own.  The cleverest/funniest, as chosen by Kelly on this one, will 

get a Free Pass. 

  

9.  I think the funniest single thing I've read in this game is "James Garfield: Feline 

Leukemia."  This totally isn't a question, but if you have something to add, go ahead. 

  

10.  What's the closing song on "Guitar Hero: Rock the 80s"? 

  

11.  Name the new group of the 12 of you.  Whichever one Ryan and Kelly like best 

will be the name, and the person who came up with it will get a Free Pass. 

  

12.  During the writing of this Ladder, the questions weren't written in order—the 

authors jumped around a lot.  Which one was written last?  I mean, come on.  Easy. 

  

13.  In Hearts, who's "the bitch?" 

  

14.  Who's the main boss of Ratchet & Clank? 

  

15.  Carrie Metz Challenge Pitch: 

Write a stalkerish letter to Ryan and send it to him.  The one he thinks is the 

creepiest will get a Free Pass.  Sign it "Tina Wessels," too.  Har har. 

  



16.  Name anyone who's won an Academy Award for Best Actress.  If you name 

someone that anyone else names, you'll lose a Free Pass or fall off the Ladder. 

  

17.  What's the Mendoza Line?   The number will suffice, but explain it if you'd like. 

  

18.  What pro wrestler had a shirt whose front read "Other Side, Jackass"? 

  

19.  In the first two games, my answer to 19 was "19."  Should I do that again? 

  

20.  Brienne Zimmer Challenge Pitch: 

Create a 9-person kickball team of celebrities (or people we all know) by 

position, and then name it.  Ryan and Kelly will each choose his overall favorite 

to receive a Free Pass.  If they say the same person, they'll get two. 

  

21.  Who famously grabbed Billy's tallywhacker? 

  

22.  I wanna tear you apart…and your friend, too.  Who are you? 

  

23.  According to the best-kept records, how did the author of Prometheus Bound die? 

  

24.  Who headlined Austin City Limits 2006? 

  

25.  Patrick Kozicky Challenge Pitch: 

Name and dedicate the new 35W Bridge.  The funniest (since it's such a funny 

situation, heh) as chosen by Ryan will be given a Free Pass. 

  

26.  Hey, here's something that sucks: name any baseball team, and if it's from one of 

the two divisions I'm thinking of, you'll fall off the ladder or lose a Free Pass. 

  

27.  What's the derogatory term that Hermione, among several others, suffers? 

  

28.  Who wrote that "the naked parrot looked like a human fetus spliced onto a kosher 

chicken"? 

  

29.  Who opens by whispering "I appreciate your input"? 

  

30.  Cory Funk Challenge Pitch: 

Write the first four lines of Hamlet's "To be or not to be" speech in the style of 

another famous author (and let us know who it is).  Kelly will choose his 

favorite to receive a Free Pass. 

  

31.  Your last chance to get a Free Pass is to link to a photo of at least seven pro 

wrestlers in which none of them are dead.  I just want to see if it's possible.  No photo 

trickery, smart guy (Rachel Flynn, I'm looking at you). 

  



32.  When Butters pretends to be a girl, what's his alias, and why does he do it in the 

first place? 

  

33.  Who killed Adriana? 

  

34.  Who sang "What a Wonderful World" at Kirby Puckett's memorial service? 

  

35.  What's the signature ingredient in Baby Acapulco's signature Margarita? 

  

36.  Who the hell is Tack? 

  

37.  What word does the old guy paint in the end zone, meaning to paint the name of an 

NFL team? 

  

38.  A recent commercial features an elderly couple accidentally switching their false 

teeth.  What's the product being pitched? 

  

39.  In all of professional baseball, who has the most career home runs? 

  

40.  What's the buzz?  Tell me, what's a-happenin'? 

  

41.  Who's the only person in "SNL" history to first be a musical guest, then a host, and 

finally a regular cast member? 

  

42.  To whom does Homestar refer to as "Dripping Yellow Madness" and why? 

  

43.  Homer finds $20 and is annoyed that it isn't food.  What does his brain tell him to 

lift his spirits? 

  

44.  What secret does Grace keep from Bob, thinking the truth will creep him out and 

drive him away? 

  

45.  Name a music video (and have a link for me to validate) in which the first image is 

of a match striking.  I'm thinking of one, but it doesn't have to be the same one. 

  

46.  Who's Kelly's eighth-favorite character on Sex and the City? 

  

47.  "A FUN, SMALLER SONY" is an anagram of something involved with this 

Survivor game.  What is it? 

  

48.  At Greg Johnson's wedding reception, Kelly sang a song on karaoke while his 

daughter held the microphone for him.  The first word of the song title is "Girl."  What 

was it?  (Nobody still in the game was there) 

  

49.  What playwright wrote the piece that Ryan and Kelly performed together in high 



school speech (we just keep getting cooler, right)? 

  

50.  Final tiebreaker: if more than one person gets to this point on the Ladder (they 

won't), the one who has the most Free Passes left wins.  If that's a tie, the one who got 

the most total questions correct is the winner.  If that's a tie, then everyone involved 

wins Immunity. 

---------------------------------------------------------------- 

Any with wrong, no (or partial) responses will result in falling off the Ladder or 

losing a Free Pass. 

  

Send submissions as messages to SurvivalSpace by Tuesday night at 10pm 

Central...I'll try to get this damn thing scored ASAP. 

August 29, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Challenge Eight Results  

Okay, so after each question, I mention who got it right.  Once the Free Pass business 

starts, I'll say who's got how many after each set of initials.  Hopefully this makes sense, 

because I don't want to explain it any longer. 

  

Jumping right in, 'cause this gets long… 

  

  

1.  If any of the original 24 Survivors, me or Ryan was to carry out a murder for you, 

who would you hire for the job?  (No wrong answers...just curious) (Carrie, Youker 2, 

Harber, Cory 2, Rachel, Kelly)  If I wanted to be a hardass, I'd drop everyone that 

didn't say Youker or Kelly, because those are the right answers. 

  

2.  Who do you think will get the most votes for question 1?  If you're right, you'll get a 

Free Pass here.  I'll give one to anyone that says Youker or Cory.  That's nobody, 

because nearly everyone said either Rachel or Kelly. 

  

3. Which eliminated Survivor do you wish was still in the game?  (You can't fall off here, but 

I'll post all answers)   

Carrie—My dear Robert.  Is that so wrong? 

Adam—Mawk, because he's the only one I know. 

Ben—Jason Harber 

Cory—Mike "Captain Planet" Battista 

Patrick—Todd.  I think he was the only other homo in the game. 

Kelly Jo—Oliver Thrun 

Brienne—Blair Ross 

Rachel—Oliver Thrun 

  

By the way, Oliver's gotten the most votes on this both times he's played. 

  

4.  Who are the first two characters to pop into the frame at the beginning of The Wizard 

of Oz?  Dorothy and Toto (CM, BT, CF, PK, KJE, BZ, RF; Adam falls off the 



ladder by saying "Witch and Toto.") 

  

5.  Name one of Snow White's Dwarf friends.  If you name one nobody else names, 

you'll get a Free Pass.  (CM, BZ-Sneezy; BT-Grumpy (Free Pass for Ben); CF-

Bashful (Free Pass for Cory); PK- In the original Grimm's version of "Snow 

White, the dwarfs didn't have names…they were numbered, so I'll say "The third" 

(Free Pass for Patrick); KJE, RF-Happy) 

  

6.  What character was Dwight Schrute's inspiration from "The Office" (BBC)?  (Same 

basic character, different name)  Gareth Keenan (BT1, CF1, PK1, KJE, BZ, RF; 

Carrie falls off the ladder by saying "Kramer") 

  

7. If you win Immunity on this ladder, someone else of your choosing will win Immunity 

alongside you.  If you win, who do you want it to be (your answers will be posted)? 

BT1-Your mom (Ben loses Free Pass because he's a weenus) 

CF1-Patrick Kozicky 

PK1-Cory Funk 

KJE-Rachel Flynn 

BZ-Tanya Laumann 

RF-Patrick Kozicky 

  

8. I know it's been subtle and you may not have noticed, but I have a nickname for my junk.  

Nickname your own.  The cleverest/funniest, as chosen by Kelly on this one, will get a Free 

Pass.  I'll give it to Brienne for "Knots Landing" 

9.  I think the funniest single thing I've read in this game is "James Garfield: Feline 

Leukemia."  This totally isn't a question, but if you have something to add, go ahead.  

KJE: "I still can't believe Ryan didn't get the FDR: Restless Leg Syndrome joke. 

How disappointing." 

  

10.  What's the closing song on "Guitar Hero: Rock the 80s"?  "Play With Me" by 

Extreme (CF1, PK1, KJE, BZ1, RF; Ben falls off the ladder by saying "Livin' on a 

Prayer") 

  

11.  Name the new group of the 12 of you.  Whichever one Ryan and Kelly like best 

will be the name, and the person who came up with it will get a Free Pass.  I'm going 

with Patrick Kozicky's "Calendar Girls", which gives him two Passes. 

  

12.  During the writing of this Ladder, the questions weren't written in order—the 

authors jumped around a lot.  Which one was written last?  I mean, come on.  Easy.  

This one.  (Everyone got it) 

  

13.  In Hearts, who's "the bitch?"  The Queen of Spades, although Patrick helpfully 

points out that in some casual games, the person who's stuck with the card is the 

Bitch.  (All got it) 

  



14.  Who's the main boss of Ratchet & Clank?Chairman Drek  (CF1, PK2, BZ1; Kelly 

Jo falls off the ladder by saying "Dr. Nefarious," who's the boss of the third game 

in the series; Rachel Flynn falls off the ladder by saying "The Protopet," who's the 

boss of the second game in the series) 

  

15.  Carrie Metz Challenge Pitch: 

Write a stalkerish letter to Ryan and send it to him.  The one he thinks is the 

creepiest will get a Free Pass.  Sign it "Tina Wessels," too.  Har har.  Ryan's 

favorite was written by John Youker, who's no longer on the ladder, so it's 

a wash.  Here's John's letter: 

Dear holy one,  

 

You weren't at the bar last night. You always go to the VFW on Monday's. First you don't say 

anything about the roses, then you brush me off at karoke, then you don't invite me to your 

birthday. I don't think you're taking this as seriouely as I. The restraning order is just paper 

and it could be half an hour before the cops show up so it means nothing. What are you 

really saying? Despite all the heartache I think it can still work. Your mother said so when I 

had tea with her the other day. You know she doesn't lock her doors? Hope to see you at 

movie trivia on Tuesday at Tuttles in Hopkins. Be sure to park by the back entrance again.  

 

With eternal Love,  

Tina Wessels 

16.  Name anyone who's won an Academy Award for Best Actress.  If you name 

someone that anyone else names, you'll lose a Free Pass or fall off the Ladder.  (CF1-

Simone Signoret; PK2-Jessica Tandy; BZ1-Liza Minnelli) 

  

17.  What's the Mendoza Line?   The number will suffice, but explain it if you'd like.  

It's when you, as a position player in baseball, have a batting average under .200 

(named after Mario Mendoza, who actually hit above the Mendoza line).  This 

rarely happens anymore, but the Twins' pathetic third baseman Nick Punto is 

batting .199. 

  

18.  What pro wrestler had a shirt whose front read "Other Side, Jackass"?  Stone Cold 

Steve Austin (Everyone got this) 

  

19.  In the first two games, my answer to 19 was "19."  Should I do that again?  

(Brienne said "No" while Cory and Patrick both said "19."  I wanted 19, but there 

are no wrong answers here…I guess.) 

  

20.  Brienne Zimmer Challenge Pitch: 

Create a 9-person kickball team of celebrities (or people we all know) by 

position, and then name it.  Ryan and Kelly will each choose his overall favorite 

to receive a Free Pass.  If they say the same person, they'll get two.  We both 



said Cory's: 

  

Pitching: Glen Danzig (He's intimidating and angry, definitely the guy you want as the 

face of the team). 

 

First base: Gabrielle Reese (She's tall, athletic, bad ass, and very good looking). 

 

Second base: Lando Calrissian (because Billy Dee would always gets to at least second 

base…).  

 

Short stop: George S. Patton (He finished fifth in the 1912 Olympic pentathlon and is a 

mean son of a bitch who got the job done, very much a 'go to' guy). 

 

Third base: LaToya Jackson (She is half plastic so I bet she has amazing fielding and 

throwing abilities).  

 

Left field: Terry Gilliam (because everything he does comes out of left field). 

 

Center field: Oliver Wendell Holmes (he survived getting shot in the neck at the Battle of 

the Antietam and went on to become the longest serving Supreme Court Justice. He 

would be the capable type to know the 'clear and present danger' of a weak outfield).  

 

Right field: Sting. 

 

Catcher: Your Mom (We all know she is the catcher anyway.) 

 

Knowing how he was such a natural leader, I bet Oliver Wendell would be the real heart of 

this team. As such, they would go by the name "The Holmes Wreckers". 
  

Cory gets two Free Passes. 

  

21.  Who famously grabbed Billy's tallywhacker?  Beulah Balbricker from Porky's.  

(CF3, PK2; Brienne loses a Free Pass by saying "Ben Thietje."  Also, Cory adds 

that "Monica Lewinsky would work." 

  

22.  I wanna tear you apart…and your friend, too.  Who are you?  I guess this was 

somewhat confusing, but everyone knew it was either Eddie Murphy or Arsenio 

Hall in Coming to America.  I meant Akeem, the Prince of Zamunda (Eddie), for 

the record. 

  

23.  According to the best-kept records, how did the author of Prometheus Bound die?  

Aeschylus was killed when an eagle dropped a tortoise on his head.  (Everyone got 

it) 

  

24.  Who headlined Austin City Limits 2006?  Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers.  



(Everyone got it) 

  

25.  Patrick Kozicky Challenge Pitch: 

Name and dedicate the new 35W Bridge.  The funniest (since it's such a funny 

situation, heh) as chosen by Ryan will be given a Free Pass.  Ryan chooses 

Cory's again: 

  

The new bridge should be named "The Tommy Kramer Memorial Bridge". Tommy's 

career was much like the original bridge: Did some amazing work but took some 

injuries. Tommy ended his career in New Orleans and the end of the bridge was a disaster like 

New Orleans. To Tommy and the new bridge! (see how I managed to work two horrible 

things into one joke?)  

  

Cory gets another pass. 

  

26.  Hey, here's something that sucks: name any baseball team, and if it's from one of 

the two divisions I'm thinking of, you'll fall off the ladder or lose a Free Pass.  (CF4: 

Orix Buffaloes (Kobe, Japan); PK2: Yomiuri Giants (Japan also); BZ: Cincinnati 

Reds (NL Central).  I was thinking of AL West and NL West, so good job.) 

  

27.  What's the derogatory term that Hermione, among several others, suffers?  

Mudblood.  (CF4, PK2; Brienne falls off the ladder by saying "hemhorroids.") 

  

28.  Who wrote that "the naked parrot looked like a human fetus spliced onto a kosher 

chicken"?  Tom Robbins in Fierce Invalids Home from Hot Climates.  Both got this.  

Carrie had said "strangely, it is not on the best seller list," but it was.  Also, that's 

my favorite opening line to a book in history. 

  

29.  Who opens by whispering "I appreciate your input"?  Jimmy Pop from The 

Bloodhound Gang, in the song "The Bad Touch."  (Both got it) 

  

30.  Cory Funk Challenge Pitch: 

Write the first four lines of Hamlet's "To be or not to be" speech in the style of 

another famous author (and let us know who it is).  Kelly will choose his 

favorite to receive a Free Pass.  Cory again, writing as John Steinbeck: 

  

Live or die: Take your pick. 

Is it better to martyr yourself 

To fate 

Or fight the tide of misery we all must face… 

(How John Steinbeck would have written it) 

 

 

That's another Free Pass.  It doesn't matter who wins here because they 

chose each other anyway, but I'm taking this thing all the way, baby. 



  

31.  Your last chance to get a Free Pass is to link to a photo of at least seven pro 

wrestlers in which none of them are dead.  I just want to see if it's possible.  No photo 

trickery, smart guy (Rachel Flynn, I'm looking at you).  (Patrick linked to the seven 

dwarves, who are all alive, but not pro wrestlers.  Cory's were all alive.  He 

questioned whether I'd heard of them all, though, which means he doesn't know 

just how lame I am.  Cory gets a Pass) 

  

32.  When Butters pretends to be a girl, what's his alias, and why does he do it in the 

first place?  He pretends to be "Marjorine," doing so in order to learn the secrets of 

the girls' future-telling device.  (South Park) (Both got it) 

  

33.  Who killed Adriana?  Silvio Dante (The Sopranos).  (Patrick loses last Free Pass 

by saying "Jesus."  Cory got this one.  Also, Kelly Jo claimed I was ruining this for 

her, which would be true except she thought I was referring to an Adriana from a 

different fictional work) 

  

34.  Who sang "What a Wonderful World" at Kirby Puckett's memorial service?  

Mudcat Grant.  (Both) 

  

John would've fallen off the Ladder here, by the way. 

  

35.    What's the signature ingredient in Baby Acapulco's signature Margarita?  

Everclear, from the Purple Margarita.  (CF5; Patrick falls off the ladder 

by saying "Chambord.") 

  

36.  Who the hell is Tack?  Just some dude.  (From The Stoned Age.)  (Patrick falls 

off the ladder by saying "Your mom's dildo."  Cory loses a Pass by saying "Tack 

the Cobbler, or Dave Tack who works in Institutional Assets at EcoLab. Nice guy. 

Works with my wife.") 

  

This means that Cory wins Immunity this week, therefore also winning it for 

Patrick.   I'll explain everything else at the bottom, but I'll answer all the other 

questions in the meantime. 

  

37.  What word does the old guy paint in the end zone, meaning to paint the name of an 

NFL team?  Chefs.  (Snickers commercial) 

  

38. A recent commercial features an elderly couple accidentally switching their false teeth.  

What's the product being pitched?  It's for a label maker.  Nearly everyone would've 

missed this because of the Butterfinger commercial; I distinguished between them 

with the word "accidentally." 

39.  In all of professional baseball, who has the most career home runs?  Ben went off 

on a rant about this one saying "I don't care what you say, Hank Aaron is the right 

answer.  Stupid Ben…it's not Hank or Barry Bonds.  It's Sadaharu Oh. 



  

40.  What's the buzz?  Tell me, what's a-happenin'?  Any reference to Jesus Christ 

Superstar would suffice here. 

  

41.  Who's the only person in "SNL" history to first be a musical guest, then a host, and 

finally a regular cast member?  Michael McKean (Spinal Tap) 

  

42.  To whom does Homestar refer to as "Dripping Yellow Madness" and why?  Strong 

Sad.  Homestar was wearing a pair of cool shades that were covered in fresh yella 

paint, and he's really stupid, so that's who he thought he was talking to. 

  

43.  Homer finds $20 and is annoyed that it isn't food.  What does his brain tell him to 

lift his spirits?  "Money can buy goods and services."  Any part of this scene was 

fine. 

  

44.  What secret does Grace keep from Bob, thinking the truth will creep him out and 

drive him away?  Grace received a heart transplant courtesy of the crash that killed 

Bob's wife.  It's from the movie Return to Me.  Nobody got it. 

  

45.  Name a music video (and have a link for me to validate) in which the first image is 

of a match striking.  I'm thinking of one, but it doesn't have to be the same one.  I was 

thinking of "So Alive" by Ryan Adams.  Nobody got it. 

  

46.  Who's Kelly's eighth-favorite character on Sex and the City?  Aidan Shaw, as 

mentioned in the blog on my Space.  Only one person got it, I think. 

  

47.  "A FUN, SMALLER SONY" is an anagram of something involved with this 

Survivor game.  What is it?  Ryan Allen Fossum.  Patrick also points out that it 

could be "Anal Lemony Surfs." 

  

48.  At Greg Johnson's wedding reception, Kelly sang a song on karaoke while his 

daughter held the microphone for him.  The first word of the song title is "Girl."  What 

was it?  (Nobody still in the game was there)  "Girl, You'll Be a Woman Soon" by 

Neil Diamond 

  

49.  What playwright wrote the piece that Ryan and Kelly performed together in high 

school speech (we just keep getting cooler, right)?  Neil Simon (God's Favorite) 

  

50.    Final tiebreaker: if more than one person gets to this point on the Ladder (they 

won't), the one who has the most Free Passes left wins.  If that's a tie, the one 

who got the most total questions correct is the winner.  If that's a tie, then 

everyone involved wins Immunity.  Didn't come up. 

  

  

Okay, so Cory Funk and Patrick Kozicky are Immune this week.  With the merge, 



everyone votes, but you just can't vote for those two.  Keep in mind that Tanya 

Laumann, Chad Paul, and Nick Wells all self-cast three votes because they didn't do 

Ladders (which is weird, because John went far enough to stalk Ryan via email…).  

Votes must be in by Friday when I wake up, when we'll slap the next challenge on 

your ripe booties. 

  

Edit: Youker wouldn't have won the Ladder, since he would've been eliminated on 

question 34.  So.  He doesn't vote for himself, anyway.  A Friend Always, Kelly 

  

Also, at least three of you I can think of made mention of "Your Mom" throughout this 

challenge.  Check and see if your creative fuses are broken. 

  

Cheers. 

  

Next Challenge Teaser: "We Play with Box" 

August 31, 2007 - Friday   

 

Elimination 13, Challenge Nine  

The Elimination, first of all... 

Vote One: Chad, Chad, Chad (for not sending a challenge) 

Vote Two: Nick, Nick, Nick (same) 

Vote Three: Brienne Zimmer.  "No real reason. I just do." 

Vote Four: Brienne Zimmer.  "for no good reason whatsoever." 

Vote Five: Brienne Zimmer. 

Vote Six: Brienne Zimmer.  "At the start of the game I extended an olive branch which she did not 

accept and so it comes to this." 

Vote Seven: Chad Paul.  "no reason, just a random pick" 

Vote Eight: Chad Paul.  "Good cheerleader, not a team player." 

Vote Nine: Brienne Zimmer.  "...and I hate myself for it." 

Vote Ten: Chad Paul.  "It's a safe bet, and I'm not much for gambling." 

Vote Eleven: Chad Paul. 

Vote Twelve: Chad Paul.  "I don't know him and he's already got three strikes." 



Thirteenth Elimination from Survivor: "The" Chad Paul 

I see what some of you punks were trying to do, but by God, the non-players will go out first 

(Nick, this means you should probably shape up, damn it). 

So now there are eleven of you, but you're still known as The Calendar Girls, thanks to "Mr." 

Patrick Kozicky.  We'll say Chad was December, since he was wearing a winter hat in his photo.  

What month are you?  This is so exciting! 

But of slightly more interest to you is the challenge, I imagine.  And don't worry, nothing will 

match the last one in difficulty.  This one, however, easily outdoes it in sexiness (and I admit by 

"sexiness" I mean "nerdiness, and hopefully, fun"). 

Your challenge this week is to design a videogame.  That's right, by Tuesday night, you need to 

get several hundred game developers together, and have a finished game I can play by then. 

Actually, it might be easier if I simplify that, so let's do so.  The main things we want to know are: 

*Genre of game (role-playing, action, platformer, first person shooter, etc.) 

*Target audience or ESRB rating (M for Mature, T for Teen, E for Everyone...there are others, but 

those are the important ones) 

*Lead hero or heroes 

*Main boss/villain of the game and any important henchmen or sub-bosses 

Beyond that, tell us whatever you want, and just try to keep it less than, oh, a thousand words (it 

doesn't even have to approach that if you don't think it's necessary).  However, send them to 

Greg, who I'll put on the Top Friends again, since Ryan and I won't want to know who wrote 

them when we choose Immunity.  Greg will randomize and send them to each of us.  There will 

be two Immunities again: I'll choose my favorite for Immunity, and then Ryan will choose from 

the ten remaining for the other Immunity. 

Ryan and I will not be choosing what we think we ourselves would most like to play but what we 

think would just be the best/most interesting game (those wouldn't necessarily converge, though I 

admit that a game I'd really like to play might win a tiebreaker in my mind). 

This challenge has been left intentionally vague in comparison to some because (a) the last 

challenge was so rigid and (b) we want to see what you come up with.  The only limitation I'd like 

to add is the request that you don't use existing game franchises or characters, like Mario, 

Metroid, Ratchet and Clank, or whatever.  If you want to turn a movie or TV show into a game and 

you think you've got a killer idea for it, go ahead. 

To give you a small window into my soul, the most important thing to me in any game is that the 



characters interest me, followed by story/plot and then gameplay.  If you want to ask anything 

else about games, either to find out more about what we like or to find out more about games in 

general (we realize you aren't all addicts like we are), do so here. 

Have your game challenges into Greg by Tuesday at 9pm Central since he's in the Eastern Time 

Zone and I don't want to make him stay up late, okay? 

Cheers, Calendar Girls. 

September 5, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Challenge Nine Results  

Alright, getting right to it…we didn't know who wrote these as we 
read them, but the names have now been added to the beginning 

of each pitch...:namespace prefix = o ns = "urn:schemas-

microsoft-com:office:office" /> 

  

1. (Kelly Jo Ernst) DIRECT ACTION  

  

Voice-Over Introduction: (scanning dark building hallway, panning into rooms on either side 

which contain hundreds of cages – whatever is in these cages is not visible) "In every 

generation, a new voice emerges. One bodiless voice heard in night throughout the land, 

screaming for justice. This time, the battle for justice isn't just personal – it's righteous." (a 

woman wearing a black tank top, and black army pants and boots drops into view and lands 

hard with one knee and one fist planted on the ground. One arm is behind her back, fist 

clenched around a large pair of industrial-strength wire cutters.)  

  

Meet the Heroine: Mimadin, a young, darkly sexy, intelligent female who spends her nights 

as the toughest kind of hardcore vigilante animal rights activist – a representative of the 

Animal Liberation Front. She does not use lethal force in her attempts to subdue her enemies 

and, therefore, must use her tools and furtive abilities to avoid capture.  

  

Trademark: She dons a black polyester ski mask for each liberation expedition has traces of 

animal hair from animals she has liberated. Ironically, she is allergic to animal hair. 

Nonetheless, she wears this mask as a necessary means of protecting her identity and, in a 

way, it acts as a consistent reminder and empathetic link to the suffering of those lives she 

seeks to rescue.   

  

Tools: Wire cutters (size and strength increase as game progresses and more levels are 

completed); rope; Swiss Army knife; smoke bombs; night-vision goggles; the soul-crushing 

guilt trip.  

  

Meet the Archenemy: Dr. Vivisection, a tall, lanky, slightly disfigured male who, quite 

obviously, commits horrid acts of animal cruelty (i.e. beating, scarring, electrocuting, 



maiming, cutting, poisoning, burning, etc.).   

  

Trademark: He dons a full-length lab coat that drips with the blood of the millions of animals 

he has tortured throughout his life. He is not a scientist and never has been, nor does he 

have any scientific training. He is merely a twisted psychopathic serial killer of animals. He 

sets up various "testing sites" throughout the city.  

  

Tools: Needles; gas masks; endotracheal tubes; electric prod; amputation and surgical saws; 

various types of cutting implements.  

  

Goal: Accomplish complete liberations of as many corporate laboratories as possible. In each 

of these levels are cameras and motion detectors that Mimadin must avoid. If one of these 

devices are tripped, a security guard will arrive. If Mimadin does not manage to subdue the 

security guard within a certain time limit (which decreases as levels increase), more security 

guards will arrive on the scene. At the end of each level, Mimadin tracks down Dr. 

Vivisection's new "testing site" and must battle him to rescue the individual animal she finds 

him torturing.  

  

Rating: M for Mature.  

 

Kelly: Well, I don't think it's very difficult to figure out who did this 

one.  But I'm always intrigued by a game where you use stealth but 

very rarely, or never, use lethal force to subdue your enemies.  It's 
got uniqueness going for it, that's for sure, despite the heroine 

seemingly looking like Lara Croft. 

  

Ryan: I like what you have here.  More set up and product placed like a commercial for an actual 

video game, I enjoyed it.  I like games of stealth and cunning where you have to plot along with 

play.  The one thing I wish that we had more of is the problems she'd run into; i.e., trained attack 

dogs, bear traps, lab assistants… you get the idea. 

Overall a great starter, let see what the other kiddies brought to the table. 

 
  

2. (Adam Hegge) Game Title: An 80's Adventure  

  

Genre: Adventure  

  

Cheese Level: High  

  

Goal: Convince Maggie, the overlooked girl next door, to go to the prom with you, while 



avoiding the temptations/pressures of everyday high school life.  

  

Main Villain: Chet - captain of the football team  

  

Other Villains: Corrupt Teacher Figures, Cheerleaders, Bullies  

  

Overview: Maggie has been manipulated into believing that going to the prom with Chet is in 

her best interest. It is your mission to get your image (scoring system) to 100% in each level 

by completing challenges while avoiding being humiliated by bullies, cheerleaders and 

teachers. Some Levels include; The K-12 Ski Challenge, Hell Track and Detention. 

  

Kelly: this is a little reminiscent of Bully.  I suppose every one of 

these will remind a constant gamer of some game.  I wish the setting 

was more thought out here, though I love the K-12 (that's a Better 

Off Dead reference, as I'm sure most of you know) and "Chet" is an 

exquisite name for our lead villain. 

Ryan: This isn't a bad idea, it just sounds like a bad episode of 'Growing Pains'.  I wish that there 

was, once again, more development.  I wonder are you going to foil these corrupt teachesr, 

cheerleaders and bullies with clever banter or actually slaughter them?  If so, this may prove to be 

a choice spin off of 'Heathers'.  I love my gay son! 

  

 

  

3. (Carrie Metz) Paparazzi Snatch- for mature audiences only. Some nudity, drug use and 

use of the word BIATCHHHH.  

  

Description- the game is expensive. You need to purchase a baby hero, vile of cocaine, red 

stilitoes, a BMW and other accessories. But its fun.  

  

Level 1- you are Lindsay Lohan. With a vile of cocaine around your neck, you must snort as 

much as possible and still make the premiere of your new movie. Along the way you will 

have parked cars to dodge, vodka to down and rehab centers to pop into long enough to 

convince you are healed enough to return to society.  

  

Level 2- you are Britney Spears. First you must dodge the cameras wearing your heels, 

smiling your crest whitened smile while holding Sean Preston. Most importantly you must 

leave Jayden in a sun sweltering vehicle long enough to keep him alive yet get the attention 

of Social Services. Along the way you must pop in to a salon and pay $100 to shave own 

head and find a man to bed you while kids scream and cry in the next room. Extra points for 



finding 5 Starbucks along the way and having the will power to say "Hold the Whip."  

  

Level 3-you are Angelina Jolie. First you must hold Maddox as he rubber necks for the 

cameras and still manage to eat your ice cream cone without getting any residue on your 

puckered lips. Along the way you must convince the courts that Brad was a Nazi lover and 

get Billy Bob Thornton to take you back under the impression that you are not tainted goods. 

Extra points for adopting three more children without nannies for them.  

  

Level 4-you are Paris Hilton. You must try to keep your clothes on in front of any camera- 

this level can be the most difficult.  

  

Level 5- the last level. You must hold press conferences for each woman explaining how your 

past mistakes have molded you into the fine person you are today. While coked up, while 

your head is shaved, while you wear a vile of blood around your neck and while you are 

nekkid.  

  

Your boss is society. They will judge whether your morals are loose enough to be an icon to 

the world.  

  

Kelly: Oh boy.  I'm sure there would be an audience for a game like 

this, sadly enough, but it wouldn't be me.  It's hard to visualize an 

actual game here, which is my real problem with it.  But it sure would 

be one of a kind.  (Written later: I correctly picked this as Carrie's) 

Ryan: I'm thinking more and more that no one is taking this 

challenge the way we ment it to be taken.  This is one of the 
challenges that we aren't looking so much for comedy and more for 

actual consideration.  This may win if it was for comedy, it did make 

me laugh.  I understand that most of you aren't gamers, but at least 

this person did submit something.  Kudos 

 

  

4. (Tanya Peterson) Class Implausible  

  

This is a role-playing Game  

ESRB rating T  

  

You are a budding theatre historian who is doing their research project when you discover 

four famous plays missing from the library. You have traced the stolen work back to Dr. Paul 

Hustoles your theatre professor at ..:namespace prefix = st1 ns = "urn:schemas-microsoft-



com:office:smarttags" />Minnesota State University, Mankato. Your mission is to find the 

ancient classic plays that have been stolen by Dr. Hustoles and his team of Evil Graduate 

Students. To make matters far more complicated he has hidden the plays throughout theatre 

history for you to find. If you do not find the plays and bring them back in time for finals 

week not only will you fail your research paper you will flunk theatre history class. Along your 

journey through time you will find clues, syllogisms, and riddles to solve and help you 

navigate through the dense theatrical past. Search Dr. Whitlock's tap shoes, Dr. Olausen's 

liquor cabinet, David McCarl's personal closet for the knowledge and "points" you need to get 

started. Beware of false information that you may be given as you journey along. Remember 

to succeed at any question you need multiple "points" to move on. You must rely on your 

knowledge of theatre history and best research skills to discover and recover the treasures of 

our past along your way.  

  

Kelly: Well, these are all real people, which means this is…oh, I'll say, 

probably Tanya's.  Although it's rife with inside jokes, it's not a half-

bad idea.  I would've liked to see more as far as what historical 

places you go to, but things like "David McCarl's personal closet" and 
"clues and the mention of syllogisms made me laugh.  Also, Theatre 

History tests were the hardest tests that anyone, anywhere, ever has 

taken. 

Ryan: This sounds like someone who knows Kelly and is making an 

inside joke/challenge.  I respect the effort, but actually this would 

have made an alright game if the person creating it concentrated on 
the gameplay and less on the inside jokes.  Sorry, just being honest! 

  

5. (Patrick Kozicky) Kick It!  

For Nintendo Wii  

  

GENRE:  

Sports  

Kickball  

  

RATED:  

M for Mature  

  

CONCEPT:  

Create your own kickball team and lead them through the season to victory!  

Start out by naming your team and choosing your team colors and mascot.  

Each team is allotted a set amount of money to start with. This money will be used to 

purchase uniforms, and booze. You can earn more money by placing bets before games. You 



can bet on the outcome of the game, the score of the game, and amount of homeruns.  

When you win more money, you may purchase booze, play games at the bar, or purchase 

better uniforms. If you don't have enough money, your booze will run out and your uniforms 

will begin to fall apart, causing poor team morale.  

  

During each kickball game you control the play, via wrist and leg controllers. In single player 

mode, you will pitch, and control one character's kick. The rest of the team will need to be 

coached and encouraged by you to develop their kicking skills. During game play, after you 

pitch the ball, if the opposing team makes contact your player will be switched to whichever 

player is closest to where the ball is kicked. You will have the opportunity to catch the ball 

and throw it for multiple outs. You also will control how much the team drinks during the 

game. Drinking increases team spirit and can help lead you to victory. But be careful not to 

drink too much!!! Vomiting on the field and belligerent teammates will result in players 

getting thrown out of the game!  

In multi-player mode, up to four people can play, either on one team or on opposing teams. 

In DRINK mode, you can hook up the included breathalyzer to your game console. You can 

drink along with your characters and the breathalyzer will determine how well your player is 

kicking, and how well they run in a straight line.  

  

For each homerun scored you receive one Kickpoint. You can redeem Kickpoints to:  

Unlock celebrity players like (the cast of FRIENDS, or Kid Rock)   

Unlock different liquors and beers  

Unlock music to be used as team songs, and individual player themes  

Unlock drinking games at Balls to the Wall  

  

After each game, your team will go to the Balls to the Wall (a bar) to compete in drinking 

games, and build relationships with other teams. Impress your team by hooking up at the 

bar. Avoid the bar whores though!! They will give you STD's and leave one or more player 

benched for the next game. Don't let your team drink too much, or they will be too hung-

over to play in the next game.  

  

Periodically during games or at the bar, if you haven't built up good relationships with other 

teams, you may encounter DickBall Players. They will start a fight with you. You will have to 

choose to either fight them, or try to win them over with offerings of beverages. Both choices 

come with pros and cons.  

  

Expansion Pack comes with:  

More Songs to choose from  

More Celebrities to choose from  

More drinking games at the bar  

And a Dodge Ball version.  

  

Kelly: I can't believe that this was actually harvested into a good idea 



for a game.  This could be the new party-game staple (thankfully 

taking over for the super-lame Mario Party series) and the "included 

breathalyzer" is a pretty funny idea (and one that the Wii could 
probably actually create somehow).  A straight kickball game would 

be pretty lame, but with this much dressing, and with this many 

mini-games, it's actually…almost worth buying.  Although I'm not 

sure if David Schwimmer nor Kid Rock are still celebrities, they 

probably would both be funny presences in this game. 

Ryan: This may be the most complete idea yet, and not because it's 

just kickball *heart*.  But because this person has thought of the 

total experience and other added mini-games inside a game to break 

up the monotony.  I like the gambling feature because it brings in 

something you wouldn't match up with kickball.  Needs refining, but 

as of yet, the best this lot has seen. 

6)      (Nick Wells) 

ESRB: Mature (Language, Blood and Gore, Extreme Violence, Acts of Stupidity)  

  

Hero: "Mr. McFeely"  

  

Main Boss: King Friday  

  

Level/Storyline Bosses: Queen Sara Saturday, Prince Tuesday, Henrietta 

Pussycat, Lady Fairchilde  

  

The Story:  

  

Growing up, I was deathly afraid of the characters in the Neighborhood of Make-

Believe. I hope-and don't believe-that I was the only one. In this game you take 

control of Mr. Mcfeely, the delivery man to the citizens of Make-Believe.   

McFeely put his whole life into his work and always felt underappreciated. After 

years of putting on a smile, he snapped. Your job is to wreak havoc on this 

happy little neighborhood and all of its inhabitants.  

You start out by tracking Lady Fairchilde who is perhaps the most daunting 

character of all. McFeely's hatred for her stems from her cranky, outspoken, self-

loathing image. After besting Lady Fairchilde, you obtain a trading card with the 

image of her mangled body.  

With Lady out of the way, you advance the story by searching for the rest of the 

under-bosses. Only after defeating Henrietta Pussycat, Prince Tuesday and 

Queen Sara Saturday AND obtaining their trading cards can you unlock King 

Friday.   

Friday puts on a stout front, but inside, he's as scared as a schoolgirl. The only 

way to get to King Friday-who has locked himself inside his Kingdom-is to 



exchange your entire set of trading cards to Lady Aberlin (the Kings niece), for 

the key she possesses to enter the Kings stronghold.  

Will evil prevail? Will the King overcome his feebleness and conquer the sadistic 

delivery man? Will anyone play this game? Only you can know the answers.  

  

There is also a fun, unlockable mini-game where you send junk mail to the 

inhabitants of Make-Believe and get to watch their reactions. You can also obtain 

trading cards with different vests on them.  

  

Kelly: You are not the only one, whoever you are.  They sorta creeped me out at times too.  I'd 

prefer that all the puppets turned to evil rather than McFeely snapping on them—then it could fit 

into the "fear" genre of gaming—but whatever.  The explanation actually makes it feel like this 

could be a real game, and I'd probably play it, what with my sick sense of humor, and the fact 

that it would legitimately scare the shit out of me if done right.  (Written later: I had no idea that 

Nick felt the same way as I do about this show) 

Ryan: Um, this was clever and I'm sure that ton's of Mr. Roger's haters everywhere will be 

pumped to kick King Friday's ass eventually.  I'm glad that you created something that you are 

passionate about, but once again it's what the general public likes.  Just like the Indian, Kickin' 

Wing, in Joe Dirt; you don't just buy Snakes and Sparklers because you like them, you buy Dixie 

Whistlers and Bunghole Chasers because that's what the consumer wants. 

  

7. (Brienne Zimmer) Michael Vick Dog Chase.  

  

Rated M for Mature.  

  

Available for PS3 and XBox.  

  

You can proceed by playing Vick or choose from a variety of dog characters, or create your 

own.  

  

Choosing to be Vick takes you through a series of chase scenes in which you have to dodge 

the Bad Newz Crew while training to get back into the NFL and talking to the media.  

  

Choosing to be one of the Bad Newz Crew takes you through a series of levels in which you 

must defeat each of the henchmen before making it to the final round with Ookie, which 

takes place during an Monday Night Football game.   

  

Bonus features include playing a football game with the Bad Newz Crew characters, as well 

as other carnival type games which feature Vick as the victim. They include a shooting 

gallery, knife throwing and fetch.  

  



Heroes - Bad Newz Crew:  

  

Ron Mexico – a Chihuahua mix with a sharp tongue and bite. Ron's main strength is his 

ability to change identity to fool, then attack.  

Sonja Elliot – a female pit bull whose dry sense of humor is infectious. Sonja is smart and 

can sniff out a bad seed in record time.  

Terrance Two Birds – a male Akita known for shouting obscenities. Terrance is fast and his 

intimidation factor is unmatched.  

Roger Goodell – an English Bulldog with a loud mouth and always hungry. His constant 

hunger keeps him on the hunt.   

Boddie – a beagle who's not afraid to tell it like it is. Boddie's final move is a leg hump, 

followed by a leg lift.  

Bobby Byrd – the toughest of the bunch, Bobby is a barbaric albino pit bull whose mission is 

to kill. Bobby has a touch of arthritis, but it doesn't stop him.  

  

Thugs/Henchmen:  

  

Stephon Marbury – a not so friendly game of HORSE.  

Roy Jones, Jr. – defend yourself in a boxing match.  

Deion Sanders – takes place at CBS studios.   

Whoopi Goldberg – chase her around the set of the View.  

P-Funk – a high speed car chase at Virginia Beach.  

Q (Quanis L. Phillips) - defeat Q in a cage match to advance a step closer to Ookie.  

T (Tony Taylor) – defeat T and you proceed to Ookie.  

Ookie aka Michael Vick – chase him into the ring of a live, televised cage match. You against 

him to the death.  

  

Kelly: When I saw the title of this, I groaned.  But god help me, 

there's actually a game in here.  I question the need for the 

henchmen in this one—or, rather, whether these particular ones fit—

but the dogs are great characters, and getting this douche for what 
he did to them would be a pretty satisfying payoff indeed.  I know 

some weird-asses are going around showing all their support for him 

and everything, but fuck them.  Oops, tangent.  Anyway, not a bad 

game here. 

Ryan: I had no way of knowing that Michael Vick was nicked named Ookie, weird.  I liked this 

game, not because of it's media coverage, but because it seemed that it could get off the ground 

in a sort of weird demented way.  It is a good try.  Also I wish that we could have established that 

the "henchmen" were actually mini-games that you eventually unlock or something.  Pretty solid 

effort, I wish you would have gone that last yard. 



  

 

  

  

8. (John Youker) Temple of the Serpent   

  

M   

  

Action   

  

Main Hero  

  

Chun Fa Hsu: the Kingu San, the last master of Huko Shun Feng. A mix of Kung Fu and 

elemental magic. He gained this role when his father was killed. But, Hsu does not have the 

Amulet of Manch, which shows he has the right to the power of the elements. He must regain 

them if his is to defeat Set and his followers. As he goes along, Hsu's experience level will 

rise and give his blows more power. Also, his mystic level will rise and he will learn spells. 

These can be used on their own or to enhance physical attacks. At the higher levels, spells 

can be mixed and matched.   

  

Supporting Heroes   

  

Lau Kang Sammo: Hsu's sefu (teacher and foster father). He visits Hsu in spirit form to give 

advice at each level.   

  

Maui Lea: Hsu's love interest. She can be summoned to help him with her folk magic.   

  

Un: fire spirit.   

  

Thelong: earth spirit   

  

Gon: wind and gas spirit   

  

Xon: water spirit   

  

Arten: metals spirit   

  

Kuange: wood and plant spirit   

  

Dobo: animal spirit   

  

Quihanoi: spirit of the cosmos   

  



Main villians   

  

Set: the snake god who has cast his evil shadow over the land, Only a fully powered Kingu 

San can defeat him. So he sent the Viper and the Quan family to slaughter the Huko Shun 

Feng school. Only Lau Kang Sammo and the infant Hsu survived.   

  

The Viper: a master of Han Shun Feng Lu, the sister art to Huko Shun Feng. He sold his soul 

to Set for power, and is now half man and half snake. He killed Hsu's family when Hsu's 

father was choosen Kingu San. He also killed Lau Kang Sammo and stole the Manchu Amulet. 

  

  

Henchmen: there are diffirent versions of these on each level.   

  

Poe: foot solder  

  

Green Poe: better fighter   

  

Kun: Swordsman   

  

Wau Xa: flying swordsman  

  

Archers  

  

Demons: only magic can defeat them.   

  

Sub-bosses  

  

The Quan family: followers of Set who helped destroy the Huko Shun Feng school. Hsu must 

face these six siblings at various points.   

  

Bosses  

  

The element spirits: Without the Manchu Amulet, the spirit do not know that Hsu is the Kingu 

San. So, he must fight and best them in order to gain their favor and power. Each has their 

own multilayered level. Only after beating them can Hsu battle his way through the Serpent 

Temple, where he will face the Viper, and then Set himself. 

  

Kelly:  Here we go.  This one sounds like something that could've 

been successful back in the 8-bit era a la Ninja Gaiden or Double 

Dragon.  But it also translates well into a large, sprawling adventure 

and would easily work on today's systems…a la…the current Ninja 

Gaiden, I suppose.  This one would be a good one. 



Ryan: This is a great idea, if we could have had more level 

development it possibly could have overshadowed the other games 

combined.  I know it's hard to get this in the 1000 word cap, so IF we 
do this again it should be undisclosed and at your discretion.  I think 

this is a very strong idea, it just needs to be fleshed out a bit more 

with the pitfalls of what Kingu would go though.  Excellent idea. 

9.  (Rachel Flynn) "Adventures in Mating"  

Rated M  

Interactive on-line game released for Nintendo Wii initially (slightly lamer versions for PC, 

PS3 and Xbox to be released a year later).  

How it works: 

Players virtually date other players, scoring points and advancing to the next 

date/challenge based on compatibility.  

Start by filling out a profile similar to the ones used on other on-line dating sites and 

create your Mii which will be your virtual embodiment as you weave your way through the 

intricate and baffling world of one-on-one relationships.  You will then be paired up with 

another player whose profile indicates compatibility with your own.  You may start with 

someone with whom you are highly compatible (beginner level, lower point values), 

mostly compatible (intermediate level, for those who have played the game but haven't 

mastered it yet), or marginally compatible (challenging but not impossible, this level will 

require more work but the point values are that much higher).  (Here is where there 

would be an opportunity for a secret level which is to get paired up with someone that 

you are completely incompatible if you just want to see how very wrong it can go – 

though again, if you make it work the score will be quite high). 

 

The game structure proceeds as would any budding relationship.  You are introduced to 

someone and now it's time to get to know them.  Emails are exchanged and each person 

will score their partner on items that they have indicated in their profiles as being 

important such as sense of humor, political opinions, spiritual beliefs, long- or short-term 

goals, sexuality or whatever.  The scoring can be weighted based on the player's rankings 

of such things.  If the players are interested in the next level based on the emails 

exchanged then it's time for the "phone call" which could be done via instant messaging 

or on the actual phone.  Again, the players score each other and points are awarded for 

the level of perceived compatibility.  Players may have as many phone calls as they like 

before moving on to the next level – both players must agree that it is time to move on to 

the next level.  The scoring will be affected by how fast or how slow the players go.  

The next level is the first virtual date.  Here the players are given five things to rank for 



what they would like to do on a first date.  If they each rank the same things higher then 

they get high points for compatibility.  If their rankings are different then the most neutral 

choice will be selected and they will be sent on their virtual date.  Here is where the 

players can really play together by having date options like bowling, golfing, go-carts, 

card or board games (any of the two-player games that are available on Wii), perhaps 

even a movie or a concert.  Things like dinner or drinks are also options with opportunities 

for "chatting" and so forth available during the game play. Players may go on as many 

virtual dates as they like before moving on to the next level.  Again, both players must 

agree that it is time to move on to the next level and scoring will be affected by the pace 

of the progression.  

The final level is the first in-person date.  This time, each player will come up with a list of 

suggestions of things to do and exchange it with the other player to be ranked.  The 

rankings will be matched up and the activity chosen based on agreement or neutrality.  

Players may go on as many or as few in-person dates as they like, continuing to score the 

other player and use the game as a way of organizing their dates and so forth.  This is 

called the final level because most players will not reach this point and those who do so 

illegitimately (having lied in their profile, or during any of the virtual contact) won't likely 

be able to go any further than the one face-to-face.  So everything after the first in-

person date is bonus.  For couples who wish to continue to play, there will be points given 

for things like more dates and the frequency of such, Meeting the Parents, going on 

holiday, consummating the relationship, surviving an argument, exchanging keys, etc.  

When/If players decide to break it off at any point during the game they will be given the 

opportunity to do a final score of each other including a scoring of the break-up event.  

This score will be incorporated into the players' profiles and used for consideration of 

compatibility for the next time they play.  If a couple does make it all the way to a level of 

serious commitment (meaning that they are still together after 1 year from their first 

virtual date) then they will win a whole lot of points and be entered to win a fabulous 

prize like a weekend getaway to the Bahamas or a the next gaming convention or some 

such thing. 

Kelly: I have no problem with this game idea—not really.  But believe it or not, there's a game 

almost identical to this on the Nintendo DS (and there are now several ripoffs, both on PSP and 

more on the DS).  It's a good idea, because against all videogame logic (the logic that dictates 

that real-world simulations won't become big, outside of The Sims series), it was a huge hit. 

Ryan: Hmmm…  the concept is mind boggling.  This is the best part, that the losers who would 

play this game are the ones who are so introverted that they actually need a game to have a 

relationship.  I like the sense of it, but I think that there would be way too many variables and 

that's why no other game studio has even come close to intimate acts.  They have often 

incorporated the physical act, but no chance at the real thing. 

  
10.(Cory Funk) Gods of The Thundering Bender. 



 

This is a genre-bending game designed to captivate the many 

facets of 'the gamer'. Not just a first person shooter, not just a 
trivia game, not just an RPG, not just text-messaging, and not 

just a guitar driven frenzy of lust, but all of those things and 

then some! 

 
The premise of the game is simple. You are an average Joe (or 

Jane!). One Friday night after a particularly disgusting week of 

work, you decide to head out on the town for a real bender; 

the kind that will change your life! The evening (in a cut scene) 
is rock, chicks (or hunks, depending on what character you 

choose to play), booze, and a wicked blackout. 

 

You wake up to find you have a new tattoo, are in a band, in a 
town you don't know, and in deep trouble with the law, and 

everyone you meet.  

 

Through various free roaming realistic urban to small town 

boards you have to solve puzzles (who is Janine and why is her 
name engraved on your arm?), fight it out with thugs and 

punks in car chases, email your lawyer from a cell phone in the 

bathroom (special controller required), prove that you know 

your stuff to the roadies through a Q&A, outwit the local 
authorities, and jam with the band (Guitar Hero type controller 

needed) on various styles of tunes (from "Stand By Your Man" 

to "Soul Man" to Man 'O' War!) As you tour towards your home 

town and a return to your life before. 
 

But do you want that old life? This game is not only 

entertaining, but challenges the player to examine their choices 

like a choose-your-own-adventure book (but with more sex and 

better graphics). 
 

You will battle some major opponents such as : The Nasty 

Groupie, The Crooked Manager, The Red Neck Sheriff, to name 

a few and with all your skills honed through those vicious fights 
and clever face offs, you will square off in the final showdown 

with the hardest boss of all, The Record Company Lawyer 

Team! If you can beat that team, the world lies at your feet! 

You are truly the God of the Thundering Bender. 
 

Earn points with hot jams, wicked come backs, head shots, 

money shots, trivial rock knowledge, and more! 



  

Kelly:  There's a pretty nice mix of things here…I actually wonder if 

there could be a guitar/regular controller mix someday.  Some would 
argue that it would be unfair to people without the guitar, and I'd 

argue that there aren't that many gamers left who don't have it, to 

tell you the truth.  I like this idea quite a bit, though I prefer specific 

enemies to the unnamed kind. 
  

Ryan: Wow, you may be my master.  And I, your apprentice.  This 

sounds like a really fun game and I love it.  I think there will be 

problems with some of the cell phone driven parts of the game, but 
other than that it sounds like you'll have to have a development team 

of thousands.  Get going it's a meaty task to undertake. 

  

  

Kelly: This is tough.  I like a good handful of these, and am agonizing 

over four or five very different titles for Immunity.  I didn't think this 
would be so damn hard, but here we are.  For sheer commitment to 

the theme and with as much as the games seem to have to offer, I 

keep flip-flopping between Temple of the Serpent and Kick It!  Damn 

it all, anyway.  I wish I knew what Ryan was going to pick.  And I 
wish I knew which person didn't submit an idea, so I could pee on 

them while I was thinking.  (Written later: it was Ben, one of the 

biggest gamers in this game…weird) 

  
Okay, I'll go with Kick It! because it's just so singular and there's so 

much extra to do in the game.  What's funny is that it's probably 

about the fifth-most-likely game I'd buy here (behind Serpent, Gods 

of the Thundering Bender, the Mr. McFeely one and Direct Action, in 

no particular order), but on the whole, I think the premise is strong 
and it was the best attack on the challenge.  So there, and now I 

open the envelope to see that Immunity goes to…Patrick Kozicky.  

Well done, old bean. 

  
As for Ryan, he picked Gods of the Thundering Bender, as penned by 

Cory Funk.  It should be known that he also picked Kick It! as his 

favorite, but since I picked it, we went with his next. 

  
That means you have until Friday morning when I wake up to 

vote for anyone who isn't one of the two Southern-flavored Calendar 

Girls.  Remember that Ben Thietje casts three self-votes this week, 

and the rest of you can now start battling it out.  By the way, this 
was the toughest time I ever had choosing Immunity, so way to go.  

Much love for my bitches. 



  

Um, I mean…Cheers. 

September 7, 2007 - Friday   

 

Elimination 14, Challenge Ten  

The Elimination, first of all... 

Vote One: Ben, Ben, Ben (because of all that cancer) 

Vote Two: John Youker. 

Vote Three: Brienne Zimmer. 

Vote Four: Brienne Zimmer.  "She's up to something." 

Vote Five: Ben Thietje.  "for not being gansta enough to play last round... word" 

Vote Six: Ben Thietje. 

Vote Seven: Brienne Zimmer. 

Vote Eight: Brienne Zimmer.  "because I said so." 

Vote Nine: Ben Thietje. 

Vote Ten: Ben Thiejte.  "my vote starts with a B and ends with en, good luck fightin' the cancer." 

Vote Eleven: Ben Thietje.  "...and I hate myself for it." 

Fourteenth Elimination from Survivor: Ben Thietje 

Again, that'll teach you not to play.  Let this be a lesson to all of you.  If nothing else, Ben, we'll 

always have your filthy rap. 

We'll say Ben was July, because he was once fucking this girl Julie, and that's similar-sounding. 

For those of you who remain on the calendar, save the date for Challenge Ten (uh-oh, I'm cooking 

with gas today).  Because Ryan and I have to figure out how the hell to run the next two 

challenges, and we forgot to, we'll be jumping ahead a couple challenges. 

Challenge Ten is to write a three- to five-minute scene starring three or more of the 

original 24 Survivors, me, or Ryan.  We're not looking for people to be playing different 

characters or anything, we actually want to see a scene written that involves the Survivors (or us) 

basically acting like themselves.  There's not really much more to the rules of this one--again, 



we're going to leave it wide open. 

If you know how to write a script, great.  If not, we don't need it to be in some rigid form; as long 

as it's clear who's talking and such, we won't worry too much about that.  Like the last couple 

weeks, there will be two immunities: I'll choose one and Ryan will choose the other just like 

before.  I would assume most of these will be steeped in comedy, but that's not a requirement.  

No matter what genre it falls under, we'll just pick our favorites and that will be that. 

We recognize that some of you don't know the other Survivors very well, so it's no big deal if you 

have to use MySpace pages to figure people out. 

In addition, Ryan and I will score these 1-5.  While we won't be throwing the scores out there, 

we'll be doing that in preparation for any possible ties; if there's a tie in the next voting, it will be 

broken by how the people in question scored in this round.  We probably should've set that in 

place a couple weeks ago, but hey, at least we haven't been bitten in the ass yet, right? 

Send these to Greg again, for the usual reason. 

Merde! 

September 12, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Challenge Ten Results  

Get comfortable, because this shit is long.  But I swear to you, they're all pretty damn good, so it's worth your while to read it.  Enjoy. 

  

1. (Written by Rachel Flynn)..:namespace prefix = o ns = "urn:schemas-microsoft-com:office:office" /> 

Setting: a large room, something like the basement of a home in the suburbs circa 1989. There are a couple of small, glass block windows eight feet off the ground which allow light in but obscure any view. It is an open layout with a basic kitchen/bar on one side, a table and chairs, and several couches and 

chairs arranged loosely around a 24" t.v. that is hooked up to a classic Nintendo, and a VCR. There is also a stereo with a radio, a turntable, and a double cassette tape deck. All of the furniture is miss-matched and second-hand – comfortable and clean enough for the basement. There might also be an old 

area rug or two, various cushions or beanbag chairs – whatever makes it feel like a decent place to hang out on a hot summer day, but still relatively boring.  

  

All of the previously eliminated players are scattered throughout the room. Some are playing or watching a game on the Nintendo. Some sit at the kitchen table playing poker. Others are reading old copies of Maxim, National Geographic, or MAD magazines.  

  

[sound: chains and locks being undone. A door opening. Footsteps coming down a set of stairs off-stage. All eyes turn toward the sound – some look with eager anticipation, others more with resigned interest.]  

  

BEN: [from off-stage] What's going on?  

  

WELLS: [from off-stage] They'll explain it to you.  

  

BEN: [from off-stage] Who? Explain what?  

  

FOSSUM: [from off-stage] You'll see.  

  

BEN: If this is a surprise party you guys are way off, my birthday's not 'til—  



  

[Ben is shoved into view. He is facing off-stage watching Kelly and Ryan go back upstairs]  

  

WELLS: [from off-stage] Have fun.  

  

FOSSUM: [from off-stage] Yeah, see ya later – maybe.  

  

[sound: Kelly and Ryan's laughter is muffled by the sound of the door shutting and locks and chains being redone.]  

  

BEN: [under his breath] Assholes.  

  

[Ben turns to survey the room into which he has been locked. He is understandably surprised to see so many people and familiar faces.]  

  

TODD: Ben! Hey, dude. Welcome to Purgatory. [Todd claps Ben on the back]   

  

BEN: Todd? What are you doing here? I thought you went out of ..:namespace prefix = st1 ns = "urn:schemas-microsoft-com:office:smarttags" />L.A. to visit your brother.  

  

TODD: Don't I fucking wish. [wry smile] What happened? I thought you said you were gonna win.  

  

BEN: Win? Win what? What are you—Oliver? I . . . why the hell aren't you in New York? Josh?!? What the fuck is going on here?  

  

[Other people exchange looks, some coldly amused, some more anxious, one or two are down-right pissed]  

  

OLIVER: It's like Todd said, welcome to Purgatory.  

  

CHAD: Apparently this is what happens when SurvivorSpace players get eliminated.  

  

BEN: What? No it's not. [chuckles uncomfortably] I played Kelly's stupid game before and didn't get fucking kidnapped.  

  

JOSH: Yeah, well. Apparently now that Kelly has an equally obsessive accomplice the two of them decided to take it to the next level.  

  

BEN: "The next level?" Oh, come on. Are you serious?  

  

TODD: Yeah, man. [shrugging] Sucks, huh?  

  

[Ben looks around the room, hoping to find someone who will let him in on the joke. No one is laughing.]  

  

BEN: So wait, you guys have all been here since you were eliminated?  

  

[All nod or murmur affirmation]  

  

BEN: But, what about your jobs? Your lives? I can't just be gone for . . . Jesus, how long are we going to be here?  

  

OLIVER: We don't really know.  

  



PERRY: They didn't say. They just threw me and Grewe down here and said "see ya later – maybe." That's what they've said to everyone.  

  

BEN: Bull shit. I am not staying here.  

  

MAWK: [not looking up from his magazine] Good luck with that.  

  

[One or two of the other guys chuckle without humor at the comment. Ben turns to exit up the stairs.]  

  

ROBERT: It won't work.  

  

BEN: Whatever. I'm leaving.  

  

[As he approaches the threshold to the stairway he screams and jumps backwards into the room.]  

  

BEN: What the fuck was that?!?  

  

MAWK: Your new jewelry courtesy of our hosts.  

  

[Ben lifts the hem of his pants up to reveal a thick ankle bracelet]  

  

BEN: I don't believe this. Neither of those guys have the balls to do something like this. I mean, how exactly do they think they're going to get away with this?  

  

OLIVER: I don't know. But they had this planned out pretty well. I mean, none of us has any idea of where we are or really how we got here.  

  

MICHAEL: I mean, shit, man. I was in fucking CHINA for Christ's sake. How the fuck did I end up here?! It's kind of scary…  

  

BEN: And none of you has even tried to get out of here?  

  

BLAIR: Duh.  

  

CHAD: Of course we have. We've all tried, just like you did. But you saw what happened. Plus, even if we do somehow get past the threshold, there's still a thick door with a dozen locks on it. Morris got to the top of the stairs… He hasn't said much since…  

  

[There is a pause. Ben looks around again, considering his new prison.]  

  

BEN: This is insane…  

  

TODD: It's not so bad. I mean, the selection of games is pretty weak but there are a couple of movies that aren't bad and every now and then we're able to get something on the TV. Never the news though.  

  

PERRY: Yeah, the only way we know how much time is passed is when a new person gets dumped into the mix – we know a week has gone by… Fuck. I miss one challenge and I end up stuck here for [counts the number of guys in the room] eight weeks! How is this fair?!?  

  

JOSH: [bitterly] Yeah, so much for trying to bow out gracefully.  

  

BEN: So how is this going to end?  

  

GREWE: [he's said this many times before] Nobody knows. And they won't tell us. We're just stuck here until the goddamned game is over.  



  

BEN: They can't think… I mean, they must know that the minute they let us out of here we're going to go to the police – or kill them, right? How can they think that we're gonna be alright with this?  

  

JOSH: Honestly, I don't think they care any more. I think they got carried away on this sick power trip and just snapped.  

  

SUGAR: They're going to kill us. [He is white and clammy, he sits in a chair in the corner and doesn't move.]  

  

[All the others groan.]  

  

OLIVER: Oh please do not start that shit again. Nobody is going to get killed, so just stop freaking yourself out.  

  

JASON: I don't know, man. You weren't there for the challenge where we had to describe a horrible, torturous death. That was pretty fucked up and they seemed to be enjoying that a lot.  

  

PERRY: Fine, but they're not going to kill anyone. No matter how deranged they might be, we are still their friends. This is still just a game.  

  

[The silence of uncomfortable doubt fills the room.]  

  

TODD: Well, in any case, we probably don't have to worry about it for a few more weeks. In the mean time, just think of this as a sort of vacation. There's video games and movies and some magazines and cards. And there's food and drinks and stuff in the fridge. They even gave us some cigarettes. The 

bathroom is through there and we've just sort of split up the blankets and couch space for sleeping.  

  

OLVER: [sarcastically] And should you need anything else, just ask our friendly cruise director, Judy, here [points to Todd] and she'll make sure that you have a good time.  

  

TODD: Whatever, dude. [crosses back toward TV] I call next on Mario Cart.  

  

[Ben, still in shock, crosses over to sit at kitchen table next to Morris where the poker game is resuming. It is quiet as the guys go back to what they had been doing. A new hand is dealt out for the poker game. Ben picks up his cards automatically still thinking about all he has just learned.]  

  

JOSH: Check  

  

PERRY: Check  

  

BEN: [pause before he realizes the play is to him] Uh… Oh, yeah… Um, check, I guess.  

  

MORRIS: Check. [turning to look at Ben, sighs] I was really hoping you were gonna be a girl.  

  

[Ben blushes. The game continues.]  

  

Kelly: Fucking brilliant.  You, sir or madam, have set the bar very high.  Either that, or Ben had a cell phone we didn't catch, and you just transcribed everything.  Also, I adore the closing line. 

  

Ryan: This is a very clever premise and I think could be a real play, unfortunately (leading into our next game) we don't have the time to find out what happens to the losers.  Oops, I mean the non-winners.  I liked how you speculated about some of the person's personalities you may not know because of the mix of my friends and Kelly's friends.  I don't think we've had a weak starter for any of the challenges, 

and this is no exception. 



  

2. (Written by Patrick Kozicky) 

Setting:   

Anyone's kitchen or dining room table.   

  

Props: Deck of cards, Black Label Beer cans, three shot glasses, bottle of Petrone  

  

Characters: Ben Thietje, Kelly Wells, Rachel Flynn  

  

Music slowly fades in (Tom Petty and the Heartbreaker's: Greatest Hits) as lights come up. Ben, Kelly and Rachel are sitting at the table playing Go Fish. Shoes and socks are littered about the room, as well as a winter coat a winter hat, a pair of jeans, a shirt and underwear. Ben is wearing earmuffs, a scarf, 

pants and a shirt . Kelly has only one sock on. Rachel fully clothed, minus her shoes and socks.  

  

(Kelly is raising a shot glass in the air, full of Petrone)  

  

Kelly: Here's to the man from Virginia. He asked his gal, "how can I win ya? Dinners, movies and plays, it's always me that pays. Tell me what does it take to get in ya."  

  

(Kelly does the shot)  

  

Kelly: Rachel, do you have any 4's?  

  

Rachel: Go Fish, bitch.  

  

(Kelly grabs a card from the pile. It's a 4)  

  

Kelly: That would be a big fat 4. Ben kindly strip.  

  

Ben: Kelly, kindly suck on my balls.  

  

(Ben removes his scarf)  

  

Rachel: That's so not fair that he's wearing winter clothes.  

  

Ben: Jealous?  

  

Kelly: That also makes a book. Rachel, take a shot.  

  

Rachel: I hate you.  

  

Kelly: Noted.  

  

(Rachel pours herself a shot)  

  

Rachel: Here's to the girl named Louise. Her pubes hung down to her knees. Her crabs got together, to knit her a sweater, so in the winter, her pussy won't freeze.  



  

(She does the shot)  

  

Kelly: That was…gross. And hilarious.  

  

Ben: Kelly do you have any 5's?  

  

Kelly: Go fish.  

(Ben grabs a card from the pile. It is not a 5)  

  

Ben: Nothin.  

  

Rachel: So Kelly. Now that I'm in the running to win Survivor again…  

  

Kelly: Which, by the way, congratulations.  

  

Rachel: Thank you. If I should win…I feel like I should get something for it.  

  

Ben: Sex. Give her your wang.  

  

Rachel: I was thinking, I could be a judge next time. Ben do you have any 5's?  

  

Ben: Damn it!  

  

(Ben gives Rachel his 5's)  

  

Kelly: Judge? Maybe.  

  

Rachel: Why maybe? Ben do you have any ace's.  

  

Ben: Nope. Go fishing in my ass.  

  

(Rachel draws a card…not from Ben's ass…it's not an ace)  

  

Kelly: Judging is a very sacred pastime Rachel. I'm not sure that you're ready for it.  

  

Rachel: This coming from the guy who dares to make a top 100 TV characters list, and puts SpongeBob Squarepants at 91, instead of somewhere in the top 50…where he belongs?!  

  

Ben: Guys, guys…who's turn is it?  

  

Kelly: Rachel do you have any bitches? I mean queens.  

  

Rachel: Go fuck yourself…I mean go fish.  

  

(Kelly draws a card. It's a queen)  



  

Kelly: It's a queen.  

  

Rachel: You seriously have a rabbit's foot, in your ass.  

  

Kelly: I think I'm better, now that I'm drunk…and naked. Ben, strip.  

  

Ben: Damn it!  

  

(Ben removes his earmuffs)  

  

Kelly: And that's another book. Ben take a shot.  

  

Ben: Damn it!  

  

(Ben pours himself a shot and drinks it)  

  

Kelly: Now strip and do another shot Ben. You didn't make a toast.  

  

Ben: Damn it!  

  

(Ben removes his pants. Pours himself a shot and drinks it)  

  

Rachel: So you're seriously not going to let me be a judge?  

  

Kelly: I didn't say I wasn't going to? But I'm probably not?  

  

Rachel: Why, because I'm a girl?  

  

Kelly: Maybe.  

  

Rachel: What?!  

  

Ben: Kelly.  

  

Rachel: You think that because I'm a girl I can't be a good judge?  

  

Kelly: No. I just don't think you'd be a good judge, and the fact that you're a girl makes me think that maybe all girls aren't good judges.  

  

Ben: Kelly.  

  

Rachel: That's the most ridiculous thing I've ever heard.  

  

Kelly: Yeah. I'm kind of drunk right now. It's likely that anything I say right now is ridiculous.  

  



Ben: Kelly.  

  

Kelly: What!  

  

Ben: Do you…(burps)…do you have any one's?  

  

Kelly: Ben, that's not even a card. If you mean aces. No I don't. Go fish.  

  

Ben: Yes. Aces.  

  

(Ben draws a card. It's not an ace)  

  

Ben: Damn it!  

  

Rachel: Why wouldn't I be a good judge?  

  

Kelly: Rachel, I'm just fucking with you. You'd be fine. I just like to hold the power over your head a little bit.  

  

Rachel: Dick. So can I be a judge?  

  

Kelly: Yes you can be a judge.  

  

Ben: Awe are you guys going to make out?  

  

Rachel: Ben do you have any aces?  

  

Ben: Nope.  

  

Rachel: Yes you do.  

  

Kelly: Ben if you have any one's give them to Rachel.  

  

(Ben hands Rachel his aces)  

  

Rachel: Thank you. And that's a book. Ben do a shot.  

  

Ben: Damn it!  

  

(Ben pours himself a shot and is about to drink it)  

  

Ben: Oh yeah. Here's to that dude from Nantucket. He kept his cat in a bucket. He fed it raw fish, to fulfill his wish, each morning he'd…have sex with the cat that's in the bucket.  

  

Rachel/Kelly: What?!  

(lights out)  



  

Kelly: Shit, now I'm not sure.  Another strong entry.  You fuckers are tough.  And not only is it nice to be two-for-two in appearances, but it's fantastic to be naked.  Thanks, someone or other! 

Ryan: Wow, I was worried because with just the three people starting the play I was worried if it was going to suffer, but it didn't.  Fun from the start to end.  Great banter, topical and lots of drippings of comedy to make the gravy of fun.  The person spelled Patron wrong so I assume that either I wrote this or it was John Youker.  I agree with everything you did in this vignette, especially Ben being the goat, 

congrats. 

  

3. (Written by Cory Funk) 

"And then there was Kelly... And Ryan."  

  

Cast:  

Kelly Wells  

Ryan Fossum  

Rachel Flynn  

Kelly Jo Ernst  

Cory Funk  

Patrick Kozicky  

Carrie Metz  

Brienne Zimmer  

Ben Thietje  

Oliver Thrun  

  

Setting: A library/living room. Half of the room is covered floor to ceiling with books on shelves. There is a fireplace in the center of the wall burning brightly as the main source of light. The other half of the room contains but a TV on a small stand, two guitar hero controllers, and a large steamer trunk. There 

is a door on the far left of the stage, and a closet door by the TV. There is one luxurious high backed leather chair, a love seat, two couches about the room as well. Outside it is dark. There is a storm brewing.  

  

Sitting in the high backed chair by the trunk is KELLY. He is wearing a burgundy smoking jacket and is fondly fondling a guitar controller in the glow of the fire.  

  

KELLY: Oh, I grow weary of this game my precious, but soon it shall all be over. 

The trunk makes a bumping noise, as if it contains something alive.  

 

 

KELLY (Shouting at the trunk): Quiet you! You will wait as I tell you to!  

  

A door bell rings.  

Kelly crosses to the door.  

KELLY: Why hello ladies!  

Enter RACHEL and KELLY JO, dressed attractively, and possibly drunk.  

RACHEL: Well, well, well, if it isn't the man behind the games. Come here... (Rachel draws Kelly close, then slaps his face. Rachel and Kelly Jo retreat laughing to a couch in the shadows of the fireplace)  

KELLY: Impudent strumpets! Single women, your blood is too hot to tame! (Then, with a devilish grin, rubbing his spurned cheek) That is why you fit this game so well.  

  



The door bell rings again  

Outside stand PATRICK and CORY, chatting amiably in the night. Cory is holding a medium sized box.  

KELLY: Come in gentlemen. It is no enigma that I should find you here tonight. Please, have a seat.  

Patrick and Cory move over to the couch near the ravishing girls.  

  

Through the open door runs CARRIE being chased by a small bat that flutters near the ceiling once it enters the room.  

CARRIE: AAAHHH!! A bat! Where is my trusty cat to deal with this monster?   

The bat swoops towards Carrie, who dashes out the door. The bat comes to rest out of sight above the room.  

KELLY: Well, that was... weird.  

  

Looking back over her shoulder is BRIENNE.  

BRIENNE: What the hell was up with Carrie?   

KELLY: She had a slight case of chiroptophobia.  

BRIENNE: Fear of Chriopracters?  

RACHEL: No, you silly thing! Fear of bats. Now come over here on the couch with us!  

Brienne joins the other ladies on the couch.  

  

Just as Kelly is about to shut the front door, BEN puts his foot in the door, forces his way in with his acoustic guitar.  

BEN: Hi. I have cancer, so make this quick.  

KELLY: Yes. Well, go over there will you (waving a hand towards the TV off handedly).  

Ben walks towards the Tv looking around distractedly and bumps into the steamer trunk.  

BEN: Damn, that is heavy. What is in that thing? Would it happen to be a cure for this pesky cancer?  

KELLY: No. Now sit down you donkey.  

  

Kelly moves to the center of the room to address the assembled crowd.  

KELLY: Thank you all for coming tonight. Many of you do not know each other. That will soon change. You see, each of you has unwittingly been taking part in a dastardly game that I have ben the architect of!  

Collective shocked gasp from the assembled crowd.  

The trunk thumps once.  

  

KELLY continues: Tonight I have brought you all here to end the game and decide who is the one winner that will walk away with everything! The glory, the prestige, the raw power of having strangers dance like puppets for you.  

BEN: Uh oh, my cancer!  

Ben drops dead.  

KELLY: I guess there will be one less player to worry about, then. Patrick, would you do the honors of putting that body in the closet?  

PATRICK: Sure.  

Patrick picks up Bens body, opens the closet door and the body of OLIVER slumps out.  

KELLY sighs: Damn it! I forgot Oliver was in there. You see he has been dead so long... Just pile the two of them in there together.   

PATRICK (wryly) Just two guys in a closet together. Nothing to see here.  

  

KELLY: Right, as I was saying... Tonight the competition takes on its most sinister tones. Tonight you shall all battle to the DEATH in a Guitar Hero cage match for my amusement!!  

As Kelly says this, a chicken wire cage descends from the ceiling to surround the TV and controllers.  

  

KELLY JO: That's the cage? That's it? Really, after all this set up I expected something more... impressive  

KELLY(a bit sheepishly): Chain link fence is expensive. You know its not like I have a huge budget for this.  

KELLY JO (disgusted): Well, I for one am against cages for animals or people, so I refuse to play this little game of yours any longer.  

KELLY: If you refuse to play, then you forfeit not only the title and a wonderous prize, but also your life! Cory, show they what is in the box!  



CORY: Uh, sure.   

Cory stands up, opens the box, and blushes a little.  

CORY: Ummm. Uhhh... Wrong box. I meant to bring the box that contained the trophy I built for this competition. Instead I brought the box full of sex toys and a Polaroid camera. My bad.  

KELLY (slightly deflated): Great. Just great. Well, at this point I would brandish a cool golden trophy, which you will have to just imagine (glares at Cory) and also reveal this!  

Kelly draws a pistol from his jacket pocket.  

There is another collective gasp from the assembled players.  

KELLY: You see, I grow tired of simply posting mental internet challenges. I want this to be a true blood sport. Tonight, you shall play Guitar Hero for my amusement as if your life depends on it! (Kelly laughs manically)  

BRIENNE: Kelly, you are a crazy bastard! You know none of us here can beat you!  

KELLY: That is true, but you play not to dethrone me but to amuse me. You WILL play each other. No one can beat me or change the game now. True, one has tried, but I have broken his spirit and made him my most worthy minion.  

There is a rattling noise from the trunk.   

KELLY, addressing the trunk: ARISE MY MINION!  

  

From the trunk raises RYAN, looking distinctly zombie like.  

Another gasp from the crowd.  

  

KELLY: Yes! YES! You see, Ryan was really the only other person I have ever met who could possibly match my evil plans, and maybe even surpass them. There is no way I could let such an opponent ever leave the game, so I have bewitched his mind and trapped his soul in this bottle (Kelly produces a 

green stoppered bottle from his other jacket pocket). As long as I control this bottle, I control Ryan!  

  

RACHEL jumps up and exclaims: RYAN! You must fight him! Don't let him control you like this! You must fight it!  

KELLY JO: C'mon Ryan! Do it for us!  

BRIENNE: IF not for us, for the twins!  

Brienne, back to the audience, bares her boobs to Ryan.  

RYAN: Must... Fight.... For .... BOOBS!  

  

Ryan and Kelly struggle in front of the fire place for control of the glass bottle.   

Suddenly the door flies open and in runs Carrie looking over her shoulder.  

CARRIE: I think I finally lost that stupid bat!  

Carrie runs into Ryan and Kelly who tumble into the fire place together, the bottle smashes onto the floor.  

KELLY: Aaaargh! My beautiful plans have come undone! The horror... The horror.... (He dies)  

RYAN (laying on the floor, badly burned, but free, softly says): Thank you Carrie, you intelligent, heaving breasted beauty you, for setting me free of Kelly's enchanting spell. Oh, his power and charisma were great and I was drawn in. (Looking at everyone gathered around the gruesome scene) Can you all 

ever forgive me?   

PATRICK: I think we can Ryan. We were all drawn into Kelly's dark web of fantasy and bizarre trivia contests. We are of the same ilk, all of us.  

RYAN (coughing): Please, everyone, do one last thing for me before I go?  

EVERYONE: Anything, just tell us!  

RYAN: Get naked and do it 'til you all drop. (Ryan dies)  

RACHEL: Well, you heard the man.   

KELLY JO: Get that box of sex toys and let's all go to town!  

  

Fade out lights.  

Kelly: I don't know if I like the "Kelly dies" message in this little story, but the "Kelly has made puppets of all of you" message is an important and necessary one.  Also, "Uh-oh, my cancer," is my favorite line in here so far.  I honestly don't know who the fuck I'm going to pick.  Also, you're right that nobody can 

beat me at Guitar Hero.  "Chain link fence is expensive"…dude, awesome. 

Ryan: Dear Sweet Baby Jesus.  



I honestly have no reaction to that but to laugh uncontrollably.  First I loved the foreshadowing of "a storm is brewing."  Second, even though I knew I was in the steamer trunk I had no idea I'd be seeing so much cleavage in this one.  If I had to vote on a pure boner scale I'd be forced to vote for this play.  The only thing I'm wondering, is how everyone was so accurately pigeonholed.  Great job, I laughed at all of 

them so far.  (but this one the most)  Not that pure amusement should win a challenge, no matter what Kelly donning a smoking jacket says. 

  

  

4. (Written by Tanya Laumann) 

Big Night at the Spamaval  

(lights up)  

Stage is set with only Huge Spamaval Banner  

  

(enter Cory Funk humming "my country tis of thee" in between notes he grunts and farts. Carrying a cardoard box he sets upon the ground as fair goers enter from different directions)  

  

Todd: Hey Cory! where have you been?  

Cory: I have been right here Todd waiting for your sorry ass to get here.   

Todd: Oh yeah sorry, no wait I was just here and you weren't here.  

Cory: No you dumbass I was here.  

(Ben Enters)  

Todd: No seriously , dude I just walked in and you weren't here.  

Cory: I am not going to fight with you about it you  

Ben interupts  

  

Ben: Gay.  

Todd turning around to face Ben  

Todd: Nice Ben.  

Ben: Lets go gaywads  

Cory: Oh now I get thrown into it too? (Boys argue on their way out Cory takes box with him as they leave a carnie (Brienne) comes in selling tickets to the side shows  

Brienne: Step right up step right up come see the strange wonders of the bearded world. Never before have you seen such oddities. A Giant Bearded Women, the shortest man on the Face of the Earth, the never before seen live little mermaid.  

(as she is speaking onlookers snicker and throw popcorn at her. Each time they interupt she starts her monologue over demanding their attention)   

Brienne (continuing): Each wonder is better than the rest, each a treasure here on Earth and each larger than life. (She continues to speak to the diminishing crowd and we see a bearded Lady peek through the curtain)  

John Y(backstage whispering loudly): Brienne! Brienne!  

Brienne (turns her head slowly towards the bearded lady sticking out of the curtain): John get back there!  

John Y: NO I absolutly refuse to be shut away from you any longer! (He steps out from behind the curtain wearing a pink and red floral dress a matching sun bonnet graces his huge head) I don't know what I was thinking when I agreed to do this for you!  

Brienne: Come on Johnny boy it will be just a little while longer  

John Y(breaking out a fat stoogie, he thinks about it for a minute before he replys puffing dramatically on the cigar): fine, but enough will soon be enough I didn't come to Spamaval to dress up like an ugly women.  

Brienne: I know it will soon be all over. (the two exit off stage together)  

  

Ben renters center stage wearing a ring masters regalia in yellow and blue. Cory An Todd enter as his super side kicks wearing Spam themed unitards. The three comically set the stage with a Spam wrestling mat. Cory unpacks containers of spam and throws the canned ham product over the mat. Todd 

trying to help Cory with spam trips and hurts his ankle acting like the big baby he is the entire time.  

Ben: Ladies and gentlmen Welcome to the great Spamaval midget competitors from near and far have come to test their skill in the ring with Our midget from the grassy knoll. (Enter in stream of buff looking midgets) These guys haven't eaten all day and they are hungry for a little spam arama ding dong 

wrestling!! (the crowd that gathered goes wild Todd is still sulking about his ankle) Are you ready Wrestlers? (Wresters all respond with glorious squeaky cheers) Good lets get the gay on. (Todd looks up in surprise and anger) I meant Game Todd!  

(Ben narrates fighting between midgets...fight happens in slow motion one midget in particular seems to be throwing everyone out of the ring we see Todd gathering up handfuls of spam, he takes one look at Ben and chucks the mixture at Ben, just missing his head Ben points and laughs only egging Todd 

on further. AS they are throwing Spam, Brienne enters with John Y, Both Ben and Todd stop and Stare at the bearded women John Y. noticing the boys attention sways his hips a little harder in the dress, long enough for the midgets to knock Ben and Todd on their asses. Cory is laughing above them when 



the other two start getting ready to throw spam at him, he runs off stage screaming like a girl Returning to real time everyone is leaving and Ben and Todd sit in the middle of the mat covered in meat.)  

Todd: Well that went well I think  

Ben: Yep hey good throw Todd (wiping spam out of his ear)  

Todd: aww… Thanks Ben  

Ben: For a girl! (as he flings more spam at Todd)  

  

Lights out.  

  

Kelly:  Sweet Jesus, this game is making all of you insane.  Ben unfortunately pulled ahead of me 4-3 in appearances, which doesn't bode well for this person (I'm kidding…mostly), but John Youker as the Bearded Lady is good stuff.  I have no idea who wrote any of these so far, but I'd say there's a good chance 

this one was John himself.  Or maybe Tanya? 

Ryan: Ah, a good old classic Spam fight.  The cast of Monty Python would be proud.  I loved how it started with Cory burping and farting during his rendition of the star spamgled banner.  I did enjoy the twists and turns that a freakshow/Spam festival can have.  The only thing is, I see parallels in each of these stories.  Cory has cardboard boxes, Todd being characterized as the girly man and Ben being the ass.  

Somethings never change.  Death and taxes, death and taxes… 

  

5. (Written by Kelly Jo Ernst) 

Our scene opens on a nice suburban street. Rachel and Kelly Jo are standing on a perfectly mown lawn engaged in what appears to be a heated conversation when Ryan comes around the corner of the house and falls flat on his face. He gets up.  

  

Ryan: "BRAINS!!!"   

  

Rachel: "Oh shit! He's a zombie too?"  

  

Kelly Jo: "Are you really surprised?"  

  

Rachel: "Well, I suppose watching Kelly chew on his head for the past 15 minutes meant this was inevitable, huh?"  

  

Kelly Jo: "Yep."  

  

Kelly: "Brains."  

  

Rachel: "Ever notice how he rarely has enthusiasm in his voice?"  

  

Kelly Jo: "Yeah. It's like he's in a permanently lackadaisical mindset."   

  

Rachel: "It's odd…. So do you wanna run now?"  

  

Kelly Jo: "Yeah. That seems good."  

  

Rachel and Kelly Jo go running down the street while Ryan lumbers after them at a steady pace. Kelly lumbers after them as well, but in a more half-hearted manner than Ryan. After running for about half a mile, the girls run into Tanya.  

  

Bobby Gardner: "BRAINS!"  



  

Kelly Jo: "Ah c'mon! This is a load of crap!"  

  

Rachel: "Yeah. And you're not even supposed to be in this script. You're not playing Survivor."  

  

Bobby: (with a tone of sad confusion) "Brains?"  

  

Kelly Jo: No, Bobby! You can't be in this scene!"  

  

Rachel bludgeons Bobby with a golf club and he falls to the ground.  

  

Rachel: "Problem solved."  

  

Kelly Jo: "You are the envy of so many people right now. You know that, right? Hey, where'd you get the golf club anyway?"  

  

Rachel: "From Tanya and Ben."  

  

Kelly Jo: "The hell?"  

  

Kelly Jo whirls around and sees Tanya and Ben Thietje standing behind them. Tanya has a golf bag strapped over her shoulder.  

  

Tanya: "Hey guys! How's it going?"  

  

Rachel: "Didn't Ben die of cancer recently?"  

  

Kelly Jo: "Yeah. I thought I heard about that too."  

  

Ben: "Brains! Brains, brains, brains, brains, brains, brains, brains!"  

  

Tanya: "Shit."  

  

Tanya pulls a golf club out of her bag and wangs Ben over the head. Ben collapses. Kelly Jo nudges at Ben with her toe.  

  

Tanya: "Sorry guys. He's always been kinda pale and odd. I guess I didn't realize was a zombie."  

  

Kelly Jo: "Hm. So now what?"  

  

Rachel: "Now we keep running. Ryan and Kelly aren't far behind, remember?"  

  

Tanya: "You guys ran in to Ryan and Kelly? But they're not zombies."  

  

Rachel: "Huh?"  

  

Kelly Jo: "You're kidding."  

  



Tanya: "Nope. The 'feasting' you saw them engaging in was just their foreplay. They do that all the time."   

  

Kelly Jo: "Huh. Well, okay."  

  

At this point Kelly and Ryan catch up to the group and begin devouring Rachel and Kelly Jo. Tanya runs off laughing maniacally. As she runs, she pulls a book out from the side of her golf bag bearing the title, "How to Get Your Friends Eaten by Zombies."  

  

Tanya: "They were right! That really WAS easy!"  

  

At this point, Todd Karner comes strutting round the corner from a nearby street. Tanya begins to chuckle and grin fiendishly as she strolls over toward Todd.  

  

Kelly:  I was right.  You've all cracked.  Is this one by Kelly Jo?  It's gotta be, right?  Bobby sadly saying "brains?" was another of my favorite lines so far.  The number of really, really awesome challenge pitches here is a little frightnening. 

Ryan: Boy, I thought Tanya would never show up.  Thank you whomever you were.  I'm still looking for one other player that is still in the game to be mentioned.  This is getting really peculiar, I'm still a zombie!?  The parallels are staggering.  It seems that someone worked with others to see what was a popular theme for Kelly and I's liking.  Well, it's working you little rap scallions. 

  

6. (Written by John Youker) 

(a bar in the middle of nowhere. sitting on high table and chairs are Todd Karner and Patrick K.)   

  

TODD: For the last time I am not gay, I'm metro.   

  

PATRICK: Please.   

  

(Brienne skates in wearing knee high socks, daisy dukes and a Coors beer shirt. she has a beer in each hand.)   

  

BRIENNE: Here's your drinks do you need....whoa!   

  

(she rolls offstage R through a door. there is a crash.)   

  

TANYA: (offstage) Hey!   

  

BRIENNE: (offstage) Sorry!   

  

(Todd and Patrick look for a moment then shrug and go back to talking. Patrick is making a matini out of the beer and things he takes out of his coat during the next bit.)   

  

PATRICK: Look, there's no shame in it. All the signs are there. You like Sex and the City, I like Sex and the City.   

  

TODD: So does Kelly.   

  

PATRICK: Oh please he was just trying to get a window on the female mind. And hoping to see SJP naked. Which I also did, but that's beside the point.   

  

TODD: That's Youker you're thinking of.   

  



PATRICK: Oh yeah.   

  

(Brienne skakes back in with a bowl of chips. she drops them off without stopping and goes off stage left.)  

  

BRENNE: Uh oh.   

  

(we hear a crash and a goat.)   

  

JOSH MITCHELL: (offstage) Hey, you almost got my goat of funness!   

  

BRIENNE: (offstage) Sorry!   

  

(Todd and Patrick pause then continue. Patrick has finished his martini and is sipping it.)   

  

PATRICK: You dress as close to perfect as a human can, your hair and grooming are wonderful, you change Ben's wallpapaer to gay sex photos with little trouble of finding them, you have crushes on Alan Cumming and Dane Cook...  

  

TODD: MAN CRUSHES!!   

  

(at this moment, Josh Mitchell comes in dressed as a leprachaun.)   

  

JOSH MITCHELL: I challenge all in here to a karaoke contest!!   

  

(Todd and Patrick look around and see they are the only ones there.)   

  

JOSH MITCHELL: Anyone? If you win you'll get the goat of funness.   

  

(the stage R door burts open. Brienne goes flying by and off with a crash. out walks Tanya.)   

  

TANYA: I accept!   

  

(Brienne comes back with with the karaoke machine. josh sings "moving out" {the whole song}, doing a series of operatic and elvis moves. tanya slowly walks up. she does "think" {the whole song} and tears the place down. josh hangs his head because he knows he's beat and hands over the goat of 

funness. Todd and Patrick are standing and clapping in the same limp wristed way.)   

  

PATRICK: Uh hum.   

  

(Todd figures out what he's been doing.)   

  

TODD: Son of a....  

  

(blackout.)   

  

Kelly: GOAT OF FUNNESS!  Shit, I don't know which of these lines to start using as my MySpace profile line.  They're all so perfect.  I was wondering when we'd get a "Gay Todd" story in here.  Well, a story that's primarily about Todd Gayness, I mean. 



Ryan: Ahhhh… Did Ben sneak a play in?  How did Greg not know that Ben was ousted?  This was a little piece of short attention span theater.  I especially loved the line, "Hey, you almost got my goat of funness!"  Classic.  This was crafted more so towards Kelly, so, I guess it's clever.  I did get most of the jokes, but I thought Todd was gay?  Is this not true?  Oh well, there is added to the parallels.  What are we 

up to 6 or 7 parallels? 

7. (Written by Adam Hegge) 

First Day of School  

  

Characters: Ryan Grewe(Grewe), Mawk(Mark), Ryan Fossum(Fossum) & Mr. McCallister (Teacher)…. It's a small class  

  

It was 9 a.m. in the special needs classroom as Mr. McCallister waited to meet this years class. As he expected, no one had yet found their way to class. They were most likely wandering the halls aimlessly looking for the classroom as if in some sort of maze. After all, this is the special needs class.   

  

At 9:43, Grewe entered the room.  

  

Mr. McCallister: "Welcome to my class, my name is Mr. McCallister and you are…?"  

  

Grewe: "I'm here to learn sir."  

  

Mr. McCallister: "That's good, but what's your name?"  

  

Grewe: "Ryan Grewe"  

  

Mr. McCallister: "Well Mr. Grewe, have you seen Ryan Fossum or Mark this morning"  

  

Grewe shrugs his shoulders in confusion…  

  

Mr. McCallister: "Hmm, we can't start without them…"  

  

Before he could finish, Ryan Fossum entered the room.  

  

Mr. McCallister: "Hello, and are you Ryan or Mark?"  

  

Fossum: "I'm Ryan and I have a beard"  

  

Mr. McCallister: "I see that… congratulations"  

  

Fossum: "Yeah… its awesome I know"  

  

Mr. McCallister: "Well, we'll wait a few more minutes for Mark before we get started. Anyone have anything they would like to share?"  

  

Grewe: "He has a beard"  

  

Fossum: " Thanks bro"   

  

Fossum & Grewe exchange high fives as the door of the classroom opens and Mark enters the room.  

  



Mr. McCallister: "You must be Mark, you're late"  

  

Mark: "Yeah, saved by the bell was totally intense and I needed some time to realize what I just saw"  

  

Mr. McCallister: "Really, sounds exciting"  

  

Mark glances around the room.  

  

Mark: "Hey, that guy's got a beard… I didn't know we could bring beards to class"  

  

Mr. McCallister: "Well, its his choice to have a beard if he wants Mark."  

  

Mark storms out of the room.  

  

Fossum: "That's right……. My Beard"  

  

END SCENE  

Kelly: "I didn't know we could bring beards to class."!!!!  Mother of fuck, you guys are awesome.  "After all, this is the special needs class."  This is one of the most entertaining days off I've had since my work life began, and believe me, I need that right now. 

  

Ryan: Who took a Saturday night at BWW and put it in a play?  I like this one, because you don't have to know the characters to realize that everyone in this play is completely inept.  Even Mr. McCallister.  I think Hegee wrote this one and I love that he went with Adam Sandler humor.  Excellent.  Adam Sandler, Adam Hegee?  Coincidence?  Or Parallel?  Mark it 7 for sure now. 

8. (Written by Carrie Metz) 

"Silly Rabbit- Trix are for Kids"  

  

Please note- the following play is rated R for sensitive material.  

  

Cut to the scene- Mr. Ryan Fossum and Rachel are standing in the aisle of the local adult store.  

  

Rachel- "Are you sure this is going to big enough?" She asked Ryan.  

  

Ryan in his purple suede button up shirt, leather pants and rhinestone pink boots declared- "Fuck Rachel, what do you think? Of course it is not big enough! It doesn't even come close to mine."  

  

Vegan Girl walks by, shyly smirking at Rachel and Ryan as the couple fingered the plastic fister mold while she secretly made her way over to the glass phallus aisle. Enroute, she passes another couple in another aisle, complete with hanging disco balls. The glass objects glimmer under the fluorescent and 

disco lighting.  

  

Kelly and Brienne are discussing the merits of the battery operated Rabbit. Kelly- "You know, I just don't get it! Why are the women always raving about this damn thing? It's SMALL!"  

  

Brienne- "Well Kelly, I don't need to remind you that it's not the size that matters, it's how it's used. Just feel this thing!'  

  

Brienne places the Rabbit in Kelly's butt pocket and sets the dial to high. Kelly falls over with an apparent heart attack. Brienne chews on her sample edible underwear and moves on to the motion lotion aisle.   

  

The man working behind the counter, John, sat there and picked at his KISS makeup. He wipes the makeup off on his autographed copy of Peter Criss.   

  



Ryan walks by and sees this. "What the fuck man. You're messing up the face dude."  

  

John- with an extremely melancholic voice and face- "I know. But there's more makeup in the fantasy aisle. I can put more on if I want."  

  

Ryan- "Not your face Man. His face!" pointing to the picture of Peter Criss. "God, when I was a kid, I wanted him to drum me if you know what I mean." Ryan lifts up his arms in a Rocky pose and his armpits are soaked.  

  

John- "Hey, jerkwad. Don't talk that way about him. He's all I got. Never did get that Kiss Cover band together." Tears and drool roll down his face, his make-up rolling with it.  

  

Ryan- "Ah F. Don't be a pansy. I always wanted to be Gene Simmons. Yeh." Shakes his head solemnly, rubs his hands under his arms and takes a small smell before he continues. "Yeh, I've devoted my life to him, even got my myspace picture with my tongue hanging out and some random floozy I met one 

night. Gene could always attract the ladies. Hell, I cry myself to sleep every night while my ghetto box repeats "Beth".  

  

Rachel walks by with the fist in her hand, shaking her head at the men's demise. "Crap guys, you call this something worth crying over? Hell, my car broke down and I had to get a rental, then I had to exchange the rental for a cheaper one so that I could afford this fist, then I had to take my car back in 

AGAIN the next week. Now that's fucked!"  

  

John- "I don't have that problem. I ride my Schwinn everywhere. With a shiny silver horn. Got a pair of fine buttocks for it too."  

  

Ryan- "Yeh, a nice slab of meat- Yak Yak Yak."  

  

Vegan Girl approaches the counter with a nice sculptured white marble piece. She searches for her bonus check inside her quilting bag and places it on the counter, inconspicuously. "Yuck, quit talking about meat. An animal dies every nine seconds in the Humane Society. Every second of every day an animal 

dies for research purposes. Over 50 million die every year for their fu……."  

  

Ryan- "Cut the crap. I ain't got time for this. Got myself a slab of ribs waiting for me at the pad."  

  

John rings up Vegan Girl's purchase. He tells her- "Good choice. I have a larger one in onyx."  

  

Ryan looks at Ryan and then at Vegan Girl, his light bulb moment coming 22 seconds later. "That's sick dude."  

  

The camera turns to show two customers come in.  

  

Cory walks in with Patrick and mumbles- "Yeh, I gotta get another case of the "Classiest Lube Ever". My wife doesn't believe me."  

  

Patrick- "I need to get some too. Used it all for kickball."  

  

They walk down the lube aisle and the camera focuses back to the check-out counter.  

  

Rachel- "And you know what else blows, Ryan? That dumb ass blowjob video you put on my page. Don't you know that people from all over will see that and think I have some sort of loose morals? Stats show that potential employers look that stuff up, you know?"  

  

Ryan- "Doubtful that a pimp is online RAF. I don't think that fist is going to be big enough. Go get one down the Giants Have Fun Too aisle, will ya."  

  

Rachel- "Hmph." Spins around , vaguely wondering if he might be correct. She is off on a search.  

  

Ryan- "As I was saying John, I lived for Gene Simmons. Then, then," he shakes his head in sadness, looks down, mumbles "Then the f-er did what he did. He stole my life man."  

  

John- Panicking, "What, what was it? Was it because he took his make-up off? Damn, that's it. I KNOW! I mean, it was bigger than BIG. It was worse than the Bobbitt deal and the knife. The dude has an f-ing receding hairline for god's sake."  

  



Ryan- "Nah man. The make-up thing was scary, yeh. But nah, it was that time Simms appeared on "American Idol". The f-er sold out!"  

  

Brienne approaches the checkout counter. "Did you know most of the lotions are expired?"  

  

John- barely looks up. "Who cares- it's not like it's what's for dinner."  

  

Laughter, laughter.  

  

More laughter. You know how Ryan can get.  

  

Brienne- "Oh." Walks out, sees McDonalds across the street and makes a mad dash, nearly getting hit head on by a motoring Murray Moped.  

  

Patrick and Cory pop the blow up doll in the background as the camera cuts back into the store.  

  

Ryan- "You know, now you got me thinking. Maybe it was the make-up. I remember the day like it was yesterday." (Sound fades into "Memories"- the Peg and Al Bundy version). "It was 1983. The day was gloomy, it had been raining and my father wouldn't let me add two spoonfuls of sugar to my cereal. 

Then that stalker Tina called my phone and told me that she was going to start my Michael Jackson trading card collection on fire if I didn't meet her under the monkey bars for second base action. I mean, the day was jinxed. So, I'm like sitting there, flipping the channel and I get to MTV. There's this guy."  

  

John- "The astronaut guy that was always on there?"  

  

Ryan- "Nah man, there was this guy. And I'm like- who the fuck is that guy? I know him man. I thought maybe he was Freddie Mercury's lover, but then I remembered that Freddie never saw a guy more than once. So, yeah, I was sitting there hitting my cereal spoon on my head until the voice got me. It 

was GENE!"  

  

John- "Yeh, that was an awful day. I always thought Paul would come take me away from my horrible life. I wanted him to so badly. Then I saw him without make-up. That f-er is UGLY!" Then John thought Ryan might get the wrong impression sohe quickly scrambled and said- "I mean, I liked his make-up. 

His star never ran one bit, not like mine."  

  

Patrick approaches the by now sobbing men. "Excuse me, but if you could so kindly tell me where I can find the "Fantasy Kick Ball" dvd, it would be greatly appreciated."  

  

Cory pipes in. "Ya know, what kind of a place you running here. Jeez, I tell everyone I have the "Classiest Lube Ever" and I just read the description and all it has in it is KY. God people. I've been ripped."  

  

Ryan- "That wouldn't happen if you used the lube you know."  

  

Ha Ha, laughter.  

  

Cory- "Come on Pat- this place stinks. A bunch of idiotic morons with nothing better to do than talk about Kiss of all things."  

  

Patrick- "But, I really want that video. My cubicle neighbor said I was a dead ringer for the star guy."  

  

Cory- "Wal-Mart might have it. Let's go."  

  

Ryan- "That's right boys. Wally World's got his Lube too!"  

  

Patrick and Cory exit. Snickering- their voices fade out. Patrick- "They kinda hurt my feelings."  

Cory- "Yeh, mine too."  

  

Laughter, ha ha, more laughter.  



  

Rachel returns- "There is no such thing as a Giant Aisle!"  

  

Ryan- "Then go down the Mastodonic aisle. Just get…"  

  

Again, she leaves on her search.  

  

John- "I don't know man. I just think it is all such a waste. It's all an act, ya know? The make-up, "American Idol," hell, even the lube is a joke, the fist, the glass phallus. Christ, and all I do is work here all day long where everyone complains. "The batteries wore out in 5 hours, whine. It's not big enough, 

whine. It doesn't smell like strawberries, whine." I need a life. Something to strive for. A sign that my life has a reason." Sob, choke, what make-up left is on his hands.  

  

Ryan- "I know man. I know. I feel your pain. But you know what? We are SURVIVORS! What do SURVIVORS DO?"  

  

John- "Um, get their binoculars out and check on the neighbors?"  

  

Ryan- "Nah Dude! Not at all. Jeez. Do you really do that?"  

  

John- "Man, no. Saw it on a movie once. I only use my Leica Ultravid for educational purposes only."  

  

Ryan- "Whatever. I think we need to do something about this. No more crying. Nope. Crying is for boys and we are MEN!" Black Sabbath "Iron Man" plays in background. "Come on. Let's find something fun to do!"  

  

Jason follows Ryan down the many aisles and they both see Rachel looking at the bottom shelves of the midget aisle. They shake their heads and keep running along.  

  

They come across the Kelly- comatose, maybe dead. He has not moved and is slightly blue. The Rabbit is still humming loudly out of his pocket.  

  

Ryan- "What the hell is that noise?"  

  

Jason- "Ah, that's just that new Rabbit. For some reason we can barely keep those things on the shelves. Women love them."  

  

Ryan- "Let me see one."  

  

Jason- gives him one. "Here. Be careful though. It's strong."  

  

Ryan- "Who the hell do you think I am? I'm just checking it out. Not going to use it loser."  

  

Jason- "OK"  

  

Quiet Riot's "Cum on Feel the Noise" plays in background.  

  

Ryan- "I can't get it going. What the f."  

  

Jason- "Here, let me see it."  

  

Jason gets it started and it vibrates out of his hands.   

  

Ryan- "Give that to me!"  



  

Jason- "No way. I love this thing."  

  

Ryan runs over and grabs the Rabbit from Kelly's pocket and next thing you know, Ryan and Jason 's Rabbits are both competing for the finish line- Kelly's shoe. In line with each other, the Rabbits tie.  

  

The camera zooms away for a second when Rachel screams and laughs after trying out a demo something or other.   

  

Shoot back to the scene and Kelly has his hand around Ryan's throat. Ryan is gasping. He is blue. He is close to being a goner.   

  

Kelly- "Give me the Rabbit back. NOW!"  

  

Ryan- Choking, gasping "For the love of god, you can have your bunny Elmer!"  

  

Kelly lets go of Ryan. Ryan and Jason look at each other, both realizing at the same moment that they had just experienced an "IT" moment.  

  

Jason- "Did you just feel what I just felt?"  

  

Ryan- "Yeh man, yeh. I did."  

  

"Can you feel the love tonight" plays in the background.  

  

Jason- "God this life is beautiful. One minute I'm sad, the next you are almost dead."  

  

Ryan- "Yeh, I know."  

  

Jason- "Well crap. My shift is done. Wanta go hang out at my place and watch "Family Guy"? I got the episode that Gene was in."  

  

Ryan- "Sweet."  

  

Ryan and Jason walk out arm in arm. Kelly is seen shoveling as many Rabbits as he can fit into his murse. Rachel is seen falling in love with a midget.  

  

Fading, the audience hears Jason ask Ryan as they walk away- "Did that girl Tina ever burn your Michael Jackson trading cards?"  

  

The End  

  

Kelly:  I don't understand any of you.  (I liked it…a lot)  Also, I appreciate the fact that I didn't quite die.  Seriously, throughout my life I've died in a pretty staggering number of productions, and this almost made two on the day already. 

Ryan: Holy Horse piss, there is so much stuff in here I was honestly taking notes.  No joke.  It was also amazing that I looked at myself at one point in the story.  I loved that John and I were having a serious discussion about KISS seeing that I think the band is a joke.  This person must know a lot about me.  Also I'm thinking that they were drunk because at some point John Youker turned into Jason.  I loved 

it, but I wished Kelly was there for more of the time so that we could ridicule him.    

Side note: Rachel only goes for Hispanic men water sport porn.  Just something you should know. 

 9.  (Written by Brienne Zimmer) 



"On the Radio"  

Kelly storms in, moments before going on the air. He slams the door, grabs his headset and seconds before he flips the On Air switch he spills his hot coffee all over his shirt. Ryan and Brienne both shake their heads and laugh uncontrollably from their booths in amusement.   

Kelly: "Mother ass-fucker!" He flips the On Air switch and his scowl swiftly morphs into a sweet, yet devilish grin. "Well, good morning. Did you sleep well? I loved holding you in my arms last night and now waking up to your sweet smile today – I'm in heaven. Oh girl – I love watching you walk away from the 

bed. Can you bring me some coffee while you're up, sweet angel? I'll be sure to return the favor when you return to me."  

Ryan: "You should ask her if she has any pie to go with that."  

Kelly: "Can I finish?"  

Brienne: "I'd also ask for a puke bucket. So that I might puke into it."  

Kelly: "You done?"  

Ryan: "Almost. But, I could really use some of those frosted animal cookies. I just love a good pink cookie."  

Kelly: "You two are the funniest people I know. Thanks once again for ruining my opening segment. For those keeping score at home, this is the 4th consecutive day of this pure hilarity. Who's ahead, by the way? Not that I care, but obviously I'm out numbered here. Get it out of your systems so that we can 

move on to bigger and better topics. Such as my majestic wang."  

Brienne (voice dripping with sarcasm): "Such as my majestic wang. Dude, give it a rest already. Who do you think is winning? M-E. 3 to 1. Ryan is today's winner only because you pussed out so early. You're losing your stamina, old man. Oh, and Ryan – fist bumps for that pink cookies comment. Classic."  

Ryan (fist-bumping with one hand, flipping Kelly off with the other): "I only speak the truth. And I think the folks playing at home should know that Kelly's not getting it done for me. I mean, you barely held me after but a few hard and fast pumps. You always leave me wanting more."  

Kelly: "Hush now. I'm still good for a solid 2 ½ minutes. That's all I need. Oh, and isn't your constant craving for the Bunny what keeps you coming back to me every night?"  

Brienne: "Hold up. I need to comment here. All you need. You don't even bother to notice or learn about what we really like. You're damn lucky most of us "ladies" are so polite and timid in the sack, as it were. I'm here to tell you it's mainly due to the fact we don't bother explaining our discontent. We kindly let 

you finish, usually all over our chests and whatever articles of clothing you were too lazy to remove while you were "seducing" us. Oh, oh…and I loooove it when I find a clump of white crusty in my hair after the fact. That is so incredibly sexy. And, and, when the 2 minutes of grunting and sweating have ceased, 

you have such a look of accomplishment and believe with all your tiny heart you've given us everything we've ever wanted. Little do you know we've got a little battery-powered friend and a colorful imagination waiting for us the second you hit the showers, which is usually seconds following the final countdown 

because you STANK. Hell, I like to make a sport of it. How many times can I climax before he turns the water off? Let's just say my numbers are looking pretty solid this season."  

Ryan: "Well said, madam. I'll have to remember to sneak out of the shower for a surprise attack next time and see if that statement holds up. At least I'll fill up the old spank bank, anyhow."  

Brienne: "Nice. And, for the record, not all of us are in the Club. I think it's time for a call-in. I obviously need some backing here."  

Kelly: "Fantastic topic. Intriguing. This, of course, has never happened to me. The phone lines are now open. If you just tuned in, Mrs. Quick-Draw over here let it be known that she'd rather have cordial sex, followed by a rousing game of do-it-yourself. Ooooo – side topic. Have you ever faked an orgasm? 

These topics have got to be related. I've done this and have had some attempted on me, but I can smell a bad actor like Ryan's crotch after 2 hours in his booth."  

Ryan (smells himself and coughs a little): "Sub-topic. Is it better to burn out or fade away?"  

Kelly: "Ryan. No. We have our first caller. Please state your name and tell us a little about your junk."  

The caller is silent and all that can be heard on-air is heavy breathing. The breathing continues for a minute or so, growing increasingly more intense.  

Brienne: "Rockin' Rossy! What's happening, Cuz? You gonna rock tonight? I thought you said you were gonna rock pretty hard last night. What gives? Did you hear me talking about my unhappy parts?"  

Kelly (mumbles): "Can't. We. Ever. Have. A. Decent. Show. Must. Kill. Idiots."  

Ryan (whispers to Kelly): "Because. You're. A. Myspace. Douche-bag."  

Blair: "Hey, hey. I'm doin' all right. I rocked it hard at first, then a bit more gently as the evening progressed. It's this new thing I'm trying – hard, then easy. Still didn't get laid, though. I rubbed up on this one chick I used to bang in high school, though. Rubbed one off thinking about her this morning, too. Now 

what's this about a sad-gina?"  

Brienne: "Aw, everything's fine. I'm just ornery again. Honery again? Working with these dudes gets me all worked up."  

Blair: "Right on, right on. Well, it's about that time for me to fire up the fryer and serve up some spicy goodness. I'm talking about tacos, of course."  

Ryan: "I want some spicy goodness. In my face."  

Kelly: "Moving on, then. Thank you for another enlightening conversation, Blair. Ryan – I have no idea what you're talking about, as usual."  

Blair: "Whatever it takes to get laid."  

Ryan: "Exactly."  

Kelly: "Right. Again, moving on. This season of Survival Space has been one of the best. I still have no idea who's going to win."  

Ryan: "I think they'll definitely have a pair of sweet tits."  

Brienne: "Seriously. I may hemorrhage soon."  

Ryan: "Out of your tits?"  

Kelly: "Both of you. Silence is appreciated. By, well, me for sure."  

Brienne: "For realsies, I think the winner will be female. We're smarter, we're hotter, and-"  

Kelly: "You can make yourself come 7 times in 15 minutes. I get it."  

Brienne: "On an off day."  



Kelly: "I'm sorry I brought this back up. Ryan? Got any-wait, we have another caller. Thank Christ. Go ahead, caller."  

Sugar: "I would like to say I care about being voted out, but I don't. Word."  

Kelly (throwing his headset down and storming off): "That's it. I quit. You can all go fuck yourselves."  

Brienne: "I'm sure we'll see you online in 20 minutes."  

Kelly (muffled): "Fuck off!"  

Ryan: "I think it's time for another classic. Here's Paul McCartney and Wings with "Band on the Run".  

Brienne: "I'm shocked."  

Ryan: "Fuck it. Let's go do some shots."  

Brienne: "Agreed. No Jag."  

Ryan: "Jag-bombs?"  

Brienne: "Sure."  

Ryan: "Word." 

Kelly: A strong finish to, no lie, the best week of Survivor challenges I think I've ever seen.  Sugar's call-in was brilliant.  Now I have to figure out what the fuck to do about Immunity.  In a word, holy SHIT. 

Ryan: Oh sweet Jagermeister.   

Just a side note on the title of this story.  I watched 'The Fisher King' last night and the sitcom that Jeff Bridges is to appear in is called 'On the Radio.'  If you haven't seen this film, do so.  I must say it is in my top 5 movies of all time. 

I love this story and not because of all the sex talk and Paul McCartney reference, but because Kelly is made to be the cornerstone… okay, who am I kidding.  He's been made the depraved, maniacal, psycho, asshole in almost all of these plays he's been in.  True colors, shining through.  But really, I think that's why everyone loves him.  Because he shows no signs of letting up and he is true to himself.  Another 

thing, dildos between the last two plays.  That makes 8. 

  

Kelly:  Alright, alright.  So you want to know who's immune.  I spent a shitload of time figuring this one out, and finally decided to give the nod to whomever wrote the first one—the one where all the previously-eliminated players were held in a room together.  It would just be the best overall scene for a viewer, 

I think, in addition to being tied with nearly all the others for most hilarious. 

Honestly, you bastards, this is one of the funniest overall challenges I've ever gotten.  Awesome.  And who didn't send one?  My worthless brother Nick. 

Anyway, Immunity, from me, apparently goes to Rachel Flynn.  Huh.  Didn't guess that one, but I'm not surprised. 

And Ryan picks the one with the Guitar Hero Kelly maniac in the cabin, which of course goes to suddenly-dynastic Cory Funk. 

Remember that Nick gets three self-votes here, because he's a weenus.  Beyond that, get your votes in by Friday afternoon at 4pm central, since I work that morning.  Ryan and I figured out how to make the challenge we planned for last week into one we can actually do, so we're going to hit you with that 

next time.  Isn't that super? 

Cheers to you and yours, and truly, we are honored to know such amazingly creative and talented people. 

Next Challenge Teaser: Fortunately…Unfortunately… 

Oh, and P.S.— 

I'm not that much of a dick. 

  



September 14, 2007 - Friday   

 

Elimination 15, Challenge Eleven  

Okay, so I have some really bad news.  And there's really no way to deaden the blow, so I'll just say it.  Here goes... 

Ryan Fossum is a douchetard, and unfortunately, illiterate. 

I'm sorry, but I didn't know how to make it any easier.  But as of today's blog, which mocked my lack of post when I clearly stated my four-o'clock voting deadline on Wednesday, it's clear Ryan can't read.  Pass along words of encouragement.  He's registered at the Ronald McDonald house.  I'm registered at Bobby Knight's House of Total Assholes Who Can't 

Pass Up an Opportunity to Swipe at their Friends, if anyone's curious. 

Ryan, I love you.  Sexually. 

Anyway, shouldn't we eliminate someone right about now? 

Vote One: Nick, Nick, Nick (for his silent ways) 

Vote Two: Nick Wells.  "unfortunately Nick made my vote this week easy...So thank you i guess..." 

Vote Three: Nick Wells.  "because if you don't weigh in, you don't 'rastle. *shrugs*" 

Vote Four: Nick Wells.  "No more skating by with nonsubmissions!" 

Vote Five: Nick Wells.  "I'd comment further, but I never really got to know the guy. What a shame." 

Vote Six: Nick Wells. 

Vote Seven: Nick Wells.  "I have no diabolical schemes this time. Just a straight up vote for the guy who didn't show up this time around: Nick." 

Vote Eight: Nick Wells.  "cause he is Kelly's brother" 

Vote Nine: Nick Wells. 

Vote Ten: Nick Wells.  "I'll be voting off Nick Wells for not playing... ya heard" 

Hmm...let me tabulate...okay, recounting...better check that one again...hmmm... 

Fifteenth Elimination from Survivor: Nick Wells 

Congratulions, lesser Wells: you've swept the voting queue.  That's nine other people who voted for you, weenus.  Your non-playing ass had it coming.  But don't change your mind about me being your Best Man, because my speech is going to rock your world, okay?  Love, Kelly. 

Let's say Nick was November, since that's when his birthday is, and I'll be damned if I feel like thinking of something cleverer than that. 

Now that the game is bereft of douches who don't play (well, besides me and Ryan, neither of whom is playing, and both of which are douches (I call Massengill!)), it'll be an interesting run to the finish line.  The next leg of the race is called Fortunately, Unfortunately and, if you have any background in improv, or even watching improv, you may know about 



this game. 

Here's how we'll run it for the purposes of this game: Ryan and I have each come up with a number of statements, after which you will write a six-stringed response, alternating "Fortunately" and "Unfortunately" statements. 

--- 

For instance, if the phrase is this: 

"I found a silver dollar on the road." 

Your string could be this: 

"Unfortunately, it was in the middle of the interstate, and traffic was heavy. 

Fortunately, I've played a lot of Frogger. 

Unfortunately, I still suck at it. 

Fortunately, I had a long fishing rod with a magnet at the end of it. 

Unfortunately, I also suck at fishing, and cast the magnet into the window of a Nissan Sentra. 

Fortunately, the resulting 18-car pile-up allowed me a clear path to the coin." 

--- 

Now, you can stay as closely to original statement as you want to...you can always get way off track if you desire (like, if you're growing an inscreasingly large set of testicles like Carrie is, just kill me off in all of them).  Not that there will be much chance with just six lines.  Also, you can use either a Fortunately or an Unfortunately to start.  But please 

alternate, and keep the total at six (there will be a lot of these to score, you dig?). 

Scoring will be needlessly complex for me and Ryan.  Each of us will give a point to each of our two favorite strings for each phrase, and at the end, the two contestants that have the most points will be the winners of Immunity.  Ugh.  That's gonna suck pretty hard for us judges.  Not that you vultures really love...you just love our doggystyle. 

There are twelve strings in all, six written by each of us bitches.  I've indicated who wrote which--not because it makes any difference in scoring, but just because I know it'll bug some of you if I don't point it out.  You beautifully obsessed Survivors. 

--- 

(Ryan) 

I arrived at a massage parlor to get a massage... 

 

I rented a Darth Vader costume for Halloween... 

 

Greg is my neighbor and walks through his house nude... 

 

Planning for this weekend I ordered a lantern off the internet... 



 

I showed up to the movies to meet a friend... 

 

Aliens must be really nice because they've never enslaved the human race... 

(Kelly) 

I went to Disneyland, and surprisingly, it was closed. 

A zombie came to my door the other day. 

I went to college for Horticulture. 

I took this [girl/guy] home from [Hooters/Chippendales]. 

I awoke in a dumpster this morning. 

I hosted a New Year's Party. 

--- 

You know?  I'm really excited about these.  Not only because they lend well to humor, but because y'all blew our minds last time around. 

Cheers, Calendar Girls. 
 

 

September 19, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Challenge Eleven Results  

Okay, so I'm breaking this into two posts (eventually).  This is the scoring post 

where I just cut and paste the ones that got points, with comments from the one(s) 

who gave it a point.  In a separate ginormous post, I'll cut and paste the entirety of 

the thing in case everyone wants to be amused by everyone else.  Cool?  Okay 

then...:namespace prefix = o ns = "urn:schemas-microsoft-com:office:office" /> 

Here are the point-getters, and everyone's involved... 

  

  

I arrived at a massage parlor to get a massage...  

 

 



(CORY) 

Unfortunately "The Velvet Cup" was closed for the day for a city mandated 

building inspection...  

Fortunately the city of Hurley, South Dakota, is a veritable paradise of bars, 

temples, massage parlors...  

Unfortunately I was in town the same day as a Chronic Pain Sufferers 

Convention so all the good hands were busy already...  

Fortunately some kind of world championship chess tournament was going on in 

the town square...  

Unfortunately it wasn't a real tournament but a production of the musical 

"Chess"...  

Fortunately nobody noticed how outdated and aged the message of the show 

was or how marginal the production values were so I had a good time anyway.  

Point from Kelly: the total abandonment of the massage, and the ridiculous 

tangent about Chess, were awesome. 

(RACHEL) 

I arrived at a massage parlor to get a massage...  

• Unfortunately, it was a "specialty" massage parlor that did not cater to 

women.  

• Fortunately, I have picked up enough legal jargon from working with lawyers 

and watching Law & Order over the years so that I was able to scare the owner 

into thinking that if I was not provided the service for which I had come I would 

bring a discrimination suit against the establishment and call the INS to check in 

on some of the workers.  

• Unfortunately, the masseuse they gave me was a large, bitter woman whose 

name roughly translates to "claw-handed bludgeoner"  

• Fortunately, I have picked up enough Japanese from watching Anime and 

"Letters from Iwo Jima" over the years so that I was able to explain to 

Harikoshito exactly what I wanted.  

• Unfortunately, the translations for "cucumber and lavender facial" and "the 

wetness under your arms" are very similar.  

• Fortunately, her previous customer had a weird fetish about bathing his 

masseuse's under arms with milk and honey. 

Point from Kelly: The needless amount of description is right up my alley and 

there were way more twists than seemingly possible here. 

(TANYA) 

Unfortunately my massage therapist made me get nude   

Fortunately he was hot so I wanted him to see me nude  



Unfortunately his touch could best be compared to a meat tenderizer   

Fortunately my ass needed a good pounding  

Unfortunately I tooted while he was rubbing me down  

Fortunately it didn't smell as bad as him. 

Point from Ryan: Wow, this is a great start.  Little bit of ass humor, lil' bit of 

stench humor, lil' bit of naked humor; I find it a lil' bit o' honey. 

(PATRICK) 

Unfortunately, it was ..:namespace prefix = st1 ns = "urn:schemas-microsoft-

com:office:smarttags" />midnight, and they were closed.  

Fortunately, next door, there is an all night massage parlor (strip club).  

Unfortunately, earlier that night, I lost my ID at the library, (adult book store).  

Fortunately, I was able to club the bouncer and knock him out with my huge 

pipe (penis).  

Unfortunately, I was immediately arrested and thrown in The Rape Store (jail).  

Fortunately, I'm gay. 

Point from Ryan: Good lord, I thought the the whole clue-ins (jokes), would get 

old (dumb).  Fortunately, I was wrong, great job. 

I rented a Darth Vader costume for Halloween...??  

(TANYA) 

 

Unfortunately I tripped on my way to the party and cracked open my helmet  

Fortunately I had painted my face all black and could pretend to be a ninja  

Unfortunately someone at the party took it the wrong way and called me a 

racist  

Fortunately my skills in fighting proved to be efficient when I kicked their ass  

Unfortunately the police didn't understand when they pulled up to haul me 

away  

Fortunately the Vader suit was insulated to keep me warm in my cold jail cell  

Point from Kelly: I think the construction of the fourth line was my favorite 

thing here.  So nicely understated. 

(PATRICK) 

I rented a Darth Vader costume for Halloween...  

Unfortunately, someone else at the party was wearing the same costume.  

Fortunately, I always keep a wookie costume in my car for such occasions.  

Unfortunately, I didn't drive to the party.  



Fortunately, I live next door to the party so I was able to retrieve the wookie 

costume from my car.  

Unfortunately, my sister borrowed my wookie costume last week, and left a 

blood spot in the crotch area.  

Fortunately, I told everyone that I was an easy wookie for Halloween.  

Point from Kelly: Get comfortable, because I chose Patrick a lot.  Patrick is a 

dirty, dirty man. 

(BRIENNE) 

I rented a Darth Vader costume for Halloween...  

  

Fortunately, it fits.  

Unfortunately, I'm not a douche.  

Fortunately, all of my friends are.  

Unfortunately, this makes me sad.  

Fortunately, there's always suicide.  

Unfortunately, I'm already dead inside. 

Point from Ryan: Yes you are dead inside, so what a better time to come over 

to the darkside and fell the power of the force.  You can't imagine how much 

your hate and fear makes you feel like a douche. 

(YOUKER) 

I rented a Darth Vader costume for Halloween...  

-Fortunately I have the height for it.   

-Unfortunately I'm asmatic and can't breath in the mask.   

-Fortunately the costume had it's own med holder for my inhaler.   

-Unfortunately getting it in place messed up my vison.   

-Fortunately I had a friend coming along as Boba Fett to guide me.   

-Unfortunately, he was drunk. 

Point from Ryan: Yes!!  Boba Fett ROCKS!!  I'm not ashamed to say that this 

submission did win for mentioning a drunken Boba Fett. 

Greg is my neighbor and walks through his house nude...  

  

(BRIENNE) 

Fortunately, Greg usually has his shades drawn.  

Unfortunately, by "shades drawn", I mean Greg's pubic hair is so thick and 

coarse that he has to tie it back with a rubber band in order to see his naughty 

parts.  



Fortunately, when I'm lonely, Greg comes over and holds me tight.  

Unfortunately, he's clingy.  

Fortunately, by clingy, I mean the amount of pube static he produces helps him 

with his balloon tricks.  

Unfortunately, I don't think those are balloons.  

  

Point from Kelly: The shades drawn business made me double over.  This one is 

beautifully sick, like many of her offerings. 

Point from Ryan: You went with balloons, static cling and coarse pubes.  You 

have named Kelly's foreplay techniques!  Move ahead two spaces. 

(RACHEL) 

Greg is my neighbor and walks through his house nude...  

• Fortunately, Greg is super hot and watching him walk around is better than 

cable.  

• Unfortunately, his wife is insanely jealous and she caught me watching him.  

• Fortunately, I was dressed in a black ninja outfit with a Richard Nixon mask so 

she didn't recognize me.  

• Unfortunately, as she was chasing me away I yelled over my shoulder "thanks 

for the show and mow your damn lawn you filthy hippies" which is sort a catch 

phrase of mine and she recognized me.  

• Fortunately, I have an awesome catch phrase.  

• Unfortunately, several other witnesses were able to identify me when we did a 

police line-up like in "The Usual Suspects" and we all read my awesome catch 

phrase.  

Point from Kelly: That catchphrase might be just about my favorite thing in this 

whole post.  Awesome. 

(ADAM) 

Fortunately, I am rarely home  

Unfortunately, when I am home, he does lunges in front of his picture window  

Fortunately, He wears a cape, which covers him up somewhat  

Unfortunately, He believes he is a superhero  

Fortunately, He'll probably attempt to fly from his roof someday  

Unfortunately, He'll probably land on my patio 

Point from Ryan: Ah hahahahah, a cape.  I've often dreamed of being naked 

with just a cape on, but then I realize that I would wrap myself up much like a 

diaper to shield myself from impending shame. 



Planning for this weekend I ordered a lantern off the internet...  

(YOUKER) 

 

-Fortunately I found one.   

-Unfortunately it was out of my price range.   

-Fortunately I found another one that was in my price range.   

-Unfortunately it was an old whale oil model.   

-Fortunately I keep a supply of whale handy in the garage.   

-Unfortunately, PETA stole it. 

Point from Kelly: Awesome ending here.  "I keep a supply of whale 

handy"…that's the kind of thing I'd like to work into casual conversation. 

(KELLY JO) 

Planning for this weekend I ordered a lantern off the internet...  

Unfortunately, I ordered it off some schmoe from e-bay and it never arrived.  

Fortunately, I was going camping with Ryan and he's usually well-prepared.  

Unfortunately, I didn't tell him that the lantern didn't arrive so he didn't bring 

one either.  

Fortunately, Ryan possesses amazing deity-like skills and thinks the world of 

himself.  

Unfortunately, I wasn't aware of this so I was under the impression we were 

going to freeze to death in the dark.  

Fortunately, we were provided with light and warmth by the beam of light that 

shines straight from his ass.  

  

Point from Kelly: HA!  I've been warmed by that very light's glow many a time. 

Point from Ryan: It's true, the Centurions think the sun shines out of my ass.  

Thanks Michael Palin. 

(BRIENNE) 

Planning for this weekend I ordered a lantern off the internet...  

  

Unfortunately, I have no plans this weekend.  

Fortunately, I'm so glad I have this, uh, lantern to light my lonely nights.  

Unfortunately, I also ordered a paperweight from the same website.   

Fortunately, this gives me options.  

Unfortunately, this verse sucks balls.  

Fortunately, I saved this last line to kill off Kelly. So, Kelly's dead. Booya.  



Point from Ryan: Ha!  I'm not condoning the death of Kelly, but it's always 

funny when he dies.  In my mind anyways.  You're right whoever you are 

(about this verse sucking balls), but you saved yourself, amazingly. 

I showed up to the movies to meet a friend...  

  

(BRIENNE) 

Unfortunately, I'd already seen 3:10 to Yuma with another friend.  

Fortunately, this friend wasn't particularly interested in watching the movie.  

Unfortunately, my friend is blind.  

Fortunately, she's my only blind friend so I can usually enjoy myself without 

having to be interrupted with having to explain what the actors look like, what 

it's like to watch the sunset, shit like that.  

Unfortunately, I forgot to take out cash and this theater doesn't accept debit 

cards.  

Fortunately, my friend is blind.  

 

Point from Kelly: Is there any better gag than the word-for-word callback?  I 

don't think so.  Beautifully dark and cruel. 

(PATRICK) 

I showed up to the movies to meet a friend...  

Unfortunately, I showed up a little late, and my friend was angry.  

Fortunately, I was able to ease his anger, by treating him to a delicious box of 

Sour Patch Kids.  

Unfortunately, the theater was packed and we weren't able to sit together.  

Fortunately, the stranger next to me started giving me a hand job during the 

movie.  

Unfortunately, the stranger turned out to be my Mom.  

Fortunately, I'm kind of a perv and I was still able to butter her popcorn. 

Point from Kelly: Good Lord. 

(ADAM) 

I showed up to the movies to meet a friend...  

  

Unfortunately, he was running late  

Fortunately, there was a bar across the street to pass the time  

Unfortunately, there was a cover charge  

Fortunately, I had just enough for the cover and a few beers  

Unfortunately, I didn't have enough for the movie anymore  

Fortunately, I wasn't actually meeting anyone at the movies, I just made up my 



buddy so that I wouldn't look pathetic 

Point from Ryan: Confirming 4 is pathetic indeed.  Self deprecation is 

appreciated, so is your alcoholism. 

(KELLY JO) 

I showed up to the movies to meet a friend...  

Unfortunately, I forgot my wallet.  

Fortunately, my friend agreed to pay for both of our tickets.  

Unfortunately, my friend was Kelly Wells and in return for buying the tickets he 

wanted me to streak through the movie theater.  

Fortunately, I was expecting some crap like this so I invited along a pimp I met 

on the way to the theater to smack him like a bitch with his pimp hand.  

Unfortunately, the pimp wanted to see me streak too so he refused to smack 

Kelly.  

Fortunately, I don't put up with crap like this so I smacked the shit out of them 

both. 

Point from Ryan: The pimp hand reaches back and smacks the ho (and Kelly). 

Aliens must be really nice because they've never enslaved the human 

race...  

  

(ADAM) 

Unfortunately, they have enslaved my cousin Tito  

Fortunately, he doesn't seem to have a problem with it  

Unfortunately, he is clinically insane  

Fortunately, he gets to park close to the entrance at walmart  

Unfortunately, He rubs this in my face  

Fortunately, I hate my cousin Tito  

  

Point from Kelly: A very simple but effective entry.  The Wal-Mart thing is so 

underplayed that I just can't resist this one. 

Point from Ryan: Tito would be proud.  Once again one brave soul wandered off 

the path of Aliens enslaving the human population.  Good show. 

(PATRICK) 

Aliens must be really nice because they've never enslaved the human race...  

Unfortunately, they have brain washed a large group of people.  

Fortunately, nobody pays much attention to the Mormons.  

Unfortunately, Tom Cruise is a Scientologist, and is unable to blame his insanity 



on Joseph Smith.  

Fortunately, it's lots of fun to laugh at the crazy Scientologists…and Britney 

Spears.  

Unfortunately, Britney isn't a Scientologist or a Mormon, and can't blame either 

for driving her crazy.  

Fortunately, every time Britney flashes her lady bell, an angel gets its wings.  

  

Point from Kelly: You had me at "nobody pays much attention to the Mormons." 

(BRIENNE) 

Aliens must be really nice because they've never enslaved the human race...  

  

Unfortunately, I need to change the subject for a minute.  

Fortunately, it's because I have a very important announcement.  

Unfortunately, none of you really give a shit that my cousin Amanda delivered a 

baby boy today.  

Fortunately, I don't really give a shit about you.  

Unfortunately, that's not true. I love you all dearly.  

Fortunately, I totally got out of writing about aliens and stuff. 

Point from Ryan: You have captured the gem which is F.U..  The best part of the 

game is to get off track.  Although many people did have great ones, this 

reached greatness. 

I went to Disneyland, and surprisingly, it was closed. 

(BRIENNE) 

 

Fortunately, fuck Disneyland!  

Unfortunately, my Uncle heard me say that and he drove us there.  

Fortunately, fuck my Uncle!  

Unfortunately, I have.  

Fortunately, he does a really funny impression of a monkey.  

Unfortunately, I'm his "little banana". 

Point from Kelly: Again with the repetition.  I love that.  Another one that made 

me laugh out loud multiple times. 

Point from Ryan: Very funny.  Until we made it to the part of the "Little 

Banana."  That was almost the deal breaker. 

(PATRICK) 



I went to Disneyland, and surprisingly, it was closed.  

Fortunately, I was a bit sneezy, so I didn't mind that much.  

Unfortunately, my friends were all grumpy that they wouldn't get to go on 

Space Mountain.  

Fortunately, I was happy to remember that I brought a phat blunt to share with 

my friends.  

Unfortunately, I forgot that phat blunts makes one of my friends super dopey.  

Fortunately it also makes him sleepy and he usually passes out quickly.  

Unfortunately, one of my friends wanted to play Doc, but I was feeling too 

bashful to let him dwarf me in my poisoned apple. 

He comes with the dirty and he comes with the clever.  Here's both! 

(CARRIE) 

I went to Disneyland, and surprisingly, it was closed.  

  

Unfortunately, everything closes when Kelly appears  

Fortunately, the world is much safer because of this.  

Unfortunately, the amusement park industry is failing because they invent rides 

while studying people like Kelly  

Fortunately, the rate of accidents is down because of this  

Unfortunately, so is Goofy  

Fortunately Snow White is happy not to have met Kelly 

Point from Ryan: Kelly closing public attractions.  That is funny to me!  Thank 

you, I had a hoot. 

A zombie came to my door the other day.  

(CARRIE) 

 

Unfortunately, he wanted some black makeup  

Fortunately I didn't have any  

Unfortunately he knew I had Michael Jackson's Thriller Album  

Fortunately the zombie's eyeballs were eaten out by maggots so he couldn't 

slobber black snot all over the cover  

Unfortunately he started break dancing in my living room and letting it all hang 

out  

Fortunately he snagged 'it' on the lamp shade and couldn't do anything without 

'it' to guide him. 

Point from Kelly: Line three is awesome.  And I don't know why, but using 'it' in 



the last sentence is really funny. 

 

(CORY) 

A zombie came to my door the other day...  

Unfortunately I thought he was a door to door encyclopedia salesman and let 

him in...  

Fortunately I wasn't obligated to purchase anything until after the thirty day 

free trial of the first volume was over...  

Unfortunately I made the mistake of mentioning that I though the good ol' 

encyclopedia as bound in many hardcover volumes was a relic of the past as the 

internet has made research so much faster and up-to-date...   

Fortunately the zombie's linguistic skills seemed flattering to my comment 

because I thought when he said "brains" he meant I had made and insightful 

observation...  

Unfortunately what he actually meant was he wanted to eat my brains...  

Fortunately the next day I got a call from the zombie's supervisor who sent me 

a 20% off couponnn fffffooooorrrrrr BBBRRAAAINNNS! 

Point from Kelly: A lot of people ended with the narrator becoming a zombie, 

but this one, with the totally ridiculous setup, made for the best payoff. 

(ADAM) 

A zombie came to my door the other day.  

  

Fortunately, I was extremely hung over and didn't give a fuck  

Unfortunately, the zombie bit my face  

Fortunately, I enjoyed it as this is more action that I've had in quite some time  

Unfortunatley, the zombie wasn't lookin' to go any further with our newfound 

romance  

Fortunately, I convinced my new zombie friend to come inside for a drink  

Unfortunately, the zombie had herpes 

Point from Ryan: "The most action I've got in quite some time."  It's one of my 

favorite sayings in the world, being that lately it's been sadly true.  Kudos. 

(RACHEL) 

A zombie came to my door the other day.  

• Fortunately, mama taught me to always answer the door holding a double-

barrel shotgun.  

• Unfortunately, I had forgotten to reload after I shot the Jehovah's Witnesses 

the day before.  



• Fortunately, their bodies formed a sort of blockade which caused the zombie 

to stumble and gave me time to get away.  

• Unfortunately, the only other way out of my apartment was to jump out of 

one of the windows.  

• Fortunately, I am the exception that proves the rule about how "white men 

can't jump."  

• Unfortunately, I jumped so far that I overshot my neighbor's roof and landed 

right in front of yet another zombie. 

Point from Ryan: HA.  I hate those Jehovah's Witnesses too.  I thought they 

were zombies? 

I went to college for Horticulture.  

(CARRIE) 

 

Fortunately, they accepted me.  

Unfortunately it was the college that accepted me and not the girls  

Fortunately I grew a giant cactus  

Unfortunately the giant cactus I refer of is not a plant  

Fortunately it keeps the Japanese Beetles away  

Unfortunately, it keeps all other action away as well. 

Point from Kelly: Just about everyone went with a "whore culture" type thing, 

and this one, that didn't, was actually my favorite.  I find it funny that a girl 

wrote this, now that I know.  Then again, I did say that Carrie was growing a 

nutsack in the last post… 

(PATRICK) 

I went to college for Horticulture.  

Fortunately, I got a full scholarship.  

Unfortunately, I had to give the Dean a blowjob.  

Fortunately, his cock smelled of jasmine and tulips.  

Unfortunately, his sack smelled of…sack.  

Fortunately, his secretary buzzed in after only 3 minutes.  

Unfortunately, you can lead a whore to culture, but you can't make her drink.  

  

Point from Kelly: There's a nice use of the words.  Whore to culture.  Cute. 

Point from Ryan: Amazing.  Walt Whitman, look out! 

(TANYA) 



I went to college for Horticulture.  

Fortunately I have a green thumb  

Unfortunately I painted it on myself after I failed my first rose bush quiz  

Fortunately my Profs had a sense of humor and let my next quiz slide  

Unfortunately I wasn't so lucky in all of my classes  

Fortunately after 8 years I have a degree  

Unfortunately it is totally useless to me 

Point from Ryan: Yes, completely worthless.  And that is why Kelly had you do 

this sentence for F.U.. 

I took this [girl/guy] home from [Hooters/Chippendales].  

(BRIENNE) 

  

Unfortunately, she wasn't the one I'd been eyeing all night.  

Fortunately, the attraction was still strong.  

Unfortunately, so was the stench of wing sauce.  

Fortunately, I eat a lot of wings.  

Unfortunately, I don't eat a lot of pussy.  

Fortunately, my Mom taught me to try something once and if you don't like it 

you never have to eat it again! 

Point from Kelly: Wow.  Just wow.  The fun exclamation mark at the end is a 

nice touch. 

(RACHEL) 

I took this girl home from Hooters.  

• Unfortunately, I lost my keys to the house and it started to rain.  

• Fortunately, this girl's breasts were so large that I was able to stay mostly dry 

by using them for shelter.  

• Unfortunately, the cold rain made her nipples really hard and erect and one of 

them poked me in the eye.  

• Fortunately, she was just working at Hooters to pay her way through 

Ophthalmology school.  

• Unfortunately, the bad lighting and the heavy downpour made it impossible 

for her to properly check my eye.  

• Fortunately, my neighbor happened to see us, two girls in wet t-shirts looking 

intensely into one another's eyes, and invited us in to his place hoping for a 

three-some. 

Point from Kelly: That works on a couple of levels.  Now excuse me while I run 

to the bathroom. 



Point from Ryan: Okay, I'm horned up.  I admit it.  But funny usually prevails! 

(PATRICK) 

I took this [girl/guy] home from [Hooters/Chippendales].  

Unfortunately, I'm not in to hermaphrodites.  

Fortunately, she/he can get me chicken wings, and hot guys.  

Unfortunately, she/he wanted to "f*ck me in half."  

Fortunately, my friend Todd was around and he'll f*ck anything with hands.  

Unfortunately, she/he wanted someone a little less gay.  

Fortunately, Todd wouldn't take no for an answer and raped, her/him. 

Point from Ryan: HAHAHAHAHHAHAHA, ah.  Pfffffttt. 

I awoke in a dumpster this morning.  

(ADAM) 

  

Unfortunately, I woke up with a hobo yelling in my face  

Fortunately, he wasn't angry, just spreading his vast knowledge very loudly  

Unfortunately, his breathe smelled worse than the dumpster  

Fortunately, I had a pack of breath mints  

Unfortunately, There was only one left  

Fortunately, I nailed him in the eye with it and escaped with his cardboard 

mansion 

Point from Kelly: Is it wrong that I find the idea of stealing a homeless guy's 

cardboard box hilarious?  Yes, probably. 

Point from Ryan: That's exactly what you do when a bum is trying to give you 

life advice.  But truly, he was only trying to make sure you didn't make the 

same mistakes he did. 

(RACHEL) 

I awoke in a dumpster this morning.  

• Fortunately, Antonio's thugs hadn't stolen my watch and I could see that there 

was still time to tell Maria how I felt about her before the wedding.  

• Unfortunately, Antonio's thugs had broken my leg and it hurt like a 

sonofabitch.  

• Fortunately, I was able to fashion a leg brace out of some pieces of wood and 

plastic sheets I found in the dumpster.  

• Unfortunately, I had no money for cab fare so I was going to have to walk to 

the church on my broken leg.  

• Fortunately, my body was going into shock so I wasn't really feeling much 



pain from the broken bone.  

• Unfortunately, when I finally came to the street across from the church the 

limousine carrying Maria and her parents rounded the corner and ran me over. 

Point from Kelly: There's a nice payoff.  And sorry I'm writing so little, but holy 

crap it's getting close to time to work and I'm sitting here unshowered.  Oops. 

(TANYA) 

I awoke in a dumpster this morning.   

Fortunately there was no one around as I climbed out  

Unfortunately I had to walk 4 miles to get home  

Fortunately I smelled a little better than a bum I passed on the corner  

Unfortunately I had no clue how the hell I ended up in a dumpster  

Fortunate I still had my shoes on  

Unfortunately that was about all I was wearing 

Point from Ryan: You have that dream too? 

I hosted a New Year's Party.  

(PATRICK) 

 

Unfortunately, it was Columbus Day.  

Fortunately, several people attended.  

Unfortunately, they were all Native American.  

Fortunately, I had some peace pipes.  

Unfortunately, they were the kind that blow bubbles.  

Fortunately, the Native Americans ranged between the ages of 3 and 5…and I'm 

a child molester. 

Point from Kelly: Ah, one last horrible set of images from Patrick.  Well done, 

sir. 

Point from Ryan: Oh.  My.  Fucking.  Lord.  Christ.  Almighty.  I did NOT see 

that one coming and I'm sure the young Native Americans didn't either.  Piss is 

dripping from my hands and that's how a challenge should end. 

(KELLY JO) 

  

I hosted a New Year's Party.  

Unfortunately, no one showed up to my party.  

Fortunately, my friend called to tell me about another party so I wouldn't be 

alone on New Year's.  



Unfortunately, when we got there I realized everyone I had invited to my party 

was at this other party.  

Fortunately, I convinced everyone, including a really hot guy, to engage in a 

sexual party game that involved getting everyone to sleep with everyone else at 

the party.  

Unfortunately, this meant I had to watch the really hot guy sleep with everyone 

else at the party except for me.  

Fortunately, I knew the really hot guy had herpes and I had just arranged a 

game where everyone ended up with herpes as a penalty for ditching me at my 

party. 

  

Point from Kelly: What can I say?  Revenge By Herpes is pretty funny. 

  

(CARRIE) 

  

I hosted a New Year's Party.  

Unfortunately Ryan showed up  

Fortunately Kelly did  

Unfortunately there wasn't enough booze in the world to get them to quit 

singing "Don't Cha"  

Fortunately Ben showed up and told them how much he hated them  

Unfortunately their weeping was louder than "Don't Cha"  

Fortunately they quit singing when Ryan slit Kelly's throat and Kelly died like he 

said he was going to. 

  

Point from Ryan: Ah, I think these were the best batch of F.U.s.  I have to say, 

a great Kelly slaying never gets old, especially at my hands. 

  

  

 

  

  

Okay, okay, okay.  That was long.  So long.  And this is only a small sample. 

  

Final scores: 

  

Cory, Youker 2 

Carrie, Tanya, Kelly Jo 4 

Rachel 6 

Adam 7 

  

Immunity goes to Brienne Zimmer (9) and Patrick Kozicky (10) 

  

So there you go…You have until Friday at 3pm Central (I work again, sorry) to 



cast your votes for Elimination.  At that point, hopefully Ryan and I will have a 

challenge for you, since we totally haven't come up with one for next week, 

although we have all the ones that come after. 

  

Next week, I'm gone from Monday to Thursday, so we'll figure out how to deal with 

that as well.  Promise you'll all miss me. 

  

Cheers. 

  

Next Challenge Teaser: Um, who knows? 

  

September 19, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

F.U.! ... The Complete List  

Y'all entertained the hell out of us this morning--now you get to entertain each other.  Enjoy. 

Key: 

1 Brienne 

2 Carrie 

3 Tanya 

4 Adam 

5 Cory 

6 Youker 

7 Patrick 

8 Kelly Jo 

9 Rachel 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

1. I arrived at a massage parlor to get a massage...  

  

Unfortunately, I'm self-conscious.   

Fortunately, my back acne has cleared up some.  

Unfortunately, the acne flares up when nice ladies touch my body.  

Fortunately, my massage therapist is a total bitch.  

Unfortunately, I still want to do her.  

Fortunately, I ordered a happy ending.  

  

I rented a Darth Vader costume for Halloween...  

  

Fortunately, it fits.  

Unfortunately, I'm not a douche.  

Fortunately, all of my friends are.  

Unfortunately, this makes me sad.  



Fortunately, there's always suicide.  

Unfortunately, I'm already dead inside.  

  

Greg is my neighbor and walks through his house nude...  

  

Fortunately, Greg usually has his shades drawn.  

Unfortunately, by "shades drawn", I mean Greg's pubic hair is so thick and coarse that he has to tie it 

back with a rubber band in order to see his naughty parts.  

Fortunately, when I'm lonely, Greg comes over and holds me tight.  

Unfortunately, he's clingy.  

Fortunately, by clingy, I mean the amount of pube static he produces helps him with his balloon tricks.  

Unfortunately, I don't think those are balloons.  

  

Planning for this weekend I ordered a lantern off the internet...  

  

Unfortunately, I have no plans this weekend.  

Fortunately, I'm so glad I have this, uh, lantern to light my lonely nights.  

Unfortunately, I also ordered a paperweight from the same website.   

Fortunately, this gives me options.  

Unfortunately, this verse sucks balls.  

Fortunately, I saved this last line to kill off Kelly. So, Kelly's dead. Booya.  

  

I showed up to the movies to meet a friend...  

  

Unfortunately, I'd already seen 3:10 to Yuma with another friend.  

Fortunately, this friend wasn't particularly interested in watching the movie.  

Unfortunately, my friend is blind.  

Fortunately, she's my only blind friend so I can usually enjoy myself without having to be interrupted 

with having to explain what the actors look like, what it's like to watch the sunset, shit like that.  

Unfortunately, I forgot to take out cash and this theater doesn't accept debit cards.  

Fortunately, my friend is blind.  

  

Aliens must be really nice because they've never enslaved the human race...  

  

Unfortunately, I need to change the subject for a minute.  

Fortunately, it's because I have a very important announcement.  

Unfortunately, none of you really give a shit that my cousin Amanda delivered a baby boy today.  

Fortunately, I don't really give a shit about you.  

Unfortunately, that's not true. I love you all dearly.  

Fortunately, I totally got out of writing about aliens and stuff.   

  

(Kelly)  

  

I went to Disneyland, and surprisingly, it was closed.  

Fortunately, fuck Disneyland!  



Unfortunately, my Uncle heard me say that and he drove us there.  

Fortunately, fuck my Uncle!  

Unfortunately, I have.  

Fortunately, he does a really funny impression of a monkey.  

Unfortunately, I'm his "little banana".  

  

A zombie came to my door the other day.  

  

Fortunately, he had the wrong apartment number.  

Unfortunately, the pizza he was holding smelled awfully tasty and I was starving.  

Fortunately, I have the ability to pick up a phone and order my own pizza.  

Unfortunately, I'm a fatty.  

Fortunately, I can still find dudes that will fuck me.  

Unfortunately, I wasn't in the mood for Canadian Bacon.  

  

I went to college for Horticulture.  

  

Fortunately, my emphasis of study was in Pornology.  

Unfortunately, for all you perverts, Pornology is actually the study of fruits.  

Fortunately, tomatoes are a fruit. I just love tomatoes.  

Unfortunately, cantaloupe is also a fruit. Yucky!  

Fortunately, there are many other melons to choose from.  

Unfortunately, all I can think about now are boobs. Boobs!  

  

I took this [girl/guy] home from [Hooters/Chippendales].  

  

Unfortunately, she wasn't the one I'd been eyeing all night.  

Fortunately, the attraction was still strong.  

Unfortunately, so was the stench of wing sauce.  

Fortunately, I eat a lot of wings.  

Unfortunately, I don't eat a lot of pussy.  

Fortunately, my Mom taught me to try something once and if you don't like it you never have to eat it 

again!  

  

  

I awoke in a dumpster this morning.  

  

Fortunately, I slept there on purpose.  

Unfortunately, it's because I live there.  

Fortunately, it's a pretty nice dumpster as far as dumpsters go.  

Unfortunately, I could really go for one of those breakfast burritos from Taco John's.  

Fortunately, for some reason, I have a cell phone and they deliver to dumpsters.  

Unfortunately, I don't have any money. Dammit!  

  

I hosted a New Year's Party.  



  

Unfortunately, I shouldn't have invited Uh-Oh Cancer Ben.  

Fortunately, he brought some weed.  

Unfortunately, he doesn't know how to share.  

Fortunately, he was still weak from the latest chemo treatment, so I easily took the baggie out of his 

trembling, yellowed hands, rolled a fat joint and blew hits into his face until he began to weep 

uncontrollably.  

Unfortunately, no one else at the party thought it was very funny.  

Fortunately, I made those cocktail weenies everyone likes, so all was forgotten.  

  

2. I arrived at a massage parlor to get a massage...  

  

Unfortunately it wasn't my turn.  

Fortunately I got to sit and watch the ladies get pedicures  

Unfortunately I almost lost my appetite when I saw all the crud come out from under the toenails  

Fortunately I am a man with a steel gut  

Unfortunately so is my penis  

Fortunately it lasted the usual time- 8 seconds.   

  

I rented a Darth Vader costume for Halloween...  

  

Fortunately my light saber was potent  

Unfortunately I hurt R2D2  

Fortunately the bastard's little voice was annoying  

Unfortunately it ruffled Princess Leah's buns a bit  

Fortunately Chewbacca was proud though and showed it  

Unfortunately Chewbacca is a hairy male.  

  

  

Greg is my neighbor and walks through his house nude...  

  

Fortunately Kelly likes that  

Unfortunately Kelly's wife does not  

Fortunately Kelly is a great liar  

Unfortunately the closet didn't have a lock  

Fortunately the clothes shielded the top half  

Unfortunately the clothes didn't shield the bottom half- the half that matters most.  

  

Planning for this weekend I ordered a lantern off the internet...  

  

Unfortunately the lantern was late  

Fortunately we improvised with strobe lights  

Unfortunately it blinded poor the lawyers, doctors and ministers  

Fortunately it made for a good joke to tell  

Unfortunately the joke was lost when the strobe light burst into bits of glass and heat  



Fortunately the weekend was a blast!  

  

  

I showed up to the movies to meet a friend...  

Unfortunately she doesn't like popcorn  

Fortunately she likes butter  

Unfortunately she likes it on her body  

Fortunately I like butter too  

Unfortunately so does the usher  

Fortunately my ticket was refundable.  

  

Aliens must be really nice because they've never enslaved the human race...  

Unfortunately, that's what they said before they picked up Sheena  

Fortunately she looks good in tin foil  

Unfortunately that is how that bastard alien was born  

Fortunately the aliens loved him as their own  

Unfortunately Sheena could no longer enter the nunnery  

Fortunately the bastard alien became a world wide phenomenon when he visited the Jetson's and his 

mother became famous.   

  

(Kelly)  

I went to Disneyland, and surprisingly, it was closed.  

  

Unfortunately, everything closes when Kelly appears  

Fortunately, the world is much safer because of this.  

Unfortunately, the amusement park industry is failing because they invent rides while studying people 

like Kelly  

Fortunately, the rate of accidents is down because of this  

Unfortunately, so is Goofy  

Fortunately Snow White is happy not to have met Kelly  

  

A zombie came to my door the other day.  

Unfortunately, he wanted some black makeup  

Fortunately I didn't have any  

Unfortunately he knew I had Michael Jackson's Thriller Album  

Fortunately the zombie's eyeballs were eaten out by maggots so he couldn't slobber black snot all over 

the cover  

Unfortunately he started break dancing in my living room and letting it all hang out  

Fortunately he snagged 'it' on the lamp shade and couldn't do anything without 'it' to guide him.  

  

I went to college for Horticulture.  

Fortunately, they accepted me.  

Unfortunately it was the college that accepted me and not the girls  

Fortunately I grew a giant cactus  

Unfortunately the giant cactus I refer of is not a plant  



Fortunately it keeps the Japanese Beetles away  

Unfortunately, it keeps all other action away as well.  

  

  

I took this [girl/guy] home from [Hooters/Chippendales].  

Unfortunately, the hooters were fake  

Fortunately, she could dance  

Unfortunately, she/he could dance for the Chippendale's with the package she/he had  

Fortunately I didn't touch it  

Unfortunately all I wanted was some damn hot wings  

Fortunately, those hot wings are the reason I was in the bathroom all night and missed my sexual 

experience with a hermaphrodite.  

  

  

I awoke in a dumpster this morning.  

Fortunately I was the only one there to sort through the goodies  

Unfortunately some imbecile had unloaded all of the old condiments from the fridge  

Fortunately I like ranch dressing  

Unfortunately not mixed with ketchup  

Fortunately I found some kickass lube  

Unfortunately it was Cory's.  

  

I hosted a New Year's Party.  

Unfortunately Ryan showed up  

Fortunately Kelly did  

Unfortunately there wasn't enough booze in the world to get them to quit singing "Don't Cha"  

Fortunately Ben showed up and told them how much he hated them  

Unfortunately their weeping was louder than "Don't Cha"  

Fortunately they quit singing when Ryan slit Kelly's throat and Kelly died like he said he was going to.  

  

3. I arrived at a massage parlor to get a massage...??  

Unfortunately my massage therapist made me get nude   

Fortunately he was hot so I wanted him to see me nude  

Unfortunately his touch could best be compared to a meat tenderizer   

Fortunately my ass needed a good pounding  

Unfortunately I tooted while he was rubbing me down  

Fortunately it didn't smell as bad as him.  

  

I rented a Darth Vader costume for Halloween...??  

Unfortunately I tripped on my way to the party and cracked open my helmet  

Fortunately I had painted my face all black and could pretend to be a ninja  

Unfortunately someone at the party took it the wrong way and called me a racist  

Fortunately my skills in fighting proved to be efficient when I kicked their ass  

Unfortunately the police didn't understand when they pulled up to haul me away  

Fortunately the Vader suit was insulated to keep me warm in my cold jail cell  



  

Greg is my neighbor and walks through his house nude...?  

Fortunately I have an excellent camera and have been selling pictures online for month's now?  

Unfortunately Greg has been gaining a little weight and is not a cute as he once was  

Fortunately Greg's partner Felix is even hotter and being of African decent has some large assets  

Unfortunately my dog chewed on the camera cord and I can't upload the photos  

Fortunately my royalty checks keep coming in  

Unfortunately my husband has started to question where the extra money is coming from   

  

Planning for this weekend I ordered a lantern off the Internet...??  

Unfortunately it has been backordered until further notice  

Fortunately I can borrow a lamp from a friend  

Unfortunately its battery life is only one hour  

Fortunately the online store sent me a coupon to save 10% on my next purchase  

Unfortunately the coupon expires tomorrow  

Fortunately it has started raining so we are no longer in need of a lantern  

  

  

I showed up to the movies to meet a friend...?  

Fortunately I was a half hour early  

Unfortunately as I was pulling into the parking lot someone rear-ended me  

Fortunately the damage was only slight  

Unfortunately it was my friend who hit me?  

Fortunately I have a good sense of humor  

Unfortunately my husband doesn't  

  

  

  

  

Aliens must be really nice because they've never enslaved the human race...  

Unfortunately too for some of us  

Fortunately for me cause I don't deal well as a slave  

Unfortunately for my brother who might actually be an alien  

Fortunately for my baby cause he is so cute  

Unfortunately for George W., I can picture him enslaved to an alien nation  

Fortunately for our gas price that would maybe go down if he was enslaved…  

  

I went to Disneyland, and surprisingly, it was closed.  

Fortunately I have all the Disney songs memorized and can recreate them instantly  

Unfortunately no else wants to hear them  

Fortunately I don't give a crap what anyone else thinks  

Unfortunately the others are mean and throw objects at me  

Fortunately I can duck quickly  

Unfortunately I am a big baby when I am hit  

  



A zombie came to my door the other day.  

Fortunately I was home to greet him  

Unfortunately I was fresh out of death his favorite drink  

Fortunately my neighbors had a new batch brewing  

Unfortunately the zombie didn't want to wait to get some  

Fortunately he didn't choose to attack me  

Unfortunately he did choose to get my puppy  

  

I went to college for Horticulture.  

Fortunately I have a green thumb  

Unfortunately I painted it on myself after I failed my first rose bush quiz  

Fortunately my Profs had a sense of humor and let my next quiz slide  

Unfortunately I wasn't so lucky in all of my classes  

Fortunately after 8 years I have a degree  

Unfortunately it is totally useless to me  

  

I took this guy home from Chippendales.  

Unfortunately he threw up in my car on the ride home  

Fortunately the smell didn't also make me upchuck  

Unfortunately it was a total turn off  

Fortunately I hadn't need worry cause he was gay  

Unfortunately he was using me as his after bar  

Fortunately he passed out before he could drink any of my booze  

  

I awoke in a dumpster this morning.   

Fortunately there was no one around as I climbed out  

Unfortunately I had to walk 4 miles to get home  

Fortunately I smelled a little better than a bum I passed on the corner  

Unfortunately I had no clue how the hell I ended up in a dumpster  

Fortunate I still had my shoes on  

Unfortunately that was about all I was wearing  

  

I hosted a New Year's Party.  

Fortunately all my friends showed up  

Unfortunately they all brought dates  

Fortunately I was totally wasted by the time midnight struck  

Unfortunately I kissed someone totally lame  

Fortunately no one saw us  

Unfortunately he gave me mouth herpes  

  

4. I arrived at a massage parlor to get a massage...  

  

Unfortunately, the prices were outrageous  

Fortunately, the was a special message parlor  

Unfortunately, the only girl available resembled Hulk Hogan  



Fortunately, she didn't have a mustache  

Unfortunately, I forgot my wallet  

Fortunately, she was a cheap dirty whore  

  

  

I rented a Darth Vader costume for Halloween...  

  

Unfortunately, the only one left was from the children's department  

Fortunately, I am not a large man  

Unfortunately, I am not a large man…  

Fortunately, I have a thing for midgets  

Unfortunately, midgets are as rare as unicorns  

Fortunately, the movie 'Legend' gives me hope  

  

Greg is my neighbor and walks through his house nude...  

  

Fortunately, I am rarely home  

Unfortunately, when I am home, he does lunges in front of his picture window  

Fortunately, He wears a cape, which covers him up somewhat  

Unfortunately, He believes he is a superhero  

Fortunately, He'll probably attempt to fly from his roof someday  

Unfortunately, He'll probably land on my patio  

  

  

Planning for this weekend I ordered a lantern off the internet...  

  

Unfortunately, I got sidetracked while ordering  

Fortunately, I found an amazing site with midgets riding unicorns  

Unfortunately, I got fired from my job for looking at the site  

Fortunately, I have more time to look at my new favorite site  

Unfortunately, I won't be able to pay rent without my job  

Fortunately, I can fall back on my amateur porn career  

  

  

I showed up to the movies to meet a friend...  

  

Unfortunately, he was running late  

Fortunately, there was a bar across the street to pass the time  

Unfortunately, there was a cover charge  

Fortunately, I had just enough for the cover and a few beers  

Unfortunately, I didn't have enough for the movie anymore  

Fortunately, I wasn't actually meeting anyone at the movies, I just made up my buddy so that I 

wouldn't look pathetic  

  

Aliens must be really nice because they've never enslaved the human race...  



  

Unfortunately, they have enslaved my cousin Tito  

Fortunately, he doesn't seem to have a problem with it  

Unfortunately, he is clinically insane  

Fortunately, he gets to park close to the entrance at walmart  

Unfortunately, He rubs this in my face  

Fortunately, I hate my cousin Tito  

  

Kelly's Phrases  

  

I went to Disneyland, and surprisingly, it was closed.  

  

Fortunately, I had a flask full of liquor   

Unfortunately, it was everclear  

Fortunately, I saw goofy and mickey leaving the park through the alley  

Unfortunately, they were smokin' crack  

Fortunately, they invited me to a party down the street  

Unfortunately, I was gang raped by all the Disney mascots  

  

A zombie came to my door the other day.  

  

Fortunately, I was extremely hung over and didn't give a fuck  

Unfortunately, the zombie bit my face  

Fortunately, I enjoyed it as this is more action that I've had in quite some time  

Unfortunatley, the zombie wasn't lookin' to go any further with our newfound romance  

Fortunately, I convinced my new zombie friend to come inside for a drink  

Unfortunately, the zombie had herpes  

  

I went to college for Horticulture.  

  

Unfortunately, I confused this with Whore culture  

Fortunately, whore culture went very well in my fucked up little dream world  

Unfortunately, my teacher Mr. Beanermeir didn't appreciate my knowledge of whore culture  

Fortunately, he secretely loved whores  

Unfortunately, he still failed me  

Fortunately, I am still an expert when it comes to whore culture   

  

I took this girl home from Hooters  

  

Unfortunately, no one was around to witnesss my accomplishment  

Fortunately, she came back to my place   

Unfortunately, she didn't like my pokemon collection  

Fortunately, I convinced her that they belonged to my little sister  

Unfortunately, she found out that I don't have a little sister  

Fortunately, I had some alone time with my pokemon dolls after she fled the scene  



  

I awoke in a dumpster this morning.  

  

Unfortunately, I woke up with a hobo yelling in my face  

Fortunately, he wasn't angry, just spreading his vast knowledge very loudly  

Unfortunately, his breathe smelled worse than the dumpster  

Fortunately, I had a pack of breath mints  

Unfortunately, There was only one left  

Fortunately, I nailed him in the eye with it and escaped with his cardboard mansion  

  

I hosted a New Year's Party.  

  

Fortunately, I was well prepared  

Unfortunately, not too many people showed up  

Fortunately, there was plenty of alcohol  

Unfortunately, I blacked out and sang Bette Midler songs   

Fortunately, not many people were around to witness my antics  

Unfortunately, December has 31 days, not 30  

  

5. I rented a Darth Vader costume for Halloween...  

Fortunately it was on sale...  

Unfortunately it was still $1000 a night...  

Fortunately I had an extra grand to spare...  

Unfortunately it was for my asthma medication...  

Fortunately that made my breathing 'sound effects' really great...  

Unfortunately people think it's funny when you make a rattling nosie and grab your throat as Darth 

Vader when you are really slowly dying from an asthma attack.  

  

Greg is my neighbor and walks through his house nude...  

Fortunately he is a good looking man...  

Unfortunately he is also as hairy as a yeti...  

Fortunately his wife likes that sort of thing...  

Unfortunately she is more hairy than Greg is...  

Fortunately she got a really great job at this traveling 'freak show' ...  

Unfortunately that means they can now afford to remodel their house and put in bay windows.  

  

Planning for this weekend I ordered a lantern off the internet...  

Unfortunately I ordered it from a place in Britain and they sent me a flashlight...   

Fortunately I needed one of those as well for this crazy trip into the desert...  

Unfortunately this torch only worked on metric batteries and all I had were standard sizes...  

Fortunately I know this great little shop where they sell all sorts of curious items from around the world, 

like monkey paws, scotch eggs, moai, golden statues Huitzilopochtli, magic tablets with incantations to 

Osiris on them and the like...  

Unfortunately they did not have the metic batteries I needed...  

Fortunately they did have an old fashioned Arabian oil lamp that would do the trick: I just need to polish 



it up a little bit....  

  

Aliens must be really nice because they've never enslaved the human race...  

Unfortunately the same can't be said for human race itself...  

Fortunately we have devised such laughable concepts as altruism and charity to ease our collective 

conscience...  

Unfortunately these concepts are but crude masks in an ongoing farce where we all pretend peace and 

understanding are possible...  

Fortunately the collective desire to ignore the truth that at the base of things we are a race terrible 

beyond hope is so strong that we can still find happiness in our days...  

Unfortunately there will never be a lasting peace in the world nor will the weak ever be ruled fairly by 

the strong...  

Fortunately our lives are short and comfortable here in Middle America of the early 21st century and the 

memory of humankind is as such where it isn't bothered by horrors it didn't directly witness...  

  

I went to Disneyland, and surprisingly, it was closed...  

Fortunately Wally World was right across the street...  

Unfortunately, it was closed as well...  

Fortunately I was completely crazed and had a bb gun with me...  

Unfortunately this isn't the movies and I was promptly arrested in a non-funny-cavity-search way...  

Fortunately the officer they called in to do the search was a very attractive woman...   

Unfortunately her philosophy was "One hand is never enough".  

  

A zombie came to my door the other day...  

Unfortunately I thought he was a door to door encyclopedia salesman and let him in...  

Fortunately I wasn't obligated to purchase anything until after the thirty day free trial of the first volume 

was over...  

Unfortunately I made the mistake of mentioning that I though the good ol' encyclopedia as bound in 

many hardcover volumes was a relic of the past as the internet has made research so much faster and 

up-to-date...   

Fortunately the zombie's linguistic skills seemed flattering to my comment because I thought when he 

said "brains" he meant I had made and insightful observation...  

Unfortunately what he actually meant was he wanted to eat my brains...  

Fortunately the next day I got a call from the zombie's supervisor who sent me a 20% off couponnn 

fffffooooorrrrrr BBBRRAAAINNNS!  

  

I went to college for Horticulture...  

Unfortunately Horticulture didn't mean what I thought it meant...  

Fortunately a love of the soil runs in my family...  

Unfortunately that doesn't mean what you think it means...  

Fortunately no one at my new school, the West Central School of Agriculture (Go Fighting Turnips!), 

knew my piebald past...  

Unfortunately I get pretty chatty after a few tubers and a legumes...  

Fortunately all sons of the soil have poor memories after a veggie bender and my secrets remain in tact 

and buried in the sweet sweet earth.  



  

I took this girl home from Hooters...  

Unfortunately she was a girl from my art class in college whose car had broken down, which would be 

fine, but she was the kind of girl who could works at Hooters and I am the kind of guy who takes art 

classes and plays D&D...  

Fortunately pretty girls often like smart guys they can talk to...  

Unfortunately this enjoyment of conversation does not translate into any sort of dating potential...  

Fortunately we both knew this from the outset...  

Unfortunately when I saw her at parties with the jocks looking vapid and sad, I couldn't help but wonder 

what if...  

Fortunately she always smiled and called me by name, even in front of the party crowd, and that 

kindness has stayed with me as a warm memory.  

  

I awoke in a dumpster this morning...  

Fortunately this is a familiar scenario...  

Unfortunately this dumpster wasn't my usual Sunday morning wake up point...  

Fortunately I am quick thinking on my feet...  

Unfortunately I was still stone drunk on my back...  

Fortunately I had a cell phone with Kelly's phone number in it...  

Unfortunately I realized, as I heard a phone ringing, that all the Kellys I know were right next to me.  

  

I showed up to the movies to meet a friend...  

Unfortunately I then got the song "Waiting on a Friend" stuck in my head while in line for tickets...  

Fortunately I really like the Rolling Stones and was wrapped up in the musical moment...  

Unfortunately I got so into the song that I started to draw a crowd who thought I was having some sort 

of music inducing fit...  

Fortunately my friend arrived and disbursed the assembled mass and we were able to make it to the 

movie on time...  

Unfortunately I was so distracted as I was buying the tickets that I mistakenly bough passes for the re-

release of "Ishtar" with an hour of bonus footage...  

Fortunately my friend is a hot girl who looks like Penny Flame and who likes to get physical in theaters 

during bad movies.  

  

I hosted a New Year's Party...  

Fortunately a large number of people agreed to come to the party so it looked like it would be a rockin' 

good time...  

Unfortunately my friends are a bunch of liars and only four people showed up, at 5 o'clock, and without 

brining any food or games to share...  

Fortunately they had all agreed to make the rounds that night and were gone from my place by 

6:30pm...  

Unfortunately that meant I had a New Year's Eve Party with no party in sight or friends to hang out 

with...  

Fortunately I prefer a time of quiet reflection and introspection on this particular holiday...  

Unfortunately nothing changes on New Year's Day.  

  



I arrived at a massage parlor to get a massage...  

Unfortunately "The Velvet Cup" was closed for the day for a city mandated building inspection...  

Fortunately the city of Hurley, South Dakota, is a veritable paradise of bars, temples, massage 

parlors...  

Unfortunately I was in town the same day as a Chronic Pain Sufferers Convention so all the good hands 

were busy already...  

Fortunately some kind of world championship chess tournament was going on in the town square...  

Unfortunately it wasn't a real tournament but a production of the musical "Chess"...  

Fortunately nobody noticed how outdated and aged the message of the show was or how marginal the 

production values were so I had a good time anyway.  

  

6. I arrived at a massage parlour to get a massage...  

-Unfortunately the line was out the door.   

-Fortunately the line was for a coffeeshop in the same hallway.   

-Unfortunately my massuse was in the line.   

-Fortunately she had massaged her way to the front.   

-Unfortunately the espresso machine was busted.   

-Fortunately she got a coupon for a free one and we went in for my massage.   

  

I rented a Darth Vader costume for Halloween...  

-Fortunately I have the height for it.   

-Unfortunately I'm asmatic and can't breath in the mask.   

-Fortunately the costume had it's own med holder for my inhaler.   

-Unfortunately getting it in place messed up my vison.   

-Fortunately I had a friend coming along as Boba Fett to guide me.   

-Unfortunately, he was drunk.   

  

Greg is my neighbor and walks through his house nude...   

-Unfortunately he does not have the body for it.   

-Fortunately his wife does.   

-Unfortunately she is only nude in the backyard.   

-Fortunately my friend Bill has a clear view of it.   

-Unfortunately Bill's wife had a new tree put up in their backyard.   

-Fortunately it was for their son's treehouse which has a clear view.   

  

Planning for this weekend I ordered a lantern off the internet...  

-Fortunately I found one.   

-Unfortunately it was out of my price range.   

-Fortunately I found another one that was in my price range.   

-Unfortunately it was an old whale oil model.   

-Fortunately I keep a supply of whale handy in the garage.   

-Unfortunately, PETA stole it.   

  

I showed up to the movies to meet a friend...  

-Fortunately we found seats.   



-Unfortunately they were right in front of a small annoying child.   

-Fortunately the child's mother shushed him.   

-Unfortunately the child wanted to know why he had to be quiet and would not be quiet until he knew 

why.   

-Fortunately his father threatened to do something that if repeated could get me arrested.   

-Unfortunately it didn't work.   

  

Aliens must be really nice because they've never enslaved the human race...  

-Unfortunately it's all a ruse, they enslaved us some time ago we just haven't noticed.   

-Fortunately there is an underground movement set to free us.   

-Unfortunately it's run by hippies who think they can save the world with arts and pot smoking.   

-Fortunately the aliens' one weakness in the smell of pot.   

-Unfortunately the smell of pachully is so strong it's over powering the pot.   

-Fortunately pachully annoys the aliens too.   

  

I went to Disneyland, and suprisingly, it was closed...  

-Fortunately I was able to sneak in.   

-Unfortunately I found a ghosttown.   

-Fortunately the rides were still working.   

-Unfortunately, the safety protocalls were off.   

-Fortunately I found some employees to ask.   

-Unfortunately I saw that they were particepating in a ritual to bring old Walt back to life which is why 

the park was closed.   

  

A zombie came to my door th other day...  

-Fortunately I had my 12 gauge with me and blasted his head off.   

-Unfortunately it left a major stain on my rug.   

-Fortunately I had a Bisel spot cleaner.   

-Unfortunately the clean process would take 3 hours and my wife would be home in one.   

-Fortuneately she called and said she would be a little late.   

-Unfortunately her lateness was do to zombies on I94.   

  

I went to college for Horticulture...  

-Unfortunately I joined a Frat and drank too much.   

-Fortunately the classes conssisted of reading which I could do over the weekend.   

-Unfortunately the reading was to prep for a field expedition.   

-Fortunately it was a group exercise.   

-Unfortunately my partner was a narcaleptic who would fall asleep at the worst possible moments.   

-Fortunately he took massive notes while awake that I was able to copy.   

  

I took this girl home from Hooters...  

-Fortunately she was willing and able.   

-Unfortunately what she was willing and able for was wax, nipple clamps, and leather.   

-Fortunately when I said I had none of these things in my home she said that was cool.   

-Unfortunately she was cool with it because she had brought her own.   



-Fortunately I had some MD 20/20 to numb myself up.  

-Unfortunately she strapped my down before I could get to it.   

  

I awoke in a dumpster this morning...  

-Fortunately it was empty.   

-Unfortunately it still smelled.   

-Fortunately I was able to get out with ease.   

-Unfortunately I was barefoot and the street had broken glass on it.   

-Fortunately there was an old pair of shoes near the dumpster.   

-Unfortunately they had no soles.   

  

I hosted a New Year's Party...  

-Unfortunately we ran out of booze before 11:00.   

-Fortunately we were by the Wis. border and could hop over for more.   

-Unfortunately traffic was at a stand still.   

-Fortunately I had an SUV and we went offroad.   

-Unfortunately we got lost and had to stop for directions.   

-Fortunately the house we stopped at had booze, babes, and hospitality.  

  

7. I arrived at a massage parlor to get a massage...  

Unfortunately, it was midnight, and they were closed.  

Fortunately, next door, there is an all night massage parlor (strip club).  

Unfortunately, earlier that night, I lost my ID at the library, (adult book store).  

Fortunately, I was able to club the bouncer and knock him out with my huge pipe (penis).  

Unfortunately, I was immediately arrested and thrown in The Rape Store (jail).  

Fortunately, I'm gay.  

  

I rented a Darth Vader costume for Halloween...  

Unfortunately, someone else at the party was wearing the same costume.  

Fortunately, I always keep a wookie costume in my car for such occasions.  

Unfortunately, I didn't drive to the party.  

Fortunately, I live next door to the party so I was able to retrieve the wookie costume from my car.  

Unfortunately, my sister borrowed my wookie costume last week, and left a blood spot in the crotch 

area.  

Fortunately, I told everyone that I was an easy wookie for Halloween.  

  

Greg is my neighbor and walks through his house nude...  

Unfortunately, nobody else is ever nude with Greg.  

Fortunately, Greg has a plethora of porn.  

Unfortunately, Greg ran out of lube last night.  

Fortunately, Greg resourcefully jerked with Miracle Whip and added his own Man-Mayo to the mix.  

Unfortunately, Greg fell asleep with a cock full of condiment, and his dog enjoyed a penis sandwich.  

Fortunately, Greg lives in glass house.  

  

Planning for this weekend I ordered a lantern off the internet...  



Fortunately, it was within my price range.  

Unfortunately, it will not arrive in time for the weekend.  

Fortunately, my good friend Todd has lots of camping equipment that I can borrow.  

Unfortunately, Todd is out of town.  

Fortunately, I can turn on the security light when I camp in my parent's back yard.  

Unfortunately, I live with my parents.  

  

I showed up to the movies to meet a friend...  

Unfortunately, I showed up a little late, and my friend was angry.  

Fortunately, I was able to ease his anger, by treating him to a delicious box of Sour Patch Kids.  

Unfortunately, the theater was packed and we weren't able to sit together.  

Fortunately, the stranger next to me started giving me a hand job during the movie.  

Unfortunately, the stranger turned out to be my Mom.  

Fortunately, I'm kind of a perv and I was still able to butter her popcorn.  

  

Aliens must be really nice because they've never enslaved the human race...  

Unfortunately, they have brain washed a large group of people.  

Fortunately, nobody pays much attention to the Mormons.  

Unfortunately, Tom Cruise is a Scientologist, and is unable to blame his insanity on Joseph Smith.  

Fortunately, it's lots of fun to laugh at the crazy Scientologists…and Britney Spears.  

Unfortunately, Britney isn't a Scientologist or a Mormon, and can't blame either for driving her crazy.  

Fortunately, every time Britney flashes her lady bell, an angel gets its wings.  

  

I went to Disneyland, and surprisingly, it was closed.  

Fortunately, I was a bit sneezy, so I didn't mind that much.  

Unfortunately, my friends were all grumpy that they wouldn't get to go on Space Mountain.  

Fortunately, I was happy to remember that I brought a phat blunt to share with my friends.  

Unfortunately, I forgot that phat blunts makes one of my friends super dopey.  

Fortunately it also makes him sleepy and he usually passes out quickly.  

Unfortunately, one of my friends wanted to play Doc, but I was feeling too bashful to let him dwarf me 

in my poisoned apple.  

  

A zombie came to my door the other day.  

Unfortunately, I wasn't expecting company, so I hadn't tidied up.  

Fortunately, zombies aren't particular about the cleanliness of a house.  

Unfortunately, the zombie was hungry and there wasn't a scrap of food in the house.  

Fortunately, I had Pizza Hut on speed dial.  

Unfortunately, the zombie couldn't wait for a pizza, and he ate my shoulder.  

Fortunately. Aahhhhuuuuggggh! Aaaooouuuuuuuhhhhaaaa!  

  

I went to college for Horticulture.  

Fortunately, I got a full scholarship.  

Unfortunately, I had to give the Dean a blowjob.  

Fortunately, his cock smelled of jasmine and tulips.  

Unfortunately, his sack smelled of…sack.  



Fortunately, his secretary buzzed in after only 3 minutes.  

Unfortunately, you can lead a whore to culture, but you can't make her drink.  

  

I took this [girl/guy] home from [Hooters/Chippendales].  

Unfortunately, I'm not in to hermaphrodites.  

Fortunately, she/he can get me chicken wings, and hot guys.  

Unfortunately, she/he wanted to "f*ck me in half."  

Fortunately, my friend Todd was around and he'll f*ck anything with hands.  

Unfortunately, she/he wanted someone a little less gay.  

Fortunately, Todd wouldn't take no for an answer and raped, her/him.  

  

I awoke in a dumpster this morning.  

Unfortunately, it happens to me a lot.  

Fortunately, this time, I wasn't covered in piss and bees.  

Unfortunately, I couldn't find my gun.  

Fortunately, I didn't have to pop a cap in anyone so early in the morning.  

Unfortunately, when I tried to stand up, there was an intense pain in my ass.  

Fortunately, I found my gun.  

  

I hosted a New Year's Party.  

Unfortunately, it was Columbus Day.  

Fortunately, several people attended.  

Unfortunately, they were all Native American.  

Fortunately, I had some peace pipes.  

Unfortunately, they were the kind that blow bubbles.  

Fortunately, the Native Americans ranged between the ages of 3 and 5…and I'm a child molester.  

  

8. (Ryan)  

I arrived at a massage parlor to get a massage...  

Unfortunately, I didn't have any money.  

Fortunately, I had an attractive male masseuse who was willing to trade massages.  

Unfortunately, his girlfriend walked in just as things were getting "interesting."  

Fortunately, she was turned on by it and wanted to participate.  

Unfortunately, she was 400 pounds and I was afraid she'd squish me.  

Fortunately, she just wanted to watch.   

  

I rented a Darth Vader costume for Halloween...  

Unfortunately, I arrived late to pick it up and the store was closed when I got there.  

Fortunately, the owner was still there and agreed to let me rent the costume still since Halloween wasn't 

for another four weeks.  

Unfortunately, the Darth Vader costume was far too big for me.  

Fortunately, they had a Princess Leia costume I could wear that fit perfectly.  

Unfortunately, I have body image issues and wasn't comfortable showing that much skin.  

Fortunately, there was an anorexia support group next to the costume shop.  

  



Greg is my neighbor and walks through his house nude...  

Fortunately, my vision is pretty lousy and I'm near-sighted.  

Unfortunately, I have glasses that I wear all the time.  

Fortunately, I have shades on my windows.  

Unfortunately, they are broken.   

Fortunately, I'm usually not home for a majority of the day.  

Unfortunately, he prefers to walk around his house nude at night.  

  

Planning for this weekend I ordered a lantern off the internet...  

Unfortunately, I ordered it off some schmoe from e-bay and it never arrived.  

Fortunately, I was going camping with Ryan and he's usually well-prepared.  

Unfortunately, I didn't tell him that the lantern didn't arrive so he didn't bring one either.  

Fortunately, Ryan possesses amazing deity-like skills and thinks the world of himself.  

Unfortunately, I wasn't aware of this so I was under the impression we were going to freeze to death in 

the dark.  

Fortunately, we were provided with light and warmth by the beam of light that shines straight from his 

ass.  

  

I showed up to the movies to meet a friend...  

Unfortunately, I forgot my wallet.  

Fortunately, my friend agreed to pay for both of our tickets.  

Unfortunately, my friend was Kelly Wells and in return for buying the tickets he wanted me to streak 

through the movie theater.  

Fortunately, I was expecting some crap like this so I invited along a pimp I met on the way to the 

theater to smack him like a bitch with his pimp hand.  

Unfortunately, the pimp wanted to see me streak too so he refused to smack Kelly.  

Fortunately, I don't put up with crap like this so I smacked the shit out of them both.  

  

  

Aliens must be really nice because they've never enslaved the human race...  

Unfortunately, just because they've never tried doesn't mean it isn't in the back of their minds and is an 

impending inevitability.  

Fortunately, the human race has military personnel set up in nearly every country who could stand up 

to such a threat if it were to occur.  

Unfortunately, these military jackasses would likely react with violence right away, throwing out any 

attempt we could make to co-exist peacefully with aliens.  

Fortunately, aliens probably have mind-control abilities and could combat the acts of violence with such 

skills.  

Unfortunately, they probably wouldn't be prepared to use them, as they might not be aware of how 

violent the human race can be.  

Fortunately, I send messages to aliens on a regular basis and now I know to warn them.  

  

(Kelly)  

I went to Disneyland, and surprisingly, it was closed.  

Fortunately, I went there to protest outside the gates so I was happy to know they wouldn't be making 



any money for their corporate hellhole that day.  

Unfortunately, there were still security guards outside and they tackled my ass to the ground just for 

showing up to demonstrate.  

Fortunately, the group I showed up to protest with came to my rescue.  

Unfortunately, one of the security guards called the police and they arrested us all.  

Fortunately, we were released on bail by a generous anonymous source.  

Unfortunately, the anonymous source was the guy who wears the Mickey Mouse costume and he made 

us all perform sexual favors in exchange for paying our bail while he wore the costume and we were all 

scarred for life.  

  

A zombie came to my door the other day.  

Fortunately, I like zombies so I was more than happy to have him there.  

Unfortunately, random body parts kept falling off of him onto my doorstep.  

Fortunately, I can sew fairly well so I invited him in for some touch up work.  

Unfortunately, he kept trying to gnaw on my head while I was trying to help him.  

Fortunately, I've always kinda wanted to be a zombie so I let him do it.  

Unfortunately, bajekhitnawelhntanjdfkngbhakfgj (<- because zombies can't type)  

  

I went to college for Horticulture.  

Unfortunately, I misunderstood what "horticulture" is and was under the impression that I'd be 

educating/culturing whores.  

Fortunately, I was able to switch my major to social work where one can make a career of 

educating/culturing whores.  

Unfortunately, the social work department was not impressed with such a career goal and found it to be 

entirely offensive.  

Fortunately, I was able to transfer out of the college and into a different one.  

Unfortunately, the only college that would accept me to a program like the one I wanted was a crappy 

community college.  

Fortunately, there are whores in the community college and I can freelance. ;)   

  

I took this guy home from Chippendales.  

Unfortunately, he was the bouncer and was an inherently violent individual.  

Fortunately, I was bigger than he was because he was a midget.  

Unfortunately, he knew Kung Fu and ninja midgets scare me.  

Fortunately, I play dodgeball and have excellent dodging skills.  

Unfortunately, he managed to roundhouse kick me to the knees before I could dodge.  

Fortunately, it didn't hurt too much and I picked his ass up and threw him out the window.  

  

I awoke in a dumpster this morning.  

Fortunately, the dumpster wasn't so big that I couldn't just climb out of it.  

Unfortunately, I had been kicked in the knees the previous night and was in too much pain to climb 

out.  

Fortunately, I have substantial upper arm strength and was able to pull myself out.  

Unfortunately, when I escaped there were a hoard of zombies waiting for me.  

Fortunately, there was a chainsaw on the ground so I could kill all of the zombies.  



Unfortunately, it's difficult to wield a chainsaw when you don't have use of your legs and because I 

didn't know this I ended up cutting my legs off accidentally and the zombies devoured me.  

  

I hosted a New Year's Party.  

Unfortunately, no one showed up to my party.  

Fortunately, my friend called to tell me about another party so I wouldn't be alone on New Year's.  

Unfortunately, when we got there I realized everyone I had invited to my party was at this other party.  

Fortunately, I convinced everyone, including a really hot guy, to engage in a sexual party game that 

involved getting everyone to sleep with everyone else at the party.  

Unfortunately, this meant I had to watch the really hot guy sleep with everyone else at the party except 

for me.  

Fortunately, I knew the really hot guy had herpes and I had just arranged a game where everyone 

ended up with herpes as a penalty for ditching me at my party.  

  

9) I arrived at a massage parlor to get a massage...  

• Unfortunately, it was a "specialty" massage parlor that did not cater to women.  

• Fortunately, I have picked up enough legal jargon from working with lawyers and watching Law & Order over 

the years so that I was able to scare the owner into thinking that if I was not provided the service for which I 

had come I would bring a discrimination suit against the establishment and call the INS to check in on some of 

the workers.  

• Unfortunately, the masseuse they gave me was a large, bitter woman whose name roughly translates to 

"claw-handed bludgeoner"  

• Fortunately, I have picked up enough Japanese from watching Anime and "Letters from Iwo Jima" over the 

years so that I was able to explain to Harikoshito exactly what I wanted.  

• Unfortunately, the translations for "cucumber and lavender facial" and "the wetness under your arms" are 

very similar.  

• Fortunately, her previous customer had a weird fetish about bathing his masseuse's under arms with milk and 

honey.  

  

  

I rented a Darth Vader costume for Halloween...  

• Unfortunately, it's a very popular costume and demand is always very high.  

• Fortunately, I had planned way ahead.  

• Unfortunately, I had planned too far ahead and from the time when I reserved the costume at age 13 I had 

grown several inches in every direction.  

• Fortunately, when I went to pick up the costume there was a line of Star Wars geeks waiting to rent a Darth 

Vader costume and I was able to sublease the rental for 3 times the price I was paying to the costume shop.  

• Unfortunately, the guy who rented from me was even bigger than I was.  

• Fortunately, I had used a false name and address for the entire transaction so they'd never be able to bill me 

for any damages.  

  

  

Greg is my neighbor and walks through his house nude...  

• Fortunately, Greg is super hot and watching him walk around is better than cable.  



• Unfortunately, his wife is insanely jealous and she caught me watching him.  

• Fortunately, I was dressed in a black ninja outfit with a Richard Nixon mask so she didn't recognize me.  

• Unfortunately, as she was chasing me away I yelled over my shoulder "thanks for the show and mow your 

damn lawn you filthy hippies" which is sort a catch phrase of mine and she recognized me.  

• Fortunately, I have an awesome catch phrase.  

• Unfortunately, several other witnesses were able to identify me when we did a police line-up like in "The 

Usual Suspects" and we all read my awesome catch phrase.  

  

  

Planning for this weekend I ordered a lantern off the internet...  

• Unfortunately, the lantern I ordered was a Chinese paper lantern.  

• Fortunately, the lantern will look great in my living room which I've been slowly redoing into an Asian motif.  

• Unfortunately, a paper lantern won't work for a weekend of deep-woods camping.  

• Fortunately, my buddy Chaz has followed all of the NSA guidelines for being prepared in the event of a 

terrorist attack so he has tons of high-powered flashlights and lanterns.  

• Unfortunately, he's so paranoid about the threat level fluctuating between Elevated and High that he won't let 

any of his "arsenal" out of his sight.  

• Fortunately, I was able to convince him that the terror alert had been raised to Severe which scared him so 

much that he had a stroke and died leaving his lanterns free for me to borrow.  

  

  

I showed up to the movies to meet a friend...  

• Unfortunately, I was late and the movie we wanted to see was completely sold out.  

• Fortunately, my friend forgave my tardiness and we decided to see a different movie instead.  

• Unfortunately, the only other movie that was playing was "Mr. Bean's Holiday."  

• Fortunately, neither of us is lame enough to want to see that piece of crap.  

• Unfortunately, my friend got pissy about our plans not working out and started making snarky comments 

about my lack of punctuality.  

• Fortunately, when I told her that I was late because I'd been having sex with her boyfriend that shut her right 

the hell up.  

  

  

Aliens must be really nice because they've never enslaved the human race...  

• Unfortunately, it seems as though it is just a matter of time before they do it.  

• Fortunately, it probably won't happen for another generation or two.  

• Unfortunately, people who believe in reincarnation might still get screwed in the deal.  

• Fortunately, there is also a chance that they might get reincarnated as the aliens.  

• Unfortunately, that means that one of the alien enslavers could end up being the reincarnation of one of the 

human's mothers from a previous life.  

• Fortunately, the chances of such a thing are infinitesimally small.   

  

  

I went to Disneyland, and surprisingly, it was closed.  

• Fortunately, one of the cleaning crew heard me screaming in frustration at the gate and offered to let me in.  

• Unfortunately, the price of after-hours admission was to sign a contract relinquishing my soul to the Disney 



Corp.  

• Fortunately, the contract was null and void because I'd already signed a similar contract with the Target 

Corp.  

• Unfortunately, the contract didn't do anything to lower the APR on my Target Visa.  

• Fortunately, I had used my Discover card to hire a team of lawyers to find a loop hole to get me out of any 

past, present or future soul-binding contracts.  

• Unfortunately, the lawyers all signed away their own souls long ago and so they really have very little 

incentive to help me out.  

  

  

A zombie came to my door the other day.  

• Fortunately, mama taught me to always answer the door holding a double-barrel shotgun.  

• Unfortunately, I had forgotten to reload after I shot the Jehovah's Witnesses the day before.  

• Fortunately, their bodies formed a sort of blockade which caused the zombie to stumble and gave me time to 

get away.  

• Unfortunately, the only other way out of my apartment was to jump out of one of the windows.  

• Fortunately, I am the exception that proves the rule about how "white men can't jump."  

• Unfortunately, I jumped so far that I overshot my neighbor's roof and landed right in front of yet another 

zombie.  

  

I went to college for Horticulture.  

• Unfortunately, every plant I touch dies.  

• Fortunately, Cargill saw potential in such a deadly touch so they recruited me and trained me to be a stealth 

crop assassin.  

• Unfortunately, I was having a difficult time wrestling with my conscience about the ramifications of killing 

crops just because a large monopolizing corporation was telling me to.  

• Fortunately, my Cargill recruiter noticed the dilemma I was facing so he quadrupled my salary and hired an 

Abercrombie & Fitch model to be my assistant.  

• Unfortunately, my new assistant was dumb as a rock and gay as the day is long.  

  

  

I took this girl home from Hooters.  

• Unfortunately, I lost my keys to the house and it started to rain.  

• Fortunately, this girl's breasts were so large that I was able to stay mostly dry by using them for shelter.  

• Unfortunately, the cold rain made her nipples really hard and erect and one of them poked me in the eye.  

• Fortunately, she was just working at Hooters to pay her way through Ophthalmology school.  

• Unfortunately, the bad lighting and the heavy downpour made it impossible for her to properly check my 

eye.  

• Fortunately, my neighbor happened to see us, two girls in wet t-shirts looking intensely into one another's 

eyes, and invited us in to his place hoping for a three-some.  

  

  

I awoke in a dumpster this morning.  

• Fortunately, Antonio's thugs hadn't stolen my watch and I could see that there was still time to tell Maria how 

I felt about her before the wedding.  



• Unfortunately, Antonio's thugs had broken my leg and it hurt like a sonofabitch.  

• Fortunately, I was able to fashion a leg brace out of some pieces of wood and plastic sheets I found in the 

dumpster.  

• Unfortunately, I had no money for cab fare so I was going to have to walk to the church on my broken leg.  

• Fortunately, my body was going into shock so I wasn't really feeling much pain from the broken bone.  

• Unfortunately, when I finally came to the street across from the church the limousine carrying Maria and her 

parents rounded the corner and ran me over.  

  

  

I hosted a New Year's Party.  

• Fortunately, it was fuckin' awesome.  

• Unfortunately, I don't remember most of it.  

• Fortunately, several people took lots of pictures.  

• Unfortunately, those pictures ended up on the internet.  

• Fortunately, a movie director saw them and was impressed by my "flexibility."  

• Unfortunately, he's the producer behind such films as "House of the Dead" and "Bottoms Up."  

September 21, 2007 - Friday   

 

Elimination 16, Challenge Twelve  

Okay.  Let's eliminate one of you from the Calendar and do this thing.  Sorry this is taking a bit 

longer than anticipated--Ryan and I are having important meetings about the game.  We've 

decided that we no longer want Carrie to play. 

... 

...kidding, kidding!  I'm only picking on Carrie because I hate her. 

Vote One: Adam Hegge.  "Because his name is Adam." 

Vote Two: Rachel Flynn. 

Vote Three: Adam Hegge.  "This time around my vote is going to Adam for reasons known only to 

me and the little devil that sits on my left shoulder who periodically stabs me in the neck with his 

little pitchfork -- and no, that's not just a euphamism for his cock." 

Vote Four: Adam Hegge.  "Things are getting complicated and the equation I used to get here is 

too cumbersome to relate." 

Vote Five: Adam Hegge.  "Eeney meeney miney moe- um, Adam" 

Vote Six: Adam Hegge.  "i vote to eliminate Adam that backstabbing weasel, just kidding he 

seemed like a decent lad, just room for one less at the inn these days..." 

Vote Seven: Adam Hegge. 



Vote Eight: Adam Hegge.  "Adam, I guess. Fuck me." 

Vote Nine: Adam Hegge. 

Sixteenth Elimination from Survivor: Adam Hegge 

Dude got tough in this challenge, but was a couple points short of another week in the game.  

With Adam, I think we mark the first time we've lost someone since we got down to a seriously 

tough bunch of players.  Well done, That One Kid. 

We'll say Adam was April, because he's a graphic designer just like my friend April.  Convenient! 

If you're not That One Kid but instead are One Of Those Eight Other Kids Over There, here's your 

challenge this week: 

Eccentric Mayor Platform. 

This one is weird.  I remember neither which of us came up with it nor how we decided it made 

sense to be a challenge in this game.  But because y'all are so damned funny, we're not too 

concerned. 

Imagine you are running for mayoral office, even if you hate politics and politicians as I know 

many of you do.  Seeing as how charisma consistently outstrips all other aspects of a man or 

woman when running for an elected position, you are to use your creativity and eccentricity to get 

elected. 

What we need: 

*A mission statement--like an official document put out by your campaign followers. 

*A basic set of beliefs and things you would change.  Ridiculous things are preferred, but there's 

lots of room for social commentary in there too, I suppose. 

*The transcript of one of your campaign speeches.  Anything less than 500 words will do, and if 

you don't approach that, it's quite alright.  Less work for us, bitches, am I right? (For me, the 

speech will probably be the most important part; I can't speak for Ryan but I bet he'd agree) 

Send them by Tuesday night at 7pm Central to... 

adam_hegge@hotmail.com 

Heh!  We found a use for him already--isn't that great?  He'll be anonymizing them and sending 

them to Ryan, who will choose his favorite.  Then Ryan will call me (I'll be in Anaheim) and read 

them to me during a break from our usual Tuesday night phone sex routine, and I'll choose my 

favorite of the others.  Then Ryan will post Immunity, because I'll be too busy having fun and/or 

mailto:adam_hegge@hotmail.com


sex at a corporate event to get anywhere near a computer. 

From there, I'll be back by Friday, and will post the elimination at noon-thirty or so.  Any ties will 

be broken by Ryan's pre-ranking of how much he likes the submissions. 

OH!  One more thing.  Clear Sunday, October 7th from your calendar.  Well, I'm not saying you're 

supposed to erase the day from existence, but rather that you should hand that day over to me 

and Ryan.  Because if you survive two more eliminations, you'll be joining us in the Twin Cities 

area for the one in-person challenge of this game. 

Cheers, Calendar Girls. 

P.S. Cory--it's totally cool if you come over to watch football with Ryan and me this Sunday.  At 

last we meet! 

September 24, 2007 - Monday   

 

Who wants to vote for their next challenge?!  

Current mood:  bouncy  

Whewww! *wipeing my forehead* Kelly's gone!  Let's sing a song of praise.  Just kidding, you will 

be missed my nude prince.  And yes everyone, I took the pictures.  Yes, I said pictures!  The other ones 

showed Kelly's balls and we decided to leave them out of the "mix".  But I truly encourage sending Kelly 

messages to his personal myspace, or better yet, Cathy's myspace asking for the pictures of Kelly's balls 

with a side of the trophy.(side note:  I didn't see Kelly naked.) 

Okay, getting to the real deal!  Kelly and I had a talk yesterday and because he, on the whole, ignored 

me to his fantasy football leauge after Cory left I'm doing this as a move from left field.  We really didn't 

decide, or agree, what we'd be doing for our next challenge... so... I'm (taking exeutive power liberties) 

going to let you, our players decide.  Here is the deal, I'm going to give you this choice to vote with 

your next submissions for challenges of what you want to engage in next. 

Basically I'll leave it at this with no explanation to what these challenges entail. 

Prank Wars -- Vs. -- Rock n' Roll Trivia 

Those are your choices, I know they are a bit vague, but I'm sure you get the idea of what each is 

about.  Please, if you would, send your votes along with your next submission for your labor for mayor.  

If you don't vote, you won't be docked, but your voice will not be heard.  I will except votes not included 

in your challenge submission, but they must arrive to me before the said designated deadline.   

That is, once again, Tuesday, September 25 at 10pm (Central standard time), but they must be mailed 

to our departed friend Adam Hegge.  Remember, you may send it to his myspace, or to his personal 

email address: adam_hegge@hotmail.com 

Or just use that link to mail him, suckas.  I thank you in advance on your participation.   

mailto:adam_hegge@hotmail.com


Ryan 
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September 23, 2007 - Sunday   

 

Wanna see what you’re playing for?  

Believe it or not, Cory Funk made a trophy--complete with engraved names of the winners--for the 

SurvivalSpace winner.  He was here today with Ryan and me, and here's a recap of the day. 

First of all, Cory proudly displayed the trophy to us... 
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Then, he handed it to Ryan, the rightful owner because he won Survivor II... 



 



Ryan got a little excited about it... 



 



Then he gave it to me, so I could see what the fuss was about... 

 

  

Long story short...I just couldn't help myself. 

[redacted photo of Kelly fucking the trophy] 

You're welcome! 

Good luck to the eight of you. 
 

September 26, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Challenge 12 / Mayoral Hopefuls  

Mayor Race 

(not to be confused with Rat Race) 

Here we are at challenge number 12 and I got nothing good to say.  Kellys gone and we are stuck 



with me doing the blog.  I apologize.   

To be frank Kelly and I were hoping to see a couple things that weren't ellaborated on in this 

challenge.  For one I was sure that we'd see legalizing Alien sodomy on the docket.  Also pet 

partial birth abortions were something that might have lightened up the mix.  Lastly I think Kelly 

was looking for rapid stop sign implimention thorughout the city of Lakeville and hoping to spread 

into the vastness which is the Twin Cities. 

Alright, I want to say that everyone did get this challenge in.  So, thanks?  I'm not or more so... 

refusing to comment on the mayoral platforms.  Some of them are so racey that I can possibly 

take a possition on some of these issues.  Most of all, I appreciate that most of you tried to take 

actual issues and often times got caught up in actually thinking that you wanted to win this race.  

We didn't care about that.  All we cared about is that you brought the funny.   

On we go!! 

Submission 1 

(Kelly Jo Ernst) 

  

Mission Statement 

Mobilize the Immobile: Arm the Cripples for the Impending Battle! 

Basic Beliefs 

1) I believe that there is a mutual hostility that has been brewing between those who can 

walk and those who require the use of a wheelchair to get around, and this can no longer 

be ignored. 

2) I believe that it is time this hostility was alleviated and the only way to accomplish 

this incredible feat is by declaring war on those individuals with working legs – 

especially those lazy, fat fucks who refuse to capitalize on their good fortune by 

actually getting off their asses and using those legs. 

3) The most efficient means of implementing such a strategy is to mobilize the 

immobile and encourage them to take up arms so that they may effectively fight for 

their rights – fight to the death! 

Campaign Speech 

"When the average joe walking down the street sees a man or woman in a wheelchair, 

he often looks the other way to avoid embarrassment, feelings of guilt, or simply as an 

effort to "not stare." It's a blatant attempt to avoid dealing with whatever makes us 

uncomfortable. Well I say it's time that these average joes looked away for another 

reason: fear. 

Too long in this country have the handicapped been overlooked, undermined, and 

severely underestimated! It is time that every handicapped individual to realizes his and 

her full potential and rise up to see a new dawn (or at least sit up a little straighter). It is 

time that we not only unionize, but militarize handicapped individuals! 

It is only fair that everyone be given a fighting chance, however. Therefore, it seems 

only fitting that everyone's 'fighting chance' directly corresponding to his/her need to 

actually fight to rise to the top, as opposed to the person's ability to actually do so. 



To see my vision through to the inevitably bitter end, I will use the training I received 

during my service with the KGB to train, arm, and mobilize the cripples of the world! 

We will mow down those 'normies' who saunter ungratefully through the streets and 

wheel over their crushed bones! The streets shall flow with the blood of the non-

believers! Together we shall see the rise of a new era!" 

CHALLENGE VOTE = ROCK'N'ROLL TRIVIA 

  

Alright, I'll comment.  Kelly loves animals not humans. 

  

  

Submission 2 

(Patrick Kosicky) 

(name) is dedicated to the sense of smell.  By making subtle changes, the sense of smell 

will constantly be pleased, thus creating a better world to live in. 

Key changes in society: 

Change the foul fruit-loop aroma of urinal cakes, to something more minty. 

Pump Febreze into city buses to cover the stench of urine and greasy hair. 

All offices will have fresh bread baking…all the time. 

Colognes and perfumes will be eliminated.  Instead everyone can either smell like 

Spring Rain, Mountain Meadows, Cucumber Melon or Powder Fresh. 

DVD players will be equipped to give out a scent of buttered popcorn when discs are 

being played. 

Diapers will be pre soaked, and dried in a non allergenic solution.  Scented either like 

Lilac, Baby Powder or Rose.  When the baby (or adult) takes a piss or a dump, the scent 

will be activated, overpowering the scent of the piss or poop. 

Speech: 

My fellow citizens, legal, and non, 

Let us come together and take a collective whiff.  The air I smell today can be better.  If 

I see something I don't like, I can look away.  I know not to eat things I'm not fond of.  I 

don't have to listen to stupid people speak.  I refuse to hold a clammy hand.  These are 

things I am in control of.  I have that power.  We all do.  However, when a baby shits, 

are we not offended.  When a homeless person sits next to us on a bus, do we not want 

to die, just a little bit.  When we walk into a dirty men's room, in a bar, do our eyes not 

water?  There is no escaping it.  Our scents have deceived us for far too long.  We are 

hit with horrible smells without warning, or choice.  It's time we took back what is 

rightfully ours.  The right to smell good things.  As your leader, I will change first the 

city, and then the world, nose by nose.  Toilet by toilet.  Crap, by crap.  Ask not what 

your country can do for you.  Ask what your country smells like. 

  

Patrick is a good strong name.  Be proud of that. 

  

Submission 3 



(Cory Funk) 

The Candidate's Mission Statement: 

In order to form a more awesome city, changes need to be affected in the  

basic mind set of the community about the level of dedication and service  

they should expect from their elected city officials.  No more vague  

promises and backdoor shenanigans!  As such, the Campaign for Mayoral  

Dominance is publishing this official list, known as "The Mayor's  

..:namespace prefix = st1 ns = "urn:schemas-microsoft-com:office:smarttags" 

/>Mission",  which the community can expect The Candidate to use as his  

guiding tasks as the Mayor of This Fair Town: 

-The Candidate will make sure himself, or one of his staff members in his  

stead, will have one of the following looks on their faces when you talk to  

them at public, government related events or see their pictures in the  

newspaper: "Hmmm, good question", "I'm concerned about what you are saying"  

or "You bring up an excellent point". 

-The Candidate will finally pass Resolution 278 (Municipal Bikini Fridays)  

even if it means by-passing the City Counsel. 

-The Candidate will work to sponsor a referendum for a .025 of 1% of the  

annual city budget for a levy to increase the fluoride in the drinking  water. 

- The Candidate will drive out all lycanthropes not in his direct employ. 

- The Candidate will work with MNDoT to secure funding for bike trails and  

walking paths. 

- The Candidate will take every precaution to prevent the spread of  

Eurasian Water Milfoil. 

- The Candidate will dance for your pleasure at private parties or  

corporate functions. 

- The Candidate will see that the $.02 titanium taxes gets raised as it  

does not go nearly too far enough! 

- The Candidate will enforce the odd/evening watering ordinance with  

extreme prejudice. 

- The Candidate will strive conscientiously and diligently to cut waste in  

city governments through dedicated recycling programs for paper, plastics,  

aluminum, tin, zinc, calcium, blood, osmium, copper, iron, and cardboard. 

- The Candidate will plant yew trees over the graves of those newly dead  

citizens most likely to try to return to the land of the living. 

- The Candidate will return the Stone of Inanna, Sumerian Goddess of Love,  

Sex, Procreation, and War,  to its rightful owners so that the curse may be  

lifted from our fair city. 

"What I Believe and Want To Change", and Op Ed by The Candidate for Mayor 

During this spirited and active mayoral race, a particular question has  

come to me many times.  I have been asked by the old, the young, the sexy,  

the decrepit, the rich, the less rich, and the press: "Candidate, what  

exactly do you believe and what do you want to change about the city?".  I  

say to them, "Good question!"  I'm a straight shooter.  I'm not going to  

try to pull the wool over your eyes with a bunch of fancy talk about  



capital gains taxes, civic enhancement project time lines, or city planning  

committee guidelines on the use of sod in road partitions.  I'm going to  

say it plain because I think it is time for the voters to expect plain talk  

and a solid plan of action from its leaders! 

I am sure many of you have already seen the "Mayor's Mission" that was  

published in last week's city paper.  I want you to know that those twelve  

points are the core foundation of my plans for being Mayor, but they are  

not the end of my plans.  Plans are good and give a glimpse into what I  

want to change, but what do I believe in? 

I believe in freedom.  I believe in giving folks a fair chance.  I back a  

sane health care system.  I support supporting our troops.  I think hard  

work should be rewarded, but slackers should be punched in the gut.  I  

think to live here you must do more than just love this country.  I believe  

in education.  I think Lincoln would be sad if he was alive today and saw  

our moral backslide.  I believe that this can be the best, strongest, and  

most fortified community in the Midwest if we all do our part. I believe  

that sex toys are the right way to go no matter which way you go.  I think  

that roundabouts  will help ease the traffic congestion.  I believe that  

women who wear hats are stylish.  I believe that the legacy we establish  

today should be one of glory, triumph, material gain, and the ruthless  

crushing of those that oppose us; the kind of legacy we can happily leave  

to our descendants.  In short, I believe in believing in you, the capable,  

registered voter! 

As for what I would change?  Well, I wouldn't change a thing about our  

wonderful community except for the better!* 

*I  would get rid of that strange fog that eats the flesh off of sexy  

teen-agers who go around being promiscuous in the back seats of cars.  Oh,  

and of Mabel who works at the pharmacy at the Wal-Greens on3rd Street.  And  

maybe some of the statutes concerning the property rights of  

squatters.  But that's it. 

Campaign stump speech: 

The following is an except, snipped from The Town Paper, of a speech  

recently given by The Candidate for Mayor in Veteran's Park last weekend to  

a massive crowd of young people from all across the political spectrum. 

"I've been told that the competition knows this, and the competition knows  

that, but they don't know Jack, because they can't connect with the  

youthful spirit of the community!  What do you know, I'm first up to bat at  

this rally!  No batteries included, but the strings of community service  

are attached.  This is election is a no-holds-barred affair.  No time for  

move faking.  It's time to bring home the bacon to the voters!  People lie  

and say I can't possibly do the job but I'm here to tell you that I have  

been known to do the impossible, like Broadway Joe!  For you, all of you,  

here today, I've got the real scoop.  I'm tall, dark and handsome, all  

that, and even a little more beyond.  I'm going to tell you where I came  

from...  I'm vexed.  I'm fuming!  I've had it up to here with the petty  



politics and behind the scenes kick-backs that corrupt city officials have  

been taking.  I will stay away from crime, because I am no criminal.  My  

predecessors are causing rambunction throughout the public sphere with  

their wretched behavior and I am here to say that such behavior will never  

come from me and cannot be tolerated by this community any longer!"... 

CHALLENGE VOTE= ROCK N' ROLL TRIVIA 

Cory is thoughal and thoughtful.  Awwwww. 

Submission 4 

(John Youker) 

MISSION STATEMENT 

Are you tired of your normal existence? Do you want more out of life?  Then elect ------

-  to mayor.  Feel safer, have a sense of belonging, sculpt works of art from everyday 

items, no new taxes, more graffiti (in designated areas), free drugs of all kinds, and 

health care. Order through chaos.  come November 7th put your vote for madness.   

  BELIEFS  

-Lowering of city taxes in favor of raising funds through greyhound racing. 

-Free health care, free health care, free health care. 

-Rezoning the city so Edina no longer exists. 

-Legalized prostitution.  This will triple the number of conventions coming to the city. 

-Graffiti walls for young punks. 

-Gay marriage to piss off the right. 

-Patriot act enforcement to piss off the left. 

-Sexy dames and plenty of them. 

-Daily therapeutic massage. 

-Mandatory death sentence for dog owners who don't clean up after their pets. 

-Aggressively passive, not passively aggressive. 

-Free beer. 

-Your belief here. (offered to biggest single campaign donor)  

SPEECH TRANSCRIPT 

(from speech delivered at VFW Post 457) 

"Is the mike on?  You sure?  It's an older model you might not be able to tell 

from....alright. *knock* Hello? Yeah, it's on. Ladies and gentlemen, I come to you 

today not as a candidate for mayor, but as a candidate for mayor of THIS city. 

*applause*  for too long we have been*static and fuzz* what the hell?  I think it's off 

again. Well it went all buzz and now is sparking a bit. Well Phil you're the AV expert 

you tell me what to do. Where? Your left or my left?  Do I flip it up or down?  Alright.  

O.K. the buzzing stopped.  Where was I.  Oh yes; for too long we have had to live with 

without conventions coming to our fair town.  I have the solution.  Hookers.  I know, I 

know it's sounds crazy but hear me out.  These conventioneers are as horny as all hell.  

They need the pussy! And the city can reap the benefits of increased restaurant and 

hotel revenues and we can tax and regulate the hookers like crazy.  Remove the pimp 

and they will be better as will we! *thunderous applause* Thank you. and further 



more...*buzzing* damnit Phil what is with this thing?  Alright, look folks this is not 

working, I'll be at the bar and you can ask me questions there about free health care and 

the sexy dames .  Later."         

John is now enrolled in an AV course at Hennepin Tech. 

Submission 5 

(Brienne Zimmer) 

Mission Statement: "Oh for Christ sake. Just let me do it." 

Beliefs:  -Slow, wet kisses. 

    -Cold beer. 

    -Dipping sauce. 

    -Clean towels. 

    -Baby kitties in baskets. 

    -Other cool stuff. 

Speech: 

I'm sure most of you here today have no idea why the hell I would be running for mayor 

given both my track record and unfavorable language. I'll tell you why. Quickly, 

though, so we can all get out of here. My shows are on soon. 

I didn't run any TV ads of me and my lame family walking through a wheat field 

dressed in Dockers and brightly colored polo t-shirts. 

I didn't ask any Jon Stewart wanna-be canvas brats to interrupt you at your home to ask 

you questions about stuff you either don't care about or have no clue how to answer and 

you end up feeling dumber than if you would have just stayed in the recliner and 

watched "Are You Smarter Than A Fifth Grader?" I trust most of you are at least to the 

2nd Grade level. 

I didn't kiss any of your babies at the Fall Parade. Mostly because none of you would let 

me get close, but that's beside the point. 

I know you all you really want is to be left alone. And when an issue actually does 

pique your interest, such as same sex marriage or abortion (neither of which affect 95% 

of you anyway), or purchasing new uniforms for our Rowdy Rodeo clowns, I'll be more 

than happy to send an email to the appropriate parties and see that your voices are 

heard. If an issue escalates, I'll even post a bulletin on my MySpace. You're all invited 

to be my friends, by the way. Oh, man, there's this hilarious video I posted to YouTube 

from Saturday's Corn Feed. Just please pay no attention to the last 20 minutes of me, 

naked, mud wrestling with those pigs. I can't pass up a dare! I disabled embedded links, 

just in case anyone tries any funny stuff. See - I'm always thinking. 

Where were we? Wait, better yet - what time is it? Let's wrap this thing up. Prison 

Break and K-Ville are on soon. 

Bottom line is, I'm pretty sure we all want mostly the same things and I don't feel it 

necessary to bore you with the obvious details. Education, homelessness, housing, etc. 

There are people taking care of this stuff and if they're not taking care of it, I have 

people that will see that there are people to take care of it. Everything's cool. Last, how 

fun would it be that I'd be the one they interview if we ever get a Top Three American 

Idol contestant? There will be a meeting next Thursday night to start recruiting your 



children. Let's do this thing. 

As it clearly states in magenta lipstick on most bathroom stalls around town: "For a 

good time, vote for me. http://www.myspace.com/beingmayorwouldtotallyrule" 

CHALLENGE VOTE= ROCK N' ROLL TRIVIA 

I wonder what Brienne had for dinner last night? 

  

Submission 6 

(Carrie Metz) 

MISSION STATEMENT: 

*To ensure that all automatic toilets, bathroom sinks, soap 

dispensers and towel holders are taken off the island and 

replaced with rotary items. This act will ensure that your 

hands and anything you scratch are less diseased, thus 

creating a healthier environment for scumbags like you. 

*To cultivate a non-invasive myspace survivor experience for 

you all which includes castrating individuals whom upload 

pornographic images of them humping a trophy. 

*To embrace the type of community where Kelly and Ryan can 

finally show the world their beastly love for each other. 

*To encourage an environment where alcohol, pornography, and 

trophy humping are applauded for the simple imbecilic act 

and are accordingly reported to their employers, 

children's teachers and mothers. 

*To foster a complete overhaul of our island today with the 

teachings of our lord, myself, the ITTRESS of GLORY. 

A BASIC SET OF BELIEFS  

First off, I would like it to be known I will be a judge 

next time. I am not a scaredy cat. I will bare all. 

Secondly, as your mayor, I will make sure this island 

inhibits no office politics. 

Third, I will designate a nekkid day every Friday during the 

mandatory happy hour. 

Forth- I believe that this island and its inhabitants are 

unique individuals who must conquer every entry in the 

Guiness Book of World Records.  

Fifth- Yes, I'll drink a fifth of whiskey with you 

all!   

MY SPEECH 

I believe that survivors are our future.  

Teach them well and let them blaze the way.  

Show them all the sadistic thoughts they possess inside.  



Give them a sense of bad,  

show them people like Kelly,  

let the children's laughter remind us of why we need 

to rid the island of such evils. 

Everyone on the island is kissing the judge's asses 

People need someone better to look up to 

I know exactly who that person is to fulfill their needs 

A charismatic person I can be 

So I decided to run for your next mayor. 

I decided long ago 

Never to walk in Kelly or Ryan's shadows 

If I succeed, cause I can never fail 

At least we will live as they never will 

If you don't take my mayor hood  away from me 

Together, they can't take away our dignity 

Because the greatest challenge of all 

Is happening to we, YES YOU AND ME 

I found the greatest trophy of all 

Inside of me 

The greatest dictatorship 

Is easy to achieve 

following in their footsteps 

It is the greatest joy of all. 

EVERYBODY NOW!!!! 
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We are the world, we are the challengers, we are the ones to 

make this game so damn easy, so let's start voting. 

There's a choice we're making, we're 

shaving Kelly's thighs, It's true we'll 

make a better day, Just me as your mayor. MAYOR ME! 

  

Carrie likes to drink, ALOT! 

  

Submission 7 

(Tanya Laumann) 

Mission is to have our populace reconsider our social mores and deepen our 

relationships by sharing our natural gifts with one another. I Believe that if we take care 

of ourselves and each other we will see a dramatic decrease in violent crime, unwanted 

pregnancy, decrease in sexually transmitted diseases and over all improve our quality of 

life and the amount of pleasure we will derive from it. 

I believe: 

We should take time out of our day everyday to share in licking, and other pleasure 

inducing activities. 



I will work with local and state officials to mandate peace keeping in every 

neighborhood 

I will offer tax breaks and incentives to neighborhoods where crime rates decrease. 

I will offer sexual education in schools, including pregnancy and STD prevention. 

I will offer preventative healthcare for every man, woman and child in this town. 

The following excerpt was a speech given by the candidate at Central Station on 

September 24, 2007. Up to 50,000 people rallied to hear the candidate speak on licking. 

Good people of Anytown, I would like you to lick your neighbor for in that lick we may 

be united. Not as a single licker but as neighborly lickers. Lickers united in sharing and 

caring, tongues melded for one cause, a solidarity that will not only define our town but 

also our county, state and soon our nation. What is the difference between a licker and a 

nonlicker? Well what is the difference between the keenest person on the planet and a 

humdrum looser? A good lick! YES, I said it, losers don't lick. Terrorists don't lick, I 

say put down your gun and give a good lick. Tired of trying to lick yourself and not 

getting any satisfaction from it? Together we will thrive, you will not be alone any 

longer! You may be licking here or there or not licking at all but not anymore, not in 

Anytown, because together we Will lick! The lick that brings your salty taste to my 

mouth is a lick of goodness. I lick to show you not only am I the best candidate for 

Mayor, but as the fastest licker and as the most experienced licker I have shown you all 

what a good firm yet playful lick can do! Naturally we come together and share our 

tongues for the greater good. What one tongue can do, two can lick better! Imagine all 

of us licking together Lick for justice! Lick for prosperity! Lick for fun! Come now, lick 

with me! 

  

I like Tanya's hair. 

  

Submission 8 

(Rachel Flynn) 

*Text from the campaign brochure: 

Are you tired of politicians who say they share your concerns, when clearly they don't?  

Are you tired of being told that your representatives are the kinds of people that you can 

relate to on a human level, when it's clear that they only wear a façade of humanity 

during election season?  Are you tired of feeling like there's an itch that your 

government just cannot or will not scratch for you? 

My friends so am I.  That is why I am running for Mayor of this fine community.  And 

it is my sincere, human, honest-to-God promise that if elected I will make changes that 

will have a real and lasting impact on all of our lives for the better. 

It's time to vote for a Mayor who understands the importance of Good Clean Fun. 

* Mission * Vision * Values * 

I believe it is the duty of every citizen to make this world a cleaner, safer place. 

I envision a world where no person will ever feel alone or filthy, unless they prefer 

things that way. 



I make it my goal to create a City wherein its citizens, be they young or old, fat or 

skinny, attractive or carny-like, will feel connected and appreciated and clean and safe. 

First order of business – pass the BBB [see below]. 

Second order of business, but no less important – inform the leprechauns and faeries 

that they are free to come out of hiding but only if they promise to stop humping the 

legs of children and small dogs. 

Third order of business and slightly less important – grant a pardon to William H. 

Bonny, alias Bushy Bill Roberts, alias William Antrum, also known as Billy the Kid. 

Forth order of business and quite a bit less important – assign a team of scientists to find 

a way to laminate mayonnaise as I am sure this will be useful to future generations. 

*An excerpt from a speech given to the High School and College Young Voters 

Alliance (HSCYVA) meeting held in the party room of the Motel 8, September 15, 

2007 

First and foremost, I would push through an ordinance stating that all citizens shall 

hereafter never bathe alone.  The Bathing Buddy Bill (BBB) will mandate that all 

people over the age of 18 will have a bathing buddy with them during all shower and/or 

bath activities.  It is my sincere belief that this policy will have multiple benefits for the 

individuals and the community at large. 
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Picture a world where the many injuries and deaths resulting from bathing accidents 

will be a thing of the horrible past.  This is a world where no spot on any person's back 

will ever be unscrubbed.  Where unsightly back hair and/or b-acne can be treated and 

eliminated without requiring several mirrors and an elaborate contortion routine – 

contortions which are often the cause of those tragic injuries and deaths. 

You've heard the phrase, "you scratch my back, I'll scratch yours."  And that's exactly 

the kind of spirit the BBB would embody.  The scratching and scrubbing of one 

another's backs.  The sharing of an intimate routine to bring people closer to one 

another.  Our cousins the apes and monkeys know how deeply the act of cleaning bonds 

a community.  But I think the connection goes even deeper.  Perhaps you have also 

heard the saying, "cleanliness is next to godliness."  My friends, my fellow citizens, my 

fellow human animals.  Let us bring one another closer to one another and closer to that 

higher power which binds us all together in a cleaner, closer, happier world. 

Yes, my friends.  I said "world."  Because the Bathing Buddies Bill will touch more 

than just your family and your neighbors.  Imagine how much water will be saved 

thanks to the efficiency of two people bathing at once.  Every drop of water saved by 

the BBB is one more drop of water to feed a thirsty field of corn.  And that field of corn 

will be harvested by a farmer who will sell his crop to feed his family.  And that crop 

will be distributed to Ethanol plants, and feed lots and canneries.  And that one drop of 

water that you and your Bathing Buddy saved will be turned into fuel for cars, food for 

livestock, or a casserole for that will be taken to a family reunion and shared with 

mothers and fathers and babies and cousins and aunts and uncles from all over the 

county. 

My friends, this world is possible.  I see it.  I feel it.  I smell it.  In all its soapy, slippery, 

wet, steamy, nubile goodness.  I know that this is the world that I want us all to live in. 

   



So come election day, I hope that you will step into that voting booth and take a 

moment to imagine how nice it would have been to have a Bathing Buddy behind you 

in the shower that morning, scrubbing your neck and then slowly moving the soapy 

sponge down your back, their breath soft upon your shoulder as they reach around to—

Vote for me. 

I'm not registered to vote in Minnesota.  Oh well bacne. 

Ah, now that that's done.  I can work...  I think I'm forgetting, ah yes.  The winners. 

Kelly and I read them together mind you, so the first time hearing each of the platforms and only 

hearing each one once we picked, in no discript order, 

4. 

& 

6. 

So looking to our handy dandy key we'll be immunizing John Youker and Carrie Metz respectivly.  

Make sure that you DON'T vote for these people or your vote will not count and we will make fun 

of you probably to the end of the game and maybe beyond. 

I please request that we receive your votes by Friday at 8am.  If we do not receive a vote 

from you, it will be case for (against) you.  Kelly will be back on duty at that time and he'll be 

more than happy to see which backstabbers are choosing one of you to throw under the bus. 

Now for the fun part.  In my blog to ask you, the competitors, to vote for what challenge you'd 

like wasn't well received very well, which I'm suprised.  But we did get 3 solid votes for ROCK N' 

ROLL TRIVIA.  This of course pissed off Kelly because he wanted to do October's Fools which was a 

variation on April's Fools Day where we would have all of you plan "jokes" or "pranks" on each 

other and we'd pick the winner.  Actually he expected to do October Fool's Day and I just plain 

forgot that we were going to discuss it last night, so you might see this later in the game.  

Suprise!  At this moment against Kelly's better judgement we are doing another ladder.  This one 

is going to integrate Kelly and I's vast knowledge about Rock n' Roll or popular music in general.  

It will be hard and most answers you won't find on Google, so if you want to pick one or two 

people to work with, that might not be a bad idea. 

Last piece of buisness.  Sorry this is taking so long.  Kelly is wondering if you all wouldn't mind to 

break your plans for the poker game being on October the 7th and show up on this Sunday.  Yes, 

I know it's short notice, but Kelly would I rather not be there.  So, if you could also, with your 

vote for the person you would like to vote off, please send us a "Yeay" or "Nay" for the date 

change on poker we would greatly appreciate it.  Plus if we get enough "Yeays" we will not have 

Rock n' Roll Trivia Ladder next but group orgy poker. 



Anything I missed? 

Teaser: You choose again!  Rock n' Roll Trivia or Orgy Poker! 

  

September 28, 2007 - Friday   

 

Elimination 17  

Here you go. 

Vote One: Brienne Zimmer. 

Vote Two: Brienne Zimmer.  "Shocking, I know. But true none the less." 

Vote Three: Patrick Kozicky. 

Vote Four: Brienne Zimmer. 

Vote Five: Rachel Flynn.  "She tried to kiss my ass" 

Vote Six: Cory Funk.  "Because he told me to and I do what I'm told." 

Vote Seven: Brienne Zimmer. 

Vote Eight: Brienne Zimmer.  "I rolled a d8 and assinged a name to each number off the list as 

ordered on the SurviorSpace page. I assigned my name to the numbers for Carrie and John. See 

pictures for what I rolled. Sorry Brienne. I really am. :(" 

Seventeenth Elimination from Survivor: Brienne Zimmer 

There's your milestone.  As Miss March (per her request) falls from the game, it ends the streak of 

sixteen straight males eliminated to start this thing.  After the attempts on her a few weeks ago, I 

can say I'm almost as impressed by her 8th-place finish as I am the winners of the first couple 

games. 

Seven left on our calendar.  I'll add the challenge when Ryan and I have time to talk.  I have a 

doctor's appointment this morning (honestly, I'm in hell right now) but I have every intention of 

getting this done.  I'm so dedicated to this nerdtacular venture. 

Cheers. 

September 28, 2007 - Friday   

 

Challenge Thirteen  

Yes, Challenge Thirteen!  That's supposed to be lucky, right?  Right? 



Okay, so we switched it up a bit--mostly since Ryan is currently on the road en route to his sister's 

wedding tomorrow and we therefore don't have any real time to come up with the music ladder thingy.  

We'll do that later, barring any unforseen changes (and god knows we haven't had any of those, har 

har), but since this challenge kind of has a basis in preparation for an exact date, we've moved it 

forward. 

Perhaps some of you saw these pics last year: 

 



 

I don't like KISS, but other people do, and I knew this would be a blowaway costume.  People loved it.  

Your job, as Rachel Flynn pitched several weeks ago (thinking it would be a final challenge, though 

that falls in the same week as Halloween), is to top that. 



October 3, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Charter hates Kelly Wells; Challenge Thirteen Results (w/Edit for Carrie)  

Actually, it appears to have been my router.  Some guy at Charter walked me through the fix, and his voice was hilarious.  Like, 

he sounded like a sarcastic high school nerd.  I was actually afraid the guy had hacked into Charter's phone system and was just 

putting me on (well, until what he suggested worked). 

Anyway, let's get this out of the way now.  I'll use as few words as possible, 'cause I didn't want this to get so late. 

This was a tough one, primarily between three people.  But here it is, complete with Cathy's scores/comments (yes, Cathy ended 

up scoring this one, which makes the most sense in the long run, I think.  Ryan was on the road most of the day and I had seen 

what everyone submitted anyway). 

OKAY OKAY OKAY OKAY OKAY.  I am fucking sick of trying to fix this, so instead of embedding these photos, they're 

all under the Pics for SurvivalSpace for your perusal.  I can't spend another second trying to fix the computer/blog 

today.  BAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH. 

------------------------------------------ 

1 KELLY JO ERNST 

.."> 

The Costume: Last year she was from Kiss...this year she could be a Kiss. 

The Materials: Lots and lots of tin/aluminum foil, crumpled newspaper (to even fill out the foil without weighing it down), kitchen 

grabage bag, scissors, scotch tape, blue marker, white streamer paper, and one kid.  

The Instructions: I'm pretty sure I have enough confidence in Kelly and Cathy to figure this out themselves, but because it's part 

of the challenge...cut holes in the bottom of a kitchen garbage bag and have Mari step in (her legs go where you cut the holes). 

Then you fill the garbage bag halfway or so with crumpled up newspaper to fill the bag out more at the bottom. Cinch the bag 

up near Mari's neck (not too tight, of course, and remember to make sure she uses the bathroom before you do all of this). 

Then take a roll of tin/aluminum foil and start wrapping it around the outside of the garbage bag and try to smooth it out as you 

go along. Tape the ends down when you're done to ensure it doesn't fall off. For the head piece you'll want to use about a 1-1/2 

to 2 ft. piece of white streamer paper. Then you take the blue marker and write "KISSES" on it (the little "R" trademark bit is 

optional). hehe. Using more of the tin/aluminum foil, make a shape similar to a perkier breast when a woman is lying on her 

back - not too conical, but not a pancake either. Mmmm...pancakes. Attach the white streamer paper using more tape. Make 

sure the head piece isn't too light-weight or it will keep flying/falling off of her head and, as any decent parent knows, a person 

loses most of their heat through their head and Halloween in MN isn't known for being the warmest day of the year. All that 

being said and done, you now have a daughter who appears edible! And if you're feeling really ambitious, you could buy a 

different color of tin/aluminum foil (..> --> --> --> --> --> --> -->D(["mb","i.e. red, blue, green, etc.) and dress her as one of the 

holiday Hershey Kisses...or even a Hug if you want to do brown and silver foil. Now congratulate me on a designing an easy-to-

construct, budget-conscious, Halloween costume! hehehee. :) 

AWESOMENESS: 2 

CREATIVITY/INGENUITY: 2 

BUILDABILITY: 3 

PHOTO: 1 

COMMENTS:  So, first I just saw the picture and thought a "kiss" was pretty boring, but after reading the rationale behind the 

costume I think it's pretty clever.  Unfortunately no one but us would know the cleverness of the costume.   



2 RACHEL FLYNN 

Edward Safety-Scissorhands 

..> 

  

Needed: 

* black long-sleeved shirt (turtle neck is good) 

* black pants 

* black boots 

* as many black belts as you can get your hands on (at least four) 

* 4-6 pairs of super-safety scissors - separated at the joint 

* 1 pair of black gloves 

* styling gel & hair spray 

* temporary wash-out hair dye or spray in hair color - black 

* hot glue or other craft glue 

* heavy black thread & needle 

  

Make-Up: 

* pale (almost white) base 

   -- no scars because of the safety scissors 

* small purple/blue lips 

* purple shadows 

     - under and around eyes 

     - under eyebrows (raised at center) 

     - in hallows of cheeks 

  

Hair: 

* lots of gel 

* curl with hot rollers or a curling iron 

* rat and tease 

* spray to set 

  

To Do: 

* Get super-safety scissors -- $0.79 ea. at Target or on-line 

(http://www.ssww.com/store/product/sku=SZ280/cmc=BRWSCMBOFSSCZKDS/grp=CMB/sbgrp=OFS/ln=SCZ/sbln=KDS/p=2/) 

* separate the scissors at the joint -- should be possible with a screwdriver 

* attach scissors to gloves using hot glue and securing with heavy thread 

* Get lots of belts -- usually about $1 ea. at a GoodWill or thrift store 

AWESOMENESS: 3 

CREATIVITY/INGENUITY: 3 

BUILDABILITY: 2 

PHOTO: 3 

COMMENTS: I think this is hilarious!  The "safety scissors" does it for me.  The flaw here is will Kelly be able to assemble this 

on Halloween?  It will be 36 hours after I've had surgery and will be unable to do much of the assembly since I will be in the 

hospital.   

3 TANYA LAUMANN 

http://www.ssww.com/store/product/sku=SZ280/cmc=BRWSCMBOFSSCZKDS/grp=CMB/sbgrp=OFS/ln=SCZ/sbln=KDS/p=2/


..> 

..> 

Welch's Spokesgirl 

items needed: 

empty Welches grape juice bottle 

juice to color upper lip (think grape mustache) 

purple pigtail holders (2) 

Purple colored long sleeved blouse or tee shirt 

skirt (weather permmiting) 

white bob socks 

cute shoes preferably black mary janes but any cute 

dress shoe will do. 

 

assembly: 

drink juice or q tip on purple juice to upper lip area 

dump out or empty juice container (so it is not heavy 

to carry all night) 

divide hair into pigtails 

 

Happy Halloween!! Mari would make the cutest Welch's 

Grape juice girl ever!!!! 

AWESOMENESS: 1 

CREATIVITY/INGENUITY: 2 

BUILDABILITY: 3 

PHOTO: 2 

COMMENTS:  While I do not disagree that Mari would be the cutest Welch's grape juice girl ever this is not out there enough 

for Kelly and me.   

4 JOHN YOUKER 

..> 

PATCHWORK GIRL Because we all love nightmare before christmas.  

  

You will need:  

1) Black Make Up Pencil  

  

2) A plastic Jack O'Lantern  

  

3) Face Paint of Various Colors  

  

4) A comb  

  

5) Salvation Army Dress (optional) as in purchased at SA or thrift store.    

  

If you go with the salvation army dress you will need items to cut and sew the dress  

  

-All you do is use the black make up pencil (or something from the face paint kit that is more washable, whatever is more 



convenient) and draw stitch lines on the arms, legs, and so on.  There is no pattern, just go with what the little lady thinks is 

cool.   

  

-Use the face paint to create multicolored patches Again no pattern, just whatever trips your trigger.  

  

-Comb hair so it parts in the middle and goes straight down.   

  

-If you go with the dress option, then just cut it at random points and stitch it back together looking bad on purpose.  

  

-Give her the plastic Jack O'Lantern (for candy) and Viola! 

AWESOMENESS: 2 

CREATIVITY/INGENUITY: 2 

BUILDABILITY: 2 

PHOTO: 1 

COMMENTS:  Done properly this could be a very cute costume, but I think this suggestion would suffer with having only Kelly 

there to put it together.  If we could both work on it I think it could look really good, but with only one I don't think it would 

translate well into a costume.  Plus, a coat would cover much of what would make this costume look good. 

5 CORY FUNK 

The Monolith from 2001: A Space Odyssey. 

..> 

 

Materials: 

Cardboard (either a box or pieces big enough to cut into the right sizes if 

you do all separate panels) 

Black spray paint. 

Black face paint. 

A black long sleeved shirt for Mari. 

Gorilla tape (Duct tape would work too, but Gorilla tape is tougher and 

already black) 

A stuffed monkey. 

A chicken bone for the monkey to hold. 

A length of rope or string to pull the monkey along. 

 

Not necessary to the costume, but a good idea regardless: A safety warning 

light, or possibly reflective tape or paint,  as the costume will be all black. 

 

Here is the idea.  We all know Kelly thinks he is the next step up in the 

long chain of human evolution so why not make sure that his off spring 

really is that which brings such a change!  That is why I think Mari should 

go as the Monolith from 2001: A Space Odyssey this year for Halloween.  The 

costume is simple to build, easy to wear, has plenty of 'clever movie 

reference' points, and has a stuffed monkey to play with.  The monkey could 

either be held, pulled along via string, or even taped to the top of the 

costume. 

 



Construction is simple and inexpensive.  Basically, just cut the end off a 

box.  Cut arm holes and a face hole.  Paint the box black.  Paint Mari's 

face black as well.  Make sure the stuffed monkey is carrying some kind of 

bone, and you are all set!  The tape is for covering the rough edges around 

the face and arms.  The tape would also be used to tape loose panels 

together if you can't find the right sized/shaped box and had to cut panels 

to fit. 

AWESOMENESS: 2 

CREATIVITY/INGENUITY: 2 

BUILDABILITY: 3 

PHOTO: 3 

COMMENTS: I like the rationale and think this is pretty clever, but it's too obscure for the people who'd probably be seeing the 

costume and I don't know how well Mari would handle being inside a box all night.     

6 CARRIE METZ Edited to show her text, which MySpace stole from her when she sent it to me 

Diaper Genie 

  

Since there is a babe coming right at this exact time (wouldn't it be hilarious if Kelly had a Halloween babe?), I figure the 

parents are going to be busy doing diaper duty. Now, all new parents of second children say they couldn't possibly ignore their 

first child while integrating the new bundle of diaper wearing joy into the family, but alas, it happens. What better way to include 

Mar by making her useful. Plus Kelly can work a bit on his free throw, all the while bonding with his sweet cheeker. 

 

Enter Exhibit 1- Diaper Genie 

 

Instructions- Really- are instructions needed? Ok, a couple of things though. When you make the cut outs for the arms and legs 

(note- buy the really cheap can- the metal is so flimsy you could cut through it with a butter knife), make sure that you wrap dish 

towels along the metal edges. We all wouldn't want social services calling you up, now would we? The genie hat can be found 

at any magic or Halloween store and adds that little bit of girly flair that Mar so should be able to indulge in. You can find 

diapers at, well you know where! Kelly will be changing them 10 times a day. An atrocious landfill in his very own kitchen will 

soon be had. 

 

The best part about this costume is if you opt to seek the sanitary route and not use actual used diapers, then she can just 

throw her candy in the can. Innovative. 

 

Another idea is if she is particularly grouchy on Halloween, what with the baby crying all night (and have fun with that you lucky 

Wells family) you can just make her into Oscarette the Grouch. 

 

Have a safe and merry Halloween and remember, let the parents test all the candy for pins and needles. There are some 

strange folks out there. 

 

..> 

AWESOMENESS: 1 

CREATIVITY/INGENUITY: 2 

BUILDABILITY: 1 

PHOTO: 2 

COMMENTS:  Without an explanation this is hard to judge, but it is clever.  It would probably be difficult to build since cutting 



metal would be necessary and I just don't have the tools to do that.  Plus, I really dislike the idea of diaper genies.  They are 

such an unnecessary waste of money.   

7 PATRICK KOZICKY 

Costume: Mari Antoinette. 

NOTE: PHOTO HAS NOW BEEN SEEN AND SCORED, BUT THERE'S STILL TROUBLE WITH GETTING IT TO STOP 

BEING A READ-ONLY PHOTO.  SHIT. 

 

This costume is fairly simple, yet, I think hilarious. 

 

What you'll need: 

-An appropriate period dress. I recommend the Shrek Snow White Costume from Target $24.99. 

-Red Lipstick 

-White face paint 

-Red face paint 

-Black face paint. (you may use eyeliner if you like) 

(I assume all of the makeup is available at the Wells household, because of Kelly's wife, and because Kelly is super gay) 

 

Instructions: 

-Simply put on the dress. 

-Curl Mari's hair. As curly as you can get. Set the hair in an updo with bobbypins or hair ties. 

-Pale her skin with the white makeup 

-give her rosy cheeks and red lips 

-using the black makeup draw a line across Mari's neck/throat 

-using the red makeup, color blood down and around the neck 

-if you are really into it, perhaps get some pale blue makeup to dab under her eyes to make her look dead/or zombie like. 

 

Total cost (assuming gay Kelly has all the makeup already) 

$24.99 plus tax. 

AWESOMENESS: 3 

CREATIVITY/INGENUITY: 3  

BUILDABILITY: 3 

PHOTO: 2 

COMMENTS:  So this is pretty great.  I like that it's not very kid-like.  Buildability nearly suffered a bit because of Kelly's 

competence at doing an up-do, but it's still very doable. 

  

----------------------------------------------------------------- 

  

Edward SafetyScissorHands and Mari Antoinette tied; as outlined in the original challenge pitch, Mari chose the tiebreaker by 

picking from those two.  She picked Mari Antoinette. 

  

Immune: Patrick Kozicky 

  

Make your votes by Friday at 3pm Central.  From there, the Poker game will be on Sunday at about noon or one, but the 

location is still up in the air (if you live in the Cities, get a hold of me by message and I'll post it up. 

  



Ugh.  What a day.  A birthday, even! 

  

Cheers.  I guess.  People in their 30s are way less happy, let me tell you. 

October 5, 2007 - Friday   

 

Elimination 18, Challenge Fourteen (Poker) Makes me Happy  

Votesies, votesies, votesies.  Here we go. 

Sorry I don't have a better opening paragraph than that.  I'm kinda tired.  Leave me alone. 

Vote One: Rachel Flynn. 

Vote Two: Rachel Flynn. 

Vote Three: Cory Funk. 

Vote Four: Cory Funk.  "He's lost the will to play the game." 

Vote Five: Rachel Flynn.  "We talked.  She knows why." 

Vote Six: Rachel Flynn. 

Vote Seven: Rachel Flynn.  "cause I can't think of anything I really want her to bribe me with." 

Eighteenth Elimination from Survivor: Rachel Flynn 

As evidenced by Survivor One over a year ago, eliminating Rachel isn't an easy task.  But now 

that it's happened, we're guaranteed a new winner of this game.  More importantly, we've 

unfortunately seen the end of the winner always having the initials "RAF."  It was nice while it 

lasted. 

We'll say Rachel was August, since August is unpredictable and tumultuous, as was this voting 

period. 

That opens the door for Challenge Fourteen: NO LIMIT TEXAS HOLDEM POKER!  Yippee!  Sex!  

Awesome!  Fanta--(wait, did that guy just say "sex?")--stic! 

It will be on Sunday, this Sunday, hopefully not a bloody Sunday, October 7th.  Yeah, I got 

nothin' better than that.  The tentative plan is for the game to be played at noon or one pm, at an 

undisclosed (that is: I don't know yet) location.  Don't worry: if I have to rent a hotel room or 

some such, I will.  But I've got some prospects. 

Apparently Cory and Tanya will be indisposed; Cory will be sending someone in his place; Tanya is 

also allowed, and can hereby message us with who she'd like to play for her.  It kinda blows 



'cause I haven't seen Tanya in ages.  C'mon, can't Elizabeth just postpone her wedding? 

So there you go.  If you can host the game, say so (I still plan to provide some beverages for the 

shenanigans and goings-on, even though I won't be able to actually host the game in my house).  

If you have some nice poker chips, you may also say so now, because mine are kinda "meh" so 

better ones would be just fantastimous. 

Immunity works this way: 

*If you win, you and another player of your choice are Immune. 

*If you get second place and either Ryan or myself wins, you alone are Immune. 

*If Ryan and I are the top two finishers, ain't none of you bitches are Immune. 

If you don't know how to play the game, it be time to learn.  But I'm fairly certain everyone in 

attendance knows how. 

But the real question is whether any of you can figure out how to beat me...because that would be 

a Survivor first.  Come on.  I dare you. 

Ante up, Calendar Girls. 

Cheers. 

  

October 6, 2007 - Saturday   

 

POKER LOCATION! *sigh of relief*  

The humble abode of Ben Thietje (that really funny kid who got eliminated because he forgot to 

keep playing). 

2285 University Avenue West 

St. Paul, Minnesota 

Apartment 406 (you'll have to be buzzed in, so memorize his ridiculous last name so you can find 

it on the listing). 

Also, I cannot stress this enough: park on the street outside the building, not in the parking 

lot.  They tow, and it's two hundred and eighty-five fucking dollars.  Nice racket they've got 

going, no? 

The plan is to start the proceedings at noon.  I'll be there an hour or so earlier to set up, and will 

in all likelihood (it only hinges on my remembering to go buy stuff once a car is here today) buy 



some beer for people, though bringing your own is also cool. 

I don't know if Ben will be interested in playing, but if he is, he'll operate the same as me and 

Ryan do as far as Immunity goes.  Or if you're one of those folks who can't make it, you may be 

interested in asking him to play for you.  Warning: I don't know if he'll do it.  Warning Two: Even 

if he does it, he might suck at poker.  No idea. 

Anyway, thanks be to Ben and we'll see you all tomorrow. 

Love, 

Kelly 

October 8, 2007 - Monday   

 

Challenge Fourteen (?) Results  

Okay, so without any ado, let's post the results of the poker game... 

6th Place - Brienne Zimmer (playing for Cory Funk, eliminated by Ben Thietje) 

5th Place - John Youker (eliminated by Ben Thietje) 

4th Place - Kelly Jo Ernst (eliminated by Patrick Kozicky) 

3rd Place - Kelly Wells (eliminated by Ben Thietje) 

2nd Place - Ben Thietje (eliminated by Patrick Kozicky) 

Immune - Patrick Kozicky 

Also making an appearance was the trophy, which may or may not have been connected to my 

naked manhood at the time. 

While I loathe to admit that I, a damn fine poker player, ended up being eliminated and lost my 

perfect Survivor poker record against Ben, a not-very-poker-player, I can deal with it because my 

cards made me want to chew off my own face. 

Plus, Patrick won, and I don't hate him, so that's cool. 

We all ragged on each other a lot and all of us except Kelly Jo had to sit outside Ben's room in the 

hall for about a half hour while waiting for him to return to his home from his girlfriendy-type-

person's house.  Thanks, Ben! 

But for serious, it was fun.  If you weren't there, you should've been. 

As per his victory, Patrick got to pick someone to be Immune with him.  So... 



Immune: Patrick Kozicky and Cory Funk 

You have until Wednesday morning to cast your votes, because I'm antsy (even though I'm not 

completely sure what the next challenge is).  Tiebreakers will be determined by performance in 

this challenge. 

Cheers, Calendar Girls...we're so on the homestretch here. 

October 10, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Elimination 19, Challenge Fifteen (Announced)  

I hate to lose any more of you because this game has forced me to realize that I hate all of you a 

lot less than I thought I did, but this is part of the job. 

Vote One: Carrie Metz. 

Vote Two: John Youker. 

Vote Three: John Youker. 

Vote Four: John Youker.  "cause I really don't know my left from right right now" 

Vote Five: Carrie Metz.  "I flipped a coin" 

Vote Six: John Youker. 

Nineteenth Elimination from Survivor: John Youker 

John had apparently called January on the calendar, for reasons only known to the mystery 

wrapped in the enigma that is John Youker.  He made a mighty fine showing, but we now have our 

final five. 

As for the challenge, actually, we have the rock and roll ladder thing, and it's...well...we haven't 

written it yet.  We'll be posting it tonight or tomorrow or some such (hey, the challenges usually 

get posted on Friday, so we're not late!). 

So we'll see you a little later, okay?  To those of you still in this thing, Ryan and I think you're all 

very sexy.  I, for one, will be humping a trophy to show my feelings. 

Eh.  Is it time I pulled that photo from the page, maybe?  Probably. 

October 10, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Challenge Fifteen: The Rock Ladder  

Here it is.  I think it's 50 questions, but I'm not sure.  Ryan wrote the questions, and I ordered 

them in what I found to be a somewhat logical order (your mileage may vary).  When you miss 



one, you're gone.  Unless, of course, you accumulate Free Passes along the way. 

It runs exactly the same as the previous Ladder, but if there are any questions I'm not foreseeing, 

let me know. 

Only one Immunity this week (and for the rest of the game), and these are due by the morning of 

Wednesday, October 17th.  That's probably too long, but meh. 

Before I forget: from this point on, the next three eliminated people will be the jury and will 

decide the winner between the final two players.  I was going to do that when there were seven 

players remaining, but I plumb forgot, so here we are. 

Good fortune, Calendar Girls. 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Who did a smashing job of playing the part of a whacked-out Sid Vicious and deserved an Oscar in 

the film "Sid and Nancy?" 

And for a pass, which future female rock star had a bit part in the same film? 

What is David Bowie's Christian (given) name that he couldn't use for entertaining purposes 

because someone else had beaten him to it?   

And for a pass name the group he was a member in. 

What anagrammed name of Jim Morrison does Jim Morrison repeat in one of his songs? 

And for a pass, what song is it? 

Liz Phair's album "Exile in Guyville" was a not-so-tribute to what album? 

Finish this saying that Little Richard coined to shy rumors away from his alleged homosexuality.  

"It was Adam and Eve, not ____________________." 

What band would you be in if you were to pretend that you're dead? 

What English rocker is infamous for his wart? 

For what band does John Cusack claim he's going to sell three of their new albums on 'High 

Fidelity' the movie? 

What was "The Dead's" name before they settled on the name The Grateful Dead? 

What cryptic line is muttered almost inaudibly during the middle of a heavy instrumentally-laden 



song by Pink Floyd off of their most celebrated album 'Dark Side of the Moon?' 

Who was rumored to be Carly Simon's subject for 'You're So Vain?'   

And for a pass, who was it truly written for? 

Who is Elton John's partner? 

What is the much joked about anagram for Axl Rose's name? 

What is Donovan Philips Leitch mad about? 

What famous Country band backed up the great Bob Dylan during his 'Nashville Skyline' album?  

For a pass, what was the name of the band that backed him up on his famous 'Basement Tapes' 

album? 

Who "should have died" the day the music died? 

What aptly titled song was claimed by Dave Matthews as a song written about his dog? 

What band got their name from a slam that a "sergeant's pet" would get at WestPoint, an 

institution that one of the members from this band attended? 

What was the original line intended for the opening of 'Inagaddadavida?' 

Eric Clapton wrote 'Layla' for what buddy rocker's wife that he later stole away? 

Who wrote the '70s hit for The Association, 'Windy?' 

Who's the baddest, Michael Jackson or Leroy Brown? 

What Rolling Stones song was the band asked to change the words for when appearing on the Ed 

Sullivan show? 

What famous comedian was the original drummer for the band Steely Dan and also starred in Paul 

Simon's music video for the song, 'Call Me Al?' 

From what novel did Steely Dan get their name? 

And for a pass, what was it that was named Steely Dan? 

At the beginning of "Bill and Ted's Bogus Journey," what rock guitarist was being studied? 



What band did the sock puppet "Deuce Loosely" supposedly almost play for? 

Name one rocker that no one else names that died in a plane crash? 

Who did Jim Morrison get hit over the head with an empty liquor bottle before her driving off 

leaving him asking the valet, "Who is that girl, I'm going to marry her?" 

Name a pretty "Nice Guy" that was '70s Glam Rock king and loves to golf? 

What ultra-rightwing conservative, hunting enthusiast and rocker recently said in not so many 

words that he would kill Hillary Clinton and Barack Obama? 

Who did Steve Miller of the Steve Miller Band receive his first guitar lesson from when he was just 

a small boy? 

What famous person were The Beatles really singing to in The Beatles song 'Dear Prudence?' 

What Doors song is slowed down and bass line used in the Smashmouth song, 'Walking on the 

Sun?' 

What did Jimmy Page tell Christian activists when Led Zeppelin was accused of "back masking" 

Satanic messages in their music, most notably 'Stairway to Heaven?' 

What vivid scene gave Deep Purple the idea and ultimate inspiration for the song 'Smoke no the 

Water?' 

What was the reason the remaining members of Metallica gave Les Claypool for not allowing him 

to take over the place of their deceased bass player Cliff Burton's spot in the band when 

conducting a nationwide manhunt to replace him? 

What dead singer was in the Guns 'n' Roses video for the song, 'Don't Cry?' 

What symbol did Shannon Hoon don on his forehead when appearing on The Late Show with David 

Letterman the day that Kurt Cobain died? 

And for a pass, what song was he singing? 

What Who song did Keith Moon, much to the band's surprise, had the repeated backing vocals of 

him singing the word "Tit?" 

For a performance of a cover of what song did Bono claim that U2 were "taking it back?" 

What Frank Sinatra sung song did Jimi Hendrix "sneak" into Francis Scott Key's 'Star Spangled 

Banner' when he played it during the three-day Woodstock Festival? 



Which of Billy Joel's childhood idols did he include part of his name in his first daughter's name? 

What English bloke started his own self titled rock band in order to raise money for his soccer 

club? 

What song that Bruce Springsteen penned was the only song of his to go to number 1 on the 

popular charts? 

Eddie Vedder said that if he could go back and be one person in the past, he said it would be a 

former rock star.  Name this rock star. 

Where did the name "The Ramones," from the respective band, come from? 

Which former soccer player turned rock star cover crooner once supposedly had his stomach 

pumped for semen? 

What two rockers with the same name, not in the same spot, had a bet that if the one remade the 

other's song and it went to number 1; then the other rocker would have to play a show with him 

at Madison Square Garden? 

Tiebreaker:  Anyone with "passes" left or if there are no "passes" left, the one who accumulated 

the most "passes" total. 

October 17, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Challenge Fifteen Results  

This is Kelly.  I'll be heading to the hospital soon, but why not score this while I have the chance?  

Unfortunately, since I want to get a move on, I'll be dispensing with the sarcasm today (I know 

you were all looking forward to it)...:namespace prefix = o ns = "urn:schemas-microsoft-

com:office:office" /> 

Who did a smashing job of playing the part of a whacked-out Sid Vicious and deserved an Oscar in 

the film "Sid and Nancy?" 

And for a pass, which future female rock star had a bit part in the same film? 

      Gary Oldman / Courtney Love (ALL +1 Free Pass) 

What is David Bowie's Christian (given) name that he couldn't use for entertaining purposes 

because someone else had beaten him to it? 

And for a pass name the group he was a member in. 

David Jones or Davy Jones / The Monkees (ALL +1 Free Pass; while the intent for the question 

was referring to Davy Jones of the Monkees, it was probably worded strangely and all bands 



Bowie was in count) 

What anagrammed name of Jim Morrison does Jim Morrison repeat in one of his songs? 

And for a pass, what song is it?   

      Mr. Mojo Risin / LA Woman  (ALL +1 Free Pass) 

Liz Phair's album "Exile in Guyville" was a not-so-tribute to what album? 

      'Exile on ..:namespace prefix = st1 ns = "urn:schemas-microsoft-com:office:smarttags" 

/>Main St.' by the Rolling Stones (ALL) 

Finish this saying that Little Richard coined to shy rumors away from his alleged homosexuality.  

"It was Adam and Eve, not ____________________." 

      Adam and Steve (CF loses one Free Pass with "Adam and Adam") 

What band would you be in if you were to pretend that you're dead? 

      L7 (TL loses one Pass for "Misfits or White Zombie") 

What English rocker is infamous for his wart? 

      Lemmy (Ian Kilmister) of Motorhead (TL loses one Pass for "Elton John") 

For what band does John Cusack claim he's going to sell three of their new albums on 'High 

Fidelity' the movie? 

      The Beta Band (TL loses last Free Pass; no answer) 

What was "The Dead's" name before they settled on the name The Grateful Dead? 

The Warlocks (ALL) (Cory adds: "An assemblage of the Dead were in Mother McCree's Uptown 

Jug Champions before they called themselves the Warlocks, in case you wanted to know.") 

What cryptic line is muttered almost inaudibly during the middle of a heavy instrumentally-laden 

song by Pink Floyd off of their most celebrated album 'Dark Side of the Moon?' 

"If you can hear this, you are dying." (only KJE got this; all others lose Free Pass for various 

answers involving "I never said I was afraid of dying" and such.  TL FALLS OFF THE LADDER 

here) 

(Update: CF 1 Pass; CM 2 Passes; PK 2 Passes; KJE 3 Passes) 



Who was rumored to be Carly Simon's subject for 'You're So Vain?'   

 Mick Jagger or Warren Beatty (ALL) 

And for a pass, who was it truly written for? 

Deep Throat (Nobody got this.  This is Ryan's answer, so if you's don't like it, take it up with 

him!) 

Who is Elton John's partner? 

Bernie Taupin or for you smartasses David Furnish (ALL; most of you named both of them) 

What is the much joked about anagram for Axl Rose's name? 

      Oral Sex (ALL) 

What is Donavan Philips Leitch mad about? 

Saffron or 14 (both lines from Donavan's most successful song 'Mellow Yellow.') (ALL.  

Interestingly, you all used "14", but I didn't even remember that line and would've said 

Saffron.) 

What famous Country band backed up the great Bob Dylan during his 'Nashville Skyline' album?  

For a pass, what was the name of the band that backed him up on his famous 'Basement Tapes' 

album? 

      The Charlie Daniels Band / The Band (ALL +1 Free Pass) 

Who "should have died" the day the music died? 

      Waylon Jennings (ALL) 

What aptly titled song was claimed by Dave Matthews as a song written about his dog? 

      Stay (KJE loses Free Pass for "What Would You Say?") 

What band got their name from a slam that a "sergeant's pet" would get at WestPoint, an 

institution that one of the members from this band attended? 

      Tool (KJE loses Free Pass for no answer) 

What was the original line intended for the opening of 'Inagaddadavida?' 



"In the Garden of Eden"  (ALL) 

Eric Clapton wrote 'Layla' for what buddy rocker's wife that he later stole away? 

George Harrison (KJE said "Pattie Boyd", as in the wife in question.  The question can be read 

that way, so it's cool) 

Who wrote the '70s hit for The Association, 'Windy?' 

Linda Ronstadt (Everyone said Ruthann Friedman, which is actually right.  Shenanigans!) 

Who's the baddest, Michael Jackson or Leroy Brown? 

Favorite answer was Cory's: "Michael Jackson is bad, you know it, you know, but Leroy Brown 

is bad twice!"  Everyone said Leroy Brown, for the record) 

What Rolling Stones song was the band asked to change the words for when appearing on the Ed 

Sullivan show? 

'Let's Spend the Night Together' (ALL – It was lamely changed to "Let's Spend Some Time 

Together") 

What famous comedian was the original drummer for the band Steely Dan and also starred in Paul 

Simon's music video for the song, 'Call Me Al?' 

      Chevy Chase (ALL) 

From what novel did Steely Dan get their name? 

And for a pass, what was it that was named Steely Dan? 

      William S. Burroughs's Naked Lunch / a dildo (ALL +1 Free Pass) 

At the beginning of "Bill and Ted's Bogus Journey," what rock guitarist was being studied? 

"Big" Jim Martin of Faith No More (CM loses pass for "Eddie Van Halen," KJE loses pass for no 

answer) 

What band did the sock puppet "Deuce Loosely" supposedly almost play for? 

      Kiss (ALL) 

Name one rocker that no one else names that died in a plane crash? 

This is too broad to name, just do it on a name by name basis. (Answers were Jim Croce, 



Randy Rhoads, Ronnie Van Zant and John Denver.  If you've never read about Rhoads's 

death, take a look.  It's so sad and unnecessary) 

Who did Jim Morrison get hit over the head with an empty liquor bottle before her driving off 

leaving him asking the valet, "Who is that girl, I'm going to marry her?" 

      Janis Joplin (KJE loses Pass for no answer) 

Name a pretty "Nice Guy" that was '70s Glam Rock king and loves to golf? 

      Alice Cooper (ALL) 

What ultra-rightwing conservative, hunting enthusiast and rocker recently said in not so many 

words that he would kill Hillary Clinton and Barack Obama? 

      Ted Nugent (ALL) 

Who did Steve Miller of the Steve Miller Band receive his first guitar lesson from when he was just 

a small boy? 

      Les Paul (ALL) 

What famous person were The Beatles really singing to in The Beatles song 'Dear Prudence?' 

      Prudence Farrow (CM loses Pass for naming Prudence's sister, Mia) 

What Doors song is slowed down and bass line used in the Smashmouth song, 'Walking on the 

Sun?' 

Soul Kitchen (CF and KJE lose Pass for "Light My Fire", CM loses pass for "Break on Through", 

PK loses Pass for "When the Music's Over") 

What did Jimmy Page tell Christian activists when Led Zeppelin was accused of "back masking" 

Satanic messages in their music, most notably 'Stairway to Heaven?' 

Stop listening to it backwards! (KJE loses Pass for no answer; all others got some variation of 

this, as Page answered this question all the time similarly but not exactly the same) 

What vivid scene gave Deep Purple the idea and ultimate inspiration for the song 'Smoke no the 

Water?' 

A motel that was burning down across from a lake (I gave this to all because, depending on 

the source, it was either a hotel or a casino) 



(Update: CF has 3 Passes, CM has 2, PK has 4, KJE has 0) 

What was the reason the remaining members of Metallica gave Les Claypool for not allowing him 

to take over the place of their deceased bass player Cliff Burton's spot in the band when 

conducting a nationwide manhunt to replace him? 

      He was too good (ALL)</o:p> 

What dead singer was in the Guns 'n' Roses video for the song, 'Don't Cry?' 

      Shannon Hoon of Blind Melon (ALL) 

What symbol did Shannon Hoon don on his forehead when appearing on The Late Show with David 

Letterman the day that Kurt Cobain died? 

And for a pass, what song was he singing? 

      A question mark / "Change" (ALL +1 Free Pass) 

What Who song did Keith Moon, much to the band's surprise, had the repeated backing vocals of 

him singing the word "Tit?" 

'You Are Forgiven' (part of the longer song "A Quick One") (Okay, nobody got this.  I'll take 

away the Free Passes because it evens out and I don't know where Ryan found this, but I am 

absofuckingcrazy about The Who, and the only lyric I know Moon to repeat in this song is 

"Cello," since when they couldn't get a cellist, he just sang the word to amuse the band and it 

stayed in.  However, I vaguely remember some live performance where it did sound like 

instead of "Cello," Moon was repeating "Titties" to annoy/amuse Townshend.  Anyway, was 

that explanation too long?) 

For a performance of a cover of what song did Bono claim that U2 were "taking it back?" 

      "Helter Skelter" by the Beatles (KJE FALLS OFF THE LADDER; no answer) 

What Frank Sinatra sung song did Jimi Hendrix "sneak" into Francis Scott Key's 'Star Spangled 

Banner' when he played it during the three-day Woodstock Festival? 

'Strangers in the Night' (I couldn't have told you this and I don't know where this happens; I 

always thought the only thing he added was part of "Taps," and obviously so did most of you, 

but I'll go with Ryan's answer here since you all have ample Passes) 

Which of Billy Joel's childhood idols did he include part of his name in his first daughter's name? 

      Ray Charles / Alexa Ray Joel (ALL) 



What English bloke started his own self titled rock band in order to raise money for his soccer 

club? 

      Dave Clark of the Dave Clark Five (ALL) 

What song that Bruce Springsteen penned was the only song of his to go to number 1 on the 

popular charts? 

'Blinded by the Light' (ALL – this, for the record, surprises me more than anything else on this 

list) 

Eddie Vedder said that if he could go back and be one person in the past, he said it would be a 

former rock star.  Name this rock star. 

      Jim Morrison (ALL) 

Where did the name "The Ramones," from the respective band, come from? 

Paul McCartney would check into motels as Paul Ramone to secure his anonymity.  The group 

rather liked the idea and adopted the name as their own, assigning each of the members a fist 

name and finishing each name with Ramone; giving them the appearance of a family band. 

 (ALL) 

Which former soccer player turned rock star cover crooner once supposedly had his stomach 

pumped for semen? 

      Rod Stewart (ALL) 

What two rockers with the same name, not in the same spot, had a bet that if the one remade the 

other's song and it went to number 1; then the other rocker would have to play a show with him 

at Madison Square Garden? 

      Elton John and John Lennon (ALL) 

Tiebreaker:  Anyone with "passes" left or if there are no "passes" left, the one who accumulated 

the most "passes" total. 

Three people made it through the Ladder… 

Cory Funk: 2 Free Passes 

Carrie Metz: 1 Free Pass 

Patrick Kozicky: 3 Free Passes 

That means that Patrick wins Immunity and you have until Friday, whenever my baby-

having ass can get to a computer to vote once again; tiebreakers will be determined by 



placement on the Ladder. 

That took longer than I thought it would, so back to the hospital I go. 

Cheers, m'ladies. 

October 19, 2007 - Friday   

 

Elimination 20  

First of all, I apologize in advance for the fact that there isn't a challenge yet for today.  But 

between Ryan and I, half of us have been breeding and half of us have been moving, so we need 

to talk today to get something thrown together.  I don't want to skip a week because this has 

been a very long (although admittedly awesome) game, but I don't want to half-ass a final four 

challenge, either. 

Vote One: Tanya Laumann.  "I'm voting for Tanya because she fell off the ladder first, but I hate 

to see her go." 

Vote Two: Carrie Metz. 

Vote Three: Tanya Laumann.  "yeah, what I said" 

Vote Four: Tanya Laumann. 

Vote Five: Tanya Laumann.  "i vote to eliminate myself/Tanya, i really can't chose another at this 

point 'doy para arriba, la escala comio mi alma.'" 

Twentieth Elimination from Survivor: Tanya Laumann 

Convenient that most of the others agreed with Tanya...and she now becomes the first person 

since Oliver to intentionally vote for themself.  We now have a mere four, and Tanya marks a 

milestone: she was the last remaining member of the Quilted Northerns, who, at this late stage, 

are the first entire team to fall from the game.  Amazing, since they did so well for so long. 

I'll make Tanya October, since that's my birth month and she gave me one of the most perfect, 

touching birthday gifts I ever got in my life about six years ago or so. 

Tanya is now the first member of the jury and, along with the next two eliminated people, will 

decide who our winner is.  So Tanya, if you could continue reading, that would be nice.  Or just 

choose the person you hate the least when we get there, har har. 

Four left.  Carrie, Kelly Jo, Cory and Patrick.  February, May, June and September.  Three new 

players, and one that does this well game after game.  Two chicks and two dudes.  Two blondes 

and two brunette/brunes.  Two tethered people and two swingin' bachelors.  Any other stats I can 

throw out there in lieu of a new challenge?  Feel free to add your own. 



One other thing: many people in the game, both current and long-eliminated, have 

written/called/shown up at the hospital, and that means the world to me.  We even got flowers 

from the most unexpected of places--you know who you are--and that nearly brought me to 

tears.  Seriously. 

I'll try to talk to Ryan and get something here before tonight.  If it doesn't happen, it should 

happen tomorrow. 

Cheers to the remaining third of the Calendar.  Soon, your long ordeal will be over. 

October 20, 2007 - Saturday   

 

Challenge Sixteen  

As it is still a very busy and stressful time, this will be another quick post.  Sorry about having one 

less day to do this, but if you got this far, I know you have the drive, right? 

This is a challenge that Ryan and I kept nearly inserting into the game, and finally, after running it 

by some former players (actually, you'll all be delighted to know that a large number of those 

eliminated are still reading), and considering that Ryan are both too busy and cell-phoneless to 

easily connect, I'm throwing it the hell in there. 

Your mission is to Prank each of the final ten Survivors, a la April Fools.  You make a list of 

the ten players, including yourself, and explain what the ultimate prank on them would be.  Ryan 

and I will go one by one through each prankee, and each give a point to our favorite.  Does that 

make sense?  We'll each give one for our favorite Nick-prank, our favorite Rachel-prank, etc., and 

there will be twenty total points.  I know there has to be an easier way to explain this, but I'll be 

damned if I know what it is. 

When you do your own, don't let us know it's you, because we'll be keeping them anonymous 

again.  Since I know she'll be here what with the recovery and all, send them to 

catthorne@yahoo.com (that would be my wife Cathy) so she can cut and paste them for the 

scoring.  Get them in by wakies on Wednesday, alright then? 

I'll tell you what: with all this going on in my life, this is exactly the kind of sarcastic, semi-cruel 

levity I need out of a challenge. 

Here's the list of people you need to create pranks for. 

KELLY JO ERNST 

RACHEL FLYNN 

CORY FUNK 

ADAM HEGGE 

PATRICK KOZICKY 

TANYA LAUMANN 

CARRIE METZ 

NICK WELLS 

mailto:catthorne@yahoo.com


JOHN YOUKER 

BRIENNE ZIMMER 

One last brief, important note: if there are any Immunity tiebreakers necessary, they will broken 

by whichever of the tied folks comes up with the best prank for 11th Place Finisher Ben 

Thietje.  So do one for Ben, too, in case it's necessary. 

Did I forget anything?  I can only imagine so, but nothing comes to mind.  I know I'm stressed 

and all, but I hope to your regularly scheduled Reverend Spookymilk soon.  Stay tuned, bitches. 

Cheers. 

October 24, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Challenge Sixteen Results  

Okay okay okay, here we go with some timely April Foolery.  The pranks are broken down person by person, and after each 

prank is a comment if it got a point (and a couple of times if it didn't).  The Immunity Tiebreaker about Ben was unnecessary, 

but I've got them listed anyway; in addition, one brave soul pranked yours truly.  Here we go…..:namespace prefix = o ns = 

"urn:schemas-microsoft-com:office:office" /> 

  

  

..:namespace prefix = st1 ns = "urn:schemas-microsoft-com:office:smarttags" />KELLY JO ERNST- Place a Classified 

Ad- "Meat Bundle Sale- Ask us what cuts of meat we have! Giving away a pot roast with each 10th caller! Call (Kelly's Number) 

Today!" 

  

Point from Kelly: I knew all of them would be about her being a Vegan, but this one is just the most exquisite, because even 

after she figures out the gag, she'll continue to get these awful calls.  Simple but perfect.  **CARRIE 

  

Point from Ryan:  Simple and by far the best.  Classic prank. 

  

KELLY JO ERNST – Serve her a veggie burger and after she ate it tell 

her it was actually real meat. It wouldn't be, but it'd be funny to 

see her reaction.  KELLY JO 

  

KELLY JO ERNST 

For this one, I was going to write something about making Kelly Jo think she ate meat…or send her a fake email telling her that 

PETA has been abusing animals for years.  I'm sure Kelly Jo is too smart for this though.  So her prank would be a super easy 

one.  Simply attach pro NRA and pro Bush bumper stickers to her car.  It would take a while for her to notice it.  And it would 

make her delightfully angry.  In addition…get her on the Wilson 's Leather mailing list.  PATRICK 

  

KELLY JO ERNST 

This particular prank revolves on trust.  The idea is simple: A cascade of horrible 'non-vegan' foods being served on accident.  

The set up goes like this.  Invite a bunch of the SurvivorSpace players over for dinner.  Make sure to address Kelly Jo's vegan 

concerns and prepare a meal appropriately (actually vegan).  The trick is in the serving.  Every time you put a dish out, 

describe what is in it, but just before Kelly Jo takes a bit, make a correction to the meal, like "Yeah, those pancakes are vegan.  

I only put about a half cup of fat in there."  Of course, at the end, explain that you did in fact make a vegan meal and it has all 



been a prank so she can eat.   CORY 

  

RACHEL FLYNN 

Rachel has had some car problems as of late.  Nothing is funnier than tapping into an existing frustration.  This is a classic with 

a perpetual tag team twist.  Every time Rachel goes to someone's place, one of the folks there puts a banana in her cars tail 

pipe.  This creates a stalling in the engine after it runs for a second or two.  Harmless to the vehicle on the whole but frustrating 

because she won't find anything wrong with the car.  When it stalls out, she will go back to the party.  Everyone there will know 

what is going on, so a couple people proceed to the car.  One distracts Rachel with "Hey, open the hood" and the other takes 

the banana out.  Miraculously the car will start and run fine the second time.  Keep this up for a month or so before revealing 

what the gremlin has been.  CORY 

  

RACHEL FLYNN- Place Rachel's photo,   

http://viewmorepics.myspace.com/index.cfm?fuseaction=viewImage&friendID=36871269&albumID=80544&imageID=1147608, 

on one of those bathroom advertising stall thingamabobs. Make sure the ad is on the stall at the mechanics shop where she 

recently had a bit of a run-in with them. On the ad, put "I got my job done at "so and so shop" and the lube was fantastic!"  

CARRIE 

  

RACHEL FLYNN 

At a Survivor party, Brienne and Cory should pretend get really drunk….perhaps they do actually get drunk.  After a while 

during the drinking they both need to bring up the situation that got both Brienne and Rachel voted out of Survivor.  Rachel will 

inevitably start to get a bit angry, which will prompt "drunk" Cory and/or Brienne to get belligerent.  This should climax until 

Brienne pulls out a gun and threatens to shoot Rachel.  Once Rachel starts to cry or get a little pee stained in her 

underwear…we reveal the joke.   

  

Point from Ryan: Yikes!  Harsh but the winner.  *PATRICK 

  

RACHEL FLYNN – Call her acting as a talent agent from some well-known 

company telling her that you saw her headshot and would like her to 

come in for an audition. Then give her a location and when she arrived 

she would see a sign that was hung on the door asking all participants 

for the audition to meet at a different location. The next location 

would have another sign stating to meet at yet another location and so 

on. 

  

Point from Kelly: I like the ribs on Rachel in general, but this one just barely outstrips the banana peel one because as an 

actor, this would drive her fucking crazy.  The other one would allow others to see her reaction, but while she'd probably figure 

out that the other one was some kind of gag, she'd be hopelessly optimistic as she fled from audition space to audition space 

for this one.  I would be, I know that.  *KELLY JO 

 

CORY FUNK – T.P. the inside of his car and wrap the outside in about 

eighteen roles of saran wrap, then cover the saran wrap with 

scratch-n-sniff stickers, particularly the ones that smell like 

licorice, leather, and gasoline.  KELLY JO 

  

CORY FUNK- Start an auction on eBay for Cory selling his handmade trophies. The first picture will be this- 

http://viewmorepics.myspace.com/index.cfm?fuseaction=viewImage&friendID=36871269&albumID=80544&imageID=1147608


http://viewmorepics.myspace.com/index.cfm?fuseaction=viewImage&friendID=203873737&albumID=0&imageID=7986130 

stating this, "I build handcrafted trophies with my very own hands. I take pride in knowing I have so many satisfied customers. 

In fact, here is a picture of my most recent satisfied customer"-   

http://viewmorepics.myspace.com/index.cfm?fuseaction=viewImage&friendID=203873737&albumID=0&imageID=7986626 

"Each trophy comes carefully packaged and ready for your next game!" 

  

Point from Kelly: I like this one best by far because of the specificity to Cory…and it certainly is the best possible use of my 

naked naughtiness possible in this game.  I think.  But feel free to try to use my nakedness in future challenges, if you so 

desire.  *CARRIE 

 

 

  

CORY FUNK 

This is a classic!  Get Cory really drunk and when he passes out, put him in a tub of ice and then write on the mirror "Call 911 if 

you want to live".  Make sure there is some blood in the water too.  Then, when Cory wakes up, he will think one of his kidneys 

has been cut out, but he will know it's a joke, because no one would want a diabetic's kidneys.  CORY 

  

CORY FUNK 

Sign Cory up for a bunch of dating websites.  Gay, straight, bisexual.  Make sure his email address and possibly cell number 

are included.  Try to put in nasty/awesome desires and fetishes, such as beastiality and water sports.  To top it all off, make 

sure he is registered on Craigslist  as hosting an orgy.  "All are welcome, contact me for more information, or just stop on by. 

(add his address).   

  

Point from Ryan: This one is the winner.  Orgy, he.  *PATRICK 

  

 

ADAM HEGGE- Call Adam at work (does he work?) and make sure the speaker phone is on. Also make sure to call during a 

busy time. When he answers, explain you are from a Video Store and the "Girls Gone Wild" video is overdue.  CARRIE 

  

ADAM HEGGE – Replace every substance in every bottle in his residence 

with another substance until everything has been swapped with 

something else. For example, empty out his shampoo bottles and refill 

them with toothpaste. Then empty out his toothpaste tubes and refill 

them with shampoo. Empty out his soap dispensers and refill them with 

lotion. Empty out his lotion bottles and refill them with soap. 

  

Point from Kelly: It's too bad that nobody left knows Adam, so we got all these general ones, but this is my favorite of them.  It 

involves a lot of patience and dedication just to prank someone, but his reactions—which would probably last for a long time as 

he kept finding new stuff—would be pretty sweet.  

  

Point from Ryan: Classic prank, but should have had Nair in the shampoo bottle  **KELLY JO 

  

ADAM HEGGE 

I don't know anything about Adam so I am going with a general prank: House burning down.  This one takes a couple steps 

and relies on cell phones and email.  Someone calls Adam when he is at work to chat (can be email too).  They mention they 

http://viewmorepics.myspace.com/index.cfm?fuseaction=viewImage&friendID=203873737&albumID=0&imageID=7986130
http://viewmorepics.myspace.com/index.cfm?fuseaction=viewImage&friendID=203873737&albumID=0&imageID=7986626


heard something about a house fire in his neighborhood (or apartment if he lives in one of those).  Later, someone else calls 

and says the same thing, but a little more urgently.  Then a third call from someone who claims to have seen news footage of 

the fire.  This last call should come either while he is on the way home or about to leave for home.  When he gets home, there 

should be a pile of ash on the front step.  The final phone call goes something to the effect of "Well, I guess the fire wasn't that 

major".  CORY 

  

ADAM HEGGE 

Get Adams email address, and phone number.  Go to Craigslist and post an add for something like a free couch, or a really 

cheap car.  Make the Ad look real (post photos).  Add Adam's phone number and email as a contact for the item.  He will get 

calls and responses for WEEKS.  PATRICK 

  

PATRICK KOZICKY 

Kelly Wells pretends to hit on Patrick.  In front of his wife.  Hopefully Patrick will be drunk at this point, so he will be easier to 

trick into thinking it's all real.  Kelly will continue to hit on Patrick in a seemingly harmless manner.  Cathy, however will confront 

Patrick and tell him that she's always been a little bit jealous.  She'll tell him that Kelly is always talking about Patrick, and that if 

they ever did a three way, he would want it to be with Patrick.  I assume this would make Patrick very uncomfortable.  

Eventually Cathy would start getting really upset, and she and Kelly would get in a huge fight.  They would then break up, with 

Cathy screaming, "Fine, just be with Patrick!"  Kelly would walk up to Patrick and say, "Got ya."  PATRICK 

 

 

PATRICK KOZICKY- When Patrick plans a party, (yes it may be awhile before we can plan this stunt), take several 

prescription bottles and change the literature on the labels to his name and call it "Woodrow Wilsonator" medicine. Place 

strategically around his place so all are able to snoop and wonder about his drug habits.  CARRIE 

 

 

PATRICK KOZICKY – Hire a group of teenage girls to follow him around 

everywhere and take pictures of him at random intervals throughout the 

day (anywhere from every three minutes to every hour) and giggle 

loudly every time they snap a picture. Perhaps this isn't so much a 

"prank" as it is just freakin' annoying, but those things are 

synonymous to me.  KELLY JO 

  

PATRICK KOZICKY 

This prank relies on the theatre expertise of those close to Patrick.  Tell Patrick you heard of a perfect role for him and set up 

fake auditions.  There should be something enticing about the role that will ensure Patrick will be interested (like getting paid 

maybe?).  The audition should then get really strange, like having him mimic screwing a teddy bear while reading from the 

Bible.  Just keep making the reading stranger and stranger before the punch line of "There is no play!  We just wanted you to 

act out some crazy stuff!" 

  

Point from Kelly: Okay, so all of Patrick's were pretty good too, but this is one that would actually be worth filming.  I mean, how 

far could we get Patrick to go before revealing the man behind the curtain?  Being able to stand behind the curtain and watch 

like Polonius would be awesome.  But if Patrick got annoyed and stabbed us as if I was Polonius, that would suck.  Wow.  

What a stupid tangent.  

  



Point from Ryan: Winner winner, chicken dinner!  **CORY 

 

TANYA LAUMANN- Tape those firecracker bottle caps to Tanya's wheels on her computer chair. Ha ha- its really funny when 

they start popping and smoking. She'd have a heart attack!  CARRIE 

  

TANYA LAUMANN 

Tanya is working to lose weight.  This prank revolves around that and we would need her husband's help.  It isn't complex, just 

routine.  Slowly set the bathroom scale off to a higher weight.  So each time she steps on, it reads an inaccurately high 

number.  Do this for about two weeks, then correct it and there is a happy pay off to the horrible frustration. 

  

Point from Kelly: Wow, the ones from Tanya seem to be crueler in general than the others.  While this one carries a risk of 

honest loss of sanity, it might be a funny (and yes, cruel) diversion for a short time.  I'd just hate to see Tanya's reaction if she 

really thought something was going wrong.  *CORY 

  

TANYA LAUMANN 

Send a letter to Tanya.  The letter reads: 

"Dear Tanya, 

       Hopefully this letter reaches you before you're wedding. I know, (husband's name).  He and I have been seeing each other 

for years.  I feel horrible.  Obviously, this is too hard for me to tell you face to face.  I suppose you can call me a coward.  But I 

am.  Only a coward would sneak around with someone else's beloved.  My only defense is that, when  (husband's name) and I 

met, he didn't tell me he was with you.  When I found out about you, I was crushed.  I had fallen in love with him.  I should have 

stopped it immediately.  But I couldn't.  I'm so sorry for what I've done.  And I'm so sorry for telling you like this.  But I thought 

you should know.  I hate myself for what I've done.  Please know that I will not try to contact you again.  Consider me out of 

both of your lives for ever. 

-          Anthony   

  

Point from Ryan: Wow.  Fucked up.  Winner  *PATRICK 

  

TANYA LAUMANN – Because she has a new job, call her before work and 

tell her that she can consider herself on an unpaid leave of absence 

until the repercussions of her latest "little incident" had cleared.  KELLY JO 

 

CARRIE METZ – Contact all those ads for free kitties, puppies, 

bunnies, etc. and sneak all those animals into her residence. Then 

just watch the chaos ensue!  KELLY JO 

  

CARRIE METZ 

Go to Goarmy.com and request a bunch of information to be sent to Carrie.  Also, email them and let them know that she 

would like to have a recruiter contact her either by phone, (home and work) and possible have someone come out to her 

home, when you know for sure that she will be at home. At the same time as this…do the same thing..with Mormon 

representatives.  Visit mormon.org and request info, and request someone to come out and talk with Carrie.  Make sure that 

they think Carrie is a lesbian and is interested in making the switch. 

  

http://goarmy.com/
http://mormon.org/


Point from Kelly: Again, these pranks are a little general because nobody else knew Carrie before the game, but I like this one 

because of the totally awkward situation on the part of (both sets of) the recruiters.  Carrie would immediately know she'd been 

messed with, but the recruiters would just stand there trying to figure out what the hell to do.   

  

Point from Ryan: That's a great one.  Winner.  **PATRICK 

  

CARRIE METZ 

You know who loves pranks?  Kids do.  As such, it will be easy to recruit Carrie's kids to help out.  This is a two step set up.  

Step one: The kids reset all the clocks an hour ahead in the house after Carrie goes to sleep (set to 7pm instead of actually 

6pm for example).  Then, in the morning, the kids get up a little bit before Carrie does and ask why she hasn't gotten them up 

for school.  In a panic she races around getting everyone ready and dashes out to the car which is (step two, which has taken 

place quietly at night) full of styrofoam peanuts.  No harm done and everyone has a good time.  CORY 

 

CARRIE METZ- Take away all batteries stored in her nightstand and throughout the house. We all know why she has so many!  

CARRIE 

 

NICK WELLS- Send Nick a letter on an Extreme Makeover letterhead explaining that his family sent them a picture and a 

devastating letter about why they think he needs an Extreme Makeover. Be really mean- which Kelly can surely do. Point out 

all of his body parts and why his family felt he should get them surgically redone. Tell him he is to be the next Extreme 

Makeover Candidate.  CARRIE 

  

NICK WELLS  

I saw on Nick's page that he is shortly expecting to be promoted to managers of Applebee's.  Wouldn't it be funny if instead of 

being promoted he thought he was getting fired instead?  All his employees would be in on this.  It should start with a couple "I 

heard..." kind of rumors, then escalate to "The boss called and he wasn't happy with you at all".  Hopefully they can time this to 

coincide with Nick's actual promotion date.  Then when he does receive his promotion, it will be doubly happy. 

  

Point from Kelly: If you could get Nick's Applebee's friends to be convincing with this, it would totally be worth it.  It works so 

well because it would be so slow and so tense and Nick isn't the type who would just run out and ask a manager if this was 

true.  The only foreseeable problem is the question of what Nick would do if he honestly thought he was being fired (I, for one, 

would piss on the fryer), but I don't think he'd flip out too much.  *CORY 

  

NICK WELLS 

Kelly Wells, will call Nick Wells and tell him that they need to talk.  Kelly tells Nick that Cathy confessed that the baby is Nick's.  

Kelly must be very convincing of this.  He shouldn't get angry.  That makes it creepier.  It has to sound totally legit.  (hopefully 

Nick doesn't also confess…that would be awkward).   

  

No point from Kelly, but that last parenthetical is pretty funny.   

  

Point from Ryan: That's is really harsh and messed up and that's why it wins.  *PATRICK 

  

NICK WELLS – Fill every nook and cranny in his life (i.e. cupboards, 

drawers, glove compartment, etc.) with bottles of lotion, condoms, 

women's underwear, and socks that were eerily stiff so that everyone 

would think he had a masturbation obsession. 



  

No point, but a comment from Kelly: Nick pretty much does have a masturbation obsession.  KELLY JO 

 

JOHN YOUKER- Replace Youker's white clown makeup with Noxzema.  CARRIE 

 

 

 

JOHN YOUKER – Stock his freezer full of size 54EEE frozen bras and 

order tons of catalogues to his address featuring solely oversized 

women's lingerie.   

  

Point from Ryan: YES!  HAHAHAHAHA.  Winner   *KELLY JO 

  

JOHN YOUKER 

This is a wonderful exercise in frustration.  I know that John plays a trivia challenge.  It would be entertaining if there was a 

night of trivia set up where John could not get the right answer.  Ever.  This requires the judges of the trivia contest be in on it.  

The set up is that everyone has a set of the answers but everyone, except John, will pick incorrect answers.  The judges will 

award points to the wrong answers.  John will know those answers are wrong and get upset, but other folks will play it straight 

until the tension gets too much and the joke is revealed! 

  

Point from Kelly: Oh dear God, you could rib me with this one, too.  John, a very intelligent and well-read guy, would lose his 

mind over this as he knew something was wrong but wouldn't know what to do to bring it up without going batshit.  Awesome, 

awesome prank here.  *CORY 

  

JOHN YOUKER 

Make John think he's gaining weight.  Reset the scales in his house.  If he is going to weight watchers…pay off an employee to 

tip the scales as well.  This would have to be a slow going process.  Just a few pounds up at a time.  Until he loses his mind.  

PATRICK 

  

BRIENNE ZIMMER-Since Brienne is one of those girls who likes to sing along to the music in the background and has such 

horrible taste in music, replace all music in her home, car, iPod, computer etc. with the Hare Krishna chant Hare Krishna/Hare 

Krishna/Krishna Krishna/Hare Hare/Hare Rama/Hare Rama and play it often enough so it is embedded in her head. Associate 

a beer with it too so ultimately Pavlov's theory is in place. She chants when a beer is placed in front of her. So totally socially 

unacceptable.   CARRIE 

 

 

 

BRIENNE ZIMMER  

Exact same prank that was pulled on Rachel only with Brienne as the mark. 

(If that doesn't count as a prank, since it's the same one…but it would be equally funny both ways…then here would be an 

alternative submission) Convince Brienne, via Patrick, Cory and Kelly, that Rachel committed suicide.  Tell her that she left a 

note stating many reasons why she did it…one of which was emotional distress that she put on herself and others during 

Survivor.  We would need to call Brienne and send emails from multiple people, letting her know a notice hasn't gone out in the 

papers yet, but Rachel chose not to have a big church service, so some friends will be getting together in honor of our lost 

friend.  If Brienne accepts the invitation, she would make the trek to Minneapolis .  We'll have the get together, have a toast, 



maybe some speeches.  During the gathering someone will knock at the door, we'll ask Brienne to get the door, where Rachel 

will be. (an awesome cat fight will immediately ensue) 

  

Point from Kelly: I think the funniest thing about the Brienne and Rachel business, which neither of them can adequately 

explain to me and at least one of them is totally unaware as to why it happened, is that it resulted directly in both of their 

eliminations.  I love this game.  And suicide is funny too—and that's coming from a guy who's known plenty of dumbasses who 

killed themselves.  

  

Point from Ryan: Again, wow, evil and pranktastic!  Winner!  *PATRICK 

  

BRIENNE ZIMMER  

This one will take some real work. Make up an official letterhead and letter and send it to Brienne.  The letter will basically say 

that Brienne has been nominated for an AVN award for "best amateur video" for her internet submission.  The letter will also 

contain a phone number and website.  The website will be an awards nomination page (totally fake) including a broken link to 

Brienne's fictional video.  The phone number (and this is hard part) is a new cell phone number owned by whomever is pulling 

this off.  When Brienne calls, the person on the other end will be happy to hear from her and explain about flying her out to 

Vegas and how the awards ceremony will go.  When Brienne protests, the person on the phone offers to send her an email 

about where they got the video and from who, and such sundry details.  The email she will get instead will say "April fools!"  

CORY 

  

BRIENNE ZIMMER – Pay a bunch of carnies to follow her around all day 

and pop in random places she might be to hit on her and, when doing 

so, tell those around her that she's carrying his baby and that's why 

he has an overwhelming and desperate need to be with her.  KELLY JO 

  

BEN THIETJE 

Get on Ben's laptop, and find the nastiest p0rn on there.  Convert it into an email-able file.  Email the file from Ben's email to 

his mother with the subject line. "thinking of you." 

  

Point from Kelly, if it had come to this: Blech.  Awesome and terrible.  What would she do?!  You've got me.  

  

Point from Ryan, if it had come to this: Dear God, it just might work. **PATRICK 

  

BEN THIETJE 

I don't know if Ben has a significant other, but this one will require their help to work at all.  The significant other will need to 

glue ever larger silicone "moles" on Ben's neck while he is sleeping.  That way he will think his cancer has come back.  Hilarity 

ensues. 

  

Kelly just wants to comment on this: Ben always has some significant other.  As far as I know about Zoe, she'd be willing to do 

this.  This one doesn't technically work because Ben has never actually had cancer, but it's still funny.  CORY 

  

BEN THIETJE – Sign him up for an account on adultfriendfinder.com and 

post a totally misleading personal ad listing interests such as 

bondage, little boys, being on the receiving end of a facial, etc. And 

be sure to include a video of tub girl.  KELLY JO 



 

 

BEN- Next time Ben wants to have an afternoon delight/brunch with his lady friend, invite the family over an hour before hand 

so they can witness him arriving at the apartment all disheveled like he did for the Poker Game.  CARRIE 

  

BONUS: 

  

KELLY WELLS 

I call this "bad morning".  It is a series of low level irritants about getting ready in the morning.  Cathy can do these as a little 

something to get Kelly back for her child birthing pains.  First, coat the bar of soap in the shower with clear nail polish so it 

won't later.  Glue all the shampoo bottles shut.  Put a couple light colored lifesaver candies in the shower head (this involves 

removing the head and replacing it).  This bit works because the candy dissolves in the water, but then sticks to the skin, so 

even after the shower Kelly will feel sticky.  If he uses a white deodorant, turn the dial back so the deodorant is retracted and 

replace the top layer with crème cheese.  Dip his tooth brush in a little salt.  And the final and best piece, reverse the door knob 

(again, will take a little mechanical know-how) so that the lock is on the outside so when Kelly starts his morning bathroom 

routine and shuts the bathroom room, he is locked in.  All the bits together culminate in a grand scheme!     

  

Kelly Says: Awww.  Thanks for thinking of me.   

Ryan Says: I told Cory to do this one, just for Mr. Dad second time revisited.  CORY 

CARRIE: 3 

KELLY JO: 4 

CORY: 5 

PATRICK: 8 

Immunity Winner: Patrick Kozicky 

Damn it, now I want to know how Patrick would've pranked me.  Also I suppose the prank on my brother involved me in a 

pretty important way.  Extremely odd side note: I had a dream to that effect when Cathy was pregnant with Mariana.  Mari had 

slightly red hair when she was born (she's a total blonde now) and my brother says one of the funniest things I've said to him 

was when he innocently commented "Her hair is pretty red, huh?" and I replied, "Yeah.  What the fuck is that about?" 

…but seriously, I'm still wondering. 

You have until Friday at 2pm (I work) to cast your votes.  As usual, tiebreakers will be related to performance in this 

challenge.  In the meantime, your super-busy hosts will try to figure out what the hell the final challenge will be (I'm thinking of 

revisiting last time's final challenge, but I'm wondering if it's a little too close to this week's). 

Cheers, Calendar Girls.  In less than a couple weeks, we'll have a winner here, so I'll slip my wang out of the trophy and hand it 

over to one of you. 

  

October 26, 2007 - Friday   

 Elimination 21, Final Challenge  



Okay, so four becomes three.  This game has been hella-long, but now that we're about a week from the end, I can't help but 

want to bawl my fucking eyes out.  But lest I get too emotional all up in your areas, here we go with the elimination. 

Vote One: Kelly Jo Ernst.  "In a gallant effort to save my ass, I vote Kelly." 

Vote Two: Carrie Metz.  "Although I have a foreboding feeling that I shall be getting the boot this time around." 

Vote Three: Kelly Jo Ernst. 

Vote Four: Kelly Jo Ernst.  "I'm voting for Kelly Jo because I think it is funny in a dark and sick way that she would end up 

in 4th position each time she has played the game. Sorry Kelly Jo." 

Actually, she was fifth the first time.  At 5-4-4 she's obviously one of the best players in this game's long and storied history, 

but once again, she'll have to remain hungry for next time. 

Twenty-first elimination from Survivor: Kelly Jo Ernst 

Kelly Jo requested May on the Calendar...only Kelly Jo knows why, but I can say that May is usually a hot month, and 

Kelly Jo is pretty hot.  Is that wordplay too much of a stretch?  I'm running out of these.  But it's true, though! 

Well, we now have three of you, which means it's time for the seventeenth (holy shit) and final challenge of Survivor 3.   Do 

you have what it takes to take home all the wood (no, not the judges, the trophy, silly)? 

Since the Final Challenge is The Friars Club Roast, I hope you guys know how to hack on people.  Ryan Fossum does, 

and he rode that wave into immortality as the winner of Survivor Two.  Here's a sample of what won Ryan his seventh and 

final Immunity last year and helped him to win the game: 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Sarah, thank God you are artistic, because you must be dumb as shit. Honestly, who gets kicked off of Kelly Survivor first 

while actually trying meanwhile two other members of the game don't try (let alone even finish the challenges) and make it 

drastically farther than you. I feel bad for your parents. Start wearing more hats and people will think you are Mayim 

Bialik. Oh that's right you are stupid, Blossom, for the lay person. --Roasted by Ryan 

First of all Angela, you have a blog called 'Planting the seeds in our kids'? I haven't read it yet, but I think that is fucked 

up! Aren't you supposed to be becoming a pastor? Well, you are well on your two steps ahead of already becoming a priest, 

what, with what the Catholics have taught us. I appreciate you are honest in the space where it says "About Me" and you 

come clean and say that you're not really an interesting person. I don't think you realize that this not reverse psychology. I 

mean, if you tell us you are uninteresting, we're gonna believe you. And that is why you have 39 friends. --Roasted by Ryan 

Ali, Ali, Ali… Is it bad enough that your brothers are Kelly, Nick and Dave but what's with this attention whore routine?  I 

haven't gone a week, not one fucking week that you post a bulletin with a new name pleading for all your "friends" (or 

should we say the losers that you hang out with) to come to yourspace and comment on your whore monger pics.  Let me 

sum one of the comments up. "Ali, you are so hot." How the fuck can this entertain you for hours on end? Let me pop in a 



Barney tape and maybe you'll learn something. This is the last thing, I know you spend at least a half an hour on each one of 

those fucking sessions to view all of your mercy "comments" why the fuck couldn't you play Kelly Survivor?  --Roasted by 

Ryan 

Hey Kyle, looks like you've got a lot going for you in your life. You like UFC, Lewis Black and Faster Pussycat. Boy, if that 

isn't an equation for drinking yourself to death I don't know what is. I see you've been working with the blind. It looks like a 

girl that you know, Melissa, called you handsome. I know it's the thought that counts, but shouldn't she have some kind of 

reference? I know why you got divorced. Could it be the two words you chose for your banner? "Free Porn"? Was she that 

frigid, or that ugly?  --Roasted by Ryan 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------  

I'd only planned on pasting a couple of those, but as I kept reading, I kept loving. 

Anyway, Ryan won that challenge, taking nearly every point on the way, and now you can see why.  You don't necessarily 

have to be as vulgar as he did, but caustic is best, and a hint of truth is what gets you there.   We're all friends here (well, 

mostly) and I think we're all old enough to take this in the right spirit.  

The scoring will be very much like the prior challenge, where Ryan and I each gave a point to our favorite about each 

person.  You will be roasting eleven people--each of the people from 4th to 12th place, plus Ryan and I.  If a tiebreaker is 

necessary for Immunity, it'll be which of you gets the most points among the roasts about Ryan and myself.   If any further 

tiebreakers are needed, we'll go down the line from Kelly Jo to John, et cetera et cetera. 

Okay, so you think you've got a handle on the challenge?  Good.  Have them in Cathy's inbox (catthorne@yahoo.com) by 

Wednesday at wakies again.  From there, we'll score, from there, the Immunity winner will choose which opponent 

to eliminate, and from there, the jury will decide our winner. 

Cheers, Calendar Friends.  It has been an honor to serve you. 

October 31, 2007 - Wednesday   

 

Final Challenge Results  

Okay.  So it comes to my attention that some of you fail to grasp the idea of a 

roast.  Roasting is something you do to the people you love and care about, not 

something you do to hurt (nor something you receive in order to be 

hurt)...:namespace prefix = o ns = "urn:schemas-microsoft-com:office:office" /> 

Having trouble filling out this challenge because of the difficulty involved with 

hacking on people you've come to know is a foreign concept to me, but alright.  It's 

certainly not a foreign concept to at least one Survivor.  Following are the eleven 

roasts; Ryan and I didn't add commentary this time because we think the roasts 

speak for themselves (despite the hemming and hawing, they were all pretty good, 

even though the score seems a trifle lopsided). 

Here we go. 

mailto:catthorne@yahoo.com


ROASTING KELLY WELLS 

CORY: I've heard you call your member the blue bunny. Why is that?  Because it 

gets all soft and runny in the heat like ice cream of the same name?   And why call 

yourself "Reverend" Spookymilk?  Are you molesting young boys now, too while 

promoting a world view that encourages illiteracy and giving you money for no 

reason?  Your brutal and petty adherence to proper spelling and punctuation would 

be endearing if we cared.  This is 't eh interbews' so get with the times!  And while 

Guitar Hero might make you feel like a rock star, it still isn't a marketable skill no 

matter how good you think you are.  But you must have some charm for we all 

danced willingly for you like marionettes. 

CARRIE: Kelly, the day your doctor slapped you on your ass and called you a boy 

was the day he should have had his license revoked. I mean, if ever there was a 

classic example of a hermaphrodite, it was the day you entered this world. Your 

girly smile, the jack off clothes you wear- shit, you even have your ears double 

pierced! And the way you are always like "Ha, ha, I'm the center of attention again. 

Oh my! Giggle Giggle." And the photo of you humping the dang trophy should have 

shown some meat somewhere! But it didn't. Because you are an IT! Double It! 

Triple effer it! A flaming ass whipper!  

PATRICK: "Hey I'm Kelly Wells.  I got the same chick full of my baby seed twice, 

just to prove that I'm not gay.  Which I'm not…for real.  I don't watch Sex and the 

City for gay reasons."  Do your parents know that you and your brother are super 

gay?  That must suck for them.   Alright…a list of top 100 TV characters?  Really?  

When did your over easy brain decide that anybody actually cares which TV 

characters tickle your fancy.  How about a Top 100 Guys Kelly Jerks Off To While 

He's Filling Up His Wife's Child Shoot. Or we could just call it a day and make a Top 

100 Rotten Blood Holes Kelly's Blue Bunny Burrowed In.  That should keep us all 

busy for a while.  

  

Point from Kelly, Point from Ryan 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

------------------------------------ 

  

ROASTING RYAN FOSSUM 

PATRICK: I went to your myspace page today, Ryan and I nearly had a fit.  I had to 

bite down on a stick to keep myself from swallowing my tongue. Did you just play 

the how much random shit we can add, game?  I do admit that having a chaotic 

background and difficult to read type, is any readers dream come true.  It really 

helped me get to know the real Ryan and his Life Goes On existence.  I'd really like 

to know what crazy plant you were chewing on before you wrote the Rock'n'Roll 

trivia challenge.  I'd also like to know where you got some of the answers.  I know 

you're not smart enough to have just made them up.  Did your neighbor's dog help 



you out with it, before he told you start murdering women in parked cars?  Why are 

you even a judge this year?  Being a former Survivor Champion wasn't enough?  

You needed a little more excitement in your life?  So you went balls out and signed 

on to be a judge….of an online game? Enjoy your life of playing World of War Craft 

while your mom prepares Hot Pockets and StoveTop dressing.  

Point from Kelly 

CORY: I think I should go light on you, being homeless and all.  And a  drunk.  And 

smelling strangely of fried eggs.  And not knowing how to use a razor.  And for the 

terrible flatulence issues you have that I am sure are a serious medical issue.  And 

your teeth that even the British cringe at.  And your unfortunate tendency to be 

compared to Herbert Hoover for your pleasant demeanor but downright laughable 

sense of public policy.   But yet you are a good man.  Heck, it takes a lot chutzpah 

to inflict your will on a group like you have done. And to keep taking it from Kelly 

when ever he feels like switch hitting. 

Point from Ryan 

CARRIE: Sometimes people don't even see what is wrong with themselves and that 

is clearly your problem. Why the hell do you make your double chin more 

prominent with your shavings? And you know what else? You need to grow some 

balls- not the balls you are always jingling when you're standing there in public 

(and you do jingle them a lot, in case you didn't know)- but balls as in you need to 

stop Kelly from stealing the show with all his ill shit. Or wait? Maybe it's cause you 

aren't the dude of your relationship. Be a man, Cinderella! And quit playing pocket 

pool when I am talking to you!  

 

 

ROASTING ..:namespace prefix = st1 ns = "urn:schemas-microsoft-

com:office:smarttags" />CHAD PAUL 

CARRIE: Chad. Chad. Chad. Who are you? Did you even play a game??? I see by 

the Brown Street Elite Team myspace site that you just let the others play the 

game for you. Can't believe you even made it this far, probably lost too many brain 

cells sitting there waiting for all the VD'd  lovelies at the Top Hat. And your pictures 

make you look like an offshoot of Animal House, and you smile moronically because 

you love to hear that. Now go back to humming "Big Balls."  

Point from Ryan 

CORY: I got nothing.  Oh, toques are for hosers.  

PATRICK: Chad Paul.  No idea who you are, but good job with the two first names.  

Man I hate that.  What a punk. Do you seriously call yourself The Chad?  Or just on 



myspace.  That's super creative though.  Using a name that's been quoted about 8 

million times from Charlie's Angels.  Must have taken all day to steal that gem.  

  

Point from Kelly 

  

 

ROASTING BEN THIETJE 

  

CORY: Oh, Ben!  If only you were as talented in remembering to compete as you 

are with your acoustic six string, then perhaps you would have lasted longer in the 

game.  I know you never had cancer, and I am glad for that.   However, I am also 

glad that you were killed for singing and dancing with a snowman.  I guess they 

balance out.  And though I never called you to see if you died when the I35 bridge 

collapsed, you didn't call me either, so go to hell. 

  

CARRIE: I know you are that type that thinks he can screw any woman you want. 

But you can't ever keep them around for more than one quickie. You probably 

suffer from premature ejaculation. You seem like the type that would completely 

scatter your seed if the theme for Spongebob were to start playing. And you can try 

to hide your receding hairline all you want but we all see it. 

  

Point from Kelly 

  

PATRICK: Okay Ben, we get it.  You're a funny guy.  Every other thing you say is 

soooooooooo funny.  What are you fuckin Chandler ?  Jesus Lord.  Hey, good job on 

all the songs that you wrote, and sang, and sent to all of your friends to gain 

approval.  Here's a fuckin cookie, funny man.  Too bad you couldn't use your super 

awesome comedy to make it further in Survivor.  I'm sure you'll write a song about 

it.  And then send it to me, hoping to fill in just a little bit more of a void that most 

people call friendship.  Here's a joke for you, Funny Man:  What's more annoying 

than a BenSong?  Answer?  Ben. 

  

Point from Ryan 

  

  

CORY: There is nothing I can say to you that would match the sheer horror of being 

so closely related to Kelly.  I can but mention one thing: I have met your Mom.  

She is hot.  And willing.  You can thank Kelly for our introduction.  You can call me 

"Daddy" now if you like.  

 

PATRICK: "Hey, I'm Nick Wells, I have no shirt on in my myspace photos., look at 

my bod."  Clearly some things do run in the Wells family…arrogance, and gayness.  

For real, why don't you just take out an add on FuckMeInTheButt.com.  Here's how 

the add would read.  "Hey guys,  I'm totally straight.  I'm all in a relationship 'n' 

mailto:F@kMeInTheButt.com


stuff.  With a girl.  And I watch super straight TV like sports center and Two and 

Half Men.  Also I like to get drunk and shirtless a lot.  Give me a call lets relax with 

our shirts off 'n' junk."  

  

Point from Kelly (and you're right about arrogance, although we can back it up), 

Point from Ryan 

 

CARRIE: You know Nick, the only reason why you made it this far is because your 

brother totally babied your little manager of Applebees, have a good time ass. 

There is no way your boring ass mind could have come up with anything more than 

"My dog can run. The End." Take a look at your about me part. It must have taken 

you days to come up with that poetic description.  

  

ROASTING ADAM HEGGE 

CORY: Your profile is set to private so there is little I can directly say, but much I 

can conjecture.  You are shorter than the Bunnies in your picture and don't go by 

your name.  Are you ashamed?  Ashamed of being shorter than a bunny?  Wait... 

that's it.  You are ashamed because once, when you were younger, you and Kelly 

decided to experiment and despite the pitiful size and condition of Kelly's genitals 

(the blue bunny, if you will) you were yet more pathetically equipped and now you 

are haunted by, yet drawn to, all things bunny. But again, this is just conjecture.  

CARRIE: I know your type. You wear women's leopard thongs. You pluck your 

eyebrows, tan in the salon every other day and you wear concealer and curl your 

eyelashes. You use more gel than the jello factory and you used to make out with 

your Liberace poster when you were a kid. Now you just get it on with your friends' 

dads. You were always your friends' dads' favorite because of your height. Now it's 

just legal.  

Point from Kelly 

PATRICK: Adam, I don't really know anything about you, but I'm sure you're an 

asshole.   I mean, come on.  You live in California and the best thing you could 

think of to do with your free time was play Survivor online?  What about entering 

the I Like to Fuck My Mom Championships;  at least then you could've won a few 

bucks.  What an asshole. 

  

Point from Ryan 

 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

------------------------------------ 



ROASTING BRIENNE ZIMMER 

CARRIE: You know, the day they made Feminism such a big word to use while 

talking with other college junkies over 10 cups of espresso was the day you said 

The Hell With It. You quit shaving, you left the dishes to rot and you married only 

for tax purposes and then bumped your man to your third friend on myspace. 

Where'd you meet him? At a Space Cadet convention? If I didn't know any better 

I'd bet you are the Bull Dike of the relationship. Quit playing Guitar Heroes and 

grow yourself an apron.  

-- 

CORY: You're a special lass and deserve to be roasted with class, so to you, a 

clerihew: 

 

A trash talking sassy booze hound 

With smallish rack but a big back mound. 

She played a good game but a cat fight ensued... 

Here's to Brienne, brassy and rude! 

 

Or, if that's not enough, something a little more rough: 

 

There once was a chick from Sioux Falls 

Who liked to lick and suck balls 

But no cheap slut was she 

It takes a good beer or three 

To get into her delicate draws.  

-- 

PATRICK: Brienne, I got a chance to look at your wedding photos.  I'm kind of 

surprised.  You actually don't look like a tramp in them. It must've taken a ton of 

time and effort to wash the hobo piss and cum out of your legs and hair.  Good job 

by the way of only posting photos of yourself from the wedding.  I wouldn't want to 

believe that anyone else was important on that day.  Or any day, really. I'm sure 

your hubbie is having a grand old time with your filthy selfish snatch.  Another good 

job on getting voted out before Rachel Flynn.  Turns out the only person that you 

are slightly worse than…is a tiny bit crazy.  Kudos small t!ts.  Kudos. 

  

Point from Kelly, Point from Ryan 

  

 

ROASTING RACHEL FLYNN 

  

PATRICK: Rachel Crazy Pants Flynn.  What the hell?!  The level of insanity that you 



embody during this game has only ever been portrayed by a fine actress by the 

name of Glenn Close.  I half expected to find a boiling rabbit on my stove after we 

voted you out.  I didn't think one could really catch Crazy from Bobby Gardner…but 

I guess if you're exposed both orally and anally, it sticks.  Seriously, if any of the 

final contestants goes missing, I'll know for sure which scary @ss carrot top is 

responsible. 

  

Point from Kelly, Point from Ryan 

 

CARRIE: Rachel, Rachel, Rachel, it's always about Rachel. Clearly not Mother 

Theresa material. I bet every time you have sex you give your victim explicit 

instructions- "Move Left! Steady! Halt!" After you pencil in the appointment after a 

thorough cleansing. You probably drink one beer and spend the rest of the night 

slurping over everyone telling them you can't believe how damn drunk you are. You 

even go so far as to include your middle name so people won't just associate you 

with a Rachel- you are Rachel ANN! But you have a dog now, so it looks like you 

might be on the right path.  

 

 

PATRICK: Mr. Youker, so you've challenged us with not mentioning, "trivia, weight 

loss/fatness, or my hairness."  How about we mention your delightful grammar.  

Your hairness?  Is that a new title?  "Yes your Hairness!"  For reals though, if we 

can't mention any of those things…I guess I'll talk about your bubbling 

personality…(crickets).   I can get through this…I can! By the way, is everyone 

aware, that according Your Hairness, not only is he 80 percent like Spiderman, but 

he's also 70 percent like CatWoman.  Huh.  Yup, I see that.  Fat on a Hot Tin 

Roof.   Oh man…no weight jokes.  Huge, hairy tub of trivial knowledge….dang it.  I 

tried. 

  

Point from Kelly, Point from Ryan 

 

CARRIE: God- how much more emo can you get? Do you take personality tests all 

day hoping for the one time it might tell you that you are a handsome, studly 

beast?  I see you right now in your parent's basement thumbing through your new 

comic book that you stood outside the door for 45 minutes waiting for the owner to 

open the door while you peruse through single women on myspace sending them 

messages "U R Hot. Want 2 talk?" And you really need to quit opening those 

messages that tell you that you have "5 minutes to pass it on to 10 people or you 

will die a horrible death tomorrow." Lame-o.  

CORY: I appreciate your tossing down the gauntlet to roast you without resorting to 

hinging the affair on your love of trivia, your Taftian proportions, or being mistaken 

for Chewbacca (which I sympathize with, as I have been called an Ewok more than 

once).  That leaves so little information left as to wonder why we would fire up the 



Weber kettle to bar-b-que a single chicken wing.  About the only thing left is to 

take a shot at your acting, but actors are such a ridiculous lot that they take any 

mention in print they can get as a stroke to their aluminum foil thin egos that the 

barb would be lost.  

ROASTING TANYA LAUMANN 

  

CARRIE: You are so quiet. You know what they say about the quiet ones. I bet you 

have one of those adult swings in your bedroom corner and you make your 

husband come to you in tethered wrists and you lash his ass 24 times with your 

magnificent whip screaming "You know what I want! Down! On all fours!" I always 

knew you were a dominatrix.   

PATRICK: Congratulations on your wedding Tanya.  I wasn't aware that gay 

marriages were legal now.  Oh, wait…that's a guy?  Huh.  Alright…I know that 

you're trying to lose weight..and hey, that's awesome, but a blog entry entitled "it's 

my life, time to take the reigns"?  Come on…it just screams for a horse joke.  

Which I won't make, because comparing you to a horse, would be a horrible thing 

to do…to the horse. Have fun with your gay husband…who does not have sex with 

other men…on Tuesdays.  Horse. 

  

Point from Kelly, Point from Ryan 

  

CORY: The essence of a roast is to find humor in degrading someone, a sort of 

twist of the knife while saying thanks.  Well, all I have is the 'thanks' part.  You 

played a solid game and we had a couple very good chats.  I don't have a single ill 

thing to say about you.  The only skeleton I can find in your closet is your 

attendance of Mankato State.  And I can't think of a single joke that hasn't already 

been cracked about that school, so you are off the hook.  

  

ROASTING KELLY JO ERNST 

CORY: I know we pick on your vegan-ism.  That is because we admire you as it is 

tough to be principled in a world such as ours. Now if your those ruthless principles 

of yours extended into the realm of hygiene you might find it more likely that 

people would want you to move to the Cities.  Hippies don't always have to be 

dirty, at least not in this way.  

PATRICK: Ugh…Kelly Jo…another "don't make fun of this" idiot.  Come on.  If you 

don't want us to make fun of you being a Vegan, then EAT SOMETHING THAT 

CRIES!  Until that day, you being a vegan is the only thing that really makes you 

special.  In a lame hippie sort of way.  I almost shot myself in the face after I read 



your blog about the fat-free vegan recipes you found on the web.  Good job, you 

don't eat meat or dairy.  I don't want to hear about all the time.  I don't eat shoes, 

but I don't join clubs about it, and blog about shoe free meatloaf.  Too bad you 

weren't in the final three again this year.  You know what it might be?  You might 

get that extra push of awesome if you just wrecked a plate of veal and swallowed it 

down with a tall glass of boob juice from a cow.  Also you're a slut.  

  

Point from Kelly.  Holy Shit., Point from Ryan 

 

CARRIE: And here we are with Kelly Jo. I bet you sleep next to your Precious 

Moment or Cherished Teddies Collection in your trim bob hairdo, dreaming of the 

days when you passed out when reaching front row of the New Kids on the Block 

concert. You probably wrote daily letters to Dave Matthews and when you finally 

got a reply, you wet yourself. Oh well. But I bet when you came out and drank your 

first Mai Tai in front of your parents, they were clearly worried and still are. I fear 

that you are one of those girls that keep it all in and will eventually retaliate with a 

Bobbitt rampage. 

Okay.  So I'm not going to bother posting the score, because damn.  Patrick 

Kozicky wins one last Immunity, and he will now decide which of the two 

remaining Survivors to go up against in the Final Vote.  From there, Tanya, Kelly Jo 

and the person he eliminates will decide the winner.  Patrick, you have until Friday 

at 3 to make your decision, but it would be way cooler if you did it sooner so I 

could just post it, okay?  Okay. 

And I'll have a lot more to say then.  For now, damn this headache.  But at least 

my daughters are both home now.  Yes! 

Cheers. 

November 1, 2007 - Thursday   

 

Elimination 22, Final Voting Begins  

Patrick has done the dirty, filthy business of voting one last time... 

Sorry for the delay in my submission, and I'm sorry for the long explanation, but I wanted 

everyone to know that I'm not stabbing a friend in the back. From day one, Cory and I have had 

an alliance. We've helped each other out and I've voted along with him for every challenge. 

However this time Cory has let me know that he has no desire to be in the top two, and he has 

requested that I vote him out. So, in the spirit of going along with my last teammate from the 

South, and respecting his wishes, I vote to eliminate Cory. 

Twenty-Second Elimination from Survivor: Cory Funk 

June has busted out...from the game.  It's the best I can do.  Well, the Renegade of Funk leaves 



us after a ridiculous showing in his debut, partially ridiculous due to the fact that he's the only 

player in the game that didn't previously know either of the judges.  But now he's watched football 

at my house.  Synergy.  Or something. 

Okay, enough of Cory because he's dead.  Let's focus on the here and now. 

Your Jury: 

Cory Funk 

Kelly Jo Ernst 

Tanya Laumann 

Those three folks have until Saturday morning when I wake up to vote for a winner, either 

Patrick or Carrie, with their final message of the game.  If I get all the messages earlier, even 

tonight, I'll post.  The Jury should vote for who they feel should win this game and receive the gift 

of wood.  From there, perhaps we'll discuss the possibility of an all-Survivor party where the 

judges will act as go-go dancers (I haven't asked Ryan about this; I can only assume he'll jump at 

the chance at having you stuff Benjamins in his skivvies). 

We're at the witching hour, Calendar Girls.  The first post of the game was 122 days ago.  Is that 

maybe a little obsessive of all of us?  Great, now I have to figure out how to top that in Survivor 

IV next January or whatever... 

We'll talk again soon.  Cheers. 

November 2, 2007 - Friday   

 

While We’re Waiting, Here’s Something Unnecessary  

It's not enough that I spend too much time writing this game... 

Good Lord, I love Microsoft Digital Image Suite. 



 

November 3, 2007 - Saturday   

 

And the Winner Is...  

I know what you're thinking.  "Guys, I really want to know who won, but first, could you bombard me 



with lists?" 

Can do, Calendar Girls.  Can do. 

Immunities in this Game (Including Team Immunity) 

0 - Robert Arlt, Shane Gibson, Perry Thrun, Ryan Grewe, Oliver Thrun 

1 - Michael Battista, Mawk 

2 - Josh Morris 

3 - Josh Mitchell, Kelly Jo Ernst, Jason Harber, Blair Ross, Chad Paul, Nick Wells 

4 - Adam Hegge, Todd Karner, Tanya Laumann, Ben Thietje, Rachel Flynn, Carrie Metz, John Youker 

5 - Brienne Zimmer 

6 - Cory Funk 

10 - Patrick Kozicky 

...what's that?  All-Time Immunity Leaders?  I can provide those as well. 

0 – Robert Arlt (0 in III) 

0 – Sarah Bergervoet (0 in II) 

0 – Candace Bergstrom (0 in I) 

0 – Shane Gibson (0 in III) 

0 – Ryan Grewe (0 in III) 

1 – Michael Battista (1 in III) 

1 – Angela Bierly (1 in II) 

1 – Samantha Fronek (1 in I) 

1 – Mawk (1 in III) 

1 – Kelly Pantzlaff (1 in I) 

1 – Danielle Siver (1 in I) 

1 – Colleen Somerville (1 in I) 

2 – Josh Morris (2 in III) 

2 – Jon Mullaly (2 in II) 

2 – Oliver Thrun (1 in I, 1 in II, 0 in III) 

2 – Perry Thrun (2 in II, 0 in III) 

3 – Leif Bierly (3 in II) 

3 – Ali Erdahl (3 in II) 

3 – David Erdahl (3 in II) 

3 – Jason Harber (3 in III) 

3 – Kyle Mitchell (3 in II) 

3 – ..:namespace prefix = st1 ns = "urn:schemas-microsoft-com:office:smarttags" />Chad 

Paul (3 in III) 

3 – Blair Ross (3 in III) 

3 – Nick Wells (3 in III) 

4 – Adam Hegge (4 in III) 

4 – Todd Karner (4 in III) 

4 – Carrie Metz (4 in III) 



5 – Cari Fukura (5 in I) 

5 – Bobby Gardner (5 in I) 

5 – Tanya Laumann (1 in I, 4 in III) 

5 – Peter Maloney (5 in I) 

5 – Matt Urberg (5 in I) 

5 – Brienne Zimmer (5 in III) 

6 – Cory Funk (6 in III) 

6 – Tara Kinney (6 in II) 

7 – Ryan Fossum (7 in II*) 

7 – John Youker (3 in II, 4 in III) 

8 – Josh Mitchell (2 in I, 3 in II, 3 in III) 

9 – Ben Thietje (5 in I, 4 in III) 

9 – Catherine Wells (9 in I) 

10 – Patrick Kozicky (10 in III*) 

13 – Kelly Jo Ernst (5 in I, 5 in II, 3 in III) 

17 – Rachel Flynn (7 in I*, 6 in II, 4 in III) 

Put those lists together with my collage from the post before, and I'm pretty damn ridiculous.  See, 

this is why I need at least a few months before I start Survivor IV. 

As for how that one will work, I don't know.  I very much have liked having a second judge and liked 

the format of four teams where each of us had a manageable group to score.  I'd be hard pressed not 

to play it the same way.  I also very much enjoyed that this is the first Survivor in which I've met new 

people as a result of having a second judge who's lived in a different city than me for the past 11 

years. 

So I think the next game will be run the same or similarly.  I probably shouldn't set anything in stone, 

or else I'll start to think I should get started soon, and dammit, I should take a break. 

Oh, and seriously...look at the last post if you haven't.  Enjoy the idiocy. 

Okay, I should probably post a winner for y'all, shouldn't I?  Who joins the obsessed Rachel Flynn and 

the resourceful Ryan Fossum? 

Surprisingly enough, only two votes were sent to me.  That would've been annoying, but hey, they 

were for the same person. 

I seriously hope we'll be doing some sort of trophy presentation.  Because I would very much like to 

give wood to the winner...who is pictured here. 



 




