




You wrote that yourself? wow congrats dude, really, 
that 's very cool. i just told everyone in my family 
about it, everybody thinks that 's very impressive and 
asked me to congratulate you. they want to speak to 
you in person, if possible, to give you their regards. 
they also said they will tell our distant relatives in 
christmas supper and in NYE they will ignite fireworks 
that spell your name. i also told about this enormous 
deed to closer relatives, they had the same reaction. 
they asked for your address so they can send 
congratulatory cards and messages.
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When I was in 3rd grade, I was obsessed with the 
sound that comes from slapping my dick side to side. 
Basically, you have to rapidly twist your torso back 
and forth, propelling the penis to and fro, creating 
that slapping effect (you have to be buck naked). I 
even once thought of forming a dick-slapping gang; 
whenever we beat up somebody, we would throw him 
on the ground, surround him, strip naked, and 
torment him with our dick slapping noises. That 
sound is so perfect and crisp that I also thought of 
using it as a means of communication. Please don?t 
make fun of me for this because I was young and it 
was a long time ago. Thank
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Man that shit was crazy. I bought a 
cartridge of chargers for a friend one day 
and he offered me one. Almost kinda 
freaked out for the first one, but curious 
enough to try a second. And then a third.

I kept on getting to the peak of the high 
where I saw the "truth", but as soon as I 
came down the message faded. So in 
order to get back there, I'd take another 
charger in hopes to get back there, only to 
have the message ran through my head so 
quickly I couldn't remember it all, rinse 
recycle and repeat.

Well that box ran out and we had to go 
back to the store to get another one 
because clearly we were on to something 
and the research * must*  be done. Who 
else would do it? It was up to us, brave 
explores of the realms of nitrous, to find 
the message in a form through which we 
could carry it to the masses. 

True peace and inner happiness for all, 



and the answer was * right fucking there*  
we just couldn't reach out and grab it 
quick enough. Double charges, repeated 
charges, and over a thousand dollars 
worth of boxes later, we tried to dig our 
way into the nitroverse, focusing with all 
our might to understand it 's glory, only to 
be let down again by the barriers of reality. 

We figured, that, the evil principle 
prevailing in this world, "the devil", "ego", 
"the man", or whatever you want to call it, 
had found a way to separate nitrous, the 
true breath of god, from the air stream 
where humans once peacefully breathed 
from, and capture it in these canisters to 
tease us with doses of reality, leaving us 
stuck in this delusional oxygen ridden 
planet, and he, with the help of his 
henchmen, the reality  trolls, had madee 
canisters just small enough on purpose so 
we could continue to pay without ever 
getting the answers to conquer his 
manipulated realm and liberate mankind.



We fell for the trap, we thought, but once 
we had hit reality, we didn't want to go 
back to the matrix, for we understood 
what truly "is".

Yet we continued to succumb to his sick 
game, charger after charger, at the bus 
stop, in the bus, in public bathrooms, the 
library, park, wherever, in hopes we could 
beat his sick game but never could.

Two days passed, our bank accounts 
drained, our friends questioning our 
whereabouts, we woke up at a camp site, 
tent littered with loads of empty chargers.

"Holy shit man, that was fucked"

/ u/ crystal_meth_life   18.10.01

 / r/ researchchemicals
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Nobody, and I mean fucking nobody, likes you pony 
retards. Not your parents, not God, not even Cthulhu. 
I hope each and every one of you is chemically 
burned to the point that your skin is nothing but 
peeling, diseased husk and I hope that everyone you 
ever love emotionally destroys you. I hope that your 
tears turn to stone in the corners of your eyes and I 
hope your hearts turn black as coal and just when you 
think there's no love and happiness left in the world, I 
hope someone comes along and just rapes the shit 
out of you, beats you, breaks you and leaves you for 
dead. And as you lay there, weeping at the crushed, 
splintered remains of your joy, I will come along, I will 
unzip my jeans, I will free the sack and I will dunk it 
lovingly against your foreheads. Each and every one 
of you. I will teabag every single fucking one of you, 
with these nuts that can only love dead faggots.
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Memetic texts from r/ NBA



Loss was originally a four-panel comic by Tim 
Buckley for the webcomic Ctrl+Alt+Del, depicting 
its protagonist rushing to the hospital, only to 
learns his partner has had a miscarriage. Spin-offs, 
parodies, and homages from anonymous forum 
posters referenced its four panel format used a 
kind of minimal | || || |_ pattern, with each pipe 
standing in for a character.
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If  you t h ink  som et hing appears deep or  
profound, t ry reform ulat ing it  in your  own 

words and t hen im agine t hose words com ing 
out  of  t he m out h of  a dude wear ing t h is

untitled, by @spinozacel
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A line drawing riffing off or parodying the 
idea of sapiosexuals, those who claim to be 
attracted to people primarily on the basis of 
their intelligence and cognitive capacities.



A reference to Ted Kaczynski, 
aka The Unabomber.





a modern-day chainletter, 
author anonymized.
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Aghdam was a vegan, bodybuilder, activist, dancer, 
and video artist. She took her own life on April 3, 2018 
in a shooting at the YouTube headquarters.

All images by Nasime Aghdam.














