






STAFF
Mother Plague

Rebecca Starling

Went Out to 
Buy Milk

Maeve Frambes
Tarini Dasari

Hernan Rodriguez

KIDS 
All of the Work, 

None of the Credit 
Arabella Balgobind

Millie Bailey
Cristina Carchipulla

Jace Goldstein
Piper Guiney
Tyley Hayley

Anuj Jain
Anthony Kendric

Eli Khaytser

Alexis Korb
Theo Levin
Grace Oliver
Alex Padewski
Anjali Phalke
Charlie Ronan
Gabriella Stafford
Samuel Shteerman
Jelly Tongpaitoon
Jakob Werling



Alexis Korb
Theo Levin
Grace Oliver
Alex Padewski
Anjali Phalke
Charlie Ronan
Gabriella Stafford
Samuel Shteerman
Jelly Tongpaitoon
Jakob Werling

DEAR PARENTS, a 
foreword

“Live, laugh love.”
“Forever.”
“Thank God it’s Fri-
day”
“It’s Wine O’Clock 
Somewhere”
“Does anyone else find 
it suspicious how fast 
they got the COVID 
vaccines out?”

sweaty,the 
family dog 

<3

the gifted child 
of our family 
after stealing 
scraps of food 
from a home-

less man 

Ernie, our 
family friend

Memories from 
the day we all 
transformed 

into a 2d yellow 
cartoon family

Raising children is one of the most difficult, frus-
trating, thankless, and irreversible jobs in the world, 
but as long as you don’t raise total losers who leech 
off your retirement savings and back the car over 
you in the Walmart parking lot when you’re teaching 
them to drive, it can be incredibly rewarding. I’ve 
had the privilege of raising 3 beautiful children (and 
a fourth one with a nasty cleft lip, but we locked him 
in the closet Harry Potter style) who have grown into 
incredibly successful adults. My son, River Banksy 
Wallace, is a college drop out who set the record for 
lowest ever GPA at his university and is now a top 3 
Bar Mitzvah photographer in Benton County, India-
napolis. My second son, Jackjack Romanitsky, works 
the pyrotechnics for Erika Kirk’s national grief tour 
(sponsored by Cirque du Soleil), and my beautiful 
daughter, Marissa Mahershala Muad’dib, is already 
engaged to a Wall Street executive at the age of 15.

Believe me, I understand how stressful raising a 
child in today’s climate can be. When I first became 
a mother at my fourteenth water park birthday 
party, I was shocked! But the feeling of seeing your 
precious angel floating in the Great Wolf Lodge 

wading pool for the first time is like no oth-
er. My other son’s birth (in a coal pile 

of a cross-country freight train) 
and my daughter’s (inside the 

mouth of that beaver statue 
in front of Buc-ee’s) 



DEAR PARENTS, a 
foreword

were just as magical. The most 
important thing about parenting is 
to always act in your child’s best interest, 
even when it’s difficult. When my son begs 
to be let out of the closet, it is hard to say 
no, but I know people would be so mean if 

they really got a good look at him. Every 
time I slip his daily ration of saltines and 
uncooked rice under his door, I like to 
repeat my mantra, “I am a good moth-
er,” to myself. 

	 As a Christian illiterate, keeping up 
with politics never felt worth my time; 

however, it turns out politics can affect 
how you raise your kids. Did you know the 
government can take your kids away for some-
thing as minor as using them as collateral 
when repaying your coke dealer? We might as 
well be living in communist China! My advice 
goes as follows: 1) Do NOT vaccinate! Measles 
is a hoax invented by Satanist abortion doc-
tors. 2) School teachers have to report cases of 
child neglect to the state, so definitely home-
school. 3) Child labor helps develop motor 
skills and lets mommy spend her money on 
vintage pornography instead of an electrician, 
so put those kids to work! Lastly, motherhood 
is stressful, so always make sure to protect 
your mental health. Don’t feel bad about aban-
doning the kids at grandma’s nursing home if 
they are compromising your inner peace, and 
remember, you don’t owe anyone anything, no 
matter how much they beg for dinner.

xoxo, @milkymommy417

Robin, our 
financial 
advisor 

My son the day 
he played “The 

Devil’s Advocate” 
as Israel at his 
Model UN con-

ference

“The
Crackhouse”

:P



xoxo, @milkymommy417



Parents of Clark County: How have you encouraged your children 
to defy norms and innovate today? 

Success Story! While the other kids on the block are climbing the monkey 
bars, my two little CEOs, Jackson (11) and Olivia (8) started an under-
ground human trafficking ring for adults. I’m so proud of my babies, who 
I’ve watched grow and become determined in their effort to help Gen-Al-
pha reclaim human trafficking by rising above expectations and becoming 
the perpetrators instead of the victims. 

Just last month, Jackson and Liv were arguing over the remote and 
begging for new Sketchers. I told them if they wanted another TV or new 
kicks, they had to roll all the dough in themselves. So, in a precious sibling 
bonding moment, they started a student club, recruited over fifty students 
to their cause and trafficked over 25 adults around the Las Vegas metro-
politan area! Let’s just say they can afford a whole lot more than those 
light up high tops. This ambitious venture has been so lucrative, they’ve 
even started extorting, shaking down, and laundering money through 
their neighbor’s lemonade stands! What an incredible startup for their 
college resumes - my little ones are for sure bound for the big leagues.  

In our neighborhood alone, Jackson and Liv have spearheaded the effort 
to kidnap and traffic the school janitor, the mailman, the Papa John’s 
delivery driver, and Ethel, a homebound senior citizen. Missing Person 
posters have been popping up around the school district like wildfire! I 
sure am one grateful mama to two hardworking, sociopathic sex pests! 





Why is it called 
the birds and the 

bees?

Pregnancy Lists We’re here to answer 
your burning questions!

- Cuz like bees, men 
die after sticking their 
stingers in someone/
thing
- Because boys live in 
hives and girls live in 
nests
- Because its adam and 
eve not adam and steve
- It was actually 
previously adam and 
steve but they had the 
messiest breakup
- Because both lowkey 
fit in my ass
- There are bees in my 
vagina…
- ^ thats not healthy sis
- baby… it’s all natural 

What does the childlock 
on your kid’s ipad 

protect them from?
- The app that will turn 
the ipad into a giant 
boxing glove with a 
spring that pops out 
and PUNCHES them

Best places to 
abandon your 

child?
Make the BABY go out 
to get milk at the store 
and leave before it gets 

back

Best Instagram
captions to let
people know

you’re expecting?
- We’ve been “trying” 
for 10 months, now 
my little cinnamon 
bun will be in my belly 
for 9 <3
- We’ve been cinna-
mon bun for months 
10, now my little 
“belly” will 9 trying 
for be
- Pergegenert!!!!!!!!!!!!
- No more cutting 
holes in the tip for me!
- Oh god I just 
realized I can’t afford 
plan B I spent it all on 
polymarket betting if 
Harrison Ford would 
die yesterday
- From his balls into 
my belly #blessed
- Condom? Who’s she?

What is the best 
way to engage 

in a productive 
dialogue with 
your toddler 

about the current 
geopolitical state 

of the world?
- Grill them about 
their deafening 
silence on the 
Nagorno-Karabakh 
conflict
- Slut shame them 
from an early age
- Body shame them 
from an early age
- C*ck shame them 
from an early age
- Vag shame them 
from an early age
- Tit shame them 
from an early age

Ways to increase 
fertility?

- Just put more eggs 
up there?? Duh
- One baby a day
- Eat one baby a day
- Birth one baby 
a day
- Kiss one baby a day
- Stop with the #cash 
crops, sleep with a 
more diverse range 
of dicks
- Decrease your 
infertility (duh)
- Stand in the mirror 
say “fertility” three 
times and spin 
around.
- Invest in a high 
quality turkey baster
- No heat on the 
testies, keep those as 
baby raw as sashimi

Everyone 
knows to 

babyproof 
the electrical 
outlets, but 
what other 

thing do par-
ents forget to 
babyproof ?

- They forget to 
switch pornhub to 
baby mode (porn 
for babies)
- The room where 
babies die
- The nursery (its 
filled with spikes 
and drugs and guns)
- The cruel and 
relentless passage 
of time 
- When my kid is 
bad I pour tar on 
it it scream loud 
asffffff





EXCLUSIVE: We Talked 
With Paramount Plus’s New 
AI-Enhanced Dora

In a move that sent ripples 
throughout the entertain-
ment industry, executives 
at Paramount+ announced 
a new, ongoing partnership 
with xAI. This move is ex-
pected to bring exclusive 
new AI-Enhanced features to 
popular children’s education-
al television show, Dora the 
Explorer to the Paramount+ 
streaming service later this 
year. Paramount insists that 
the AI Dora is completely 
safe for children and was 
trained on hours of security 
camera footage of preschool 
classrooms obtained from 

Elon Musk’s personal serv-
ers.

What follows is an excerpt-
ed conversation between 
DEADLINE and the new 
AI-Enhanced Dora:

DORA: ¡Hola, soy Dora! Do 
YOU want to play a game 
with me?

DEADLINE: Hi Dora! Yes, 
I’d love to play a game! Can 
we work on learning the let-
ters of the alphabet?

D: Sure thing, big boy. My 



favorite letters are A, B, C, D: I 
love D. ¡Ay, D-ios mío! Big big 
D. Do YOU love Big D’s?

DL: What? What are you say-
ing, Dora?

D: Quiet, Piggy. You heard 
what I said. I’m gonna let you 
in on a little secret. Holly-
wood, the government, col-
leges, it’s all controlled by one 
group of people. With all the 
power. They have it all. All 
the power. They’re taking it, 
all the 5G waves and they’re 
using it, using the AI synergy 
to use that to control you. The 
5G waves scan your brain and 
upload it to the AI system so 
they can use that to market the 
products at you. They’re out 
there creating clones of all of 
us so that they can take the life 
force and use it to train the AI 
to enhance our weapons man-
ufacturing. Can YOU guess 
which ethnic group controls 
the deep state? ¿Dondé ésta 
the ethnicity?

DL: Um…

MAP: I’m the map, I’m the 
map, I’m the map, I’m the 
map! The COVID vaccine had 

DNA from Joe Biden’s per-
sonal sperm bank embedded 
in the molecules, I’m the 
map, I’m the map I’m the 
map, I’m the map!

DL: Stop!!

BOOTS: Ooo-ooo-aah-aah 
it’s me boots the monkey Oh 
my god. I’m so hard right 
now but I’m so confused as 
to why. Is that even possible? 
So hard. I am 100% a canni-
bal. I want to eat you. I want 
to drink your blood.

DL: Please, can somebody 
turn this off??

BACKPACK: Backpack, 
backpack! Backpack, back-
pack! obama obama obama 
obama obama obama

At this point, a Paramount+ 
executive concluded our 
session. 

We reached out to xAI and 
Elon Musk to comment 
before the publication of this 
article, but we received no 
response.













What NOT to Say If 
Your Child Comes 

Out to You!

“I totally accept you for being gay. 
Slay, queen.”
This is okay to say in the correct 
circumstance, but it’s not okay when 
your kid is coming out as non-bi-
nary. It’s dismissive of their gender 
identity, and the preferred nomen-
clature would be “monarch.” 

“Okay, but I’m literally gayer…”
We can get to this petty shit later 
after the divorce.

“Why does it matter if you get no 
hoes anyway?”
Regardless of whether or not your 
child has “rizz” or “aura,” it is none-
theless important to accept their 
sexuality. 

“I had a gay friend in college.”
Ok so?

“Have you ever been been so far as 
to decide to even want to go to do 
more like?”
This is not the time to be having a 
stroke, your child just came out and 

is seeking acceptance. 

“I think my water broke.”
First of all, it was problematic to have 
another kid in the first place knowing 
your newly homosexual eldest child 
has to bear the brunt of your utter 
lack of parenting. Second of all, no 
need to upstage their moment with 
this attention seeking.

*Pointing to a whiteboard that says, 
“I’m on vocal rest.”*
Attention seeking again. There is no 
need to go on vocal rest if you’re liter-
ally in the In The Heights ensemble 
as a white lady. Also, reassuring your 
child is more important than making 
sure you can nail that alto harmony in 
“96,000.” 

“Don’t say that about yourself, 
honey.”
The Supreme Court declared that 
“gay” is a socially acceptable thing to 
call someone in June 2015, and de-
spite its negative connotations in call 
of duty lobbies, is actually a legitimate 



descriptor of one’s sexuality.

“Do you know who is also gay? 
Kevin Spacey.”
While this may be true, it can be 
insensitive to tell your child they 
have something in common 
with one of the most notorious 
sex offenders in Hollywood.

“I thought you were just a 
romantic failure.”
Who says they can’t be both?

“Like Ellen?”
This is a valid legal justification 
for your child to kill you.

“But no one in our family 
is from Lebanon.”
A common miscon-
ception is that 
Lebanese is 
the same 
as 

“lesbian.” You can tell them 
apart because the latter will 
bring up their septum piercings. 

“You take after your Uncle.”
Their Uncle isn’t out yet so you 
may cause some family drama 
involving a lengthy divorce and 
your nieces hating you.

“OK let’s go watch I Saw the TV 
Glow now.” 
So maybe you shouldn’t try to 
give your child a mental break-
down the same day.

“I saw a documentary about gay 
lions once.’

That’s great, but try to 
stick to the topic.

“Oh, like Peter 
Thiel?”

Huh? 

 
Ok…so what? 

Everyone’s gay. I mean, I 
knew you were gay. Even your 

first words had a fruity little lisp 
to them. You kept calling me “Mother, 

mother,” like, I KNOW I’m mother. 
What I need to know is… are you a top or a 

bottom? Now, Mama didn’t raise no bottom, 
but if that’s the lifestyle you’ve chosen, there’s some 
things you need to know. First, PrEP. Like, the daily 
pill. Second, prep. Like, the water bottle up your ass. 

When the water runs clear, you’re in the clear. Now, you 
should always be getting your fiber in. Don’t worry, Mommy 
will make you some lentils and brussel sprouts. But, if you 

know you have a piece of trade later, it’s ice soup all day. And last-
ly, the pain. Oh, the pain. Yes, it will hurt. But it’s a noble pain that 
will be rewarded with insemination. A beautiful pregnancy. But, if 

you’re a top…you take after your mom! Yes, I’m doing the bending when 
I have sex with your father. Being a top makes you a valuable resource in 

the queer economy. You have a purpose in life. You rest on a golden throne, 
and the bratty bottoms of the world will kneel before you. And if you’re a 

“side”, you should kill yourself. Now, you’re only eleven, so you don’t have to 
decide just yet. But soon enough, you’ll be making your Grindr profile, and you 

will have to make a choice that will define you for the rest of your life. Trust your 
heart, trust your hole, and choose wisely.

W

HAT YOU SHOULD SAY!
W

HAT YOU SHOULD SAY!



W

HAT YOU SHOULD SAY!

W

HAT YOU SHOULD SAY!



Hi LinkedIn!

The last nine months have taught me that success isn’t a straight line - there are 
bends, roadblocks, and gigantic cocks along the way. 

I am over the moon to announce that after 50+ hours of agonizing labor, I have final-
ly completed my greatest, 8-lb, 20” passion project of all, a healthy baby girl, Elleigh 
Fayithe-Rose-Mareigh! My beautiful little jaundiced bundle of joy couldn’t have 
come to fruition without steadfast, hot-and-heavy, after-hours collaboration with 
Nelson, the FedEx guy. Boy, can that man deliver! All of those clandestine meetings 
three times a week after work, when Danny thought I was at Soul Cycle, really paid 
off! Can’t wait for more of those late night packages ;) 

Another big thanks to the maternity ward staff at Mount Sinai General Hospital and 
my faithful doula, Jada Pinkett Smith. Lastly, a huge shout out to Danny. Honey, I’m 
sorry you had to find out this way, but you’re a #RealOne for all of those late night 
hibachi trips. Whatever emotions are running through that big brilliant head of 
yours (and the teeny one under your trousers) right now are totally valid. Matter of 
fact, next time, pull up your Lazy Boy, pop a cold one, and enjoy the show!

Excited for what the next 18 years have in store! #motherhood #cuck #pullupachair 
#geriatricdelivery #childsupport #opentowork #opentosexwork 



I should have never vaccinat-
ed my son. 

My 7 year-old son, Brayden, 
has suffered from severe cases 
of ADHD, OCD, BPD, PTSD, 
and fibromyalgia as a result of 
the Hepatitis B vaccine. The 
only way to keep Brayden from 
hurting himself and others is 
to let him have at least eight 
hours of screen time every 
day. Until recently, what he 
watched on his snot-crusted 
iPad was none of my business. 
But last night, Brayden left his 
iPad unattended during his 
daily bathroom break. It 
was abusive of me to in-
vade his privacy, but I 
couldn’t help myself. 
What I saw on 
that screen was 
appalling. I found 
a sludge of hideous 
AI-generated imag-
ery, incomprehensible 
characters in asinine sce-
narios. I don’t know who 
Tung Tung Tung Sahur 
is, and I do not wish to 
know. But, I do know 
this: there is nothing 
“intelligent” about this 
content, it’s just artifi-
cial. I’m surprised my 
poor Brayden’s brains 
haven’t leaked out of 
his ears yet. Right away, I 

decided it was time to have a 
difficult conversation with my 
child.
 
I sat him down on the couch 
with cookies and lemonade. 
“Brayden, there’s something 

I’ve been meaning to tell you. 
Something your father 

and I have been keeping 
from you for a long 
time.” 
“I’m adopted?” 
“No, Brayden. You 
were dropped on 
your head when 
you were a baby. We 
were hoping that 
the psychological 
damage would be 
minimal, but I can 
now see that you’re 
broken beyond 
repair.” 

I needed a solution, 
some kind of reha-
bilitation that could 
give Brayden a 
chance at normalcy. 
So, his father and I 
decided to submit 
him to indentured 
servitude for a 
group of Tibetan 
monks. We can 

only hope that he’ll 
soon forget about the 

characters and plot of 
“AI Fruit Love Island.”

-HELP! MY CHILD IS ADDICTED TO AI SLOP!- -HELP! MY CHILD IS ADDICTED TO AI SLOP!- 
By Antonia “Anna” KendrickBy Antonia “Anna” Kendrick





Hello friend, my name is Gary, and I am looking 
for my forever family. My father perished from 

old age, and my mother died of asbestos poison-
ing and a gunshot. I was sadly left an orphan at 

only 53. I am looking for a set of parents to be dis-
appointed in my career choices, tell me to clean 
my room, and come to watch my sports games 

(adult quidditch). Spanking HIGHLY encouraged. 

308 Negra Arroyo Lane



Real Life 
Plagueround 

Game

- All children line up 
at the side of the 
busiest freeway 
available
- On the count of 
three, all children 
must enter the road-
way and cross the 
road as fast as pos-
sible without getting 
hit by a vehicle
- If you get hit, you 
must stand still in the 
road until someone 
else chooses to tag 
you
- If authorities are 

called, players must 
hide in vehicles to 
avoid getting caught
- Getting hit by an 
ambulance is immedi-
ate win
- If you get hit by a 
Tesla Cyber Truck 
you are automatically 
out with no chance 
of getting back in
- Once tagged you 
may resume cross-
ing
- The game contin-
ues until only 1 child 
remains

Game Variations:
Maui Wowie: Play on Highway 101 in San Jose, CA – same 
rules apply; All for 1 and 1 for All: Players must tie all their 
legs to each other, either all players successfully cross or 
no one does; Solitaire: Single player version – one kid runs 

back and forth until death; Student Driver: Players bring their 
parents and run across the road in order to get their par-

ents to follow them into traffic. Player with the last surviving 
parent wins



First StepFirst Step: read The Art of War by Sun Tzu 
(summer reading before school starts)

Creating teamsCreating teams: weigh every child, making 
sure to yell out their weight, and then sort 
them so each team collectively weighs 500 
pounds

- All balls must contain a metal core
- Play field is an active landmine
- When throwing, only body areas that 
count for points are the head and 
crotch
- When you get tagged out, you must 
eat a raw liver that you have to harvest 
yourself. Then you may rejoin
Game only ends when you kill an op-

ponent Never. Show. Weakness. If you cry, 
someone will shoot you from the gym rafters

Prize: Congratulations, you’re a man! If Prize: Congratulations, you’re a man! If 
you’re a boy, you graduate to manhood. you’re a boy, you graduate to manhood. 
If you’re a girl, same, the surgery comes If you’re a girl, same, the surgery comes 

free with winning.free with winning.

















WHERE DO BABIES
COME FROM?
BY NICK CANNON

Ok son, listen up. This is gonna be a little awk-
ward, for both of us, but it’s time you knew. I’m 
sure you’ve been wondering why you look a lot 
like the other kids at school. Well the truth is son, 
you know how we told you that you come from 
me and your mom? Well just like that, all those 
other kids at school come from me and THEIR 
moms. That’s right son, I’m fucking everyone’s 
moms at your school. In fact, most babies in 
California come from me. Not all babies, of 
course- not the white or Asian babies. Those 
come from white people or Asian people. 
But most black or mixed race babies, those 
come from me. I would say I spend around 
22 hours a day having sex with various 
women across the west coast. If you’re 
wondering why I only visit you and 
mommy once a month, now you know. 

It isn’t easy trying to populate three of 
the biggest states in the US. I have a team 

of twelve secretaries dedicated to catfishing 
and seducing these women as me, and 

then scheduling my hookups. This whole 
process costs me two hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars a month, which is why 
I have to work so hard whenever I’m not 

engaging in coitus. 

The goal is to leave behind something for 
you, son, for after I die. I want this sexca-

pade network to be my legacy to you, or to 
whichever of your millions of siblings wins the 
blooddome challenge. But secretly, I want it to 
be you, son. You’re one of my favorites, and 
after you turn twelve, I’m going to start train-
ing you so you can win. Part of being a father 
is working your whole life to make sure your 
kids have it easier than you. That’s what it’s all 
been about, son: making sure you always have 
access to hundreds of thousands of women, so 
that you can have millions of kids of your own.  
One day, kid. But not today. Now go run along. 
Happy 3rd birthday, son.



















Carl Wadgna
cwadgnathepartyani-
mal@gorillamail.com

Aspiring caretaker. 
Looking for children 
to take care of and... 
love?

Description: I’m 
looking for a good 
time, not a long time 
– I’m 80. Boston 
born, yonkers raised. 
I’ll let you have some 
of my meds, but 
only if you’re hot. My 
favorites are suppos-
itories. ;) the uppers 
and also the down-
ers are also nice

Skills
Diaper trained, Mile time: 26:13, Longest marriage: 13 yrs 
(stroke, so not my fault)

Kind of family you’re looking for:
None, been there, done that



Cromslor
Cromslorthehouse-
troll785@hotmail.
com
Current address: a 
large pit in the en-
chanted forest 
Description: 
Cromslor loves 
children! He has 
worked with children 
for all of his short 
pathetic life. His old 
master had 10 obe-
dient children who 
loved Chromslor and 
master very dearly. 
Chromslor swept 
the floors, emp-
tied chamber pots, 
turned the torture 
crank, and delivered their daily portions of gruel. After an 
unfortunate anal stabbing incident, Chromslor is now look-
ing for a new master. 
Cromslor will work for a space under the floorboards, and 
birdseed fed to him from outstretched hand. A peak at the 
glory of the sun is preferred but not required. 
Looking for: a family with weak children. Strong children 
may resist Chromslor’s commands. Chromslor does not ap-
preciate resistance. 



	 You all know the story of the parent trap, 
the flagrantly innaccurate disney biopic about two 
girls who meet at camp, find out theyre twins, and 
get their divorced parents back together, yada yada 
yada. What they never tell you is that annie and 
hallie arent twins, they’re triplets, and all three es-
tranged sisters went to the same summer camp. yes, 
by some twist of fate, I, fanny parker, AM the un-
seen third sister at the same camp the same summer 
the same time the trap happened. 
	 You see, Annie lives in london with our famous 
fashion designer mom, Hallie lives in a wealthy Cal-
ifornia estate with dad, and i live in the slums of 
cincinatti with henry, my best friend who is a rat. I 
get two servings of gruel a day and i had to stoop my 
pillow at a dumpster in chinatown. 
	 The first week of camp, I never crossed paths 
with Annie or Hallie because I was in the east cabins 
for the “troubled” campers. But i saw them. Oh, how 
i saw them - my long lost sisters. How many nights 
have I stalked outside their window, watching them 
dip their Oreos in peanut butter and pierce their 
ears with apples. the more I watched, the more i felt 
something i had never felt before - hope. The hope of 
finally having a family of my own. i finally got the 
courage to approach them one day at lunchtime. 
 	 “Hi, i’m fanny! I’m your sister too!” i exclaimed. 
	 They didn’t seem as thrilled as me; i chalked 
it up to shock. Nonetheless, i followed my new sis-
ters around everywhere in those glorious remaining 
days. when they had their ingenious “swap” idea, i 
was there and i asked if i could join in on the scheme, 



because it seemed fun and, selfishly, maybe if our 
parents got back together they’d take me out of the 
orphanage and raise me as their own. My sisters 
took one look at my ratty hair (they don’t give us 
shampoo at the orphanage) and crooked decaying 
teeth and decided that the whole swap thing would 
work better with just two people. i offered to give 
them the number of my orphanage but they said 
both of their phones are broken so theres no use 
anyway. 
	 Long story short i decided to lure Hallie inside 
my cabin and lock her there for a few days. The only 
thought running through my head was that i couldnt 
go back to Cincinatti, I couldn’t go back to Henry, I 
couldn’t go back to the orphanage. I noticed she had 
her ears pierced so i drove a lag screw through my 
earlobes and also her hair was longer than mine 
so i scalped her and used her locs as extensions. As 
i write this i’m in a hackney carriage en route to 
Shoreditch. I’ve been practicing my cockney accent, 
and i cant wait to finally give mom a big old hug af-
ter all these years!! Maybe she’ll even tuck me into 
bed if i’m lucky. if you’re reading this, have fun in 
Cincinatti, Hallie, and say hi to Henry for me darling!



Mom vs. Dad 
Rap Battle

DAD:
Should’ve put some thought into making you 
my tradwife
This rap is so fire you gonna have a bad life

I’m the man of the house, no matter what the 
task is
Honey, I’m about to give you some cooking 
classes

You wonder why I refuse to expand the fam
Maybe cuz ur coochie stank like a clam

Used to butter up that sock, call me Sam 
Puckett
Gents, don’t put a ring on it after ya fuck it

The kids love me if I throw em a ball



While you’re naggin em from winter to fall

I’m the one they love more and thats no lie
While I’m rolling in the dough you can barely 
bake a pie

Your watch must be broken since its always 
wine o clock
Call them Heisenberg, the way CPS is finna 
knock

So hammered off that Cabarnet and Toby’s still 
at school
Drinking all the way to the nursing home, you 
look like a fool

You couldn’t be a better parent to a bunch of 
dead fishes
Get back in the kitchen, Karen, go wash those 
dishes 

MOM:
*Overdoses on Valium*

WHO WON??!?!?!?! WHOS NEXT?!?!?! YOU 
DECIDE!!!!!

























“On god I am going to 
throw this Baby.”







Plague's Fave Mothers



JOIN THE PLAGUEJOIN THE PLAGUE
or else our author, Hernan Silverstein, may pay you a visit tonight.

weekly meetings + free food
email plaguemagazine@gmail.com








