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  And that was probably a good thing because, until the book was in print, I had NO idea of how many people I REALLY needed to acknowledge. So, let’s dive in …
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  And of course, there are my wife Jean and daughters Carrie and Erin who have spent the last 30 years (most of the girls’ lives) with me sending daily emails and never really understanding what I was doing or why. And now that the first volume is out, I’m spending even more time at the computer and doing podcasts and marketing. Truly, these three deserve the greatest acknowledgement possible for putting up with me … and continuing to do so because there are more volumes coming out!


  And finally, thanks to several dozen friends on my Launch Team who provided moral support as the launch day approached and then bought an introductory eBook from Amazon to get the sales started.


  And I’m sure there are many others who will occur to me as soon as I submit this for publication. Watch for them in the next volume.


  Introduction


  Back Into the Abyss


  When I put together the first volume of 20 Years of Internet Humor, I imagined it as a sort of digital time capsule — a record of the bizarre, brilliant, and occasionally baffling ways we’ve made each other laugh online. I figured I’d said what I needed to say to get things started since there’s still a lot more to be added!


  Turns out: REALLY a lot more...and this is the next step!


  Not because the internet changed — though it does continuously — but because people didn’t stop being funny. Not for a minute. They kept making things: absurd things, clever things, things so stupid they looped all the way back around to genius. And I kept collecting. Not on purpose, at first. Just a saved image here, a snippet of text there, a half-remembered in-joke from a long-deleted page. Before long, I realized I hadn’t closed the door behind me — I’d just walked into another room.


  This second volume is the result of that slow accumulation, a sequel born not from obligation but compulsion. Because once you’ve spent enough time in the trenches of internet humor — forums, imageboards, forgotten websites with page counters still proudly ticking — you start to feel a strange responsibility. Someone ought to remember the nonsense. Someone should make sure the chain emails, the surreal flash animations, the ASCII absurdities and cryptic in-jokes don’t fade into digital oblivion.


  So here we are again.


  This isn’t a greatest-hits album. Some of what’s in here is obscure by design. Some of them are uncomfortably close to the bone. Some entries don’t even make sense anymore — if they ever did. But all of it, in some way, reflects the joy of creating something funny for no reason other than to make someone, somewhere, laugh…or think!


  That’s the beauty of it, really. No likes. No followers. Just humor and human interest in their purest, weirdest forms — made by people, shared with people, and kept alive by nothing more than memory and a stubborn refusal to let the punchline die.


  So once again, welcome. Take your time, lose track of it, and enjoy this second plunge into the chaos.


  I promise: it’s still very worth it.


   


  — Bill Williams


  A Rant from the Over-30 Crowd...


  When I was a kid, adults used to bore me to tears with their tedious diatribes about how hard things were when they were growing up; what with walking twenty-five miles to school every morning ... Uphill BOTH ways


   


  Yadda, yadda, yadda


   


  And I remember promising myself that when I grew up, there was no way I was going to lay a bunch of crap like that on kids about how hard I had it and how easy they’ve got it!


  But now that I’m over the ripe old age of thirty, I can’t help but look around and notice the youth of today. You’ve got it so easy!


  I mean, compared to my childhood, you live in a damn Utopia!


  And I hate to say it, but you kids today don’t know how good you’ve got it!


  I mean, when I was a kid, we didn’t have The Internet. If we wanted to know something, we had to go to the damn library and look it up ourselves in the card catalog!


  There was no email! We had to actually write somebody a letter…with a pen!


  Then you had to walk all the way across the street and put it in the mailbox, and it would take like a week to get there!


   


  There were no MP3’s or Napster’s! If you wanted to steal music, you had to hitchhike to the record store and shoplift it yourself! Or you had to wait around all day to tape it off the radio and the DJ’d usually talk over the beginning and mess it all up!


   


  We didn’t have fancy crap like Call Waiting! If you were on the phone and somebody else called, they got a busy signal, that’s it!


   


  And we didn’t have fancy Caller ID Boxes either!


  When the phone rang, you had no idea who it was! It could be your school, your mom, your boss, your bookie, your drug dealer, a collections agent. You just didn’t know!!! You had to pick it up and take your chances, mister!


   


  We didn’t have any fancy Sony PlayStation video games with high-resolution 3-D graphics! We had the Atari 2600 with games like “Space Invaders” and “Asteroids.” Your guy was a little square! You actually had to use your imagination! And there were no multiple levels or screens, it was just one screen forever and you could never win. The game just kept getting harder and harder and faster and faster until you died! Just like LIFE!


   


  When you went to the movie theater there no such thing as stadium seating! All the seats were the same height! If a tall guy or some old broad with a hat sat in front of you and you couldn’t see, you were just screwed!


   


  Sure, we had cable television, but back then that was only like 15 channels and there was no on-screen menu and no remote! You had to use a little book called a TV Guide to find out what was on!


  You were screwed when it came to channel surfing! You had to get off your butt and walk over to the TV to change the channel. And there was no Cartoon Network either! You could only get cartoons on Saturday Morning.


  Do you hear what I’m saying!?!


  We had to wait ALL WEEK for cartoons!


   


  And we didn’t have microwaves. If we wanted to heat something up we had to use the stove or go build a frigging fire …


  Imagine that!


  If we wanted popcorn, we had to use that stupid Jiffy Pop thin and shake it over the stove forever like an idiot.


   


  That’s exactly what I’m talking about! You kids today have got it too easy.


  You’re spoiled. You guys wouldn’t have lasted five minutes back in 1980!


   


  Regards,


  The over 30 Crowd


  
    Contributed by David A. Silverman


    11/10/2008

  


  A Senior Moment ... at 48?


  By David McClure


  Dallas Morning News


  Sunday, June 28, 2009


   


  $5.37. That’s what the kid behind the counter at Taco Bueno said to me. I dug into my pocket and pulled out some lint and two dimes and something that used to be a Jolly Rancher. Having already handed the kid a five-spot, I started to head back out to the truck to grab some change when the kid with the Elmo hairdo said the harshest thing anyone has ever said to me. He said, “It’s OK. I’ll just give you the senior citizen discount.”


  I turned to see who he was talking to and then heard the sound of change hitting the counter in front of me. “Only $4.68” he said cheerfully. I stood there stupefied. I am 48, not even 50 yet a mere child! Senior citizen?


  I took my burrito and walked out to the truck wondering what was wrong with Elmo. Was he blind? As I sat in the truck, my blood began to boil. Old? Me?


  I’ll show him, I thought. I opened the door and headed back inside. I strode to the counter, and there he was waiting with a smile.


  Before I could say a word, he held up something and jingled it in front of me, like I could be that easily distracted! What am I now? A toddler?


  “Dude! Can’t get too far without your car keys, eh?”


  I stared with utter disdain at the keys. I began to rationalize in my mind. “Leaving keys behind hardly makes a man elderly! It could happen to anyone!”


  I turned and headed back to the truck. I slipped the key into the ignition, but it wouldn’t turn. What now? I checked my keys and tried another. Still nothing. That’s when I noticed the purple beads hanging from my rearview mirror. I had no purple beads hanging from my rearview mirror.


  Then, a few other objects came into focus. The car seat in the back seat. Happy Meal toys spread all over the floorboard. A partially eaten doughnut on the dashboard.


  Faster than you can say ginkgo biloba, I flew out of the alien vehicle. Moments later I was speeding out of the parking lot, relieved to finally be leaving this nightmarish stop in my life. That is when I felt it, deep in the bowels of my stomach: hunger! My stomach growled and churned, and I reached to grab my burrito, only it was nowhere to be found.


  I swung the truck around, gathered my courage, and strode back into the restaurant one final time. There Elmo stood, draped in youth and black nail polish. All I could think was, “What is the world coming to?” All I could say was, “Did I leave my food and drink in here?” At this point I was ready to ask a Boy Scout to help me back to my vehicle and then go straight home and apply for Social Security benefits.


  Elmo had no clue. I walked back out to the truck, and suddenly a young lad came up and tugged on my jeans to get my attention. He was holding up a drink and a bag. His mother explained, “I think you left this in my truck by mistake.” I took the food and drink from the little boy and sheepishly apologized.


  She offered these kind words: “It’s OK. My grandfather does stuff like this all the time.”


  All of this is to explain how I got a ticket doing 85 in a 40. Yes, I was racing some punk kid in a Toyota Prius. And “No,” I told the officer, “I’m not too old to be driving this fast.”


  As I walked in the front door, my wife met me halfway down the hall. I handed her a bag of cold food and a $300 speeding ticket. I promptly sat in my rocking chair and covered up my legs with a blanky.


   


  The good news was I had successfully found my way home.


   


  Printed with permission of David McClure who teaches science and coaches at Faubion Middle School in McKinney, Texas. He is also a “Teacher Voices” volunteer columnist. His email address is dmcclure9066@yahoo.com.


  
    Contributed by Kay Reynolds


    8/10/2009

  


  A Swiss Hanukkah


  A Short Play by David Lipschutz


  Lights up on AVI, a Jewish man, aged 35-45.


  He is sitting on his grandmother’s sofa, complete


  with flower print, doilies, and plastic covering.


   


  AVI: What does Hanukkah mean to me? 
(laughs to self) Believe it or not, it means


  “The Alps.” Not because I’ve been there, oh g-d no.


   


  You see, my Bubbie and Zayde, of blessed memory, loved the Alps.


  In fact, they loved it so much, their basement was professionally done up


  to look like you were standing on a terrace overlooking the mountains. I’m not kidding.


  They literally painted the walls and put up these wood planks and railings.


  As my Bubbie would say, “It’s the Swiss Alps in fresco complimenting the Swiss chalet.”


  Not exactly sure what any of those words mean, but…


  Yup, I can definitely see it.


   


  (beat)
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  We, um, we always opened our presents in their basement.


  So, for eight days a year, my Hanukkah consisted of traveling from this ranch-style house in the suburbs of Chicago to this beautiful Alpine Chateau in Europe just by going downstairs.


  Some really hopeful memories there.


  I miss that fake skyline almost as much as I miss my Bubbie and Zayde.


  (beat)


  Now, let me tell you about their lladro collection…


   


  Lights slowly fade until blackout.


  
    Contributed by David Lipschutz


    12/9/2023

  


  An Honest Lawyer...


  An investment counselor went out on her own. She was shrewd and diligent, so business kept coming in. Pretty soon she realized she needed an in-house counsel, and so she began interviewing young lawyers.


   


  “As I’m sure you can understand,” she started off with one of the first applicants, “in a business like this, our personal integrity must be beyond question.” She leaned forward. “Mr. Peterson, are you an ‘honest’ lawyer?”


   


  “Honest?” replied the job prospect. “Let me tell you something about honesty. Why, I’m so honest that my father lent me fifteen thousand dollars for my education, and I paid back every penny the minute I tried my very first case.”


   


  “Impressive. And what sort of case was that?”


   


  The lawyer squirmed in his seat and admitted, “He sued me for the money.”


  
    Contributed by David Taylor


    4/11/2006

  


  Ten Best Caddie Responses


  [image:  ]


   


  Number: 10


  Golfer: “I think I ‘m going to drown myself in the lake.”


  Caddy: “Think you can keep your head down that long, sir?”


   


  Number: 9


  Golfer: “I ‘d move heaven and earth to break 100 on this course.”


  Caddy: “Try heaven sir, you ‘ve already moved most of the earth.”


   


  Number: 8


  Golfer: “Do you think my game is improving?”


  Caddy: “Yes sir … You miss the ball much closer now.”


   


  Number: 7


  Golfer: “Do you think I can get there with a 5 iron?”


  Caddy: “Eventually, sir.”


   


  Number: 6


  Golfer: “You’ve got to be the worst caddy in the world.”


  Caddy: “I don ‘t think so sir . . . That would be too much of a coincidence.”


   


  Number: 5


  Golfer: “Please stop checking your watch all the time. It’s too much of a distraction.”


  Caddy: “It’s not a watch sir - it’s a compass.”


   


  Number: 4


  Golfer: “How do you like my game?”


  Caddy: “It’s very good sir - but personally, I prefer golf.”


   


  Number: 3


  Golfer: “Do you think it’s a sin to play on Sunday?


  Caddy: “I ‘m afraid the way you play sir, it’s a sin on any day.”


   


  Number: 2


  Golfer: “This is the worst course I ‘ve ever played on.”


  Caddy: “But this isn’t the golf course . . .. We left that an hour ago sir.”


   


  And the Number: 1 … Best Caddy Comment:


   


  Golfer: “That can ‘t be my ball, it’s too old.”


  Caddy: “It’s been a long time since we teed off, sir.”


   


  Bonus …


   


  An old favorite … about the Golfer who has been slicing off the tee at every hole . . ..


  He finally gives up and asks his long-suffering caddy …


  Golfer: “Can you see any obvious problems?”


  Caddy: “There’s a piece of **** on the end of your club.”


  The Golfer picks up his club and cleans the club face …


  Caddy: “No sir, it’s at the other end.”


  
    Contributed by Judy Flahiff


    4/10/2019

  


  Calling In Sick...


  Calling in sick to work makes me uncomfortable. No matter how legitimate my excuse is, I always get the feeling that my boss thinks I’m lying.


  On one recent occasion, I had a valid reason but lied anyway because the truth was just too darned humiliating. I simply mentioned that I had sustained a head injury, and I hoped I would feel up to coming in the next day. By then, I reasoned, I could think up a doozy to explain the bandage on the top of my head.


  The accident occurred mainly because I had given in to my wife’s wishes to adopt a cute little kitty.


  Initially, the new acquisition was no problem. Then one morning, I was taking my shower after breakfast when I heard my wife, Deb, call out to me from the kitchen.


  “Honey! The garbage disposal is dead again. Please come reset it.”


  “You know where the button is,” I protested through the shower pitter-patter and steam. “Reset it yourself!”


  “But I’m scared!” she persisted. “What if it starts going and sucks me in?” There was a meaningful pause and then, “C’mon, it’ll only take you a second.”


  So out I came, dripping wet and butt naked, hoping that my silent outraged nudity would make a statement about how I perceived her behavior as extremely cowardly.


  Sighing loudly, I squatted down and stuck my head under the sink to find the button. That was the last action I remember
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