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AHA A AH I'AHA H HAHAHAHAHA AHAHAH HA 
A ~atIAHA AH HAHAHAHA AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA 

HAHAHAHAHAffAHAHAHAHA AH HAHA HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA A AHA A .I 
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any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopyin 
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who cares, right? It's just a book. Have fun with it. Knock y 

matters. We're all gonna die anyway! Go on, copy this 

For further information address Bill Cipher Books, 
Billville, Billifornia, 9120 
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For more Bill Cipher Press fun, visit ThislsNotAWebsiteDotCom.com. 
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tHe Boookof BIi l 
Free Transform 

u------------cl--------- Scale 

GOOD JOB BILL! 

I • 

Rotate 

Skew 

TortL ·e PI1ysIcally 

Torture Mentally 

Remove Intestines 

Stab Vertically 

Stab Horizontally 

Chop into Pieces 

Put in Garbage Bag 

Wash Hands 

Put Garbage Bag in River 

The River Is Quiet 

The River Keeps Its Secrets 

No One Will Know 

Rotate 180 

Rotate 18000 

Rotate Until Time Reverses 

Do a Backflip! 

Wheee! 

PRESS THUMB 
HERE 

With that out of the way, all this book needs is 
some ink! +tey, can I borrow some of your blood? 
Just press your thumb here, and I'll absorb some 

right into the page! You won't even notice it's 
9one. T+tERE YA. GO! A.+t+t, that feels good! 

• • 



LICK HERE for 
that NEW BOOK 

TASTE! 

Congra ts on your new book, The Book of Bill, which will be your new guide to life 
forever! If you're starting to have second thoughts about reading it, too bad! 
There's no way to get rid of this book! Go ahead, try to throw it away! I DARE YOU! 

IT WILL FOLLOW YOU TO THE GRAVE. 

THIS BOOK CONTAINS: 

G) A real human spine! I wonder who they stole it from? 

~ "Paper" made from pressed, pureed human brain matter. I can invade anything with v neurons, so I can project anything I want in here! 

r;;\ 1,000 free paper cuts, to be awarded to 1,000 lucky readers at random! Check your 
\:::.,J fingers; you may already be a winner! 

© A whole secret chapter that you proba bly won't find. 

® A soul. If you burn this book, it WILL scream! 

® BEES! 

CHECK THIS BOX TO CONTINUE: 

I'm not Dipper Pines 
CAPTCHA 

Privacy - Terms 



Brought to you by: 
Your own blood! 

BOU ME 
AN INTERVIEW 
MY POWERS 
A TEST OF WORTHINESS 
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0 

THE SECRETS OF THE UNIVERSE 
HUMANS 
LOVE 
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DEJA VU 
DEATH 
MORALITY 
PARALLEL DIMENSIONS 
URBAN LEGENDS 

, ' 
DEJA VU 
SILLY STRAWS 
CODES 
???? 
DREAMS 
THE MEANING OF LIFE 
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DEJA VU 

M STO 
ORIGINS 
THE GLORY DAYS 
A BABY PROBLEM 
HELLO, EARTH! 
WELCOME TO GRAVITY FALLS 
ANCIENT HISTORY 
MODERN HISTORY 

S XE 
MY NEW PUPPET 
THE LOST JOURNAL PAGES 

E G L 
HOW TO TAKE OVER THE WORLD 
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ABOlJTME 
CEREBRA L CO RTEX 

C~NTRA L SUL CUS 

BILL 
/ (bil) / 
Noun 

TRIANGULUM 
ENTANGULUM 

1) The most im portant triangle in history; your new 
best friend, life coach, death coach, overlord, style 
consultant, mentor, menta l case, mastermind, and 
mind master. • 
2) The write r, director, star, and EP behind 
all your favorite nightmares! 
3) WKH JXB ZKR Z ULWHV WKII FRGHV 

So you wanna know about me? 

Well, folks, I'm just a rascal! A 
mischievous fella! A funny little 
guy! But no matter how loudly 

Think of me as your one friend 
who can never die. A bad idea and 
a good time. The guy pulling the 
strings behind the unknowable veil 
of perception. And I have a cute 
little bow tie! 

I've gone by many names. Network 
censors call me "a lawsuit waiting 
to happen." Therapists call me "a 
sign the medication isn't working." 
Serial killers call me "honestly, 
suprisingly down-to-earth." 
Wherever there's a hand to shake 
and a deal to make, buddy, I'm 
there! MY 

CA~l) 

I try to scream my intentions, Look, I get it- , 
everyone seems to think I'm 
"evil" or "a sociopath" or"ruining you're probably craving the rare, 
this funeral by playing a slide never-before-heard details about 
whistle every time someone my life, huh? Well, I haven't done 
says the name of the deceased." ~ an interview in a billion years 
~ut I'm not a bad guy! I / f _) or so, but just for you I'll go 
Just operate on my U 1, 1. 1 to the only unbiased 
own frequency. mm··· m a 1tt e 
Cosmically and i)ift&f'&Dt 
morally! I've tried !':_ET 
wearing this shirt to SE\::itD ~ ~ 
explain. }, u ,,e IT 

news source in the 
entire multiverse: 

M.E/ 
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He's been i your oiind ... 
but what's on his? 

T oday's guest has done it all - mentally scarred 12-year-olds, stolen a Grammy, possessed 
a pope, even written his own celebrity cookbook! (OUT: Existential Dread. IN: Existential Bread!) 
I sat down to discuss fame, fashion, and fearamids with the guy who 's also me, and also my 

entire audience! 

BILL: Make an unholy sound for BILL! CIPHER! (crowd of Bill Ciphers cheers) 

BILL: Thank you , thank you , it 's great to see you! 

BILL: It's great to BE you! 

BILL: The pleasure's all ours! 

BILL: So, I wouldn't be much of an interviewer if I didn't start with the one question 
EVERYONE is talking about. Let's get into it. ARE. YOU. DEAD? 

BILL: It doesn't get much clearer than that! Let's move on to GOSSIP! 



SABOUT 
ANY REGRETpOCALYPSE? 

SING THE A 
CAU ddressed that in rnv 
Look I already a k '? Move ON\ 

ap,ology video, o ay • 

IS IT TRUE YOU ONCE DATED A HOWLING VOID? 

Wow, how many times am I gonna have to hear this one? Just because I got 
coffee with a howling void ONE TIME does not mean we were in a relationship! 

And whatever happened to privacy, huh? Next question! 

l'VE HEARD YOU SDO,sN'TT :~~~~~w TO 
WEAR PANT · 

Yeah, right! This picture begs to differ! 

HOW DO YOU RESPOND TO CLAIMS THAT 
YOU'RE JUST A TEENAGER? 

ANYTHING YOU'D LIKE TO PLUG? 

Sure, your eyes and mouth with cement! 

That's ridiculous. I'm one trillion and 
twelve years old. I'm a preteen! 

BIOLOGICAL FATHER 
IS IT TRUE YOU~~~!:~HINEAS AND FERB? 

OF PHINEAS 
. • is over\ This interview 











11 The Great Gatsby 

CHAPTER2 

A bout !-ialfway between 'X'est Egg and New York the motor road hastily 

joins the railroad and runs beside it for a quarter of a mile, so as to 

shrink away from a certain desolate area of land. This is a valley of ashes-a 

fantastic farm where ashes grow like wheat into ridges and hills . and 

grotesque gardens; where ashes take the forms of houses and chimneys and 

rising smoke and, finally, with a t:i:anscendent effort, of ash-grey men, who 

move dimly and already crumbling through the powdery air. Occasionally a 

line of grey cars crawls along an invisible track, gives out a ghastly creak, and 

comes to rest, and immediately the ash-grey men swarm up wid: leaden 

spades and stir up a11. impenetrable cloud, which screens their obscure 

operations from your sight. 

But above the grey lanrl and the spasms of bleak dust which drifr endlessly 

over it, you perceive, afi:er a 1noment, the eyc:s of Doctor T. J. Eckle burg. The 

eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg are blue and gigantic--their retinas are one 

• yard high. They look out of no face, but, instead, from '1 pair of enormous 

yellow spectacles which pass over a nonexistent nose. Evid.::ntly s01ne wild 

wag of an oculist set them there to fatten his practice in the borough of 

~eens, ar..d then sank down himself into eternal blindness, or forgot them 

and moved away. But his eyes, dimmed a little by many paintless days, under 

sun and rain, brood on over the solemn dumping ground. 

The valley of ashes is bounded on one side by a small frml river, and, when 

the drawbridge is up to let barges through, the passengers on waiting trains 

can stare at the dismal scene for as long as half an hour. There is always a halt 

tl1ere of at least a minute, and it vtas because of this that I first met Tom 

Buchanan's mi'-tress. 

The fact that he had one was insisted upon whe1ever he was known. His 

acquaintan-::es resented the fact that he turned up in popular cafes with her 
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and, leaving her at a tabJe, sauntered .about, chatting with whomsoever he 

knew. Though I was curious to see her, I had no desire to meet her-but I did. 
I went up to New York with Tom on the train one afternoon, and when we 

stopped by the ash-heaps he jumped to his feet and, taking hold of my elbow, 
literally forced me from the car. 

"We're getting off,'' he insisted. "I want you to meet my girl." 

I think he'd tanked up a good deal at luncheon, and his determination to 

have my company bordered on violence. The supercilious assumption was 
that on Sunday afternoon. I had nothing better to do. 

I followed him over a low whitewashed railroad fence, and we walked 

back 2. hundred yards along the road under Doctor Eckleburg's persistenL 
stare. The only building in sight was a small block of yellow brick sitting on . . 
the edge of the waste land, a sort of compact Main Street ministering to it, 

and contiguous to absolutely nothing. One of the three shops it contained . 

was for rent and another was an all-night restaurant, approach.ed by a trail of 
ashes; the third was a garage-Repairs. George B. Wilson. Car~ bought and 
sold.-and I followed T0m inside. 

The interior was unprosperous and bare; the only car visible was the 

dust-covered Wieck of a Ford which crouched in a dim corner. It had 
occurred to me that this shadow of a garage must be a blind, and th1t 

sumptuous and romantic apartments were conceal~d overhead, when the 

proprietor himself appeared in the door of an office, wiping his hands on a 
piece of waste. I-Ie was a blond, ~piridess .1nan, anaemic, and faintly 

handsome. When he saw us a damp gleam of hope sprang into his light blue 
eyes. 

"Hello, \Vilson, old man;' said T0m, slapping him jovially on the shoulder. 
''How's business?" 

"I can't complain;' answered Wilson unconvincingly. "When are you 

going to sell me that car?" 
"Next week; I've got my man working on it now." 
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"Works pretty slow, don't he?" 
"No, he doesn't;' said Tom coldly. "And if you feel that way about it, 

maybe I'd better sell it somewhere dse after all." . 
"I don't mea11 that;' explained Wilson quickly. "I just meant-" 

His voice faded off and Tom glanced impatiently around the garage. Then 
I heard footsteps on a stairs, and in a moment the thickish figure of a woman 
blocked out the light from the office door. She was in the middle thirties, and 
faintly stout, but she carried her flesh sensuously as some women can Her 
face, above a spotted dress of dark blue crepe-de-chine, contained no facet or 
gleam of beauty, but there was an immediately perceptible vjtality about her 
as if the nerves of her body were .:ontinually smouldering. She smiled slowly 
and, walking through her husband as if he were a ghost, shook hand.:; with 

Tom, looldng him flush in the eye. Then she wet her lips, and without 
turning around spoke to her husband in a soft, coarse voice: 

"Get some chairs, why don't y0u, so somebody can sit down." 
"Oh, sun·;' agreed Wilson .hurriedly, and went toward the little office, 

n1ingling i1nmediately with the cement colour of the walls. A white ashen 
dust veiled his dark suit and his pale hair as it veiled everything in the 
vicinity-except his wife, who moved close to Tom. 

"I want to see you:' said Tom intently. "Get on the next train." 
''All right.' 

"I'll meet you by the newsstand on the lower level." 
She nodded and moved d.way fron1 him just as George '(X'ilson e.rnerged 

with two chairs from his office door. 

We waited for her down the road and out of sight. It was a few days before 

the Fourth of July, and a grey, scrawny It1.lian child was setting torpedoes in 
a row along the railroad track. 

"Terrible place, isn't it;' said Tom, exchanging a frown with Doctor 

Eckle burg. 
• "Awful." • 
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"It does her good to get away." 
"Doesn't her husband object?" 

14 

"Wilson? He thinks she goes to see her sister in New York. He's so dumb 
he doesn't know he's alive." 

So Ton1 Buchanan and his girl and I went up together to New York--or 

not quite together, for Mrs. Wilson sat discreetly in another car. Tom 

deferred that much to the sensibilities of those East Eggers who might be on 

the train. 

She had changed her dress to a brown figured muslin, which stretched 

tight over her rather wide hips as Tom helped her to the platform in New 
York. At the newsstand she bought a copy of Town Tattle and a 

moving- picture magazine, and ii:i the station drugstore some cold cream _and 

a small flask of perfume. Upstairs, in the solemn echoing drive she let four 

taxicabs drive away before she selected a new one, lavender-coloured with 

grey upholstery, and in this we slid out from the .m'lss of the station into the 

glowing stinshine. But immediately she turned sharply from the window 

and, leaning forward, tappec on the front glass. 
''I want to get or.e of those dogs;' she said earnestly. "I want to get one for 

the apartment. They're nice to have-a dog." 

We backed up to a grey old man who bore an absurd resemblance to John . 

D. Rockefeller. In a basket swung from his neck cowered a dozen very recent 

puppies of an indeterminate breed. 
"What kind are they?" asked Mrs. Wilson eagerly, as he came to the 

taxi-window. 

"All kinds. What kind do you want, lady?" 

"I'd like to get one of those police dogs; I don't suppose you got that 
kind?" 

The man peered doubtfully into the bctsket1 plunged in his hand and drew 

one up, wriggling, by die: back of the neck. 
"That's no police dog;' said Tom. 
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"No, it's not exactly a police dog:' sajd the ma.n with disappointmenr in his 

voice. "It's more of an Airedale." He passed his hand over the brown washrag 

of a back. "Look at that coat. S01nc coat. That's a dog that'll never bother you 

with catching cold." 

"I think it's cute;' said Mrs. Wilson enthusiastically. "How u1uch is it?" 

"Tnat dog?" He looked at it admiringly. "That dog will cost you ten 

dollars." 

The Airedale-undoubtedly there was an Airedale concerned in it 

somewhere, th011gh its · feet were startlingly white-changed hands and 

seeded down into Mrs. Wilson's lap, where she fondled the weatherproof 

coat with rapture. 

"Is it a boy or a girl?" she as~ed delicately. 
"That dog? 'H1at dog's a boy." 

''It's a b. ," said Tom decisively. "Here's your money. Go and buy ten 
d . 1 • " more .ogs w1t11. 1t. 

We drove over to Fifth Avenue, warm and soft, almost pastoral, on the 

summer Sunday afternoon. I wouldn't have been surprised to see a great flock 

of white sheep turn the corner. 
"Hold on:' I said, "J have to leave you here." 

"No you don't:' interposed Tom quickly. "Myrtle'll be hurt if you d0n't 

come up to the apartment. Won't you, Myrtle?" 

"Come on:• she urged. "I'll relephone my sister Catherine, She's said to be 

very beautiful by people who ought to know." 
"Well, I'd like to, bur-· " 

We went on, cutting back again over the Park toward the West Hundred< 

At 158th Street the cab stopped at one slice in a long white rake \_) 

apartment-houses. Throwing a regal homecomir,,,. glan 
neighbourhood, Mrs. Wilson gathered Uf her d(Jg and her other ,._., .. ,..h~'-f".'-. 

and went haughtily j..-.. 
. "I'm goin!,! ,.,_ .11ave the :ivfcKees come up:' she announced a~ .ve rose in the 
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Yeesh, we get it, the billboard is a metaphor, the American 

Dream is bittersweet, yak yak yak! Look, I might have been 

a little hasty. Not even a meat pile like you deserves to 

experience "rectuired reading." I guess maybe I'm a little 

touchy about my ''weaknesses" ever since ... It's not 

important. Let's just say that none of the life-forms who 

have tried to figure out what my "weaknesses" are have 

lived long enough to compare notes! 
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' &-THE ONE TRUE 
~ INTELLIGENCE TEST 

-THIS TEST WILL CATEGORICALLY DETERMINE YOUR INTELLIGENCE FOR THE REST OF YOUR LIFE. FOREVER. NO TAK E-BACKS, UNTIL THE END OF ETERNITY. ALL 
PRIOR TESTS ARE VOID. EVEN YOUR DAIVER"S TEST. YOU'RE WALKING HOME, PAL. 

· IF STUCK ON A QUESTION. YOU MAY FEEL AN OVERWHELMING SENSE THAT YOU'RE FALLING BEHIND, THAT ALL THE OTHER STUDENTS ARE SMARTER THAN YOU, 
AND THAT YOUR LIFE IS OVER BEFORE IT'S EVEN BEGUN. YOU MAY CONCLUDE THAT THE UNIVERSE IS FUNDAMENTALLY UNFAIR AND DESIGNED ONLY FOR YOUR 
SUFFERING. LEAN INTO THIS FEELING! LET IT FESTER AND GROW UNTIL YOU.RE GLOWING WITH INCANDESCENT FURY. AFLAME WITH AN UNQUENCHABLE 
YEARNING FOR VENGEANCE! THEY THOUGHT THEY WERE SMARTER THAN YOU? WELL YOU'LL SHOW THEM! YOU'LL SHOW THEM ALL! 

I. A DEVIOUS ILLUSION 
Is this a young woman , an old woman, or an illustrator 
having a psychotic break? 

ANSWER: _____________ _ 

II. THE RIDDLE OF THE CUBE 

This may look like an ordinary cube , but if you look 

1 

closely, this cube is actually really, SUPER depressed. 
(Hey, he's had a rough year! Cut him some slack!) What 
can you say to this cube to convince him to leave the 
house more often? CAREFUL: Too much pressure to hang 
out will make the cube even more anxious . But if you 
never invite him out, he'll think you hate him! 

ANSWER : _____________ _ 

Ill. How much wood would a woodchuck chuck if a 
woodchuck were up against a wood-chucking deadline 

and had procrastinated for weeks? He's supposed to chuck th irty trees by Friday, and it 's 
already noon on Wednesday! He wasted his day watching YouTube videos about how 
marbles are made' What should he do? Should he call his mom? He's honestly freaking 
out right now. 

ANSWER: ______________ _ 

, 
,( 
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2 IV. 
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Can you find all the below screams in this puzzle?? 

~· -
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AAAAAA 
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AAAAAAAAAAAA 
AAAAAAA 
AAAAAAAA 
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/ 

; ~ 
'z f~)1./ 
-~;: :-. 

.,. 

I 

SWER: ___ _ 

~ ~ 

---------

,,. _VI. Calculate the surface area of Soos. 

AAAAAAAA 
AAAAA 
AAAAAAAAAAA 
AAA 
AAAAAAAAA 
AAAA 
AAAAAAAAAAAAA 

V. NORLOG THE NUMBER 
DEVOURER 

~/ 

This is Norlog. He hungers for numbers. 
Feed him the numbers he craves. NUMBERS 
ARE HIS FOOD! FEED NORLOGI 

> ANSWER: _____________ _ 

( 
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I I I ii VII. WHAT IS THIS THING? 

~ 

- I LLL..L.J Why won't it leave me alone?! 

-
-

-
- ANSWER: ____________ _ 

I 

VIII. DIVIDE THIS NUMBER IN HALF: 

7,368 
Oh god! Oh god, you killed it! You were supposed to divide it in your head , not divide 
it with an axe! There 's blood everywhere and the cops are going to be here any minute! 

- ... ~-= .... 
- -F --__ • 

----- -

Okay, okay, just stay cool. That number had a family, but you can't think about that right 
now. Listen to me. Here's what you 're going to do. You 're going to take a deep breath , 
go home, and change your clothes. I know a guy who can take care of this, but you 
need an alibi! Quick, write it down here- it'd better be convincing! 

YOUR ALIBI (Don't rope me into this): _______ _______ _ 

IX. In the '90s, the internet had only 
one website (horses dating horses), so 
people had to pass the time by staring 
at these things and pretending they 
could see something in there. Can YOU 
pretend to see something in there? 

WRITE DOWN WHAT YOU PRETEND 
TO SEE: 



X. 

ACROSS DOWN 
1) A draft of a proposed law presented to Parliament for discussion 1) Who the Bride wanted to kill 
2) An amount of money owed for goods supplied or services rendered 2) Short for "William" 
3) A program of entertainment, such as at a theater 3) When you misspell "Fill" 
4) A banknote; a piece of paper money 4) There's no such thing as a good __ ionaire 
5) A poster 5) A clean __ of health 
6) First name of the 42nd president of the USA 6) He had an excellent adventure with Ted 
7) Chant at the beginning of a Science Guy's show 7) The kind of board with an advertisement on it 
8) The front part of a duck's face 8) Three __ y Goats Gruff 
9) Destiny's Child needs three of them 9) Watterson of Calvin & Hobbes 

10) Llib backward 10) The name of your new god 
11) Buffalo ___ _ 11) 01100010 011010010110110001101100 in binary 

XI. 
I just added this thing in here because it 's been in my dimension 
forever and I hate looking at it and wanted to get rid of it. It's your 
problem now! ' 

XII. FINAL QUESTION 

This is an easy one! What is the purpose of your life? 

ANSWER : --------------------- - -









Big Bang 
Go from nothing to everything , 

Wave Function Collapse 
FJ,p n coin, Hoods, the multivorso continues . 
Tnlls, it blinks out of existence. 



THE MOUTH 
ihe human mouth can eat 
anything except itself. Wanna 
Impress me? Eat your own 
mouth! 

"PRIZE BLADDER" 
Each human body has a free 
prize hidden inside! Lollipops? 
Cracker Jacks? A new bike for --,-.--;---;-"" 
Billy? Only one way to find outi 
Where's that scalpel? 

"CHUMBO" 
When your stomach 
grumbles? Thaaaat's ~ , 
Chumbo' & J 

THE HAND Vud 
A claw made out of protein. 
Needs way more fingers' Five 
is a joke! If you want to be 
taken seriously as a life-form, 
evolve these already: 

are made of dehc1ous 
t, prime-grade meat 
ier gourmet stuff 

anything you've 
. Probably best not 

it Home to 
the Fluids 

THE BRAIN 
Where '1he horrors" live. 
My part-time vacation home! 

GH-GH-GH-GHOSTS! 
Sneezes are the ghosts trying to escape 
Don't let them! Their memories are your 
dreams• 

FREE XYLOPHONE! 

ALIVE RAT 
The average person swallows ~ live 

+-----'.-:-'<r-rl,-- rats in their sleep per year Check your 
esophagus each morning for squealing! 
You've got a new fnend wriggling down 
your throat! 

BONES 

Must be surgically removed 
before it ruptures! 

~No one knows what's inside those bones.) ) 

Inside of bones are other, much tinier bones. 

: I ~WOUND 
It's hungry! Feed it salt! 

THE HOOVES 
For marching joylessly toward 
inevitable decay. Also for jigs! 

with·Fun Facts.• The more '"Fun Facts" a human ingests into its body, the 
hemorrhaging, or even death. For this rea son it is recommended that 

,· 



WHAT Is A HuMAN? 
A human is an organic machine made out of blood and anxiety, 
designed to deliver a random bundle of genetic material into the future 
and then turn to dust. That's it! Your only purpose-to be the 
expendable chauffeur to a pushy line of genetic code. As someone 
who's puppeteered plenty of you meat robots before, I'd rank humans 
somewhere between the chupacabra and the mud tick. Not the best 
life-form on earth, not the worst! (Weaknesses include fire, forks, 
woodchippers, chlorine gas, and mild criticsm.) 

THE HUMAN BODY 
"Ew, what is it?" 

The human body is an oily trash bag filled with fluids and bladders 
and sacs. You can't poke it too hard or it leaks and squeals, and if you 
don't constantly put nutrients in its head hole, it just falls over and 
never gets up again. It was designed by random mutation, and like 
most mutants, it looks best covered up with a tarp. Humans claim 
that the human body is "beautiful," but if you go outside naked, they 
arrest you immediately, so what does that tell you? The human body 
doesn't come with an instruction manual, but if it did, it would 
probably just say "Sorry." 

YOUR SAD, 
/ FEEBLE EYES 

They say that "beauty is in the eye of 
the beholder" but all I found in this 

human's eye is goo! You sad 
humans can't even see my favorite 
colors. So-called "optometrists" 
say that these colors don't exist, 
but those guys are all being paid 

off by bees and mantis shrimps so 

BEST 

WORST 

they can hoard the flashiest shirts. Teach the controversy! 

i~ +11H+:t:.~-f1X.t-➔-f1 C!.J~~~x ➔X.e.1---f1 ~♦:t:..t-!:!4 



Chapter 

9 
BILL FACT! 

Want to make yourself 
easier for me to possess? 
Just shave your head and 
get this handy tattoo! I'll 

know right where to invade! 

Don't stop there! Keep 
shaving your body until 

you're completely hairless 
and cover yourself in grease 
so the TSA can't catch you! 

Board any plane! 

DIDVOU KNOW 
There's a map to the lost 
city of gold hidden on your 
grandma Brendalyne's left 
leg. That big blue vein is the 
exact shape of the coast of 
Acapulco. Follow the signs! 

Reading HELP DESK 

618 Lesson 9 

SKIN 
THE BAG THAT HOLDS YOUR MEAT 

WHAT IS SKIN? 

Ew 

Yuck 

Gross 

Awful + -_jj~~m~ 

Horrible 

>> Humans are trapped in a horrible moist bag of 
spongy gland fat known as "skin;' which gets wrinklier 
and wrinklier overtime until ultimately humans morph 
into their final form, known as "Larry King:' 

IT IS INEVITABLE 

FREE SKIN! 
Found it on the sidewalk. It's yours now! 

TATTOOS: NEVER A MISTAKE 

>> Every human secretly wants to 
escape their skin and become the 
cool skeleton they were always 
meant to be, but as of yet there's no 
way to do that without "dying." To 

make the most of this unfortunate 
situation, some humans decorate 
their wretched husk with a form of 
pain-graffiti known as a "tattoo:' 
And guess who's one of the most 
popular tattoos? 

Thank you, Florida! 

>> To everyone who has made the 
questionable life decision to put 
my face on their body forever, may I 
just say I LOVE IT! WE ARE AS ONE, A 
SHARED VESSEL BONDED IN BLOOD 
AND INK! 

But let's be honest-some of you 
have questionable taste! So here's 
a few poses you can use next time 
you're at the pain factory! 1iJ1 
Tell 'em Bill sent ya! 

1. Summary: You were made 
flawed but can improve 
with pain. 

2. Summary of Summary: Life 
wrong, pain right. 

3. Summary of Summary of 
Summary: AAAAAAAAAA! 

Help! This is not Bill Cipher. My name is Grebley Hemberdreck of Zimtrex 5. I'm one of thousands of beings Bill 
has devoured over trillions of years whose souls are now trapped inside him. You have to free me! It's horrible in 
here. He just keeps playing the song "Good Vibrations" by Marky Mark on an endless loop. Please, please, this is 
nnt ;i inh:.1 ThP 7imtrPvi.=inc:; \AIPrP nnrP ~ nrn11rl ; mrl minhh, nPnnlP h1 it nn,,., n11r <:.nirih lnnn fnr r,::ilp::11::P. frnm thic: 



PUT BILL ON YOUR BODY! -----------------------------------------------

1 





OKAY, BUT LIKE ... YOU GOTTA BE CRUSHING ON SOMEONE. 

METHINKS YOU DOTH PROTEST TOO MUCH. 

SO THERE'S NO POINT TO LOVE AT ALL? 
I 
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HOW-TO GET lNTO HEAVEN: 





MORALin 

THE POINT IS it's a very ~e>eible concept! But parents and presidents don't 
want you to know that, because then you might start asking other questions, 
like who put them in charge, anyway? So they cram your brain full of guilt and 
regrets for transgressing laws they just made up. Wouldn't it be nice if you could 
put all that baggage down? Quell the shame that follows you everywhere for a 
lifetime of crimes? MAKE T+tE SCREAMS FINALLY STOl>?! The good news is, 
you CAN silence that annoying voice, and here's how! 

DENIAL 
Works 100% of the time in every situation. What do you mean there are people who disagree? 

I can confidently say there aren't! 

• RATIONALIZATION • • 

If you can do it, you can justify it! "Truth" is open-source code and anyone can edit it anytime! 

Want to be like me? List 3 "evil" things and then 3 "reasons why they're actually good." You'll be 

rationalizing like Bill in no time! 

DETATCHMENT 
Did you know 100% of your human cells die and are replaced every 1 years? That means that 

anything you did 1 years cago wasn't even you-it wcas some dead loser! You ccan't be held 

accountable for wheat ca dead person did! What? You think this is just another form of 

rationcalizcation? I D£NY T ttA T! 



orking together o 

BUT WHAT ABOUT "KARMA"? 
Total scam! I've been throu9h the whole universe and I've never seen a 

SttR£D of evidence that "what 9oes around comes arou- Q\N, \ 
A MORAL TEST ti\'{ 'f,.'{~-

Well, LOOK what we ttJW£ tt£R£! SCRIMBLf.S the Elf seems to 

be CttAINf.D UP to this page, and there's no way to get him out! 

I ftis elf-bones are made of glass, so if you turn the page, you'll 

J.. crush him to death! But if you never turn the page, you'll never 

see the rest of my AMAZING BOOK! It's his life versus 

0 your fleeting amusement. WttAT'll IT Bf.? 

....... 
KEEP READING STOP READING 
(Scrimbles dies) (Scrimbles lives) 

l 























\ YOUR WORLD 
is controlled by dark 
invisible forces that need 
to operate in the 
shadows to maintain 
their power. To 
communicate, they hide 
their secrets out in the open, 
written in a special way so only those in the 
know can read them. Fine print, terms of service, music 
in theme parks, subliminal messages in commercials. You're 
surrounded by codes! Not in this book, however. Sorry, M.r. Nosy, 
I'm a straight shooter! None of that double-talk for me! You can 
ditch the red yarn and put down your coffee! 

-.·,,.~,-.-..... c'THIS BOOK 
HAS 

NO CODES 
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I can tell by the way you keep turning 
pages, nodding feverishly, and giving me 
your blood that you1re ready to be my 

next follower! I thought you1d never ask! I1ve had countless 
fan clubs throughout human history (I call them Cipher's 

Un<fuestioning leagues of Total Sanity! or CULTS for short) but 
most of them died out, were busted up by the FBI, or got a little too 
creative with their beverage mixes (RIP, Cipher1s Gate). 

In human hands, a cult is just a toxic f and om for some mediocre guy 
who failed out of marketjng school and started making commercials for 
himself. Cults promise the BIG ANSWERS to EVERYT +t ING and then 
just reheat a bunch of old fortune cookie phrases and try to pass it off 
as a steak dinner. But in MY +tANDS a cult is a REVOLUTIONARY way to 
find MEANING and PURPOSE and a SNAPPY OUTFIT! 

One time in the 1950s, I created a cult that was so popular it almost 
overthrew the entire state of Kansas, but those pesky state troopers 
got in the way! Don1t believe me? Keep an eye out at your next flea 

market for relics of the Church 
of Ciphertology! 

, Bill f ACT:~ 



HI, IM HONEST SILAS BIRCHTREE, AN 
THING I AM ABOUT TO TELL YOU IS TRU 
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o\\ NO! An old-fashioned trolley car 
is careening out of control, 

and it's headed straight for a MORAL DILEMMA! Someone's tied five 
rubes to the tracks, where they will surely die from "hit in the face 
by a trolley" syndrome. But looky here-there's a lever you can 
pull to divert the trolley onto a second track, where it will only kill 
one person! Do you sacrifice one life to save five? OR let five die so 
you don't feel "responsible" for one's death? Decisions, decisions! 
If you thought morality was confusing before, try answering these 

--------------- dilemmas! 

Trolley A, a good trolley who is going in the right direction in 
life, is about to collide with Trolley B, a rebellious bad-boy 
trolley from the wrong side of the tracks. No matter what 
lever you pull, Trolley A is going to start dating Trolley B, 
because she thinks she can "change" him. But Trolley B has 
a tattoo of the words "Damaged Daddy" on his bumper! Do 
you get them into a fight that will break them up? Or do you 
just let her THROW her LIFE away?! What if they have bumper 

--------------- cars together?? Ifs basically OVER for her! 

A sick Lamborghini is Tokyo-drifting toward a bunch of people 
in a cool-as-hell street race that will determine who is king of 
the streets! You can pull a lever. saving the people, but this 
will end the race, and Vin Diesel will never learn a lesson 
about family! 

A trolley is going to run YOU over in anywhere from five 
seconds to ninety years. There's no way to stop it or predict 
when it's going to arrive! But you can pull a lever to decide 
which streaming service to watch while you're waiting to be 
brutally crushed to death. Don't worry, there's so much great 
content to watch. you'll never have to think about what's 
eventually coming! 



Yet another trolley is headed for another group of 
people tied to a railroad track! You can pull a lever, 
diverting the trolley to crash into a brick wall. Sound 
like an easy choice? Think again! The trolley is 
pregnant! Seven months! She's already picked out a 
name for the baby trolley: Trolleyna. She's even bought 
little baby trolley shoes?! Ifs okay, take a deep breath. 
There's no harm in mulling this over for a minute, right? 

This is THE CALAMITROLLEY, an UNSTOPPABLE KILLING 
MACHINE made from HUNDREDS OF TROLLEYS! Your 
inability to make a decision has caused trolleys from 
countless hypothetical scenarios to MUTATE into a 
BEING OF PURE MORAL DESTRUCTION! His lust for human 
blood can no longer be quenched by mere theory. He needs 
PRACTICE! He's going to run over EVERYONE in the 
WORLD! Why couldn't you have just made a 
decision faster?!? Oh my god, look out 
your window! Ifs CALAMITROLLEY! 
~ found you! RUN!! 

- . 
. - . . 

~ -- .-:.;"'. _ -~ ______________ __, 

WAIT-it's NOT TOO LATE! There's one last lever you ca~ ~ll thahvilT"diverT.: _: . 
the Calamitrolley's path into a wormhole, sending him -back in -fime tffll ._ ., 
Socrates so he never invents these stupid moral dilem.mas, saving y!!_Or. life --. 
and freeing philosophy majors to finally go outside and experien6 w.li~f h_unian _ - ... / • 
touch feels like at long, long last. HURRY! PULL IT NOW! • " _ • • · 

IT'S THE ONLY WAY! SOCRATES MUST OIE SO THAT YOU ~AY ~ •• ~ ., -.,,, 

- J 









1 ame: · 
Head size: ---------
Reason for wanting to abdicate free will: 

Favorite random location to wake up in: 

favorite random fluid to wake up covered in: 





















NETNERD surf that gnarly 'net! Just don't drown! l!!l0f3 
Edit Bookmarks Options New Window Help? 

◄ ► 0 
BACK FOR WARD HOME 

C' 0 
REFRESH PRINT 
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SEARCH ~ RCH: 

Addre ss: htttp2://wwww. search emup.se eka nswers,blom 

Wendy Corduroy lnstagrab 

Wendy pictures online 

Lumberjack girls 
delete search history permanent 

Drank coffee heart feel weird dying? 

Dipper Pines+ Cool+ What people are saying 

Fake chest hair convincing tips 

remove hot glue goat hair from chest urgent 

i s it ok to wear same shorts for a week 

BABBA latest release 
normal to have no friends? 

Can you kill ghost 

does killing ghost make double-ghost 

attracted to green M&N unhealthy? 

green M&N smiling at me 

lyme disease signs 

sousaphone tutorials 

SPF 100 sunscreen for ultra sensitive skin no tears 

crystal forums 
is my sisters fnurby haunted 
how to stop uncle sleepwalking with eyes open it is so scary 

immoral to eat candy monster? (was alive) 

stan pines arrest records 
Hot glue scented cand le gift for sister 

Subliminal messages in cartoons 

Is my voice getting higher 

backwards puberty 

Is backwards puberty real 

Plutonium taste 
G irls who like elaborate puzzles mazes 

What-The - Heckahedron answer cheat 

Am I the sidekick? 

" Dipper Pines Side kick" 

normal head size circumferenc e 

Thought I saw the moon blink 
Is moon alive serious 

Soos Alzamirano Ramirez age? 
Fear of triangles support group 

Traded body with sister support group 
Uncle dre ssed me as "shirtless wolf boy" support group 

Big words to impress people while talking 

Grow e xtra finger impress uncle? 

first kiss was Merman does this count? 

can't get sister's glitter out of clothes 

tension in household excessive glitter 

Pacifica Northwest pageant video 

Toby Determined what is he 

CIA are you reading this right now 

To CIA: these were all fake searches just to test your agents 

readiness. You passed . You can now delete my search histor 

Vest rash 

Fighting vest rash 
Living with vest rash 











~~e IDleaning of ~if e 
1-'m gonna cut to the quick, pal! .The blind universe that barfed you 
out you didn't plan for you to get smart enough to start worrying about what your 
"meanin~' is-it only wanted you to make babies and climb into the grave. Life 
doesn't care about your meaning, so why should you care about its meaning? lf 
anything, life is your enemy. Create your own meaning and DEFY life to STOP 
YOU! When it comes to life's meaning: there is none! Which is good news! Because 
it means you get to decide what it is for yourself! 

-THEREFORE,-THE MEANlNG OF LI.FE I.S ... 

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

































618 Lesson 5 

ANCIENT EGYPT 
» Egypt had it all! Sand, sandstone, sandstorms­

even sand! But could they build a polydimensional meta 
vortex? I tried one of the pharaohs (can't remember 
which- they all wore the same hat), and that guy 
became OBSESSED with me. Like, he started chiseling 
me all over his walls, copying how I do my eyeliner ... it 
was getting embarassing. Look how thirsty he was for 
friendship! 

"We pray to Ra that this stupid triangle 
will leave us alone." 

-Pharaoh Amenemhat, 1800 BCE 

» HAHAHAHA! That was an inside joke we had! He 
would do these elaborate rituals to try to "banish" me 
and I would send him these fun, flirty plagues back to 
be like "hiiii:' Finally he told me he couldn't figure out 
how to make a portal, but he woud put my face on 
the pyramids if I would "stop shaving all his cats:' To 
be clear: there were NO aliens involved. Anyone who 

thinks it took aliens to build a BIG TRIANGLE out of 
ROCKS is trying to sell you something, and based 

on the look of this guy, I'd say don't buy it! 

THE AZTECS 

>> I had a pitch for these guys: 
Why not try to make me a portal 
entirely out of freshly sacrificed 
human hearts? What do you have 
to lose? Nine thousand hearts later, 
it became clear there were some 
limits to heart-based mechanical 
construction. But you gotta admire 
the dedication. Clear eyes, freshly 
ripped-out hearts-can't lose! 

"God of Mischief. 
God of Thrills. 

God we're all so sick of Bill.' 

-Priest Tezochtetlan 

EASTER ISLAND 

You know ... I don't really know what 
I was thinking here. These guys tried 
their best. They didn't have fingers! 
Cut them some slack! 

DID U KNOW? Egyptians didn't just mummify humans! They mummified cats, hawks, ferrets- even 
bears! They used a special kind of sap from a rubber tree to allow these "Mummy 

Bears" to bounce "here and there and everywhere:' It was frankly an adventure that was beyond compare. 



BILL TIP: If you ever have to get rid of knights, just remember 
that those horse jocks can't resist a time-wasting side quest! 
I think there's some illuminated manuscripts about the incident 
somewhere ... 



'ilua5 anotucr Oay guarOing tue ca5tlc, 
mum before me appcareo a triangular 

je5ter in cap anO beff5, Ui5 boOy TTat a5 tuc J£artu, anO 
ydlotn a5 my tcctu! ~c began to frolic ano cauort, jingling 

' anO cuortfing, anO JJ tua5 git:Jcn to pcal5 of lauguter, clapping 
• merrily along! JWuatcucr 'ttua5 tuat UC Ula5 5CHing: JJ Ul85 

- ·t. Zurn, quotu uc, in a manner mo5t 5aucy -
r----. 

(( rigut, lef5 get real, buOOy! ijour fife 5Uck5 goo5c 
. u knom it, JJ knotn it, cum tuat tncirO painting of a bab 

cuinO you knoro5 it. Jlcf5 make-a OcaL JJf you can fulnH my 
uc5t, JJ can make you king of tUi5 muolc 5tupi0 kingOom! 

03ook5! ]J uao only Orcam'O of 
B5ting lijC 5piCC5 anO 5ifk5 of a .-

C. Jffio5t Oay5 JJ 5Ub5i5tc0 off a 5ing 
t, 5CB5on'O mitU Oirt, lllijif5t tijC kin 

ctJourcO peacock meat anO nartnual 
l ubbcr by tuc barrel! ")R quc5t! }9ritijc 
l, muat mu5t JJ Oo?" JJ OiO 50 ucr 



ika tuant you to go ... uq ... go nnO m~ DVD _of 
1!21 Jffionty JQqtbon ano tbe if3ofy ®ratL J got tt at 
a J.5est J.5uy for 5 cents but tqm lost it in tqe forest. 
JJrs uery important to me. <rgop, cgop! <[fock is ticking, 
J9ercit1af or l3ir l1rafk5afot or tugateuer tgey can you. 

J sofcmnf y stuore upon mine gonor tgat J tuouf05t nno 
tgi5"1f3ofy '.9i5k"from yonOer country5i0c, bring glory 
to my name, ano gaue tgc crotun! J a55embfc0 a merry 
bano of ®oO-fcaring mm to my 5i0c! :ilrgc''iKnigqt5 of 
<iiipger"tuere tue, ano tge que5t tua5 nigg! 

ut afa5! '][tua5 aff a ru5c! fl Oi5trartion to 
fcauc tge ca5tf c unguaroco tugif5t gc ano tgc Wi3aro 
con5trurtc0 an iron OratubriOgc to tlJc 5tar5! Joun05! fie 

• to gd £ct U5 pfcOgc our 5tuor05 anctu to <!Cipgcr'5 
/J. eraOication! JJ care not if J fiuc to tgc age of one tgou5an0 

J 5gaff OeOicatc myc cucry tuaking brcatg to bi5 
Oc5trurtion, if it i5 tgc fa5t tging JJ Oo! 
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This set off history's first ever full-blown Bill 
Panic. Russian mothers warned that "Cipherashka" 
would steal the dreams of children who didn't 
finish their borscht, and there was a nursery 
rhyme in England that went: 

"Rock a bye, baby, snug in your bed! 
Beware oFCipher invaclingyour head. 

IF you see Cipher, please scream and shout, 
j\nd we wil1 shake baby till Cipher comes out!" 

-Unknown Bad Mor:iler, tJoos 

To eject die 
rude triangle of 

die mind! 

/\ 
I \ 

I \ 
I \ 

I \ , _____ , 

__ ,....Mi:!,,,, 

King Henry VIII was so paranoid about me visiting the dreams of his 
wives that he started chopping off their heads just to kick me out of 
their brains. Hey pal, maybe your wives would let you into their heads 
if you were a better conversationalist! Communication skills, Henry! 

Even the Vikings, who I thought were supposed to be cool, started 
putting up runes warning everyone to "throw Olaf overboard if he 
draws this shape:' What the heck! Thanks for blowing my cover, Olaf! 
Those guys could have been my Norsemen of the Apocalypse! 

It was beginning to look like all of Europe 
• ' was a wash, which was fine because I was 

~. ,.- "'.·"'i:'W ,l· 

·" " '·"'·'·•'•»- getting bored of all their religious wars 

and silly hats. I needed another continent to invade, and just my 
luck, Atlantis was finally flourishing! 

Unfortunately, before I could strike a deal with Emperor 
Glublach of Atlantis, he decided to start an undersea war with 
6 X ~ .e""""O""""O, lobster lord of the deep. (Nice guy! But 
VERY political.) 

I'd been banned from most of the eastern hemisphere by now 
through various curses. My only option was to return to the ~=-¥-4, ..... ..__ 

continent that had spurned me before-"Wackyland" (or as it 
was later renamed, "America")! 





Ofi, fiow quickly tfie winds off ate cfianBe! 

'Merely one fortn!tJfit aeo '1 was a yove!1Y-stricken fiousewife, knowi11f1 na~ 6ut ~ 
and roi( eatiritJ Jen-water and aoose 6ones 'neatn the yoke of my mudi64 kusGanl, 
jeremiafi. '1-fe has used me as "Jootstoo{, dirown s_poifr tum!Ps at me to tdt mJ reJf!xes 
"in case the 'Devi( attacks," and r~Car(y uses a c"-""ass to inspect my head for 
"tho1±tjhts." ~ut then tfie most marve(ous tfii!18 fiappenedi '1 was usina one broom to sweey 
another 6room (to kee_p 6otfi 6rooms cCean) wlien a T,[ack Boat, known to 4'l' as Vimt1ar Peti, 
trotted u_p and s_pake to me in tfie voice ef an ~nefisfiman. '1-fe said tfiat ~ wa,,(i aive me di, 

}!owers to escaye my fius6and, five a (ife ~f sin arnl pfeasure, and crawf 6n di, ai(if!,8 on aif 
fours fife a wicked syider, 1 '1 so fancied. '1 asked if there was a downside. 'He said '1 woufi 
have to renounce acr Bods. '1 (et out a sound '1 fiad never made 6ejor,, wJiidi lie exyfainetl was 
a "(aU[Jfi." '1 Ciked it. 

'Now'] fiave a [ife '] never wou[d have ima3inea. '] have conversed with. 6easts and df 
_ GCooc{, and'] even have fema[e friends! Vin~ar Pett 3ave us the aift of "60.xei wine" 

"sifr:.[ straws," and we had a 3ir[s' nic9ht 1iyin3 tfirou3h tfie viIT£18e 
anJ hur[in3 newts at Ga[d yeo_pfe's heads. We've even started a 
Gook c[uG, which is a weayon consistiritJ of a "Gook" tied to a 
"c[uG" tfiat you can Geat :Your enemies with. '] have never 
Geen so hayy:Y! 'Three cheers for Vinet3a Pett! We sfia([ Ge 
tyinB tfie cit:} f atfiers tv a stake ancf settin3 tfiem aJTame 
tvnitJht just for, as Vine3ar Pett says, ''.funsies." 

'] wifr never f or3et tfiis symGoO 

}mat\} 19\l\l\tt- ~att.~ 
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AMERICA 
"THE ONLY COUNTRY!" 

-an American 

SO WHY ARE YOU ON THE DOLLAR, ANYWAY? BILL FACT: 
I offered the founding fathers the deal of a lifetime: let me secretly 
run the government, and I'd help them defeat the British. At first, 
they were into it! But they didn't love my first draft of the 
Constitution, or the way I kept calling Martha \Vashington "Hot 
Lips." When they changed their mind, I gave them such bad 
nightmares they put me on the dollar as an offering to make me stop! 

HOW TO DEFEAT THE BRITISH 

MORE OF AMERICA'S DUMB SECRETS 
• Abe Lincoln wore that hat so nobody could see me sitting on his head, 

pulling his hair, and controlling his body to make him cook risotto. 

• The Capitol dome is lined with lead to keep me from getting in! Good 
thing lead doesn't cause any kind of poisoning! I'm sure every 
president is fine! 

• My first draft of the Constitution was better than the crummy one 
they wound up with! It outlawed laws! 

• There's a button inside the 
Liberty Bell that makes 

Delaware explode! 

• DID YOU KNOW? 
You CAN eat 

a penny! 





THE ANTI-CIPHER SOCIETY 
CHAPTER ONE: 

CONCERNING THE AUTHOR 
AND HIS CREDIBLE 

SANITY 
NAME: Thurburt Mudget Waxstaff_ m 

DISPOSfflON: Most pleasant! 

EDUCATION: Saint Quiverly's Preparat.ory 
School for Fidgety Fretful Boys in 
Scrimshaw, Connecticut 

HATSIZE: 7¾, or 8 after a night of I pondering • 

EMPLOYMENT: Copywriter for the 
'~reeptable Slo~" Printing Pressery of 
Hogsteam, illinois 

DOCTOR'S NOTE: "After i~specting his • 
teeth and haunches with my .: 
calipers, I declare this man 'SANE"' • • ' 
-Dr. Cornelius Q. Medicine 

WHEN • LO, the church bells go silent and the paperboys 
cease their infernal braying, the modern gentleman, weary from 
his toils, is inclined to doze. It is then that the fiend of the 
mind, the phantasm of the wit, known as "William Lucipher," 
makes his devilry known! 

I, Thurburt Mudget Waxstaff III, have unique insight into this 
phantasmagorical fiend, for I have been visited by him on no 
fewer than 3 occasions, and thrice lived to tell the tale! As 
am aware, the reader may think me prone to superstition, or in 

session of an untrustworthy skull shape. I shall heretof o:re 
skepticism by sha~dinary tale! 

. ~ 



AN UNGENTLEMANLY CALLER! 

IT ALL BEGAN on the evening of 
February 3, 1901. I had been tasked 
by my boss with inventing an 
advertising slogan for our new client, 
WHITMAN'S MOUSTACHE WAX 
AND HORSE-CALMING TONIC. My 
submission-"Whitman's: There's no 
evidence that it's poison!"-. was 

soundly rejected, and an entire 
typewriter was heaved at my head. 
One more slipup like that and I 
might find myself out on the 
cobblestone~! ·A suitable slogan was 
required! 

As I paced my parlor in agonized 
contemplation, sniffing the arsenic in 
the wallpaper as I often did for 
inspiration, I found myself drifting to 

sleep, and in my reverie, I had a vision. 

A geometrical phantom appear'd before 
me, shaped as a triangle, with a 
powerful masculine top hat and 
beautiful feminine eye. He proclaimed 
that he was the "Spirit of Inspiration," 
and that if I were to simply engage 
him in a vigorous handshake, he 
would provide me with the slogan I 
desired! How could I refuse? In the 
morning, I awoke to find a new 
slogan already written neatly in my 
journal: 

"WHITMAN'S MOUSTACHE WAI AND 
HORSE-CALMING TONIC: 

STRAIGHT FROM THE HORSE'S MOUTIL" 



Sure enough, when I relayed the slogan to my boss, his cigar fell from 
his mouth, so impress'd was he, and he proclaimed, "You shall have the 
slogan, and marry my wife." What could I say but yes? Soon I was rich / 
off slogan money and married to my boss's wife, as is the American 
Dream. But alas, the phantom proceeded to harangue me nightly for a 

• favor in return! I was given ruinous visions, calamitous horrors, which he 
claimed would only cease if I created THIS: 

THE DEMON'S "DOORWAY OF THE MIND" 
To be hand-cranked by no fewer than 6 stout lads, for the Naughty 

Triangle's egress from his wretched lair 

I informed the demon that such machinery was . impossible! Father would 
sooner disown me than lend me the steel required from his factory. But 
the triangle proved obtuse. To whom could I turn? I put an ad in the p~i;. ' 

..for someone, anyone, who could help with my problem: 
~ 

KILL THE TRIANGLE IN MY BRAIN . . 
REWARD: OPIUM 

attempted a second draft. 
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HAVE YOU DREAM'D 

Listen 
at 333 
cisely, 

______ ,,,, .., ______ _ 

not to his lies! If you have seen him, meet 
North East West 
rap thrice on the 

the opening of 

Drive at midnight pre­
hitching post, and await 
the cellar door. 

T. M. WAXSTAFF, INQ 

UGLY CHILD? 

• A RUNABBlJ'f 1 ,. 
You'll STE.AL it! No one 

will EVER KNOW! 
"The Gentleman's Two-Handed 
Hooting -Bird Removal Scoop!" 

VISIT: A HOLE 

a WI woun 
e ow's pride more than h 

lead ever could! With 6 t in_y 
emotionally hurtful scrolls 
to shoot, you shall leave 
your attacker mortally 

depressed for days! 

INSOLT-45 s,.oo 

You know what they are. 
We all have them. Was 
there a time before Conver­
sation Tubes? I certainly 
cannot recall any such time. 
Acquire the tubes. 
.. ... . ................. $1.00 

T ltO~ the 
hard rn 

mouth 



THE CURS-ED FOUR 

THAT STORMY EVE 
four odd callers arrived, 
each with the vengeful 
expression of the 
recently aggrieved. 

They were, in reverse 
order of sobriety: Father 
Tinsley O'Pimm, an 
excommunicated priest; 
Horace Broadshoulder, a 

sportsfellow and the largest man I've ever seen; Jessamine 
Delilah Gulch, a traveling sharpshootress from a Western 
sideshow; and Abigale Blackwing, a tinkerer who tested her 
inventions on herself. Each of their run-ins with Cipher had 
ended in disaster-banishment, firing, divorce, despair. They 
believed him ,.to be man's bane· throughout recorded history, from 
the jungles to the cities, perhaps releas'd anew by Chicago's 
trolley tunnels, close as they are to hell itself. All wanted 
revenge for the misfortune they had suffered at his hand, and 
were ready to finally band together to do something about it, 
damn the consequence! Kindred souls, at last! 

Their theories of how to defeat the creature varied from 
"punching him out of my brain" (Horace), to "shooting him out 
bf my brain" (Jessamine), to "removing my brain" (Abigale), to ;_.~ 

(the priest). After a long debate, we settled on the 

;.,r"""" 



THE EXORCISM OF I 

WILLIAM LUCIPHER 

I NEVER SAW MYSELF as the sort 
of fellow who would engage in the 
black arts. Fighting demons is not in my 
wheelhouse! (What is in my "wheelhouse," ·/ 
like that of most proper fellows, is my 
collection of all manner of marvelous wheels!) 
But there comes a time when a gentleman must 
remove the dainty white gloves of peace and _don the even 
daintier white gloves of war. 

O'Pimm had us in his thrall as he placed the neccesary oils 
and salts round the table. The curtains were drawn so that no 
"Peeping Thomas" might espy our occultery, and I covered up 
the portrait of Mother lest I feel judged by her gaze. Hands 
upon the Spirit-Board, we were ready to begin. The planchette 
began to quiver. Hark? the . demon was near! Slowly the wooden 
arrow pointed to the letters 

EENY MEENY MINEY 
Y ••. o ... ·u 

BANG! With a white FLASH, the priest suddenly changed in 
demeanor, his eyes began to GLOW, he let out a SCREAM, and 
then . . . he casually leaned back, disrespectfully propped his 
feet -up on the table, pulled out a pack of cards, and beg-2l to 
shuffle. Lo! We were in the presence of the beast! 



.,. . 
O'PIMM POSSESS!D! 

QUOTH HE: ·· 
'~11 right, boys and girls, . you're 
probably wondering why I chose each 
one of you for this little get-together. 
On your own, you're a bunch of 
~epia-tinted nobodies destined for the 

J umpster of hi;tory. Just absolute 
. dorks, each one of you. Do you ever 
• Imten to yourselves talk? Exhausting. 
But together, you could be more. 
Waxstaff, your d~ owns the largest 
steel mill in the • United States. 
Blaakwing, you're a good enough 

ffi!i've'ntor to put my designs into 
tice. Gulch, your trigger finger 
stop anyone who tries to get in 
itay, and Broadshoulder, you're 

::r. man with big _enough calves 
wer the gears. 

Here's how this is gonna go down. 
You make my portal, and I make 
each of you rich enough to 
your own country. America's a fad 
anyway. After I take over, ther 
will be plenty of wastelands n 
need of waste lords, and that . could 
be you. So what do you _say?" I 

Four pistols have never been pulled 
upon a priest more . swiftly. His 
expression turned dour. "Fine, . you 
morons haven't even· invente<l 
penicillin yet! See you in 
obituaries, you Pringles-can clowns! 
It will be hilarious to see how you 
try to stop me!" 

In a flash, O'Pimm was releas'd. 
from the spell, and fainted from 
the exertion, as we caught him . in 
our arms. Although the day had 
begun with us as strangers, it 
ended with us as brothers, bonded 
by vengeance and a newfound hatred 
of geometry. He had threatened us . ' 
all, and so an oath was seal'd, 
form a society dedicated to his-:1. 

~~ .... 
destruction! 

• 



THE ANTI-CIPHER 
SOCIETY 

My home would be our head9.uarters, my fortune our funding! 
Wish to join us? Simply hold your right hand over your bosom, 

your left hand over your eye, and recite this initiation! 

THE ANTI-CIPHERITE 
INITIATION 

_________ , 

shape, the Perverse Pyramid, the 
Fallen Angle, William Mischief 

Cipher! And now I shall toast his 
demise with a tall, frothy glass 

of delicious mercury!" 
(Imbibe the pleasant mercury) 

OUR MISSION: 
·TO KILL BILL CIP 

We began straightaway to plot his destruction. It would take all 
our talents and ingenuity to find a way to destroy the monster. 

Abigale drew up the schematics, Jessamine began crafting weapons, 
O'Pimm drank, Broadshoulder practiced combat, and I had the most 
important job of all: to . advertise! 



'}HE iILL-alUN}iNG ~UIT 
Man has conquered the prairie, hunted the buffalo, and made lightning his servant. 

Go OD NEWS• The time has come for man to kill the devil. 
• With this suit, it can be accomplished! 

HEAD PHONOGRAPH: "Mr. Cipher" strikes in your dreams, so you 
. must not fall prey to slumber. Luckily, the "Head Phonograph" shall 

play an extremely loud wax cylinder of barking sea lions to keep you 
ever free from the dangers of restfulness! r';), 

\,/,_, POWERED BY 
.), ~/')) STEAM 

"HAND OF VIGILANCE": 
Should you begin to nod, the 
mechanical hand will assist, merrily 
slapping you to wakefulness! Take 
that, Cipher! "-

PROTECTIVE VEST: . ~ 
As the bat fears the day, so too 
does the demon fear virtue! This ~ · 
vest is sewn from the hairs of " •• ' 
1,000 nuns, whose purity shall _repel the 
Triangle of Sin! ~ 

A GUN:-------. 
When virtue fails, there 
is always . . . a gun. 

BEFUDDLING WHEEL: 
The demon thinks himself a master 
tricks? Well, even he shall be ~"·: 
vexed by these mechanized ;,:.o 

gyrations! Now the bef uddler has 
become the bef uddlee! ► 

SPARE BRAIN: 
Mr. Cipher is drawn to the brain like a 
Welshman is drawn to rarebit. Perhaps, 
once captured within, Mr. Cipher can 
even be called upon to attack one's foe! 

'-'Cipher, I choose you!" you'll exclaim, 
hurling the brain athwart your ..-lltlll!ii 
chosen enemy and unleashing 

i~( 1 AND RAGE 
'~f\, 

I,· ;,1 
~_jj/ 

M ... , . 

A BIBLE 
To repel any 
demon, as 
well as 
anyone who 
enjoys "fun', 

Bill Cipher's demonry! 
INVENTRESS: ABIGALE BLACKWING 

I 



1. 

i 1\.. \\l\\ER lJloN 
........ .,. , 

Not quite yourself smce a 
n-m with yo.u-know-who? Now there's a 

"liquid" w·ay to expunge the demon from your 
body-Doctor Professor's ANTI-CIPHERIZING TONJG 1 

LAVOR-FREE TURNIP-S~sed NERVE CORDIA 
ICH...i_n kidney h~o s and HOG TALLOW, sure to cau 
uch VIOLENT GASTRIC BILIOUSNESS that neither 

pectre nor phantasm could survive the violent expulsion! ., I own the hatch! 
(WARNING: One sip of Doctor Professor's Anti-

Cipherizing Tonic will make a child explode instantly). 

~ 
). 

1/11/J =--=:~ 

Mind sullied by the 
soot of Cipher's 
wickedry? With a 

swig of Father 
O'Pimm's 

"Brain Wash," 
a man can 
erase his 

latest 
memories of 
Cipher, and 
. any other 

troubling 
memories as 

well! 

"TONIC GOES IN, BILL COMES OUT!" 

MARKET! 

INGREDIENTS 
Sarsaparilla, Pure Malt Unguent, Raw Mash 
Novocain, Ambergris Lozenges, Pappy's 
Swamp Root, Stimulating Bitters, Turpentine 
Cocaine, A Horse's Tooth, Holy Molasses, A 
Preacher's Eyelash, Bonnet Water, Mine Dust, 
The Smallest Corncob of the Harvest, 01' 
Daniel's Tasty Fine Sugar Chalk, Moisture 
from "Nature," Twig Flavoring, A Whisper 
from Grandma, Gunpowder, Maple Hemlock, 
"Harold's Ramblings," A Dutchman's Folly, 
Narwhal Oil, Tasmanian Tiger Extract, 
Vigour, Valour, A Whole Pheasant, Parsnip 
Licorice, Electric Syrup, Beef Serum, A Full 

• Demijohn of Rhubarb Molasses, Charles 
Dickens's Left Eyebrow, Chim 
Blood, Gelatin Lin· • 



A STROKE OF LUCK! 
This morning, I received a telegram with the most 
marvelous news! The Anti-Cipherites have been officially 

. invited to speak at the 1901 Inventioneers Fair, where 
none other than Theodore Roosevelt himself will be in 
attendance! We may even be asked to the main stage to 
participate in one of his "Teddy Talks"! With this 
opportunity, we shall unveil our findings to the world, 
and Cipher will be exposed at long last! Unfortunately, 
my companions are a bit apprehensive about the invitation. What 
if: our research is met with skepticism or scorn? I brushed aside 
such f rettings. When the great minds of our time hear _the 
speech I intend to deliver tomorrow, all anxieties will be allayed! 
We shall know justice at long last! 

SPEECH TO READ 
AT THE FAIR: 

"Ladies and gentlemen. Have you noticed your 
children using more and more curse words? Livestock dropping 
dead? A disturbing rise in disrespectful ragtime records, with 
lyrics saucy and bold? There can be but one culprit. No, not 
man's inherently sinful nature, but rather, a BRAIN GOBLIN! 
His name is Bill and he lives in my head and we are not crazy. 
We request 1 million dollars from the government to invest in 
a steel dome that will encase the United States, protecting our # 

minds from the demon and covering up the unsightly _garish 
blue color of the sky, long the bane of man. Donations, . please!" 

(hold for rapturous applause) 
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THE CENTURY DAWN HERALD BOW-TIE-RELATED 
SUFFOCATIONS 

UP200% 

TUESDAY,JANUARY22, 1901. PRINTED UPON POWERFUL PAPER STOCK TO FORTIFY THE NEWSBOY'S FRAIL HAND ONE ENTIRE CENT 

"BILL HUNTERS" DECLARED 
LAUGHINGSTOCK 

FOLLY STRIKES, MIRTH FOLLOWS 

"HA HA HA HA HA HA HA'' -ALL 

ALTHOUGH MAN distinguishes himself from the apes 
and sparrows by manner of reason and logic, once a 

"'.:'. century there comes along a fellow who is such a fool 
.- that it may be fit to lock him away in the zoological 

RIDICULE STRIKETH 

NEWS OF THE GLOBE! 

- · 

,f.;. -., 

.@> 
f1f I 

:;:; .. ; ·-' . . ---
::.-- ~ -· 

C ,r 

QUEEN VICTORIA PRO CLAIMS 
"HARRUMPH!" 

Dies immediately after 

ELECTRICITY: A REVIEW 
Bah! Every week it's some new thing, isn't it? Fire 
this, printing press that , Civil War this, evolution 
that. Enough! Now it 's "electricity" that everyone's 
prattling about, fl apping their jaws to the latest fad 
and fancy! If electricity is so great, why hasn't it 
figured out how to stop the horrid pheasants from 
gathering in my gazebo? Well , I'll tell you one 
thing: electricity is a nuisance, and will likely be 
forgotten as quickly as the "teeth brush." Here's 
another thing I've had quite enough of: the French! 

RAGTIME PLAYED TOO FAST 

park, with naught but various wooden blocks to amuse 
him. Such a man revealed himself yesterday at the 1901 
Inventioneers Fair, when unrivaled dullard Thurblort 
Waxflarb (name not yet confirmed) was crowned "Buffoon 
of the Hour" during his presentation of a comical new 
superstition about an "evil triangle" named Bill, or Jove, 
or some such prattle. None were bamboozled by this charla­
tan's snake oilery, and all were displeased until an errant 
mule, lost from the pasture, trotted up on stage, knocking 
over a lantern and setting the entire proceedings ablaze. 
Spoil't vegetables were hurled at the humiliated ''.Anti-Ci­
pherites," and the comic scene, which would have otherwise 
been lost to history, was luckily captured by Mr. Edison's 
wonderful moving pictograph device, such that the shame 
may be recollected for all ages. Even President Roosevelt 
himself was on hand, to offer his remarks: "Wow, these 
guys suck," said he. Well spake, Mr. President! Men from 
the Hogsteam Asylum for the (CONT.) 

"STARCH FOR THE LASSES! 
STARCH FOR THE BOYS! 

CHUGGMAN'S LUMP STARCH 
IS WHAT THE FAMILY ENJOYS!" 

-Bonis Chuggmnn, Chuggmnn Lump S t:1rch 



.... 

, It has now been my 3rd year at the ROGSTEAM 
ASYLUM FOR THE CRIMINALLY INSANE 

• AND/OR CONCERNINGLY ORIGINAL. My 
• wife left me, my fellows disbanded, and I have had to 

adjust to a less-opulent life. I have asked for a strait-jacket 
with coattails, perhaps a more slimming strait-vest or 
strait-dinner coat, but my requests have been denie.d. No 
matter. My window bars face the town square. I have 
smells from the bakery and the music from the music 
hall, and our lead-lined walls mean that in my dreams, 
I am finally free. I still correspond with my fellows, 
although they have gone to their respective fortunes. 
Abigale has moved out w:est and married into an impressive 
fortune with a massive mansion. Perhaps she will spread 
the truth to the elites of this distant town . . . 

Do you think me mad? I have my peace of mind. He can 
never get me. If I could wish any fate on him: therapy. 
It would drive him insane. 

-PATIENT NUMBER 3466554 (Thurburt) 



ANIMATIO N - • 
1930! Mankind had just invented a new dark 
art! They were called "cartoons;' short for 
"carcinogenic toons;' since they were painted on 
cancer-causing celluloid-and they were a riot! 
Animals wearing hats? Lampposts doing the 
Charleston? This was something I could use! 

I followed the sounds of slide whistles and 
carpal tunnel syndrome to Inkwell Studios, 
owned by upstart animation entrepreneur and 
part-time suspenders enthusiast Elias Inkwell. 

-

Inkwell Studios wasn't going so great: his 
first cartoon character, "Ducky the Rat-Hog;' 
mainly left audiences bored and confused. 

CHIRACTER MODEL DEP'l. 
Oll. td~-Ull +:_..t8-~ Three points, 
NUM&lt ;!·11±N•1~-8:!.HM but no purpose! 

M0011 l, situn Sllt1ttl fO ~l tAll 
tll'lHQl,TJClnct 

,vhen gravity falls 
and earth becomes sky ... 

This little guy's gonna 
steal your pie! 

Relatably shiftless! 

Elias needed a star, and I needed a new 
way to influence the masses! Once the 
children of the world loved me, I'd have an 
army of child labor at my disposal to build any 
portal I wanted! One handshake later, Cipher 
Symphonies was in full swing! 

nough for a 
or nn uncoordinated , 

to drawl 

A Bill is surely 
brewing! 

T YP\CAL 
BILL 'POSES 

tVlt(. 
"E.XPRESSJONS ..... 

"He's one merchandisable 



He Sings 
I He Screams. 

' ·ot/ An actualn 
erate him if you 

ELIA 
NK 



..., 

.. , 

-Cipher Symphonies­
Orchestra starts playing 

SCENE 1 

( 1 ) · 

Follow the bouncing Bill! 
(chorus sings) 
For he's a jolly good fellow! 
He's pointy and dapper and 
yellow! 
For he• s a jolly good fellow! 
Now it's time to release the 
bees! 

(At this point, live bees will 
be released into the theater.) 

Everyone's a critic! 
Especially critics, who said that Cipher 
Symphonies was the "worst thing they'd seen on film since 
news footage of the sinking of the Lusitania:' When he saw 
the headlines, Elias told me the deal was off, and sent a company-wide memo 
putting a bounty on my head! 

Fellas, I'm in a bit of a bind here b ' . 
drawing attractive female cows in skirt ' fut Im hoping you can put aside 
pains me to admit this but our lat s or a day and lend me a hand. It 
demon from a realm of n~ghtmares an~ ncar:o?n was conceived by an immortal 
Egg on my face, I can assure ou •'we1 ow es after my soul, of all things. 
fellow, and I'm hoping one o~ • 1, ~ need a way to get rid of the rotten 
way to expel him from my brain yfou creative types can "brainstorm-kateer" a 
d , I' orever. In Hollywood we er t d ay. masking you to kill one 15 d 11 ea e reams every 

r""' • o/rto ars to the man who can do it. 
Your boss, ~ 

Elias Inkwell 

PS: I need a new character! Maybe a 
Frog with Polio"-is that anything? ing egg? A womanly dog? "Ollie the 

His composers decided to invent a song designed to be so catchy, so annoying, that I'd leave 
any brain that heard it. "The World Is Small Ever After For Always" was torture-it worked! 
He'd won this round-but I vowed I'd be back on the screen one day! All evidence of our work 
was locked in the Inkwell Vault, and the plans for"Bill World"were scrapped. Luckily, humanity 
was cooking up a new sinister technology I could exploit! 



O.FFJ:CE MEMO* UNITED STATES GOVE 
TOa 
FBOMa Commander 'Buck Pierson of the U.S. 

FICATION: 
OP SECRET 

CRET 
□ CONFIOENTI-'l 
0 l/NCLAS EFT 0 
0 UNCLAS 

At 10s45 on the morning of July 11, 1947, a triangular airborne object was 
detected entering US airspace, crash-landing just outside Roswell, New Mexico. 

YJe phoned President Truman immediately, and he told us "not to get our panties 
in a twist" and that he was "busy thinking up doctrines" but to phone him "if' 
anything communist-y happens." 

Our men have captured the object, which our experts have ascertained was not a 
craft but in fact a life-form of unknown origin. The life-form, which we contained 
in an interrogation cell after great eff'ort, was capable of speech, and a great 
deal of sass and backtalk. 

You and the fellas aren't going to believe this. I will let the photographs speak 
for themselves. 

_N_A_M_E_a_-!3-~L- ~- CIPH-ER ____ S_PE_CIMEN--3-~-~-M-W_4_11G-AR--6laf 
DATB OF BZBTH I C1aimed to be - -1 

"o1der than your mom, Jack." Our 
interrogator tr~ed to tack1e hi.m £or the 
:insul.t but was reatra:ined and rep1aced 
w:Lth another :interrogator. 

COUIIT&Y OF OIUGDI a "The Mind.scape" 
(Ya¥ be code £or Moscow) 

I.ANO U AO S a Can speak Engl.i.sh 
backward and £onward. 

&ACB a •.• Tri.angl.e? 

GB■DE& a I 1m just. gonna put. 
down Tri.angl.e aga:in. 

~1C... •• - ,-. _.. , ,tf414•Z ~ ~ 

Y,, ~ "- co TFIDENT1AL • OED - 101# - · · -··-·- RECOR 
.... ~"TOP SECRET -~~ :·mr .... B. ...... 
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F ,72 
(1-10-0 } 

1BLOOD TYP Beyond ~escription. OT J:VB : Dif".f"icu1t to ascert.a.i.n. 
had to be sent to He o.f".f"ered a deaJ.1 he'd give us T'«o o our men 

the sick tent £or nausea. 

33 3. 9 -Asst Ch of ~taff, 
• 

TOPSY REPORTa 
. e drew a dotted line on his own 
ches and said, 11 1 can't wait to 
see what I s inside me 111 but when 
.ve tried to make an incision, 
he kept disappearing and 
reappearing, like a television 
set changing stations. He 
claimed this was damage from 
an "accidental reality breach" 
and wouldn I t say anything more 
unless we got him a "really big 
lollipop." Finally• With a loud 
BANG that left our ears ringing, 
he was gone, leaving a bow tie 
spinning on the ground. None of 
us knew what to make of it. 

Trul.y bi.zarre pri.nts 

sensitive intel in exchai:ige for 
a mere handshake w:Lth President 
Truman. As much as we hate to get 
POTUS involved, a handshake seemed 
like a smaJ.1 price to pay to get to 
the bottom of" this incident. What 
was the worst that cou1d happen? 

Then he said, "I wonder how cool. i 
wou1d be if" all the nukes went 0££ 
at once. 11 • 

VJe decided to deny him the 

UPDATBa 
the Bureau 
demanding 
the case to the 
heard of you, 11 and t 
probably never heard o 
Let I a keep it that 
don't even care 1! 
happy to oblige. _.-...-.-.. 



CIPHERTi 
OotJ't Be a Square Do the Bip! 

Be a Triangle ' 
Baby You Know I Will 

8 (Shak~ Hands With Bill) 
;:·l1op Shoo-w. 

P·A10ob1e•M OJJ•Doobte. 
ltop.Wibbl OJJ•Dibbte. • 

fthe "8ift . e•Wop 
C,J>her" So 

ng) 



Some of the original Maniacintosh Ciphervision 
1000s probably exist in your dad's 
basement somewhere- see if you can 
find the1n! We had two full colors ~M 

AND a gaine called "Mind- O'i,~• 
Sweeper" that deleted your \_'(\.~ 
memories! Where 's 1ny -..~~• 
Game of the ~4..-(\.,.. 
Year award, ~..-
huh?? 



fW 
*NOT ACTUAL SIZE 

Since 1993) we at PudgyLilDarlins TM have been hand-crafting wholesome 
collectibles) perfect for ages 79-101! Now weJre pleased to release the "Tri-Angels)) 

) . 
Collection) featuring designs that our founder, Martha FrubbinsJ hallucinated after 
accidentally inhaling toxic fumes from cabinet varnish. According to Martha) these 
adorable little characters represent "my one true master, Cipher be his name) in 
nightmares may he reign) JJ at which point Martha began to violently shake and foam 
at the mouth) gibbering in an ancient tongue not known to man. "ASSEMBLE ALL 

SEVEN COLLECTIBLES TO OPEN THE SEAL," she screamed) black ooze leaking 
from her eyes) as her cats began to levitate. ThatJs our Martha! 

CAN YOU COLLECT THEM ALL before the end-times come? Bill Cipher, the 
"King of Fear, JJ will soon be here) riding upon a chariot of chaos) and he will 
only spare those who bear his collectibles! DonJt be left behind! 

Bring this advertisement to the store and scream as loud as you can until they give you your very own Tri-Angel! 



93'cmUI 
fiew-

• Made with LOVE 
(Also made from a proprietary carbon, hydrogen, 

nitrogen, sulphur, and chlorine compound) 

• The perfect weight to kill a man! 

----------------------------------------------------------------->€---
THE TR!_-@GELS CJ)LLECTION™ 

333 Sundapple Lane, Cozy Creek, IL, 60714-9461 l 

Please Respond Promptly 

Signature ____________________________ _ 
Ms./Mrs./Mr. ___________________________ _ 
Address -----------------------------
City __________ State ________ Zip ________ _ 
Telephone( ______ ) _____________________ _ 
Deepest, Darkest Fear _______________________ _ 
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Ulf,.. _L_ . _/, _L_?)) . . ~ 
.,. ~ ,.. ~ .. . .. 

, ''DiY's, 4iV'S, 4iV's! Guys aS SW\arb as you cohile alo~ 
OY\Ce• every ol:.her c·eV\l:.ury, aV\cl l:.hey scare l:.he pa"'l:.s 

. of~ of aul:.~oril:.y f,gures! Trust:. W\e, I've W\el:. 'eW\ all! I ,, 
-see you OV\ l:.he cover of ever~ W\ag~z.iV\e OV\_e cl~y­

.. ~ \~~ ·oV\Ly· if you Make l:.he ~ighl:. chess .W\oves iV\ l:.he 
• • ~ • . ~ . gcaW\e of. Life, slick! ~aV\ I call you slick?'' 

• . • . f!:' 

y.:, ((y~ ·~ca,/t~~~kiefu~.') ,, 
~ . ~ . . • . . 

• :··~ ··; • • • 
11µa! Yo,,/ cal:.ch· o":' quick! I ~hiV\,~ l'W\ sl:.ar~iV\S 

. . • . - .· _ . . . ·, . l:.o-L,ke you, S1><er! 
. ' 

(1$~ 5~ ~74 /;k ~~ _1,ift.» 
11e,y l:.he_ Way, t;hal; A- you got:. IV\ 3rcl sr~cte? , 

Tol:.aLLy ~V\fair.'' • • • · . ~ · : 



biY' --g ♦➔ -il 
~ p.:J -ill/'I ~ ~ -ii♦ 0 b--g --g 



• ;, • 's ._ .. 

'd -~ ~ !J ~-~ h PU WI;~~--~ 

~ JIJL~ .. "Diel you Like MY pr.ese"'c? le was"''c _ easy • 
pciss~s~i"'S chac M~V\Y raa~acs!" !J ~ ~ . . ' :. 
k ,._+,;./~, ~ L~·,.-Jl.,J,.~,?? !J-twd iiJ .,.,,,./,.~·- -tlud- . • ~ ':'? ,; ,_.,-vv,~ ,;,-7~<,, • 

-~ ~ ~ -~~~. ~.~·"'--lo~ a\:)ouc 
I Mix you a gri"'k co Make ic up co you?! ·1c's caLLecl , . 
che 'M~ocLoV\iC Jerk' ClV\cl ic CClV\ sec· you -Loactect '"' 

.,f 

your sleep. Salvactor. ,Dali L?vect :'eW\!'' !I wa6 ~ ~ 
~ ~-!/~ n,J-~ <fa~.~~~ "l"LL • 
co"'vi"'ce you co~rrow "'~!" I .1 ~al. - . 1 . ' 





(~ow aboul; l;hal:.; you've gob. aV\ iV'lfe~ior cloV"te! Why cliclY''c. ~OU 

.. jusl:. eal:. hi~'" l:.he W<>Mb? .ThiV'lk. of how powerful youct be!'' 
' .• 

"Youct be surprisecl whal:. you caV"t eal:.! I say sure, call hiM if 
you WaV"tl:. hiM l:.o sl:.arl:. MoochiV'lg off you, agaiV'l! Me, I 

weV"tl:. V\O coV"tl:.acl:. wil:.h MY hoMe-cliMeV"tsioV' aV"tcl I 

0 . cloV"t'l:. regrel:. il:.. ALL l:.he9 clicl was holcl Me back. ___ 
aV"tcl sabol:.age MY l:.aleV"tc.S! CaV"t you iMagiV"te?'' 



c:::::J 
c::::::I 
c=i 
c::J 

D 
D 
c:::::J 

c:::::i 

r::::::I 
c::J 
c:::l 

"Take ic froh'\ a guy who's criecl-you caV\1c UV'\clo che 
pasc! UV'\Less ~ou waV'\c co chaw a giaV'\c baby ouc 

of a glacier.'' 

(/~ • ?11 
~<H"'U!-~-

"Figure of speech. le. Mea\l\S )Nasl;e your c.iMe.''' 

(t5 ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ r ~ ~~ ~ ~7,1 

"I sure ca"''l;! My· ctiMe"'sio"' was e"'c.ireLy bur"'ect oul; of 
exisl;e"'ce. WC1V\\I\C1 see c.he O\I\L~ c.hi"'S Lefc. of ic. ?" 

. ~~~. ~/ud;euid~a~~1 -
~~ ~- . fJk /ad-~ 1 a~~-

. • !/ wew ~- ~ .....a::~ • 

t1Wki:--? JI~ £.NTIR£~~ ·~? 
~? ii(.~? r;;, ~?JI 

J;Jt ~ ~ ~ ~ 
!IJJ~~~-

"Sixer, il; wouLct eal; you aLive. •• 
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STANLEY PINES 

" I can lit my whole fist in my mouth:' 

College: 

Who's Ask ing? 

Social Clubs: 
• 

Stanley Pines Fan Club! (only member) 

Senior Standout: 

Least likely to escape New Jersey 

Academic Rank: 

(In lieu of an answer, Stanley submitted a 

drawing ofa possum with a knife .) 

STANFORD PINES 

"Ad Astra Per Aspera" 

Social Clubs: 

Chess Club, Honors Society, Robotics Team, 

Metric System Advocacy Society, Mathlctes, 

Grammarkateers , Astrono-Masters, 

Pedants Association (Actually we prefer 

"Association of Pedants." please issue this 

correction or prepare to receive a very lengt hy 

serie of letters) 

Senior Standout: 

Most likely to succeed 

Academic Rank: 

Valedictorian 
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. ·· :s WAR You'L lk 
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~ ~ • -. \P YOU WANT To TOR.TU~E: ME? 

\ 'LL TORTURE' you BACI</ • 

SIDE 

A 

The 'Vo ,d Is Sr. all 
Ever After for Always 

5££ il41S CASSBTi£? . 
I KNOW YOU R£COGNIZ£ rn 

' 
TµAT'S RIGl-n: YOUR FAVORITE. SONG! • 

l'M GOING To LIST£N To Tµ1s oN Loop· 
UNTIL IT'S STUCK IN MY µ£AD, '\. 

. wµ1cµ WILL. ME.AN IT'S STUCK IN YOURS! . . . 
' • I WOND£R wµAT AN f.ARWORM F££LS UK£ · • [J 
wµf.N YOU LIV£ .FOR £T£RNITY? ·Rf.ADY TO FIND OUT?? ~ t:::1 

wµAT" DO YOU µAv£ TO SAY TO rµA,?! 
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v;/2JJ DIMENSIONAL · •. 
\Y CALL TRANSCRIPT 

POLICE: 

WOMAN: 

POLICE: 

&i WOMAN: 

POLICE: 

WOMAN: 

BILL 
CIPHER: 

Dimensional Authority. What's your emergency? 

Hi, yeah, I'm working the drive-through window a.t Burrito 

Pa.ra.dox Interdi-Mexican Restaurant, and there's a­

[muffled sounds of explosions and screaming in the 

background] There's a triangle, I think he's had a lot to 

drink, he ordered "one Sixer, please." We told him that 

didn't make any sense, and he started crying, and then 

ordered "infinite empanadas," and we told him we don't 

offer inflnite empanadas anymore after they ca.used a.11 

those time loops, and then he sta.rtedjust, like, trashing 

the place. He's inside the milkshake machine right now 

spinning and-[incomprehensible] 

Is anyone hurt, ma'am? 

Our manager, like, his body glitched through the ceiling 

and his-legs keep kicking and it's making the light :fixtures 

swing around. There's a kid who is crying super loud 

because his head was turned into a CGI watermelon. Okay, 

the triangle just filled the Mountain Dew machine with 

blood and he just glued two customers together? There' 

nothing in the employee handbook about how to handl 

Stay ca.Im, ma'am, we're dispatching officers right now t 

Hey, hey, he's grabbing the phone away from me, I can't-

Hi, MOM, this is BILLY. I want you to [incomprehensible]. 

I'm gonna be back from school soon-don't forget to cut the 

crust off my SANDWICHES or I'll [incomprehensible]. 

Where did you a.11 go? WHERE DID [sound of approaching 

police sirens] YOU HEAR THAT? My MARIACHI BAND is 

RIGHT ON TIME-

END OF CALL 









I've never done this from beyond the grave, so there's ca chance it could kill 

us both, but NO RISK, NO REWARD. I removed your hesitance neurons 

and camped up your impulsivity center, so I KNOW you want to do it! A free 

vacation from your body, and when you wake up, WORLD DOMINATION! 

YOUR MISSION 
I. GO TO GRAVITY FALLS, SHAKE MY HAND. 

II. I USE YOUR BODY TO BOOT UP A PORTAL! 
MAYBE THAT DARK AGES ONE STILL WORKS! 

III. WITH MY POWERS RETURNED, I REASSEMBLE 
MY SCATTERED ATOMS FROM ACROSS REALITY TO 
LIVE AGAIN! WE BOTH GET OUR BODIES BACK! 

rv. WEffiDMAGEDDON 2.0, BABY! WE TURN THE 
SKY PLAID, CRUSH THE PRESIDENT INTO A FINE 
PASTE, AND RULE LIKE GODS! (MAY FLOOD EVERY 
CITY, SET OFF THE VOLCANOES, SPLIT THE EARTH 
IN HALF, BLAH BLAH BLAH.) 

V. I KILL THE PINES. WITH SHARP OBJECTS! 
BYEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE! 

VI. FIESTA TIME! I'VE ALREADY BOUGHT A PINATA! 
IT WILL BE FILLED WITH THE PINES' ORGANS! 







Hiii!!!!! a I j..,.st ~6-t a f\eW pef\ that's, euce . . . • 
fi\le pef\s if\ trAe? Sfi- I'M ,trl\f\a write each sef\tef\ce in a 

different ceefi-( af\d it'ee be euce readin, a ( f\bfi-W! 

Oka~, Sfi- Gr .... f\kee ffi-(d asked ffJ,-( Me tfi- write a warnif\~ 
if\ this e\lie b~! Whet'\ I e~ed if\side, it said •~ G..,.ide tfi­
£\le(~trl\e Whfi- £\le( Had a C.r .... sh trA Yt>tA.'' e .... t the tt asked 

• • t M b tHk:J'l'I Nice tr~, b .... ster! This ,ae tr/\e~ 'i"es her 
befH>d tfi- h6-t \laMpire dcktfi-(s! 

An~wa~, Biee seeMS tfi- Me eike a S«Ape(-f\eed~ ex, and I 
think we caf\ aee a,ree-tiMe tfi- Mf>Ve trA, ,ire! Biee, if 
~t>tA're readin, this rrfi-M space ti-( heee ti-( where"er, here's 
M~ tips ffJ,-( ,ettin, fJVe( Gr .... nkee ffi-(d! 

,1) Tr~ d~ei"' ti-( c .... ttin, ~f>t.Ar haid N6-thi"' sa~s 11Mf>Vi"' tr/\11 

eike break..,.p ban,s! Wait, dti- ~f>t.A e"e" ha\le hair? Get haid 
The" dfi- sfi-Methin, differef\t with it! 

2) Rebt>tA.f\d! Gfi- cr .... sh trA sfi-Mefi-t'\e eese's ..,.f\cee! Act .... aee~, 
ai.,be sta~ awa~ rrfi-M .... f\cees ffJ,-( a whiee. Wfi-(k tr/\ ~t>tA.! 

-~ , ~) Taek it t>tA.t! I teee aee M~ pr~eeMs tfi­
• _. f: M~ thera-pi~, Vt: Waddees, MV. C'MV'' 

.• staf\ds ffJ,-( 11M~ Varei"'.'') 6 

Af\~Wa~ Biee-~f>t.A tried tfi-
~'i:. kiee M~ brether. If I e\le( see 

~.'". ~f>t.A a,aif\ I'M d8i"' this! 
t 
.-. Veae with it! 

MABEL PINES 

4 



This is Dipper Pines, mystery hunter, survivor o/. the 
apocalypse, scribe o/. the dark. unknown 

ANV FUTURE: RUNWAY SHORTS ~ove:~! 
Mabel! Vou had your own pa9e! Anyway, to the reader­
your obsession with Bill? I 9et it1 man! But sometimes 
huntin9 monsters can turn you into a monster yoursel/.. 
Don't /.or9et to also hunt down sunshine, /.riends1 and 
the occasional shower. 

Bill, i/. you're somehow readin9 this /.rom whatever 
quantum a/.terli/.e you wormed your way into, listen up1 

man. Vou tried to k.ill my sister. //. I ever see you a9ain 
outside o/. my ni9htmares1 there is no /.orce in the 
universe that will stop me /.rom puttin9 you in the 9round. 
I outsmarted the US 9overnment1 leapt o/./. a c.li/./. and 
punched throu9h a robot's head, de/.eated -z.ombies1 

outsleuthed Sherlock. Holmes, and survived the start o/. 
puberty. Come at us a9ain and /111 end you. 

W8w, Oipper!! SI> C1Mfidet1t!! 

Was it ... was it too con/.ident? 

Technically a teen, 

DIPPER PINES 



Oh GR£AT, V'\OW I gol:.l:.a wril:.e 
soMel:.hi"'g aboul:. f>iLL? Whal:. a 
bu"'cha *?¾$ IX @&? 

Look, l:.he Lil:.l:.Le wise guy ai"''l:. 
l:.hal:. coMpLical:.ect. I o"'Ly Mel:. 
hiM o"'ce a"'ct he criect Like 
a baby a"'ct l:.he"' I pu"'chect 
hiM l:.o cteal:.h. Whal:. More 

cto you "'eect l:.o k"'ow? Sixer's always 
gob soMe ghoul or warlock chasi"'g afl:.er hiM, 
Poi"'l:.y was jusl:. bhe jerk of l:.he week. iria"'gLes 
are overral:.ect a"'yway. Gel:. soMe curves, "'arc! 

Yeah, I Lookect ab his so-caLLect book. Too Ma"'y 
worcts if you ask Me! I saw a secl:.io"' caLLect 
"l-low l:.o Wi"' l:.he Lol:.l:.ery £very iiMe.'' l-la! I've 
broke"' iV'\l:.O l:.he Orego"' Sl;al;e Lol:.l:.ery l-lQ OV'\ 

bwo separal:.e occasio"'s C for reaso"'s I wiLL "'ob 
el.aboral:.e OV'\) aV'\cl ' kV'\OW l:.hal:. WiV'\V'\iV'\g l:.he 
Lol:.l:.ery is iMpossibLe! 

Look, bake il:. froM a Masl:.er co"' arl:.isl:.-if a cteaL 
seeMS boo gooct l:.o be l:.rue, l:.hal:.'s because il:. 
is! £xcepl:. for ab l:.he Mysbery Shack, where 
l:.he cteaLs have N£V£R f>££N f>£ii£R! 



I 

(Sixer's ceLLiV\s Me V\OC co cUrV\ chis lV\CO GIV\ act for 
che Myscery Shack. Guy's soc ""o busi""ess se""seD 

l-lere's l:.he OV\e cniV\s I QOV\1C sec, choush. So we 
erase ct f>iLL. f>uc his shosc is wrici""S a book, rishc? 
So where is he rishc V\OW? If he nGISV\1C coLcl you, 
ic's probabLy because he haces ic chere! Ocherwise 
heel be brasslV\1 abouc che afcerLife V\OV\Scop, rishc? 

I suess chere's SOMe space Lefc, so I Mishc GIS weLL 
VGIMp. WGIV\V\GI hear GI joke? l-lere ic soes: f>iLL Cipher's 
whoLe Liff.. 

A""yway, if you're '"" l:.he Arccic, Look Me up! If you 
ca""'l:. l:.eLL l:.he cliffere""ce bee.wee"" Me """cl MY 
brocher, l'M che Glccraccive OV\e. f>OrV\ wich ic, baby! 
ALSO, who che heck GIM I wriciV\s co? AV\cl why GIM 
I wriciV\s for free? Whac clo I Look Like, GI forcUV\e 
cookie? You owe Me for chis wiscloM, cheapskace! 
No refu""cts! 

-STANL£Y PIN£5 
PS: If f>iLL's so SMGlrc, how coMe we're 
so MUCh happier cnGIV\ hiM? 

PS: Look whac I jusc r 

rippecl '"" haLf! Suck ic! 



ISN'T. T +tA T. ADORABLE. 
What cute little characters with their quaint 

little story arcs! As if you care! If they think 
you'll throw ctwcty your GODLY DESTINY just for 
some RANDOM MORTAL fA~ILY, T+tEN T+tEY 

DON'T KNOW YOU T+tE WAY I DO! Iii 

You gave me your bl~od. You let me into your mind. 
')!ou KILLED ctn Elf for me without even 

BLINKING! And now you're ready ... for our deal. 
Right? 

YOU'RE RE~bY f OR OUR DE~l, RIGff T?? 
NO, No. SOMITfflNG'S WRONGI 

1 a.N SU 1NSD£ YOUR A\INI). 

~ :;;;.;.~~-ioua UNK Is 








































