
FROM THE DONUT SHOP TO YOUR DOORSTEP. 
An Interview with a Local Junkie 

www.RoxboroughRantsAndRaves.com 

LOUD NOISES DISTURB LOCAL CANINE VETERANS 
WHO WERE OTHERWISE DOING PRETTY ‘OK’ 



WORRIED ABOUT 
LIFE AFTER 
CORONA- 
VIRUS? 
WHO WILL 
YOU LECTURE 
AND SCOLD 
WHEN THIS 
CRISIS ENDS? 

The CDC and WHO have expressed new concerns over the health and safety of neighborhood scolds & tattletales when 

Coronavirus-related restrictions are lifted. Many women, empty-nesters, Baby Boomers, and those with preexisting 

Munchausen or Hypochondria Syndrome could be impacted. 

Understand that these are stressful times for the mentally ill, who desperately need to feed their delusions of grandeur by bossing 

around their neighbors and pretend to have a deeper understanding of the world they inhabit. 

Please be patient with these schoolmarms and pseudo-acadmeics in the short term. 

FOR MORE INFORMATION 
OR TO BERATE ANOTHER HUMAN BEING OVER THE PHONE 

1-800-273-8255 
CREATED BY PHILLY FIRST//SAILORTWIFT.COM 



LOUD 
NOISES 
DISTURB 

VETERANS 
WHO WERE 
OTHERWISE 
DOING PRETTY 

BY: KAREN QUINZEL 

You can Follow Karen on any 

neighborhood social media page. 

She goes a variety of different 

names, but it’s all pretty much the 

same guy. Her hobbies include counting people 

she sees on the street who aren’t ‘following the 

rules’ & reminding you that she’s an expert in 

whatever issue you happen to be talking about. 

A local canine retirement home 
erupted into a cacophony of 
barking and yipping this week 
when the dogs experienced a 
series of loud booming noises 
that seemed to come right out 
of the sky. Locals debated 
breathlessly whether it was 
fireworks or gunshots triggering 
the pusillanimous pooches’ 
PTSD; however the experts 
have determined the sounds 
were in fact caused by 
“thunder”—a phenomenon caused 
by the passage of lightning 
through pockets of air, 
specifically intended by god to 
cause domesticated pets 
psychological trauma and war 
flashbacks. 
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MAYOR ISSUES 
By Nick “Murph” Murphy 

The Mayor gave a much-anticipated press 

conference today addressing concerns over 

the legitimacy and impact of his mass 

Shelter, Isolate, Maintain Peace (SIMP) 
order for the city. 

He assured the public that the protective 

measures exist for the safety of the public, 

and therefore could not be expected to also 

apply to city officials who need to be free to travel unmolested 

in order to shamelessly beg the federal government for much 

needed funding. 

“It is very important that the city milk every penny possible 

from this calculated, but natural disaster,” said the beloved 

city servant, mentioning nothing about the millions of taxpayer 

dollars that have been squandered or conspicuously misplaced. 

City Councilpersons of indiscriminate gender or race, Susan 

Gym (host of According to Gym) and Octavius Jones (host of 

Welcome to Jonestown) were seen applauding the Mayor’s 

efforts to keep order in a city being stripped of its personal 

autonomy and economic freedom. 

The Mayor reportedly wiped a tear from his cheek while 

stating, “Never have so many sacrificed so much for so little 

reason,” before gleefully announcing his latest crippling tax hike. 

Nicholas Murphy, or “Murph” to his buddies, is a real 
Yunker...a real townie...a real piece of sh-t journalist. 

He used to write for a legit newspaper and now works 
for this one. 

For more information on the Mayor of Philadelphia, you can contact 
him directly at @PhillyMayor on Twitter, or give a colonoscopy to a Union Boss. 



BY: LUCAS R. BUCKLE 
LUCAS IS A COLLEGE GRADUATE AND 
APPARENTLY OWNS SEVERAL CATS. 

GODlCDIC1 
GBflCE 



At was at some point in mid-April. I can’t remember the exact day; but I 
had finally gotten used to the prospect of being “jobless.” Nothing in my life 
has ever scared me so deeply, and yet satisfied me so fully. 

The brainwashed masses on my local Facebook Groups (not to mention the 
ones on TV) are constantly spewing radical right wing rhetoric like how 
people should want to work to earn money, feed their families, and provide 
a better life for their children. It’s sickens me to my core that such selfish 
fascistic individuals not only exist in the first place, but live in my own 
neighborhood. I have found no greater peace than being provided for by the 
government. 

And don’t I deserve it? I’ve worked in my previous position as an 
Arts & Entertainment blogger for just about 5 years; paid my dues—that is 
to say—my taxes. Now, I am free to sit back, finally catch up on playing 
Animal Crossing: New Horizons on my woefully unused Nintendo Switch, 
and provide for my children—by which, of course, I mean my 3 and-a-half 

cats. 1 say “half’ because Chester is just a kitten still. But he’s still by 
far my favorite (shh, don’t tell the others)! (Continued on next page) 

LUCAS’ CATS VARY IN AGE AND PHYSICAL DISABILITY. 
THEY CAN’T COMMUNICATE THEIR EMOTIONS, HOWEVER, 
THEY FEEL SORRY FOR HIM EVERY DAY OF THEIR LIVES. 



(Cont.) My wife had asked me way 

back sometime in 2016 if I was 

interested in having children. But I 

couldn’t bear to give her a straight 

answer. It had always been something 

I wanted, but after the tragic results 

of the election, I couldn’t bear to even 

think about bringing kids into the 

horrible political environment. That’s 

when I made the executive decision as 

the man of the house to care only for 

cats, and I haven’t looked back since. 

And that brings me to this particular 

day in mid-April. My wife was out 

and I had just “cooked” some ACME 

brand chicken nuggets I’d pulled from 

the somewhat depleted freezer. She 

was what’s called an “essential 

employee”—aka—a Hero. As a 

receptionist at a nail salon (a job I 

didn’t realize what open, nor essential, 

but as a man, I refrained from asking), 

my wife got off work at about 4pm and 

apparently went straight off to Walt’s 

house. Walt was her boyfriend. I know 

what you’re thinking...how lucky am I to 

have such a diverse and progressive family 

and a home full of fuzzy children! I 

suppose I’m just truly blessed. The only 

issue was that Walt and I didn’t always 

see eye to eye. I kept my mouth shut, 

of course, being secure in my masculinity, 

I’d never argue with Walt. Plus, it upset 

my wife. 

Regardless, the hour was rolling straight 

past dinner time, so I plopped myself 

in front of the television with my warm 

plate of chicken nuggets, playfully 

swatting away some of the kitties coming 

out of the woodwork in hopes they’d snag 

a little bite. I flipped on the television 
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and saw the most magnificent sight: 

Now available for rent...CATS the 

movie! It was going to be an 

amazing night after all. 

As if by some miracle (which, 

as an atheist, I know sounds 

wildly unscientific), the moment I 

pressed play on the remote, who 

should walk into the house but 

Walt and my Wife, both laughing 

at some hilarious joke he probably 

told. And dripping from the 

downpour which had apparently 

just started outside. Walt went to 

get a towel as my wife sat down 

on the opposite side of the three- 

person couch. The cats nuzzled up 

beside her, as they always do (I’m 

always their favorite until mommy 

comes home). Not a moment too 

soon, Walt returned with the 

towels for he and my wife to dry 

their hair. 

He took his seat on the couch 

in between myself and my wife, 

putting a comforting arm around 

her. He barely acknowledged my 

presence, but that was just his 

way; socially awkward to say 

the least. 

We all sat and watched CATS 
in its entirety, never once making 

ridiculous spiteful comments about 

it being overwrought, meandering, 

interminable or beyond-Broadway- 

levels of homoerotic. Other 

people’s reviews were simply toxic 

and and, dare I say, deplorable. 

As my wife lay asleep on Walt’s 

sturdy shoulder, Chester the kitten 

curled up in my lap, and the 

phenomenal film’s credits ran, I 

couldn’t help but smile and think 

to myself...I hope this apocalypse 

lasts forever. ■ 



mmmmw 
FROM THE 

DONUT 

SHOP, 
TO YOUR C 
DOORSTEP... 
AN INTERVIEW 

WITH 
AEOCAU 
JUNKIE. 
BY: 
MIGUEL 
TURGENTE 

Carl, or Tha Cap’n, as friends and 

neighbors call him, is a very recognizable 

face throughout the Roxborough-Manayunk 

area. He can often be seen sleeping off a 

bender or prolonged agitated dragon-chase 

on the cold cement stairs of the local 

donut shop. When he’s not arguing with 

his Manayunk rival, Pancho, or plotting 

revenge on Roxborough’s Swordfish, 

Cap’n is wandering aimlessly around the 

neighborhood where our children play, 

searching for his next fix. Some have 

argued that establishing a safe injection 

site for Cap’n to kill himself with opioids 

quietly and out of sight of the rest of 

the community would be a net relief to 

all of us, but I wanted to hear it straight 

from his near-toothless mouth. So I sat 

down with Carl. Well, I sat down. He 

mostly paced around scratching himself... 

but we managed to have a discussion... 

Miguel Turgente: Hello Carl. 

Cap’n: Huh? 

MT: Cap’n? 

C: Yeah. What’s going on? 

MT: I wanted to ask about your daily 
activities. 

C: Go ahead. 

MT: What...are your daily activities...? 

C: I don’t know, man. You got a dollar I 
could borrow? 

MT: (Handing him a dollar from my wallet) 
Sure. Here you go. No need to pay me 
back. I was curious, what do you believe 
would change your life for the better? 

C: A dollar...? 

MT: Yes, well, besides that. 

C: I don’t know, man. Somewhere I could 
test this new batch that ain’t the 
(Donut Shop) steps? 

MT: Like a safe medical injection site 
financed by the taxpayer, staffed by 
professionals who may or may not be 
tossing their Hippocratic Oaths out the 
window? 

C: Yeah, man whatever. You got a dollar? 

MT: I...I just gave you... 

C: (Taking a small pouch of indiscriminate 
drug from his pocket) You mind testing 
this sh-t for me? 

MT: I don’t see why not. Any last 
statements for our interview? 

C: Yeah, man. I just wanna say I really 
value our true heroes: the Nurses...those 
TikTok dance videos take a lot of practice. 

MT: Um...is that a needle? 



•BOUT YOU! 
Hwith Miranda Bastaducci 

y R-Borro—It’s your girl Mandy again! 

Front counter hostess with the mostest at your favorite local 

Cheesesteak Shop (if you know me, you know which one). | 

It’s been a rough time for bars & restaurants & whatever 

but they’re still doing takeout, I guess, so there’s still lots 

of stuff to review. If you don’t know (now ya know!) 

already, this is what we do on Mandy ‘Bout You..A try all the local shops, bars, hot spots, 

and let you know if they’re DOPE or NOPE. 

So I’ve probably passed this bar like a million times but I finally decided to try it out... 

Peck Miller’s Tavern Bar is apparently one of the staples of the Roxborough area and 

the only bar that was both open and would let a 16 year old me inside. I don’t wanna 

get them in trouble or nothing but as a young critic I feel I have to be honest. 

The bartender was some old guy but he was super nice. He said he didn’t need to 

card me, but explained that I was clearly underage. He made me a virgin Long Island 

Iced Tea which was basically just a mix of all the sodas on the soda gun. I don’t care, 

I loved it I used to do that all the time at 7-11 when I was little! 

The only other person in the bar was a guy who looked like my dad sitting toward 

the back of the room His mouth was hanging open and I felt like he probably had 

been there for like...a really long time. Like, a really long time. 

It was pretty lame that there weren’t more people there and the quiet atmosphere was 

totally awkward. They couldn’t play any music or anything. I wasn’t sure if they had 

food or not. There was an empty hot dog heating machine thing, like the ones they have 

at 7-11...but this one was empty and looked like it’d been there since probably before I 

was bom. I could’ve had a bag of chips or something but I wasn’t in the mood. 

The bartender was so sweet though. He gave me another virgin Long Island Iced Tea 

for free (awww). I told him about my review and he asked me to mention their 

Coronavirus Symptoms Special which is $5 for a Corona Extra and a shot of Fireball 
& Franks Red Hot 

Even though I would normally not be here for this kind of dank townie bar, I’m 

gonna have to say it’s DOPE cause even considering difficult times, they went like above 

and beyond!!^ 



Jfinal Sljots 

Reality TV/Informative - Host 

Miguel Turgente puts unsuspecting 

civilians into socially unsavory 

situations to ask the question “what’s the worst that could 

happen?” In tonight’s brand new episode, the crew erects a facility 

where heroin addicts from all across the city can “safely” inject their 

drugs. The neighborhood is flooded with junkies, drug dealers and 

discarded needles and the area residents have just about had enough! 

Tune in to see what happens next! 

7PM 

POLTURGilTS 
Reality TV - A team of self- 

proclaimed experts (Simon Wolph, 

Richard “Dicky” Christian, Seona 

“Chuck” Charles, and Dr. J.R. 

Pootercoot) take on the world of 

the supernatural, inexplicable, and 

bewildering. 

8PM 

9PM 

Reality TV - Hopeful parents bring their 

teenage children before a medically 

irresponsible but socially conscious doctor in 

hopes their child will have what it takes to 

undergo premature gender transitional therapy 

and surgery while competing with other 

teenagers for most shocking transformation. 



Profoundly shape your relationship with the spiritual 
and metabiologica! holistic healing power of angel-light 
through daily ritual and open-ended murmuring. 

CATf f® 

HOME VIDEO 



I’m an Aging, Single, 
Millennial Spinster... 

Will I Survive the 
End of Dap? 

Experts agree that, if 
you are healthy and 
active, you stand a 

greater chance at 
_ surviving The [vent. 

Unfortunately, the 
short answer is “No 

SAILORTWIFTCLUB 


