


WELCOME

Happy New Year from the Meme Insider Team!

It‘s been a while since we have released, and that‘s not for lack of trying. 

We missed the December issue and in the process defined the term 

“gurbed a hard-drive.“ That will never happen again! Since then our team 

is over 40 volunteers who are working hard to bring quality content to the 

meme community!

Throughout the issue we added fake advertisements. We see these as 

endorsements for things we like, and we didn‘t get paid or sponsored to 

make them. We hope they make you smile and add to the experience of 

reading the premiere MemeEconomy magazine.  

This month we secured an exclusive interview with Ken Bone! Make sure 

to check that out and find out what happened to his famous sweater!

If you would like to help out email memeinsider@gmail.com and we‘ll find 

a place for you in our growing team!

Keep an eye out for our website release this month! We will be hosting 

our own articles, as well as opening up the opportunity to write a 

freelance article and have it published to the website! We‘re almost there!

Because we are a large volunteer organization we have some expenses 

we have been paying out of pocket. If you enjoy the monthly issues 

and want to support us, consider donating to our GoFundMe! All the 

donations will only go to bills being paid and expenses for the group. The 

money will go to making the magazine, the website, and our mobile app 

projects even better. We are not going to profit off of your donations, 

you will.

Thanks again,

The Meme Insider Team

Follow us on twitter

https://twitter.com/MemeInsider
https://twitter.com/memeinsider
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A fundamental rule of the economy is to trade with 

your head instead of your heart and it can feel 

like a lonely place. We’ve decided to share some whole-

some love with our Meme Insider family and drop off a 
quick tip to double your profits. Some of our less expe-

rienced traders may not practice the most rudimentary 

of analysis techniques, to simply compare two similar 

memes. There are many ways to define “similar,” how-

ever, one of the most reliable is the parent-child meme 

relationship 

The last Meme Insider showed that a massive spike in 

Spongebob memes could be explained by Prehistoric 
SpongeBob’s ($PHSB) spike in popularity at the same 
time, and it was apparent that even after it’s crash, 

Spongebob ($SPGB) memes continued to rise.

This parent-child relationship in which a child meme’s 

stock rises results in its parent meme rising with it. 
Example of this are Sips Tea Kermit ($STKR) and 
Me to Me Kermit ($MMKR) increasing the Kermit 
($KRMT) stock as the parent.

This occurs once the audience viewing the child meme 
becomes oversaturated but continue to attempt to sat-

isfy their desire for the trend by looking for similar 
content. This comes in the form of the parent meme, 

or other subsidiaries of the parent, which are viewed 

by hundreds of thousands of viewers drawn in by the 

ANALYSIS

WELCOME TO THE FAMILY

A RISE IN SUBSIDIARY MEMES CAN CAUSE A MASSIVE BOOM TO THE ORIGINAL.

/u/The_Magic_Fairy
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child. While parent usually does not gross as quickly 
or gain popularity at the rate of the child, it has more 
stability. Every child meme has potential to cause a 

spike in shares for the the parent as it gains momen-

tum.

It’s easy to see when compared side-to-side that kermit 

memes don’t ever surpass the me to me or sips tea me-

mes. The spike in the parent meme acts as a result of 

the new trend getting popular and doesn’t have a in a 
one to one ratio from child to parent. Only those who 

thoroughly enjoy the meme move on to the parent.

Hamster_Furtif’s Theory of Potential Dankness can 
explain this phenomenon further. His theory states 
that if a meme has too high of a demand, an influx of 
supply will make the meme stale and the value will 

then crash. However if the meme has a more niche 
market, there will not be such a demand.  Thus, the 

meme will thrive because the supply will not increase 

to oversaturated levels.

5

JANUARY, 2017

ANALYZING INTERNET TRENDS SO YOU DON’T HAVE TO





T he Sims brand has cultural presence that 
allows for a relatability that surpases that of al-

most any other game. 

     On YouTube there exists a strong community of Sims 
players that has grown to be able to support Sims ex-

clusive channels. This community undoubtedly cre-

ates a demand for memes involving the Sims franchise, 
which that results in a floor for how far interest in Sims 
memes could fall.

     Pricing is highly convex: it is unlikely Sims memes will 
become cheaper as their google trend exhibits little 
decay in interest over time. 

     Yet, Sims can be used in a wide variety of ways in both 
Sims-centric and relatable memes given their exag-

gerated, human appearance, and the ease of creating 
in-game expressions and situations. 

     Unfortunately there is no clear catalyst to provide 

Sims memes with explosive potential. Hopefully the 
digital marketing around the release of Sims 5 will 
bring the Sims brand more public attention and with 

this more memes. The best case scenario is that the 

Sims 5 advertising itself generates a fully fledged, 
explosive meme in the vain of ‘thelegend27’. Though 
unlikely, the worst case scenario is that Sims 5 is not 
released and the brand and community die slowly. 

As shown here, Sims memes are high-quality, defen-

sive memes that should be held in any properly man-

aged portfolio.

THOUGHTS FROM THE TRADING DESK:

Internet subculture icons, such as Ethan of H3H3 are often depicted

BUY SIMS RELATED MEMES

IDIOSYNCRATICALLY UNDERVALUED SIMS MEMES HAVE EXPLOSIVE POTENTIAL.

/u/Whanalyst
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Ken Bone was an undecided voter who received 
international attention after asking an energy 
policy question during the second presidential 
debates in mid October. His lovable sweater, 
impressive mustache, and calm demeanor in-

spired instant fandom as he quickly became a 

living meme and internet icon. Meme Insider 
was lucky enough to get into the bone-zone with 
Master Bone himself in our exclusive interview 
analyzing the afterlife as an internet trend jug-

gernaut. Also, huge shout out to r/dankmemes 

for setting up this interview. We would not have 
been able to do this without y’all!

MI: Did you have any kind of background into 
the meme culture before your rise to fame, or 

were you blindsided by the culture?

KB: I’ve been plugged in to the internet culture 
for a long time.  I have enjoyed memes for years, 
from Star Wars kid all the way up to Harambe.

MI: With your new status as a mod of a major 
subreddit, what is your professional opinion on 

current meme trends and future projections?

KB: I hope we continue to see clever jokes in 
our popular memes rather than stuff that’s just 
weird for the sake of being weird.

MI: What are your thoughts on wholesome 
memes? Do you think the trend can grow into a 
permanent niche or is it just a fad?

KB: The popularity I enjoyed is proof that in 
such a negative time for our culture, sometimes 
it’s nice to focus on something that makes you 
feel good and does’t hurt any one.  I think as 
long as mainstream pop culture and politics 
continue to be mean and negative there will be a 
place for wholesome memes to make us smile for 

a few seconds at a time.
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MI: You are known for your part in the 2016 
election and urging people to vote. Following 
that philosophy did you cast a vote for meme of 

the year? How many times did you vote for Ken 
Bone?

KB: I voted for myself, but just one time.  I was 
afraid if I won that there would have been some 

kind of responsibility or work for me to do.  No 

thanks.

MI: What is your least favorite meme of the 

year?

KB: Pepe. Pepe had his time as a funny, clever 
meme a decade ago.  Then in 2016 he was 
brought back to life and forced into a bunch of 
hateful garbage.  

Were there some fun ones? Sure, but his image 
got pasted onto so much hate that I couldn’t even 
look at him any more.

MI: Has being a meme helped you financially?

KB: Between T shirt sales and sponsorships 
I made about 15 months worth of my normal 
salary. It was awesome, but I’m not retiring any 
time soon.

MI: Your fame allowed you to bring awareness 
to a charity you care about. What was the most 

exciting opportunity to come out of your fame?

KB: Between what I’ve been able to give, and 
what sponsors and donors have given on my 
behalf, we’ve raised well over $50,000 for local 
St Louis charities. It’s been amazing.

MI: Has becoming a meme made you a hit with 
the ladies?

KB: I’ve been married very happily for 13 years 
now.  I’m certainly a hit with my wife.  As for 

other ladies, there were a lot of offers on the 
table, but I’m taken.
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MI: What are your thoughts on the effect the 
election had on the American people?

KB: I had hoped that after the election was over 

we would be able to move forward as one nation.  

Instead I’ve seen even more hate being thrown 
from both sides. Media outlets and politicians 

thrive in this kind of hateful environment.  They 

could get away with anything right now while 
we’re all busy screaming at each other.

MI: Ken, a possible answer to your energy 
reform is wind, solar, and even tidal power, 

how do you feel about these green energy 
innovations?

KB: Renewable energy is the future. I think 
we can be majority renewable inside 20 years 
if we invest now in rebuilding our transmission 
infrastructure. 

MI: Many people who live in prime areas for 

wind farms do not want their property used for 

windmill energy production, what words do you 
have for these people, selfish perhaps?

KB: If we aren’t all willing to accept minor 
inconveniences like having a wind turbine 
near our town, how can we ever hope to move 

forward in anything. This is bigger than an 
energy issue.  The haves cannot continue to pass 
off all burden on the have nots.

MI: How do you feel about the nomination of 
Scott Pruitt as the administrator of the EPA?

KB: I think it’s a bad call. I know President 
Trump is not big on environmental protection, 
but I was hoping that he would appoint someone 
who was to balance it out.
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MI: Do you think that people switching to 
electric cars is actually WORSE for our energy 
needs? Is public transportation the key to lower 

consumption?

KB: If your current car is at the end of its 

useful life and needs to be replaced, then by 

all means get an electric car. Don’t get one just 
to get one. If you do, you can’t pretend you are 
doing anything for the environment.  The carbon 
footprint of manufacturing and transporting one 
of these cars is large and can only be offset if it 
was needed in the first place, and you keep it a 
long time. Adam Conover did a great segment on 
this topic on his show, Adam Ruins Everything.  
As a side note, Adam is an awesome guy that I 
got to briefly talk to via Twitter.

MI: What are your New Year’s resolutions?

KB: Standard stuff. Lose weight, stick to a 
budget. I’ve already lost 10 pounds, and I had to 
write the IRS a $40,000 check today, so I guess 
I’m on the right track.

MI: What was meeting Ethan like? Did you 
know who he was before your interview with 

him?

KB: I knew who Ethan was. I’m not a big 
consumer of YouTubers, but my son is. I was 

exposed to Ethan through him. Talking to Ethan 
and making the video with him was fantastic.  
Ethan and Hila are great people, who are very 
genuine off camera. What you see is what you 
get, and I respect that.

MI: What sweater did you wear on Christmas 
this year?

KB: My wife and I wore a matching set. Hers 
was green and said “Why is the carpet all wet, 
Todd?” and mine was red and said “I don’t know 
Margot.” And if you don’t get that reference, you 
shouldn’t be reading this article

MI: You had mentioned in an interview you 

were auctioning the sweater off for charity. How 
much did it sell for and do you know what the 

owner intends to do with it?

KB: Izod bought it back from me in exchange 
for a $10,000 donation to Greater Saint Louis 
Honor Flight.  Honor flight takes veterans of 
WWII, Korea, and Vietnam and flies them to 
Washington to visit their war memorials for the 
fist time.  It’s a great way to honor our vets.  Izod 
placed the sweater in their archives in New York 

along with their other famous garments like 
Michael Jackson’s moonwalk shoes ans James 

Dean’s leather jacket.

MI: Can you teach me how to style and rock 
some sweaters?

KB: I wore it in place of a suit to the debate, 

and it worked all right. It has a business casual 
fall / winter vibe when paired with khakis or 

Chinos. For everyday wear it works way better 
with a pair of jeans and an unbuttoned collar 
underneath. 

MI: Any advice for people who find themselves 
an overnight meme sensation?

KB: Get an unlisted phone number and save 
yourself a lot of unsolicited dick pics.
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I remembered hearing a drowned-out yelling 
behind me – it seemed so far away at the time. 

Slowly, it became more immediate, calling me to 
realise the clusterfuck that we found ourselves 

in. I realised that it was Jason, trying to get my 
attention, “Desman! We need to get out of here!”

The submarine had submerged only moments 
ago, its air bubbles still making their way to the 
briny surface of the dockyard. It all suddenly 

just clicked, “How were we going to explain this 
to the police?”, I had thought. The police were 
almost upon us, their lights colouring the ware-

house through the holes in the wall. “Get on 
your knees, Jason. Put your hands behind your 
back – we’ll get out of this, don’t worry.”

The police burst through the barricaded ware-

house entrance in a tremendous show of force. 

Giant men, clad in midnight blue SWAT gear 
swarmed through the breached door, blast 
shields and all. “RUSH ‘B’ CYKA BLYAT!”, they 
yelled, as they bunny-hopped around the com-

pound.

I had no idea what the fuck was going on – none 
of them even bothered securing us. One threw 
a grenade, which ricocheted off of a box, landed 
behind him, and blew him up. Another scanned 

the warehouse exclusively through his sniper’s 
scope, whilst another seemed to stare right at us, 
shuffling through all his gear without selecting 
anything: knife; pistol; semi-automatic, again 
and again. It was the most terrifying thing I’d 
ever seen.

Eventually the disorder ceased. A man in a black 

beret clicked his fingers; his team fell silent, and 
found their way behind them. “Who are you? 
What are you doing here?”, he barked in a heavy 
Russian accent.

We told him we were from NICE News, on as-

signment at the request of Meme Insider.

His voice rose to a tremendous boom, “Why did 
you blow up this warehouse? Are you Western 

spy?!”
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The man kicked away a wooden box at his feet, 
“WHAT THE FUCK DID YOU JUST FUCKING 
SAY TO ME, YOU LITTLE BITCH? I’LL HAVE 
YOU KNOW I GRADUATED TOP OF MY 
CLASS IN THE NAVY SEALS, AND I’VE BEEN 
INVOLVED IN NUMEROUS SECRET RAIDS 

ON AL-QUAEDA…”

This went on for five solid minutes until 
an unidentified figure called for him 

by the door. The two spoke amongst 
themselves quietly for a moment until 

the Commander responded vocally, 
“Yes, of course. I understand.” He 

waved his men to follow him out 

into the bitter cold. We were 

alone with our mysterious 

saviour.

“Come here!”, He 
ordered.

We got off of 
our knees and 

approached 

cautiously, 

“Thank you 
sir. My 

name is 

Desman.” I said, extending a hand.

The man stood motionless, obscured by the 

flood lights behind him, “Rustlov is my name.”, 
he handed me a sealed parcel, “It seems like you 
owe me for saving you from this predicament 
Raul has left you in.”

Our eyes widened – Rustlov knew we had no 
choice but to listen. I opened the parcel, and 

shared the contents with Jason.

He opened one of the little booklets, one of 
which had his face on it, “What is this? Are these 
passports?”, he managed, despite his surprise.

I looked over his shoulder. Sure enough, Jason 
held multiple passports with our faces on them. 

Some were in English, some in Arabic. “What is 
this?”, I demanded.

Rustlov spoke decisively, “You two are to help me 
with something – think of it as reconnaissance.”, 
his tone lent a sense of futility in refusing him. 
“You will go to r/The_Donald, deep in the heart 
of the Middle East, and meet with one of the 

radical leaders there. We have reports they plan 

on launching a missile made of weaponised 
Kenboneium – a meme so stale, that a single 
drop could force an entire city to comment on 

some woman’s r/gonewild posts.”

“What about our families and friends?!”, I 
hesitated.

“You write for a meme magazine – do this, 
and you can bring back untold riches in 

the last untapped meme market on the 

planet!”
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Our taxi slowed to a crawl for the last kilometre 
of the journey to the border. Men in cloth 
face-coverings and MAKE AMERICA GREAT 
AGAIN trucker caps were positioned up on the 
rooftops, ready to engage if they sensed the 
slightest bit of resistance. I looked away from 
the window, hoping to distract myself from what 
had to be the worst idea we’ve ever had, and saw 

Jason rummaging through a brightly-coloured 
plastic sleeve, which read, “Abu-Julian’s Big Gay 
Beard Emporium”. I must have winced audibly, 
because Jason looked up at me, whilst rolling 
on liquid latex all over his face, “What?”, he said 
defensively.

I pointed at the package, “Where did you get 
that? I’ve been with you this whole time.”

He pulled out the worst handlebar moustache 
and chinstrap I had ever seen, “It came with our 
supplies.”

I looked around the taxi for dramatic effect. All 
we had was a passport, our equipment, and a 

danger whistle given to us if we found ourselves 
in an ambush, “Please… Please don’t give them a 

reason to shoot us.” I begged.

He smoothed down the edges of his felt beard, 
“Relax, they’ll be stopping me for directions 
before you know it.”

We were ushered to the front of the roadblock 

by a grizzled militant, his AK-47 slung across 
the My Little Pony shirt he wore. The guard 
had caught me staring at the shirt, cocking his 
rifle, he said in a thick accent, “What? I wear it 
ironically!” He turned his gaze to the taxi driver, 
“What is your business here!”

Our driver was clearly uncomfortable, “Your 
commander is expecting these two…” he 
managed, trailing off.

The militant stroked his beard, “He is, is he?” 
pointing the rifle at the man, “What is the 
password, then!”

Our driver’s voice faltered, “Oh shit! I don’t 
remember! I don’t remember!” The gun was 
pushed further in through the window, “Is it 
fuck Shillary?”

“That was last week’s password!” his eyes 
widened in anger.

“Uhh okay! Okay!  Please, don’t shoot!” Our 
driver took a moment to recall, “Is… Is it – ‘big 
booty bitches?’”

There was an unbearable silence. Finally, the 
militant answered, “Yes, that is this week’s 
password.” He walked up to Jason’s window, 
winding his hand in a circular motion. Jason 
rolled down the window, taking off his 
sunglasses. 

JANUARY, 2017
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The militant scanned his face, “Nice beard, bro.”

“Th-thanks, you too.”

“Okay! Come in, come in!”

Our driver sped off, regaining his composure 
once the checkpoint was out of sight, “You must 
be careful here. There are many rules, most 

arbitrary; all of which must be followed. Memes 
are the law.”

“Why’s that?” I asked.

“Kek giveth, and taketh away.”

We looked out the window of our run-down 

taxi, as it rattled into the centre of Theleftisbad, 
capital of r/The_Donald. People criss-crossed 
in front of traffic, with foreign memes loaded 
in their arms. Yelling, and bargaining was 
seen everywhere; le troll faces were being sold 
for Scumbag Steves’, Business Cats for Xhibit 
memes – truly, this was a land time forgot. 
A man in what appeared to be a grimy white 
singlet cut us off on his donkey, causing us to 
swerve away. He turned to yell at us, his hairy 
shoulders and gold chain assaulting our eyes 
as he did so, “Hey! I’m walking here!” he said, 
clearly not walking anywhere. Above us, families 
hung up freshly washed memes in their shelled-
out apartments; we spotted troll pencil toppers, 

Jumanji, and Alf pogs all within three Macarena 
distances.

Our driver eyed the clock on the dashboard, “It 
is almost time. Pray to Kek we get there in time.”

I peeled my gaze from a billboard that read, 
“Welcome to r/The_Donald – we missed 1944 
so much, we decided to bring it back!” to check 
the time – 4:13 pm, “What’s wrong? What’s the 
rush?”

He tapped the clock, “Almost time for prayer, 
friend. If we are not indoors soon, we must get 
out of the car and join in prayer.” Jason and I 
began to worry – we did not want to draw any 
negative attention to ourselves. The clock read 
4:17, when we found ourselves surrounded by 
traffic. We heard a turn, and then a click; our 
engine powered off. “Okay, be ready – we must 
exit.”

The masked gunmen that were dotted across 
the town made their positions known, scanning 
the crowd for dissenters. Everyone exited their 
vehicles, busses ground to a halt, haggling 
ceased, even the urchins suffering from mal-
memetrition focused on their nearest minaret.

My watch read 4:19.
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A bearded cleric in a confederate flag turban 
could be seen ascending his tower, megaphones 
at the ready. We all stood poised, ready to follow 

the lead of the locals – Jason pressed at his 

beard.

The cleric stood ready to deliver the word of Kek; 
ready to lead his flock to prayer.
4:20 – the cleric approached the microphone, 
“YEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHH 
BBBBBBOOOOOOOOOIIIIIIIIIII!!” he boomed. 
The other minarets across the city followed suit, 

their drone matching one another perfectly.

The locals matched the tone, managing what 
seemed like the longest ‘yeah boi’ (ever), dabbing 
in perfect unison. We joined in, doing our best 
to emulate their dab to the promised land – 

Canada.

Once prayers had concluded, we made our 

way down to the r/The_Donald compound to 
interview their spokesman, Abdul McAbdulface. 

It was a grim place to be; walls riddled with 
bullet holes, snipers ready to fire at the first 
sign of liberals, and an almighty black flag with 
a white circle in its centre, located at the very 

top of their highest tower. I motioned to Jason, 
making sure he got a photo of the writing in the 
centre of the circle, which read “ةلجملا هذه نم خسن ءارش - 
 ”ططقلا-لول نولكأي يلافطأ نكمي ال .نوعكستملا فيخس

At that moment, we heard an enormous crash, 

with a battered man emerging from inside the 
compound, making his way desperately to the 
exit. Hobbling away from his captors, he yelled, 
“You’ll never take me alive!”.

 It was at this point I had witnessed the most 

brutal display of savagery and cruelty in all my 
years as a wartime journalist.

The masked insurgents guarding the compound 
reached into their popped-collar, pastel polo 

shirts, and pulled out what appeared to be finger 
guns. They took aim – ensuring no chance of 
survival, and yelled, “CUCK, CUCK, CUCK, 
CUCK, CUCK.” The man fell, with a pained 
expression. His face will haunt me for the rest of 
my days.

Once inside, Abdul McAbdulface greeted us 
as warmly as the conditions allowed. He had a 
long, jutting beard, a flowing garb, and Venetian 
sunglasses. “Welcome!” he said, pointing to the 
Bud Light, and buffalo wings.

Keen to get out of here as soon as we could, I 
decided not to stand on ceremony, and started 

the interview straight away, “Thank you for your 
invitation, sir.”

Our host waved at us dismissively, “Ahh it’s no 
trouble, really. You’re our first guests since 
our glorious leader seized power by the pussy.” 
he laughed, with his men joining in, slapping 
each other on the ass, as bros do.

I looked around at the gloomy surrounds, and 
asked the thing that confused me the most, “So... 
how did r/The_Donald end up in the Middle 
East? This seems like the most unlikely place for 

your organisation to be based.”

McAbdulface’s lips curled into a smile, “Ah, 
that’s simple!” He leant in uncomfortably close 
to my ear, his wispy beard poking me, “It’s free 
real estate.”
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Unnerved, I asked the next logical thing I could 
think of, “Well, what about all these beheadings? 
They’re not really funny.”

His demeanour stiffened, as he placed a hand 
on his chest, “You’re telling me! Do you think 
I like doing this?!” His men approached us 
slightly. “My four wives won’t touch me anymore 
because of it; I’m cast aside, like last week’s goat 
casserole. I ran a place on Airbnb before all 

this!”

“Well why continue to do it, then?”

He pointed his bony finger at us, “You fucks 
won’t buy our memes! All these capped meme 

wells, and were sitting in the middle 
of the biggest memebargo we’ve 
ever seen!” He cracked 
open a brewski, and 

chugged it, “That 
and we’ve all 

upvoted Money Cat – 
nothing happened! We’ve 
got mouths to feed, so we keep 
doing it for the Liveleak ad revenue, 
why else?”

McAbdulface slumped back into his chair, 

“Besides, how do you think we won in the first 
place? Gotta keep the people scared of the rest of 
the world, bruh.”

“And the Kenbonium? What are your plans for 
that?”

The room fell silent; men started drawing the 
curtains, and locking doors, “Who told you of 
the Kenbonium?” our host asked.

Jason looked at me in terror, his stupid 

moustache half peeled off from the sweat. “We 
can’t reveal our sources.” I answered.

McAbdulface appeared unfazed, “Well, it doesn’t 
matter anyway. We plan to launch the 

missile at r/FULLCOMMUNISM, 
unless they pay us a ransom 

of 10 billion updoots. 
Once they pay, we’ll 

launch the 

missile 

anyway, 

in classic /u/

lordtuts fashion!”

“What do you mean it doesn’t 
matt–“

A rifle butt had hit me in the back of the head, 
then there was only blackness.
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Angus peered into the dark; the red glow from 
his alarm read 5:30. He got out of bed slowly and 
pressed the large ‘acknowledge’ button on the 
clock, trying his best not to wake his wife.

She stirred from the movement, “Ughh, do we 
need to get up already?”

“Yeah, I know. It feels like we just closed our 
eyes.” Angus fumbled around in the dark, 
looking for the light switch, “Have you seen my 
glasses?”

“No, I haven’t – just use ‘the Link’”

Angus picked up a sleek, palm-sized device from 
the bedside table. He spoke into it, “Glasses.” 
Its screen flickered on, displaying a simple pair 
of glasses, which materialised beside him, from 
nothingness. Angus put them on begrudgingly; 
now that that brief distraction was over with, he 

knew he had to face the day ahead.

It would be at this point in the morning that 
the sun would peak over the monolith at the 

centre of their town, and reach their family’s 

modest shack. But there was no light today – 
or yesterday, or the day before. In fact, Angus 
seemed to struggle in recalling what a bright, 
sunny day looked like; the last time he saw 
a sunny day, with green grass, and a clean 
stream was in a stock image he harvested on 
the outskirts of town. Angus drew the curtains 
anyway, it was a ritual after all.

He looked up at the monstrous behemoth that 
stood over their town, “SHUTTERSTOCK 
HEADQUARTERS” it read in bright, neon 
letters. A smaller sign faded in and out 
underneath it, “Youdontsurf District.”

“We don’t serf.” he repeated quietly.

A call came from the kitchen, “Hurry up, dear, or 
you’ll miss breakfast!”

NARRATIVE

IT’S TIME TO WAKE UP
A SHORT STORY FOR R/YOUDONTSURF

/u/DesmanMetzger
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Angus grabbed his all-purpose cable, and made 
his way to the kitchen, where his children sat.

He looked at his son, already plugging the cable 
into his stomach port, “Are you going to help 
your Pa look for some memes today, Sean?” The 
boy nodded meekly.

6:00 – Their screens lit up with stock images 
of gruel, accompanied with a countdown timer. 
They sat in silence as the meal streamed from 

the Link, through the port, and into their 
stomachs. Some plain toast followed, along with 
some weak tea; only the best harvesters got 
juice, eggs, and bacon.

Finally, it was time to get to work. The day would 
consist of toiling away in the meme paddocks, 
looking for the best stock images to turn into 
GBP. Men in suits, shaking hands fetched a 
couple of GBP, people enjoying salads while 
laughing paid a bit more, especially fruit salads, 
for some reason. The best images were ones that 
moved and told a little story – those were worth 

enough to have you laughing all the way to the 
dank. All of this however, relied on whether 

the Shutterstock employees that patrolled the 
paddocks didn’t demand a cut.

The gloom of the day made it hard to see the 
stock images in the paddock. They were often 
in hard to reach places: under rocks; in shrubs; 
O’Donnell even found one in a cow pie once. 
Angus stretched his back for a moment, taking 
the time to observe his son hard at work. He 
smiled, “he’s a good lad. Never complains, no 
matter what.” Ever since Shutterstock uploaded 
‘pregnantwomanhealthy.png’ on his wife’s Link, 
Angus was determined to find a special image 
for his son. Anything of worth was strictly 
monitored by the company – “He who controls 

the Stock, controls reality.”, was what the folks 
in the town would say. Any unsanctioned images 
were against the End User Agreement.

“Pa! come look at this!”

Startled back into reality, he ran up to his boy, 
“What is it? What happened?”

“Look what I found!” his son unclenched his 
hand slightly – the gif was still trying to escape 
from his grasp.

Angus’ eyes widened, it was the spiciest image 
he had ever seen. He kneeled in to see a gif of 
a man in a balaclava, with a dollar-sign sack 
beside him, typing away in a darkened room 
on a laptop. The laptop also had a ‘It’s a Unix 
system!’ sticker on it. Angus looked around 
the paddock, making sure no one saw their 
discovery – this would fetch a small fortune if 

sold to a meme smuggler on the black-market. 
“Let’s go, son. Don’t fall behind!”

“Did I do good, Pa?”, the boy’s face beamed up at 
him.
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“Yes, son! I’m so proud of you!”

The two of them hurried back towards the 

shack, trying to remain as unnoticed as possible; 
excitement was suspicious.

Angus’ face suddenly dropped, “Shit, someone 
from Legal!”

A man in a charcoal suit with an earpiece, 

and expensive glasses scanned the paddocks 
for movement; Legal were drawn to sources 
of happiness and excitement, and were only 
dispatched by Customer Retention when they 
could justify paying them their 6 minute 
incremental fees. Angus gently nudged his son, 
motioning to sneak behind the man.

The gif had decided this would be its best chance 
to escape – it wriggled in the boy’s hands, trying 
desperately to get away. The boy squeezed, “Stop 
it!” he warned.

The man from Legal stopped scanning ahead 

of him, and twisted his neck back unnaturally. 

“YOU HAVE BEEN SELECTED TO COMPLETE 
A CUSTOMER SURVEY! DO NOT MOVE!” he 
boomed.

Angus stood up, ready for a confrontation, “We 
didn’t do anything! Leave us alone!”

The man’s gaze shifted to the boy’s hand, 
“WHAT IS THAT? DO YOU HAVE IMAGES 
THAT ARE NOT LICENSED?” He moved 
forward, grabbing the boy’s arm. The boy 
resisted; a tactical escalation of force was 
needed. The man struck the boy, sending the gif 
flying into the shrubs. There was no way they 
would find it again.

Enraged at the man hitting his boy, Angus 
punched him in the face, with all his weight. 
The man dodged the attack with ease, “THIS 
IS AGAINST THE TERMS AND CONDITIONS 
THAT YOU HAVE AGREED TO.”

“I want to speak to your supervisor!” Angus 
bluffed.
The man pulled out his Link, “CERTAINLY, 
SIR.” 

A cricket bat materialised in the man’s hands, 

labelled ‘The Manager’. He swung it with 
tremendous force.

“Help! Someone help us!”

His neighbour from three two hovels down, 
hearing the screams, ran towards them.

The man from Legal turned to face the 
newcomer. In the confusion, Angus found a 
rock, and struck the man on the head.
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Customer Retention would find out one of their 
representatives had gone missing sooner, rather 
than later. Connor turned the body over with his 
boot, “What do we do?! You’ve gotten us into a 
right bit of shite, Angus!”

“I know! I know! Where’s Patrick? We need his 
tractor.”

His neighbour scrolled through his Link, until 
his disapproval was apparent. He turned the 
screen to face Angus, “manwitharmscrossed.
png.”

“Just fucking get him!”

The news travelled fast, soon enough the 
entire village’s farmers surrounded the men. 
One came forward, holding his Link in the 
air, “manshitspants.jpg”; another joined his 
neighbour, “youdonefuckedup.gif.” Slowly, a sea 
of Links expressed various levels of fear and 
fascination – there was even a “sombre-erection.
bmp.” 
Angus chalked that one down to Malcolm’s 
dyslexia.

“What happened?!” a voice cried out.

Angus took off his worker’s cap and wiped 
his brow, “He hit me boy. I don’t know, it all 
happened so fast.”

An elderly man pushed his way through the 
crowd, locking eyes with Angus and his son, “I’m 
but a simple meme farmer, tending to my crops!” 
He shook with frailness, hardly able to contain 
his fear, “They’ll be coming for you, and I don’t 

intend to cover for you!” The crowd murmured 
in muffled approval.

Angus raised his hand, “Lads! This could have 
happened to any of us. Would you have let them 

hurt someone in your family?” He pointed to the 
fortified building at the centre of the town; its 
very presence send a bolt resentment and fear 

into the crowd. Angus started undressing the 
man, “I don’t intend to scrape out a living any 
longer. I’m going to get to the vault.”

The murmurs turned into gasps, “There’s no 
such thing! It’s just a story we tell the kids to 
make this whole thing manageable!” one of them 
had said.

“It’s not a myth. It’s there, and it’ll bring wealth 
and happiness to all of us.” he said, untying the 
man’s shoes. “All we need to do is seize it for 
ourselves. Those that control the Stock, control 
reality.”
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“workersnoddinginagreement-shakinghands.
mp4”

Angus dusted off the man’s suit, “Handsome 
Paul, do you still have all your teeth?” 

Handsome Paul nodded nervously. “Good – 
you’re dressing up as the man from Legal. Once 
we get to the gate, you’ll escort me inside.”

The discontent in the town had been stoked 

– there was no going back from here. Despite 
his confident demeanour, Angus had no way 
of knowing what lay behind the guarded gates 
of Shutterstock. He hoped that the stories his 
parents had told him of a grand vault containing 
stock images of every kind were true. His 
family’s safety depended on it.

The plan moved ahead, the farmers returned 

to their fields, and the children played in the 
street with their Links. Handsome Paul grabbed 
Angus by the arm and stood at the gate – 
floodlights focused their gaze upon them, “State 
your business!”

Handsome Paul froze in fear, not knowing what 
to say, “Uhh… Shutterstock?”

Angus let out a groan of regret. “At least they’ll 
shoot me quickly.” he muttered to himself.

A guard walked up to the gate to get a better 
look at the two. The answer supplied was less 

than adequate. He eyed Angus, grimy from the 
prior scuffle, then at handsome Paul, in his ill-
fitting suit,

“Who are you?”
Handsome Paul regained his composure, “I’m 
from Legal.” he said. “I’ve been ordered to bring 
this man inside for questioning!”

The guard eyed him, unconvinced, “You are, 
huh? You don’t sound like you’re from Legal.”

Handsome Paul adjusted his sunglasses, pushing 
them up to the bridge of his nose, “I uhh, I got 
a scholarship. Just graduated – still haven’t 
mastered the lingo.”

The gate opened, with others joining the guard; 
they’re hands were placed vigilantly on their 
Links.

“I suppose you won’t mind showing me some 
credentials, then?”

Angus lent forward, taking a stumble. 
Handsome Paul helped him up, while the others 
watched intently, “Use the Link, you idiot!” he 
whispered angrily.

Handsome Paul handed over the prisoner, whilst 
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reaching for his stolen Link. He swiped through 
the images, hoping to find something that would 
suit the situation. Finally, his face relaxed, he 
turned his Link so that it was visible to guards, 
“youneedshutterstockgoldtoseethis.jpg.”
The guards looked at each other, unsure of what 
to do.

“WHAT?” Handsome Paul boomed, gaining the 
confidence that befitted his new role, “DO YOU 
NOT HAVE SHUTTERSTOCK GOLD?”
The guards stumbled away, “Uhh no sir.”
“THEN WHY AM I ANSWERING TO YOU? 
LET ME PASS, OR I WILL PROCEED TO 
SHOW YOU A PICTURE OF A FOOT UP AN 
ASS.”

“Yes, sir! Sorry, sir!”

The two of them passed through the checkpoint; 
the uneasiness from the rest of the staff was 
palpable. They were 50 metres from the 
building. The floodlights followed them as they 
walked – 20 metres.

“Stop them!” a man shouted from the gate, 
carrying the undressed man from Legal over his
shoulders. A klaxon began to drone, Links were 
being pulled out; they had been discovered.

Angus sprinted to the building, with Handsome 
Paul in tow. “youded.tiff” whizzed over their 
heads, a “HNNNGGGG.gif” almost clipped their 
shoulder.

Angus reached the door, waiting for his 
accomplice, “Let’s go! Come on!”

Handsome Paul faced the shooters, “You’re 
standing like 50 feet away with a tiny Link in 
your hand! I can’t see shit, lads!”

“Stop taunting them and get inside!”

“I’ll hold them off! Go on, I’ll meet you soon.” 
A stray “womanwithastomachwound.png” had 
struck Handsome Paul – his visage shifted 
unnaturally for a moment, causing him to fall to 
the ground.

Angus barred the entrance with a broom handle, 
taking one last look at Handsome Paulina before 
he ran to the elevator. In her last moments, 

Angus could see she had one hand on the Link, 
with the other feeling up her newly materialised 
tits.

The elevator was only metres away. Angus 
rushed in, knocking out the guard that emerged 
from inside. He gazed at all the options 
available, realising that he had never seen an 
elevator in person. Finally, he found what he was 
looking for, “Vault – Basement 22.” 
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He pressed the button, his stomach lurching as 
the metal capsule hurtled underground.

The doors opened to reveal an empty concrete 

room, unadorned, and unguarded. The 
fluorescent lights flickered on, lighting the path 
ahead; before Angus stood an enormous vault 
door, unmoveable and dreadful. “How am I 
supposed to open this?” he muttered.

To his surprise, an elderly voice answered from 

the other side of the vault, “Is someone there?” it 
said.

Taken aback, Angus answered, “Hello? Can you 
help me open the door?”

There was a pause of hesitation, “I’m sorry, I 
can’t. It can only be opened from the outside.”

Angus kicked the door helplessly, knowing that 
he would be found soon. Feeling a vibration in 
his pocket, he reached in to check his Link. It 
was a message from ‘xxXsexy_lawyer69Xxx’. 
He opened it, knowing it came from Handsome 
Paulina – it was his key into the vault, “plot-

McGuffin.exe.” He opened the file, and with it, 
the bolts of the door unlocked, one by one.

Angus dropped to his knees at what he saw 
– it was all a waste of time. The room was 

completely empty, except for one elderly man, 
chained by the ankle to a chair, sitting at a 
laptop with a mug of coffee. There were no 
memes, or stock images for that matter. No 
riches, and nothing that would help bring all 
the people he’d lost at the hands of Shutterstock 
back.

Eventually, he entered the room, and walked 

over to the man at the desk. The vault door 

shut behind them conveniently, just as the 
Shutterstock personnel had poured out of the 
elevator. They banged on the door, unable to get 
it opened, “Let us in! Congratulations, you have 
passed the test!” one of them said, rather naïvely. 
“sexysinglesinyourarea.bat” another said.

Angus turned his attention to the man, who 
smiled at him with all his teeth, in a seemingly 
pained expression, “Who are you?”
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“My name is Harold. Pleased to meet you.”

“Where am I? I thought this was where they kept 
their most prized stock images.”

The man took a sip from his mug, still smiling, 
“Well… Yes, and no.”

“What do you mean?”

“I am the keeper of the memes. They force me to 
conjure up their vast libraries of images, which
they then sell off to the highest bidder.”

Angus found this all hard to believe, “You? Well 
what are we doing out there in the paddocks, 
then? We find these images, not you!”

Harold hid the pain, he wasn’t used to being 
openly accused of lying before, “Well, how do 
you think Shutterstock manages to get all those 
oddly specific images that no one could possibly 
ever need.”

Angus remained silent.

“Manindiaper.jpg?”, “Beeeatingwaffles.png?” The 
man could go on indefinitely.

“Okay, I believe you.” Angus paused hesitantly, 
“Could you imagine me a chair?”

The man closed his eyes, made a face akin to 

shitting himself, and lo and behold, a chair 
appeared for Angus. He sat down, pulling it in 
close to the prisoner, “Listen, Harold. I’m in a bit 
of a bind. I came here, expecting an answer to 
my family’s poverty.” He looked the man sadly 
in the eyes, “But instead, I found a man, who is a 
prisoner, just like me.”

The man took a sip from his mug once again, “I 
may be a prisoner, but I could still help you, and 

your friends.” He paused, “If you like.”
Angus’ demeanour shifted, “What? How? I 
mean, of course I’d like you to help us.”
Harold shut his eyes, and thought especially 
hard. The room shook with a low rumble; 
the vast nothingness that extended in every 
direction seemed to close in on them. Angus 
grew nervous, it felt like the room was going to 
implode. Suddenly, a machine materialised near 
them – complete with intimidating buttons, 
pistons, and dials.

“What is it?” Angus whispered, taking his cap 
off.

“It’s a time machine”
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“I..Is it for us?”

Harold furrowed his brow sadly, “No, it’s not. 
Only memes can travel through it.”

Angus sighed deeply, “Well what am I supposed 
to do with this?”

Harold handed him a thin, manila folder, “Send 
this meme back in time. Send it back, and the 
reality we live in will change, hopefully for the 
better.”

Angus carefully opened the folder – it was a 
multi-coloured Harold, with his arms thrown up 
in the air, spiralling away in all directions. Below 
the image read the following line, “This meme is 
from the future: you don’t get the reference yet.” 
It made no sense.

“Go on and place it in machine.”

Angus placed it carefully into the compartment, 
looking at Harold for further instructions.

“Now set the dates on the dials; the machine will 
do the rest.”

Angus turned the first dial to match the current 
year: 42069. He paused for a moment, “When 
am I sending it back to?”

“2016.”

Angus set the dates, and pulled the lever. An 
aggressive flash of light appeared from the 
compartment, then, an acrid heavy smoke. He 
walked back to the chair; Harold had a mug for 
him too.

There was a silence, then a small chuckle from 

them both. “So…” Angus wondered, “What does 
it mean? That meme is forced as hell.”

Harold grinned, this time genuinely, “The 
reference? It’s supposed to show that creating 
something that gets a laugh feels good, and that 
feel deserves to be shared with everyone.”

Harold’s smile was contagious, “You know what? 
I think we’ll be alright from now on.” Angus 
said, taking taking a sip from his mug.
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Pepe is one of the most durable memes ever and has 

a long, eventful history. 2016 was one of the best 
years for Pepe, and despite a controversy involving 
the Anti-Defamation League classifying it as a hate 
symbol, this fall’s spike was the highest Pepe had 
been in the last two years. Even though this was an 
excellent year, the memability in recent months has 
been...shaky, to say the least. This has been viewed as a 

natural effect of the spike, but one 4chan user’s theory 
is a little more sinister (see title image).

The theory sounds plausible, but do statistics back it? 

Interest surged after the ADL’s article denouncing Pepe 
as a white supremacist symbol, but it was a short-lived 

bubble, and doesn’t look like it appeared to have long 
term negative or positive consequences. Aside from a 
small christmas spike, Pepe returned to its consistent, 
normal place.

INVESTIGATIVE

A PEPE CONSPIRACY

AN EXPECTED DECLINE, OR SOMETHING DARKER?

/u/words_of_a_mortal
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However, the search frequency is relevant only if new 
content is being introduced. The frequency of actual 
Pepes being submitted must also be considered. 
Pepe hasn’t hit the top 50 posts on dankmemes or 
memeeconomy in the past month,  signaling a decline 
in interest for both memers and investors.

MI analyst and writer, the_magic_fairy, comments: 
“The Pepe post is very interesting and brings up a 
lot of valid points. There was, and still is, a massive 

saturation of Pepes on the market. And though I 
personally believe that no meme should be censored, 

as the free market is a staple of the meme economy, 

I do believe that this is a smart move by the top 1% 
and that the meme being classed as a white supremacy 
mascot could do wonders for investors. If we consider 

this conspiracy to be true, it’s difficult to discern what 
would happen next.” 

Exposing corruption, especially in the Meme Economy, 
is no small feat. Mememafia didn’t have the power or 
influence that assumed perpetrator Hillary Clinton 
does, yet still took dozens of man hours and weeks 
of work to prevent their influence from affecting the 
markets. In spite of difficulty, if someone is abusing 
our economic system and our way of life to get ahead, 
we can’t stand for that. 

For now, before questioning who’s in on it and how to 
defeat them, we must determine the amount of truth 

in this interpretation of the Pepe recession. Is this the 
rambling of a crazy 4chan conspiracy theorist? The 
truth? Or could it be something even greater?

The Google Trends results on the search term “pepe” from September 1 to December 31.
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If we consider this  
conspiracy to be true, it’s 
difficult to discern what 
would happen next. 
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