




onic has the sense of humor of a 

fourth grader and would be the guy 

that got picked on or beat up in a 

typical Simpsons episode. I will never forget 

him for breaking all sorts of copyright law by 

forwarding me my first PA strip back in 2000 

(I’m pretty sure it was the Sony Glasstron 

one). How appropriate to be introduced to PA 

by a fellow high-IQ, potty-mouthed gaming 

dork. I suspect most of you discovered PA 

in a similar fashion and have gotten into this 

delightful, brilliant send-up of “the Industry” 

(with a dash of digital existentialism). If this 

is your first exposure, you’re in for a treat 

(it gets better once you get through the 

foreword, promise).

Today’s Wikipedia definition of Penny 

Arcade is “a popular webcomic,” but, in 

my mind, what they have done for gaming 

is far more important than your typical 

cynicism‑packaged-with-nice-illustrations 

comic peppered with Viagra ads on the 

sidebar. To compare Gabe & Tycho to 

Rosencrantz & Guildenstern 

or even Jay & Silent Bob is 

to sell them short.

Even if my name were 

Jack (or American, 

or Strawberry . . . ), 

I’d still love Penny 

Arcade for one big 

reason. It’s not 

just that they care 

about games—or 

that they really, 

really “get it”—

it’s because they 

keep us honest.

T

Foreword by J Allard
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Foreword Continued

It probably sounds odd to hear someone—

especially someone who works for a company 

with a market cap of 270+ billion dollars—say 

that a couple of webmedians could keep an 

industry honest. But that’s what these guys do 

every day.

While the Videogame Industry™ may seem to 

be all fun all the time, the reality is that a lot of 

the industry and the folks around it take things 

just a little too seriously. And, that’s where PA 

comes in. Every day, their work rescues us from 

ourselves and brings us back to reality. You 

see, for people who live in a world that’s about 

creating alternate realities, well, sometimes we 

get pretty good at believing our own bullshit.

PA doesn’t buy it, and they don’t sell it. They tell 

it like it is. Whether it’s in their strips, their rants, 

commentary in their books, a direct flame-war, 

or a well-timed onomatopoeia in an elevator at 

E3, you can count on their presence if you’re 

doing something in this industry. While some 

might not go for their style or are put off by their 

occasional F-bomb, more often than not, the PA 

guys are spot-on for pinpointing where we’re 

falling short and highlighting the big, magical 

moments in our brief history as an industry. 

In a perverse way, Gabe and Tycho are the 

most important tour guides of the videogame 

universe.

Sure, PA takes potshots at the products and the 

people I most enjoy in the industry. (Okay, they 

beat ‘em senseless.) And every now and then 

they overplay a joke like the original BFC that 

we launched with the first Xbox. But they’ve got 

bills to pay too, and these moments are ripe for 

saying, “Oh, ignore them. It’s just a webcomic.” 

(It’s also a good time to remind them—I know 

your Gamertags and can expose your real “skills” 

to the world in an instant.)

It’s not just the strip that defines these guys; it’s 

their entire MO within the industry. It’s the annual 

PAX expo that (gasp) breaks us out of the self-

referential gaming “industry” conventions that 

connects customers with the creators. It’s their 

Child’s Play charity drive that raises money and 

products for the kids at Children’s Hospitals to 

make their stays more bearable. It’s a bunch 

of little, but sincere and meaningful stuff that 

somehow the big-machine-that-is-the-Industry 

manages to overlook in its scramble to make the 

holiday push or meet quarterly results.

We’ve had a long-standing saying in the Xbox 

team—”It takes a fun team to make a fun 

product.” Thanks PA, for bringing some of that 

fun to us all over the years we’ve been at it.

Whether, like me, you’ve read ‘em all before and 

just wanted a copy for the crapper, or you’re 

new to the PA world, jump in.

—J

P.S. All love aside, Gabe and Tycho (and their alter-egos 
in the real world) aren’t infallible. It disappoints me 
that after all this exposure, success, and profit they’ve 
amassed from the blatantly capitalistic repackaging of 
freely available Internet content . . . the fact that they 
still have a hyphen in their domain name is steeped in 
a sweaty mass of lameness.





Introductio!

o, it’s not a word per se. But it’s jazzy. I 

like it. It’s got pep. lntroductio! Such is 

the author’s dark power: to bend proud 

language into tawdry shapes.

I never know the proper tone to strike in this 

strange format. It isn’t the book proper, the in

troduction—no. It’s like some carnival barker 

standing out in front of the book, trying to get 

people in off the street and into my illuminated 

tent. Or my comic collection, or whatever. I 

forget what we were talking about.

Ah, yes.

I never meant to be the “voice” of Penny Arcade, 

and now that I sit down to write another entire 

book I wonder how it all went so very wrong. I 

was the guy who scribbled something in a text 

file and then copied that file into a shared folder, 

content that my work was done! It was a good 

Goddamn situation. At that point, I would typi

cally scour your nascent webs for illicit materials 

while Gabriel engaged in the real work of our 

enterprise.

When we eventually moved to our own site (a 

migration covered in our first weighty volume) 

our feeble HTML abilities created a page that 

always looked out of whack unless there were 

a couple paragraphs of text in there to balance 

it out. I agreed to fill the space with absolute 

nonsense, not really understanding what I was 

committing myself to.

News posts weren’t even archived because, 

like I said, they were just there to fill a certain 

amount of space. I did not consider them my 

writings. They were just a pragmatic kind of 

bulk—like putting a book under a table leg. The 

next site had even more space to fill, but by this 

time I’d come to relish the opportunity that void 

represented.

Whenever I think an old post will make this a 

better book, I’ll include it. I don’t expect it to 

happen with any great regularity, as I was but a 

stripling then, fumbling with the bra of language.

Shall we?

—Tycho Brahe 
May 3rd, 2006 
Seattle, WA
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HAPPY NEW YEAR
January 1, 2001 The Answertron was a fairly large part of the Penny Arcade animated series we 
were developing for mysterious and unnamed parties. That was only one of a hundred little 
alterations to make Penny Arcade plausible in an episodic format; one controversial change 
reworked Tycho Brahe into a merciless samurai policeman who, promotional materials alleged, 
“thirsted for cyber vengeance.” 

WE, UH . . . ACTUALLY EAT THIS
January 3, 2001 No doubt the soda itself pervades, but I don’t know if actual A&W 
restaurants constitute some West Coast aberration or not. Do you have them in your 
state, your country, or indeed—upon your distant world? Are you familiar, are you intimate 
sir, with their foamy liquid chili? May their chromed spigots never lose pressure.
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Don’t take the whimsical vibe in today’s strip to mean that I think this thing is funny—
because I don’t. What started with Gamefan continued to move through the entire hollow 
system, dismantling this fabulous fucking game show cash-fest as handily as you or I 
would pick a flower. I’m not even saying you like flowers. I’m just saying it was easy.

The dissolution of content networks has apparently become some kind of corporate tradition, 
the latest celebration of which is taking place at CNet’s Gamecenter Alliance. So, what 
happened? I put my meager Photoshop skills to work in the service of this handy chart.

On the left, you can see the part where 
everybody and their lawyer thought that 
this whole network thing was a reasonable 
business model. That’s the white part. 
That’s the white part, because that’s 

essentially “The Garden of Eden”—a sort of idyllic no-place, the unassuming cornerstone of what will 
one day be a grand fallacy. Over on the right, you can see where things stand now—the “HOLY SHIT” 
section. Websites are scrambling for new homes, while those networks that remain are tightening 
their belts and trying like hell to be the one that doesn’t implode. There are quite a few interesting 
viewpoints to absorb on these events, if you are so inclined: you can read what looks to be a letter 
to the readers of Stomped, check out the “Online World In Trouble, Vol. I and II” on the front page 
of Ars Technica, or thrill to Gamers.com’s item on the recent “UGO slashes prices, all affiliates must 
go!” announcement. That last one in particular is interesting; compare the official statements to 

ALL GOOD THINGS
January 5, 2001 This was such a turbulent time in Penny Arcade history that I 
don’t know if I can accurately emulate the desperation of those days. I should 
probably let my prior self handle it by including an old post here in-line:



the inside source for extra fun. So, what now? Will we revert, for a short or long time, to the initial 
concept of the “community” site? Old school—like Blue’s Quake Rag or Joost’s Aftershock? Which 
ones will simply hang it up? Fiscal fairytale or no, at least when all these venture capitalists were 
planting money for some imaginary harvest it gave a lot of sites the freedom to kick a big bag of ass.

So, what now?

Gabe and I think about this sort of thing a lot. The ostensible virtue of the advertising networks 
(when they were, you know, solvent) was that it freed you up to work on your site without having 
to negotiate ad deals and assorted other stuff not related to your area of expertise. I wouldn’t 
say exactly that making comics or writing these communiqués is my area of expertise, but I’m 
a hell of a lot better at this than I am at brokering Big Deals and Doing Lunch. We’re miserable 
all up and down that side of things, to be honest. We’re just not business people. Or, if we are 
business people, we’re very bad ones. We routinely screw it up. And even when something 
isn’t our fault—like we’re ordered to put up an ad bar roughly the size and luminosity of the 
sun—we get blamed for it anyway, so it scarcely matters one way or the other. But what now? 
We couldn’t afford the hosting costs and so forth for Penny Arcade, if it ever came to that—
for better or worse, nearly forty thousand people read it a day, many of them clicking on the 
large binary audio files that I would never even dream of posting. Being numeric about it isn’t 
simply egregious horn tooting, I’m posing a question that I don’t have an answer to. How could 
you maintain a site like this without the advertising infrastructure? Micropayments, maybe? 
Supplement it with traditional media? (I had depression and alcoholism up there too, but I 
removed them because I’m already satisfied with my progress in those two exciting fields.)

What now?

(CW)TB out.

i think i’ll let them shoot me 

so that i can die

Just listen to that. Grim, right? Jesus. If only I could speak comfort to that desolated 
young man, bolster him with a missive of strength from the future. Everything worked 
out okay for many of the sites I was worried about—but their proprietors had to 
move quick, and Internet culture had to shift a little bit to make it possible.
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CRACK IS FOR SISSIES
January 8, 2001 The satisfaction one gets by arranging jewels is so primal that one 
wonders if there was not a phase of human development where our very survival 
depended on it. In the five years since this comic, gem juggling has become one of 
the most pervasive casual genres. Even De Beers is getting into the swing of things, 
with a game using real diamonds that costs in excess of two million dollars.

I WOULDN’T DRINK THAT, SERIOUSLY
January 10, 2001 In the end, we didn’t have to arrange any special system. When you launch 
a console with games like Azurik and Nightcaster, anger and frustration are generated quite  
naturally. By the time the Xbox entered the last leg of its epic run, games like Chaos Theory and 
the Xbox Live service (not to mention the controller Type-S) would see us willingly enter the fold.



AND HOW!
January 12, 2001 Gabe did get his going eventually, but it took some doing. Since 
the broadband adapter was never released in the U.S., a user had to brave a 
cryptic, ten-page, all-Japanese installation—a minefield of dangerous kanji.

ORDER NOW
January 15, 2001 We may have overstated the deleterious effects of older Gameboy 
hardware. We may also have exaggerated the ability of the new system to cast out the 
“toughest daemons.” The middle panel may be a lie too; I’ve honestly never tried it.
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MAGIC HATE BALL
January 17, 2001 What is your fucking problem there, orb? All I did was shake you and, with the 
shaking, reveal my fortune. That’s a usage well in line with your packaging. 

NINTENDO SCORES A DIRECT HIT
January 19, 2001 Nintendo had nixed some Pokémon strategy guides published by 
Daily Radar’s parent company, which were stuffed (as you can imagine) with succulent 
copyrighted Pokémon. Daily Radar retaliated by pulling Nintendo coverage. The feud 
was so intense between us and DR at this point Nintendo could have summoned a 
Greater Baelzithon with a blood ritual and we would still have taken their side.



IF YOU ONLY KNEW THE POWER
January 21, 2001 I want to live in a world where even routine squabbles over 
baked goods are resolved with lightsabers and subtle Force trickery.

IT’S MORE PRICKLY THAN I EXPECTED
January 23, 2001 Tribes 2 was delayed from its original date, which left us desiccated 
spiritually. It moved us to create this piece, whose potent desert imagery and 
sharp cacti helped us to work through some of the disappointment.
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BAD BOYS, BAD BOYS
January 26, 2001 This comic is dedicated to “cheatzOrz” all around the world. Why do you have to 
cheat all the time?!?! 

THE KITCHEN OF PENNY CROCKER
January 28, 2001 We made an angry strip, and no doubt we were frustrated by 
the state of gaming news at the time, but I think we were mad at the universe 
in general at this point. I’d recently been evicted when huge, black-tailed tree 
rats took up residence in my home. In fact, I think the rats still live there.



2000-12-17
I know that I’ve been very direct in the past 
regarding Folgers brand “coffee.” I’ve even made 
disparaging comments about their CEO and 
General Manager, Bob Folger. I did that because 
I could make better coffee out of stuff I found in 
my pockets or under the sink. But! As much as I 
deplore their black ichor, I have to say that I—in 
all seriousness—would rather drink an entire cup 
of Folgers than have rats crawling in my kitchen, 
bathroom, and walls. I know that I’m a lot bigger 
than they are, but on the other hand, there are 
Goddamned Rats in my kitchen, bathroom, etc. 
After an eight-hour run of Asheron’s Call, I went 
down to the bathroom to, you know, apply an 
exfoliating scrub or whatever. And I would have 
exfoliated forthwith, had there not been a rat 
the size of God sitting directly on the toilet. We 
looked at each other for a moment, and then I 
closed the door.

“Hey, just . . . Let me know when you’re done,”  
I said.

2000-12-18
I mentioned this (not so) briefly yesterday, but 
it would appear that—for the time being—my 
house is infested with fucking rats. As a result, I’ve 
gotten somewhat desperate. I’ve tried to pretend 
that I’m playing some new Everquest expansion, 
or that they’re made of chocolate, or that they’re 
not rats—ineffective, but also inexpensive!—but 
I guess they’re still here, because they scratch 
and scrabble audibly at all hours of the day and 

night. The cat, flush with the benevolence of the 
season, has already furnished us with a very nice 
corpse we plan to use in a festive wreath.

2000-12-20
Rat Update 2000: No, it’s not a joke. Instead of 
the (arguably passé!) frivolity and merriment this 
Christmas, I get diseased animals. It may just be 
this mood I’m in, but that strikes me as a poor 
fucking substitute for holiday cheer. I hear them 
in the closet when I’m trying to sleep. I assume 
they’re trying on my hats or whatnot. It’s an open 
closet, so Brenna and I have this sort of barricade 
thing built up in front of it—but we just accept 
that they’re going to bite us at some point. Every 
now and again, a pronounced scuttling and 
scratching is heard behind me as I type my post, 
and the cat examines that venue with (what I 
feel is) an intense and exemplary felinity. That 
agent and author of my misery—the base and 
unextraordinary rat—goes the fuck back whence 
it came, with the exacting celerity of time-lapse 
footage. As if the evidence were not already 
great, I now submit further indictment of my 
brazen geekery: the cat waits near the closet for 
the next filthy debut, and it occurred to me that 
it was camping a spawn. I deserve only death!

2000-12-22
Rat Watch 2000: There has been an outpouring 
of support worldwide regarding my wretched 
guests. And no less than ten people recom
mended an elaborate trap that they saw in 

You might be interested to read the series of updates that catalogued the progression 
of rodentine transgression. Also, my position on Folgers has softened somewhat 
since this period. If it’s early enough, I will drink virtually any hot liquid.

RAT WATCH 2000

15



Maxim, of all places—maybe that magazine is 
trying to edge in on that lucrative “promiscuous 
pest-control guy” market. Either way, the trap 
itself calls for Mountain Dew, a garden hose, 
Adams no-stir peanut butter, one pound rough-
cut Chinese jade, three toothpicks (unflavored), 
one toothpick (mint), a hot tub, two sticks fresh-
ground cinnamon, a throat lozenge, a copy of 
e. e. cummings’ collected poems 1904-1962, a 
hammer, and an aardvark. But I’m not trying to 
make the fucking Death Star here, and I’m also 
not looking for a quiet evening in with them. With 
the passionate disinterest that is the cat’s sole 
domain, she (hereafter known as the best kitty in 
the whole world!) has kicked, bitten, scratched, 
and toyed with enough ass to keep their detest
able machinations well at bay. I haven’t heard 
jack out of them upstairs. And aside from the (by 
all accounts, very nice) nest they made beneath 
the sink, they seem to know that my house is not 
a very hospitable place for them—unless their 
definition of hospitable differs radically from 
Webster’s, and incorporates the sort of clawing 
doom unique to their most profound nightmares.

2001-01-08
Rat Watch 2000, Final: I swear to Jesus and 
God and Whoever Else You Can Swear To that 
our lives are a cruel and meticulous hoax—a 
SuperSaver dime-store piece of fucking hack 
work. I haven’t had much to say on the topic 
of my tireless, hungry guests—that merry band 
of rodents I call Jack Filthy and the Vectors of 
Disease. That is because since the landlord cut 
the trees back from my place of residence, they 

really haven’t had a way into the house. So, no 
way into the house = no rats chewing on my 
Category 5 = the first nights of genuine peace in 
weeks. As much as I enjoyed hearing their fleshy 
tails drag across my stuff, I was willing to accept 
that our relationship with them had basically 
been severed. I was ready to start fresh. I was 
ready to put this Secret of Fucking Nimh stuff 
behind me.

But.

This landlord guy didn’t even believe us at 
first. Cordless in hand, I would open up our 
spice drawer—the packages of cider and cocoa 
opened and empty, the beasts having left only 
the pungent evidence of their biology—and 
this guy tells me that it’s “impossible.” I felt like 
saying, “Then it’s two-for-one fucking miracle 
day, jackass. Come remind me why I pay you 
a thousand dollars a month to find shit in my 
Swiss Miss.” But it would seem that I’m only a 
tough guy when it doesn’t actually matter. Since 
our infestation was some kind of Imaginary 
Phenomenon to him, we called the city to come 
and inspect these Phantoms—and wouldn’t you 
know it, they were real! Almost as if by magic, 
in only a few short days, the trees were cut back 
and things became immeasurably better (in the 
very key “less rats” sense). You know what I get 
today? A letter from the landlord, saying we need 
to be out of here by the end of the month. The 
end of the month. For those of you just tuning 
in, they’re kicking me out of my house. For our 
German readers, that guy is a fucking prick. 
Sorry. I don’t really know any German.



CALL UPON HOLY MIGHT
January 30, 2001 It probably seems strange, but this has always been one of my favorite 
comics. There is no question that the inclusion of a thesaurus grants an incalculable 
bonus to any panel—but Gabriel’s prayer at the end is just so . . . so earnest.

YOU’RE LATE!
February 7, 2001 I’m glad I’m here to explain things like this. When this strip went up, 
the site had been down for a week. We decided to bring things back online, but at 
this point there was really no guarantee that we’d ever go back to a regular schedule. 
Penny Arcade was something we’d do until real life made it impossible.
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MAG ENVY
February 7, 2001 It was about this time that we got the first book deal, though the writing process 
was severely hampered by the release of Phantasy Star Online. The spell checker doesn’t like 
the “Ph” in Phantasy, but I’m a Goddamn iconoclast, and I let that kind of stuff roll right off.

I’ve played the various forms of it that they’ve released since the original, and they’re all right, 
but PSO—in its original version, at the specific time it was released—was enthralling. Compared 
to the online RPG experiences being delivered on the PC, compelling in their own way but 
largely slower paced fantasy affairs, Phantasy Star Online couldn’t have been more different. As 
a stunningly beautiful action/arcade romp set on a distant world, it was almost pure sugar.



WHICH CONSOLE BE THE BIZOMB?
February 12, 2001 Understand that in 2001—fully five years before the 
launch of the system—there were already PS3 fans ready to defend their 
nonexistent console of choice against the vile opposition.

I’m assuming this was before they saw the proposed batarang controllers.

LIQUID LEGISLATION
February 14, 2001 Have you ever heard a politician speak on the House floor about 
the games you play? You’d be surprised to know just how dangerous, how subversive 
your hobby is. Seriously. You might consider switching to real crime . . .
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DOUGHNUTS KICK ASS
February 16, 2001 As I’ve said, we just expect Capture the Flag gameplay in our first person 
shooters these days—it’d be weird not to have it. But it was Threewave’s CTF Mod for the original 
Quake that helped create that expectation. The guy who made Quake CTF, Zoid, went on to work at 
Retro Studios on the Metroid series. 

IT SAYS NOT TO RIGHT THERE
February 19, 2001 A modem line! So quaint. It’s like seeing a spittoon or 
something, everything within a certain radius becomes old-timey.



COUNT YOUR LUCKY STARS
February 21, 2001 With the exception of the last panel, all of these games (and more) were 
eventually made into playable versions by readers. The “First Person Metroid Game,” which 
we’d eventually know as Metroid Prime, turned out to be an authentic, reverent experience.

OH, THAT CHARLES
February 23, 2001 Being Mac users ourselves now makes reading these archived 
indiscretions somewhat weird, but we’ve apparently come to terms with Apple, its 
products, and the users of those products. Those halting, formal initial meetings 
gave way to something you might mistake for mutual respect and admiration. In our 
defense, seeing the “hottest new stuff” hit the Mac first was pretty emasculating.

21



THE HITTING
February 26, 2001 This comic urged a volatile generation to enter retail establishments and turn 
the products therein into bludgeoning weapons. We claimed that was not our intention, but then 
they showed this comic in court. Since then, Gabriel has drawn Penny Arcade from prison.

REST IN PEACE
February 28, 2001 The Dreamland Chronicles was a new tactical game from the 
creators of XCom: UFO Defense, a legendary strategy excursion of (what would 
now be called) the old school. It eventually saw the light of day as a game called 
UFO: Aftermath, but by then I had another hobby. Tai Chi or some shit.



THAT’S RUBBLE
March 2, 2001  It’s a watch strip, but the rubble you see there is from 
an actual earthquake. Here’s what I wrote about it, then:

My cold appears to be gone completely, which 
is sort of a downer. The medicine I’d been taking 
was—much like the humble Altoid—curiously 
strong.

Here’s the strip. I would like to thank each and 
every human who wrote in asking if we were 
okay re: the recent earthquake, and to reiterate 
for those who couldn’t care less that we’re fine, 
just to spite those fuckers. In truth, it hardly 
lasted long enough (where I live) to be terrifying. 
I was having a dream that I was made of deli
cious Jell-O brand gelatin, with bits of tart pine
apple suspended throughout my enticing frame. 
Eventually the house itself began to rustle in 
(what I consider) an altogether un-houselike 
fashion, its component parts grinding together 
with a voice like distant monsters. I woke up 
during that period, with the pictures falling off 
the walls and vases falling over and my precious 
monitor doing a spritely jig on my desk. I’m not 
sure how it is for you yourself, but for a period 
of fifteen minutes after I wake up, I’m worthless. 
I’m basically still asleep, and everything Brenna 
tells me I have to do today is all a part of some 

inconvenient subconscious sideshow. What 
I’m saying is the entire event took place in a 
surreal chronology, one I can barely remember 
concrete details of. As a result, the reality of 
the situation—that shit was falling all over the 
place, that the Goddamned ground was buckling 
in a fashion that was both unprecedented and 
unauthorized—all of that was lost on me, and 
the whole thing was transmuted into pure fun. 
Once I got out of bed and made my wiggly way 
into the kitchen, I noticed that my most valuable 
(liquor) player was teetering close to the edge 
of the shelf—the Bombay Sapphire, jersey #62. 
I grabbed it and tucked it into my body like a 
football pro. I wobbled over and stood near the 
doorframe (I thought I remembered something 
about door frames from some elementary school 
crisis drill) and told the bottle, “We’re going to 
make it through this. Together.” I thought that 
sounded pretty crazy, so I giggled for a little 
while—which turned out to be for the duration of 
the spectacle. Brenna called later, and I asked her 
if she was trapped under a girder. I guess some 
people just can’t take a joke.
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WHAT A WORLD, WHAT A WORLD
March 5, 2001 Our enemies always lurk in the shadows, seeking to undo our mighty 
works. Someone had written a kind of epic assault on Penny Arcade, and then he sent 
us a mail about it to make sure we would see it. I wasn’t sure exactly what he thought 
would happen, but our comic for that day did suggest one possible outcome.

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
March 7, 2001 Six hundred dollars became the new upper-end price around this 
point. At the time of this writing, Dell just announced a machine with fully four 
top of the line videocards jammed within—and the price? Seventy thousand 
dollars. I don’t really know how much it costs. I’ll bet it’s a lot, though.



OMG
March 9, 2001 The whole sordid tale could perhaps sustain its own book about the negligence 
and excess of the “Dot Com Era”—but Tim Eeckel was a real piece of work. Do a search for 
“eFront Logs” sometime if you want to read the internal dialogues of a company imploding 
in slow motion. Long story short, our friend Tim was working to have us removed from Penny 
Arcade—our own site—and replaced with compliant management shills. Delightful.

A BALANCED BREAKFAST
March 14, 2001 This is the second-to-last John Romero strip, thank all that is pure and holy.
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NOT “HAT,” “HATERS”
March 12, 2001 Ah, that dark period near the end of a console’s lifespan where it begins to fall 
off release lists, doesn’t warrant multiplatform consideration, and the like. There was a lot of 
unrealized horsepower in the poor, star-crossed little Dreamcast, and it was hard to see it go.



THAT’S THE CAT 
March 16, 2001 We named the cat after a kind of root beer we enjoy, for some reason whose 
wisdom is lost to me now. Root Beer had an almost holy connotation in the early days of the strip, 
and I’m not just making that up so I will seem wacky. It was a liquid that we took very seriously.

27



IT’S A REALLY FUN GAME
March 19, 2001 Onimusha was billed as Samurai Survival Horror, Samurival Horror, 
or something, but it’s really a hack-and-slash action game where sometimes you 
see a ghost. There have been seven games in the series now, on three different 
platforms, so apparently draining demon souls has some resonant quality.

NATURAL JUICES
March 21, 2001 Our tastes in gaming go through phases, where we might shift from more 
public, round and match type shooters to more protracted strategy affairs or—more recently—
losing ourselves for months, and perhaps even years, in what is called the “massive” genre. 
Frustrations with the society on public servers were starting to create one of those shifts.



JUST CRAZY ENOUGH
March 23, 2001 When this comic went online, it included a petition from one of those 
Online Petition Sites they have out there on your Webnet. It netted around 3083 signatures, 
which is more than the petition to establish a USRDA for Jell-O (1465) but less than one 
to amend the constitution, allowing a Pokémon to become president (167,456).

A REMARKABLE SPECIMEN
March 26, 2001 This terrifying strip is about a world where organisms use the trappings of 
our pastime against us! The shelfmaw pictured here is clearly a danger, not only to the hand 
itself but also to the tender forearm. Another creature of concern is the iThrush, whose trilling, 
sing-song “Sega” can lure a gamer out from their home into a world of waiting danger.
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AND ALL THROUGH THE HIZOUSE
March 28, 2001 The Metal Gear Solid 2 demo referenced here was a pack-
in with a game called Zone of the Enders, a decent but not entirely memorable 
journey into some kind of ... thing. I couldn’t even tell you what zone it took place 
in. I could pop it in and find out, but that would mean moving my mug.

AGAIN, FOR THE FIRST TIME
March 30, 2001 Hideo Kojima actually seems like a very nice man, and he invented Solid 
Snake, so hey. He recently started a blog, wherein he chronicled the pervading melancholy 
of winter. Any man who chronicles the melancholy of winter is okay in my book.



IT REALLY WORKS
March 31, 2001 This was a bonus comic that went up on a weekend originally. The site had largely 
stabilized financially by this point, after using a combination of PayPal and what Amazon called their 
“Honor System.” The idea of running a site on donations—what was called “begging” at the time—
was considered antithetical to the true spirit that coursed through the routers of an unsullied Web.

BEWARE: FALLING PRICES
April 2, 2001 Some guy had a site where he used the (by turns) enraged, despondent, and suicidal 
phone messages left by an ex-girlfriend to enrich himself. Some bizarre internal process created this 
image out of that stimulus. I don’t know that this comic belongs on Penny Arcade, but I still like it.
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BLAH BLAH BLAH(™)
April 4, 2001 I’m not even sure I remember which evil act Microsoft was being blamed for this time.

YOU ASKED FOR IT
April 6, 2001 You can see here why I was mad enough to write a strip about Amazon the week 
before: my precious Tribes 2 had been delayed. It saw mixed reviews, as you can probably glean 
from the strip—but it dominated our online play for months. Even after we stopped playing the 
game proper, we came back to the engine, at least, for a mod called Team Aerial Combat 2.



I’LL TURN THIS CAR AROUND
April 9, 2001 Black and White wasn’t an amazing game, but the life they infused their huge 
pets with would trick you into thinking it was. As such, it was a game with powerful moments, 
and the power of those moments was commensurate with the amount of yourself you 
were willing to invest in believing the simulation. You could play the game in a co-operative 
fashion, introducing your pets to one another—this was where we spent most of our time.
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TROUBLETOWN
April 11, 2001 PvP’s Scott Kurtz has a reputation for being a shrewd businessman, and 
I don’t dispute that, but the fact that he thinks about business—hard, real business, 
not ethereal “models”—differentiates him from most people doing work on the web. 
He posted a rant where he described a coming collapse in Webcomics, and he had 
his reasons for doing so, but this was our (strange, anachronistic) response.

CREME DE LA STUFF
April 13, 2001 Of course, due to the phenomenon called “bullshot” that we would give name to 
years later, Planetside didn’t quite compare to the screens you saw. Unreal II looked pretty great, 
but in order to see those graphics you had to actually play the game. Which was unfortunate.



FOR MOM AND DAD!
April 16, 2001 When you find a friend’s fishing controller—specifically Interact’s “Fission” 
Fishing Controller for the Dreamcast—you take a very serious accounting of your relationship 
with that person. There are many genres toward which I am willing to turn a blind eye, 
but hunting and fishing games will always be worth negative ten zillion points.
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EPISODE POO
April 18, 2001 It’s hard to imagine these days what energy and optimism must have 
infused Star Wars fans back then, when the prequels were still mostly unshaped 
potential, when they didn’t know just how brutally their evil master would mistreat 
them. We know now what violence awaited their unshaken enthusiasm.

DECISIONS, DECISIONS
April 20, 2001 Speaking of brutal mistreatment, after Sierra released Tribes 2 too early they 
began cutting jobs at developer Dynamix—a company they would eventually dissolve. It 
would be three and a half years before another game was released in this hallowed setting, 
this time from Irrational Games—but I think the Tribes era was over by that time. A shame.



DEAR STUPID PEOPLE:
April 23, 2001 We just got tired of people wanting to boil down something as 
complex as “youth violence” into some exceedingly simple equation, where 
you’ve got some violent media over here, and then bloodbath. The sort of person 
who needs to see this probably doesn’t read Penny Arcade anyway.

AGAIN WITH THE SPIDERS
April 25, 2001 Comic sticklers wrote in by the thousands to establish that Peter 
Parker’s “Spider Sense” doesn’t detect spiders, so having a loser sense doesn’t even 
make sense, you morons. And that hurt. Somehow, we managed to press on.
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I HAVE MY DOUBTS
April 27, 2001 We had been given a ridiculous amount of merchandise by GodGames, the 
cats who knocked out Rune and Tropico, thirty prize packages in total. Sending it all away 
challenged my resolve, but I think it set me on the path to becoming a better person.

RED & BLUE: EPISODE ONE
April 30, 2001 Another manifestation of dastardly Red and simple-minded Blue, this time set 
in the Tribes Universe. Just as a piece of trivia, shameful trivia, Tribes is the only context that 
I’ve ever written fan fiction for. No details regarding these stories will ever be made available.



RED & BLUE: EPISODE TWO
May 2, 2001 Under no circumstances will a plot synopsis for The Starborne 
Saga ever be revealed. Do not ask me! I am turning away from you.
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RED & BLUE: EPISODE THREE
May 4, 2001 IT IS ABOUT A DIAMOND SWORD SCOUT CALLED GILEAD 
AND HIS MACHINE INTELLECT ANIMAL COMPANION! Oh, the weight! 
How the weight of that secret pressed down upon my heart!

18 MINUTE WHEELER
May 25, 2001 18 Wheeler is actually pretty awesome. Like many arcade games, though, 
there’s not a lot of raw content there—the game is designed to get you to “insert 
coin” as it were, and that’s pretty much the whole thing. A lot of the draw relies on 
something cool about (in this case) the massive cabinet and huge, big rig truckin’ 
wheel. Sega managed to make hauling freight seem fun. If you were good at backing 
in your truck, you could get an upgraded horn, and I’m being completely serious.



OPM: SPACEWANG!
May 14, 2001 Magazines ask us to do custom stuff for them from time to time, usually just art, 
but when they want some words in there I’m thawed out of cryo and set immediately to work. 
These are a few comics we did for Official Playstation Magazine, where Penny Arcade still runs.
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OPM: VBR
May 15, 2001



OPM: RATED “MONKEY”
May 16, 2001
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(GASP) CONTINUITY!
May 7, 2001 What brain sickness made us go from one storyline directly into another? 
Are there still traces of this pox, and could they strike again in the veiled future?

SON OF CONTINUITY
May 9, 2001 We never got actual restraining orders, but we have been taken outside the event center 
by security on more than one occasion. The reasons for this are really mundane, so I’ll just leave it 
ambiguous and let you imagine a high-octane, action/adventure context for it to take place in.



CONTINUITY’S END
May 11, 2001 Charles has been back a couple times quite recently in the strip, and I really love using 
him for some reason. I know we aren’t continuity people, something I emphasize every chance I 
get, but I would love to take Charles and turn him into more of a storyline character set in a stable 
universe. I say that knowing that it will almost certainly never happen, but I think he’s up to it.
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E32K1: THE STEW
May 17, 2001 I am not unfond of open bars, and when we got a chance to attend the Sony 
party—which, understand, Sony itself had invited us to—I stood ready. We say that we weren’t 
on the list in the comic, which isn’t entirely true—the problem was that the person on the list 
wasn’t either of our names, but rather a third mysterious entity named “Penny Arcade.”



E32K1: DESPAIR!
May 18, 2001 One of the problems with E3 is that the human density is so great 
that the entire place is essentially Goddamn nonsense. I don’t even go there with an 
approximation of a coherent plan. I just hold my breath, pause to reflect on my life, 
and then take a step forward into the single organism that place becomes.
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E32K1: X MARKS THE SPOT
May 20, 2001 This is where the whole thing started, if you’re curious: after getting our hands 
on one at the kiosk—both hands actually—we marveled at the sheer surface area of it. I didn’t 
know we’d go on to make like four strips about it, but it certainly made an impression. In the 
ground, because the original Xbox gamepad weighs a hair over five thousand pounds.



E32K1: PAC-MAN RETURNS
May 21, 2001 There’s strip Gabe, obviously, and then there is the person he is based 
on. Sometimes there are disparities. The Pac-Man thing is one hundred percent the real 
deal. Whatever poor son of a bitch gets stuffed into that suit each year must actually 
try to manage his amorous advances. One year, in an attempt to put space between 
himself and my cohort, Pac-Man tripped—rolling almost a hundred yards in total.

49



THE SPEED OF THOUGHT
May 23, 2001 When you get back from E3 the first couple times, you are literally 
some kind of insane. I’m sure there’s an official term for it. You kind of beep and 
bop, and the only people who know what the fuck you’re talking about were there 
with you, occupying the same altered state, strung out on electrical signals.

THE PROBLEM
May 28, 2001 Red Faction wasn’t bad, but we kept having an issue where 
we’d hit the wrong key and immolate perfectly innocent scientists.



POT TO KETTLE: “YOU ARE BLACK”
May 30, 2001 The Space Captain or the Grand Marshal, whatever he’s called, 
Trip Hawkins, was talking some shit about the Xbox and innovation. We felt it 
necessary to emphasize in strong terms that the company that churned out 
the Army Men series doesn’t get to talk that particular kind of shit.

IT’S NOT TOO LATE
June 1, 2001 In 2OO1, I think that many people—even people who played games online—
were still a little wary about the monthly fee thing. We loved PSO, but I’ll be God Damned if 
I’m going to pay a monthly fee to play with three other people simultaneously. That’s like . . . 
Well, I don’t know what it’s like. Something dumb though, that much I can say for certain.
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THE SUCKING: INTRODUCTION
June 4, 2001 We didn’t claim to have any great insight into why gaming seemed diminished 
somehow, we just needed to talk about the growing sense of unease. Doing the series did change 
the way we go about things: we actively avoid the media onslaught that accompanies many titles 
these days. Plus, and this is important, I have an increased awareness that retail software does 
not represent the entire medium. Independent developers and mod teams—a largely semantic 
distinction—make moves that you see echoed in the larger industry, sometimes years later.



THE SUCKING: ORIGINS
June 6, 2001

THE SUCKING: CONTINUED
June 8, 2001
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THE SUCKING: DENOUEMENT
June 11, 2001



LAME BOY ADVANCE
June 13, 2001 This hardware would eventually be usurped by the Gameboy SP, for the 
reasons depicted above. A surprising number of people wrote in to tell me that, for 
whatever reason, their bathrooms provided the optimal lighting environment for the 
system. They were right. So, get yourself a portable restroom, and you’re all set!
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CROUCHING TIGER, HIDDEN DREAMCAST
June 15, 2001 I just let Gabe go nuts on this one. I’m not entirely 
sure we even discussed the content of it.



GOD DAMMIT
June 18, 2001 Tribes 2, as I’ve reiterated time and time again, is one of our favorite games. 
This is despite the fact that after its release, a deluge of patches arrived with great 
frequency. These patches almost always made the game behave in some aberrant fashion—
in fact, they once released a patch to remove the patch they had just released! It was 
around this time that we remembered our computers could actually play other games.

ABANDON ALL HOPE
June 20, 2001 Tomb Raider, as a movie concept, seems damn near foolproof—
right? It is about an attractive woman who leads a life of globetrotting adventure, 
all the while shooting special forces types in a stylish kind of John Woo, guns 
akimbo manner. It’s the sort of thing you have to actively work to mess up.
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MAGIC: IT’S WHAT’S FOR DINNER
June 22, 2001 This strip kicked off a legendary feud with Scott McCloud, author of a number 
of things, but very well known for his book Understanding Comics. He had written a number of 
visual essays on how the economics of “sequential art” should operate online, and as people who 
actually worked online, with a comic no less, we wanted to provide a different perspective. We 
eventually patched things up, then tensions flared again, though I think things are cool now.



IT MIGHT BE FIVE
June 25, 2001 Gabe actually does get a reputation at the places we buy games 
from, and I believe the reputation is generally called “surly.” I am the intercessor in 
social situations, it has always been thus, but there are times where I’m not able to 
make it and the staff gets a taste of what you might call “Gabriel Uncut.”

GAME COMICS FOR U
June 27, 2001 To the extent that we could actually see these games, I can recall enjoying the 
launch quite a bit. Super Dodge Ball Advance got some sour reviews, but it is a game where 
you throw volleyballs hard enough to kill people. We were willing to meet them halfway.
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WE JUST GOT BLOODY ROAR 3
June 29, 2001 The Bloody Roar series didn’t really stick with us, but it 
didn’t really have to. If you can somehow come up with a couch, a fighting 
game, and two people to play it, you’re probably set for days.

AT LEAST WAIT UNTIL I LEAVE THE ROOM
July 2, 2001 We went to the Oregon coast for a few days, Dreamcast in tow, 
and crafted a riveting “dramataic” statement to stir our readers while we were 
away. Three strips long, and each one rich with powerful themes.



ARTHROPODAL ADVENTURES
July 4, 2001 We were actually at the beach, and there were crabs, but they were friendly crabs 
and not hostile. They did not roam the beach in crustacean gangs, their tiny pincers at the ready.

PROBABLY SAFER TO BURN ‘EM
July 6, 2001 I always liked the idea that Div hung with a rowdy gang of appliances, 
but character development really isn’t our thing. When characters do develop, and it 
does happen from time to time, please let me assure you that it is an accident.
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TYCHO + MS PAINT = HORROR
July 9, 2001 When I finished watching Steven Spielberg’s A. I., I got the impression 
that it had, in fact, succeeded—but succeeded at what, I couldn’t tell you. Everything 
about it was just so grand. And when you think it can’t get any grander, Spielberg 
ends one movie and then starts another one, while you’re still in the theater!

DIABOLICIOUS!
July 11, 2001 This is the introduction of the Fruit Fucker into the strip, though he has not yet made an 
appearance himself. We never expected to revisit the idea when we wrote this strip, and now when 
we go to a convention Gabe will sketch a hundred or more of them over the course of a weekend.



DO YOU NEED ANYTHING?
July 13, 2001 Everybody is Goddamn insane for this series, so I feel like we should be, but 
we just don’t get it. I like a much looser racer, it’s true—I’m not in it to pay for thousand-
dollar virtual car washes or futz with a “gear ratio,” whatever that might be.

THE FRENCH WORD FOR FUTURE
July 18, 2001 It wasn’t difficult to extrapolate the demise of our species after 
a rogue developer produced a Columbine mod. Things end poorly. For those 
of you curious about the particulars, we do have this handy chart.

63





P.S. WE R WATCHING U
July 16, 2001 You might scoff at our methods, but you can’t argue with our results:

Demand One has been met, and a couple times over, since our little note was delivered.

Demand Two, I mean, we were both very happy with Samurai Shodown V. A full 
accounting might take a while, but they got rid of some things that complicated it 
for no reason. In addition, and this is really the clincher, one of the characters wields 
no less than seven swords simultaneously. I don’t know how many points each 
individual sword is worth but past five there has to be a multiplier or some shit.

Demand Three was a long shot. We weren’t really expecting much, but if we 
got a new Kolibri out of the deal we weren’t going to complain.

Demand Four is really the only failure.

We eventually satisfied Demand Five ourselves by going to the refrigerator, so they’re 
pretty much off the hook there. I’m going to call this one basically four out of five.
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SPOILERS AHEAD!
July 20, 2001 I’m not sure what spoilers we might have been referring to. I think it’s 
pretty well circulated by now that Jurassic Park features the occasional dinosaur.

IT REALLY IS THAT GOOD
July 23, 2001 I think we had been playing the Ico demo at the time, which was succulent. The 
solution for the puzzle in the demo was actually different than the one in the final version of the 
game, but that happens so rarely that I probably spent an hour doing it wrong in the retail copy.



SEND YOU THIS FILE
July 25, 2001 One of the first viruses to really dig its heels into the information age, this 
one was truly fascinating. These days, you’ll get a virus as an attachment, not a whole lot of 
excitement associated with that. This old one was crazy: it would send you random files from 
an infected person’s hard drive, and—if opened safely—these artifacts could be fascinating.

GROADY TO THE MAX
July 27, 2001 We originally had two versions of this strip posted, and today we 
present the one that is demonstrably more vile. We never had a specific definition 
for the contained liquid, only that it was yucky, and if you had the chance to be 
hit with it or not hit with it, a reasonable person might choose the latter.
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PAYNE FREEZE
July 30, 2001 Hard-bitten hero Max Payne had a way of expressing himself that was 
true to the genre, but was delivered at a very high level of intensity: what you might 
call ultranoir. We could dig it, but we also couldn’t help getting a kick in.

EXAGGERATION THEATRE
August 1, 2001 The Xbox itself was large, yes. But the box the Xbox came in was larger still. While 
we were looking for apartments, Brenna and I lived inside this sturdy container for nearly a month.



WINDOWS WRESTLING FEDERATION
August 3, 2001 After a successful and altogether painless install of the new OS on 
my own box, I was able to convince Gabe to give it a try—and the resulting explosion 
caused his machine to crumple, pulled through a hole to dimensions unknown. He had 
somehow managed to build a computer out of every part that had no driver for XP.
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THIS OLD BASE
August 6, 2001 I would often call whoever was nearby to come and check out my 
defensive handiwork in Tribes 2. The game had items you could install in various places, 
and turrets were my specialty. There was one map—I can’t remember the name—but the 
moment a person grabbed the flag, they were shot by four turrets simultaneously.

LA LA LA, I CAN’T HEAR YOU
August 8, 2001 Are we trying to say that fluoride isn’t real? Or are we trying to say the effects 
of fluoride are specious in some way? Or are we trying to claim that fluoride is real, and does 
produce an effect, but that this effect is either different than advertised, or demonstrably sinister?



DAMN YOU, HARRY POTTER
August 10, 2001 This game was trouble. While something like Magic: The Gathering is 
too “nerdy,” somehow a card game about students at a wizard academy is just right. It 
took over both households, duels of an eldritch sort running late into the night.

HOW, INDEED!
August 13, 2001 I don’t think it actually did. At any rate, that’s what I tell myself.
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STAR WARS: A NEW JOKE
August 15, 2001 You probably remember when George Lucas remastered the 
original trilogy. We were getting a lot of requests, and I’m not making this up, 
to trawl our archive and “re-imagine” a “classic” strip. We heard their cries 
from atop our soot-black battlements and immediately set to work.



FINAL FANTASY (X+1)
August 17, 2001 I can remember being very excited about this discovery, feeling that 
I was really on to some shit, until stupid Final Fantasy IX derailed the whole thing. 
That’s often the way it works: my startling visions, undone by inconvenient fact.

THIS EXPLAINS EVERYTHING
August 20, 2001 The Aliens vs. Predator games had a lot going for them, I thought—
particularly the second one, which included a multiplayer component that allowed fully 
three species to go (in a word) “buckwild.” You’d have to work pretty hard to be worse 
than the movie, which outright kills five to seven percent of the viewing audience.
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I’M NOT TALKING ABOUT THE BIRD
August 22, 2001 Trying to parse out the distinction between out-and-out theft and 
“sharing,” the value-positive term we use to describe peer-to-peer distribution, 
is really very, very hard when the person you’re talking to doesn’t care.

WE SHOULD NAME HIM “RANDY”
August 24, 2001 It’s hard to imagine a time where I held antipathy for the machine, but it’s 
important to remember that when the machine launched, it wasn’t the whole machine: the 
Live service, which really distinguishes the equipment, wouldn’t be available for a full year.



NECROWOMBICON 2K1
August 27, 2001 The first NecrowombiCon was a pretty casual affair, taking 
place as it did largely in a food court. It would become more and more 
elaborate each year until it would eventually evolve into PAX.

YOU KNOW WHAT THEY SAY . . .
August 29, 2001 Microsoft actually used Bob Bobson in one of their presentations, something 
about “Internalizing the Essential Learnings” of the Xbox launch. Apologists emerged from 
all quarters to defend the original controller, these days called “The Duke,” but eventually 
it was replaced with Japan’s vastly superior Type-S. Someone over there agreed.
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SUNDAY, SUNDAY, SUNDAY . . .
August 31, 2001 I can’t really speak to the bagel thing, except to say that I do enjoy the occasional 
bagel. I have one every couple weeks, and I try not to overdo it. We’re suckers for the way Blizzard 
announces products, though—the blank page, the counter, the wide field of raw potential.

SEPTEMBER 5TH IS SANDWICH DAY
September 5, 2001 Truth be told, I love King of Fighters almost energetically—indeed, 
it probably approximates his own epic ardor. But I can’t just make it easy for him.



STORY MINUTE!
September 3, 2001 I always felt a little bad about this strip, because there was no 
way I could possibly know how World of Warcraft would turn out. There was a rough 
patch at launch on some servers, true—but essentially, I was worried for nothing.
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THE RUSE
September 7, 2001 Individuals with our hardcore credentials always need to be wary of seeming 
too closely aligned with titles that might appeal to the foul casual gamer. But, provided you promise 
not to tell anyone I said it, SimGolf was a vicious addiction that eventually saw me in counseling.

GOOD MONEY
September 10, 2001 People have said that, in this instance, I took advantage 
of Gabriel’s ignorance to enrich myself. Nothing could be further from the 
truth: the exchange rate for yens was actually very good at the time.



BOB, PhD
September 14, 2001 We brought the site down for a couple days after September 11th. 
A lot of people yelled at us for it, but nothing seemed particularly funny then.

THE HEAT OF THE NIGHT
September 17, 2001 Return to Castle Wolfenstein—the original game, we never really played Enemy 
Territory—is some of the best team-based multiplayer that’s ever been delivered on the PC. Friendly 
fire, and the fire was in this case literal, issuing as it did from a flame-thrower, was a huge concern.

79



THE WAGES OF FUNK
September 19, 2001 We used to hang out at this arcade over in Kirkland called 
Quarters, when there was still a Quarters to hang out at. The same way that you 
might have a Guild for your MMO or a Clan for your first-person shooter, DDR players 
formed “Teams”—and Team Trickstar made their home at the same arcade.



INTRODUCING FRANK
September 21, 2001 We heard a crazy rumor from employees that Software Etc. was actively 
promoting the Xbox over the Gamecube, which caused us to create Frank. Frank is based on the 
hostile, intimidating district managers we’ve seen terrify the people who work in these stores.

OUR NEIGHBORS TO THE NORTH
September 24, 2001 Interplay would eventually get theirs, so don’t feel too bad. 
They were always synonymous with the pastime, at least for me—I played their stuff 
back on the Commodore 64, before they were even a publisher. Their legendary 
Black Isle studio was largely responsible for the return of the PC RPG.
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A CRYING SHAME
September 26, 2001 SimsVille was canceled because, to hear them tell it, “It wasn’t fun,” which 
seems like a good reason not to release a piece of software designed to produce that elusive 
substance. It drew focus away from individual homes and let you manage neighborhoods.

These ideas slowly crept into the actual Sims franchise in a 
series of astonishingly well-received expansions.

THE I TO THE C TO THE O
September 28, 2001 It’s been a while, so you might not remember—but the character 
you play as and the character that you’re trying to save don’t speak the same 
language. This comic is somewhere in my top ten for Penny Arcade output. The 
exasperated Ico and the strangely polite shadow creature kind of seal it for me.



GET YOUR MOVE ON
October 1, 2001 What happened to Div? You don’t see very much of him these days. I guess 
you might imagine that I’d know what happened to him, seeing as I’m sort of responsible 
for who ends up in each comic strip, but I don’t. He does his own thing. He shows up 
when he wants and goes when he pleases, which probably doesn’t surprise anyone.

Around this time, Brenna brought in some toxic plants from outside and made me eat them. 
Things got pretty epic. Please join me for what has become known internationally as . . .

2001-10-01
Chestnuts Suck: I’m not joking about that. I 
roasted some of those awful little bastards just 
yesterday, strung along by popular mythology 
and holiday carols, and the resultant flavor—
if indeed, flavor it may be called!—was like the 
flavor of poison. I may roast a few more just to 
get my aggressions out on them, vexing handfuls 
at a time with extraordinary cruelty. It begs the 
serious question: is figgy pudding also shitty? 
What other legendary, ostensibly edible horrors 
have been foisted upon us—foisted being an 
altogether excellent word for this purpose?

2001-10-08
In a recent post, I fired a controversial volley 
directly at chestnuts. In this searing exposé, I 
laid bare the tangled skein of mythology, lies, 
and outright treachery—hundreds of years in the 
making—that culminated in my consumption of 
this damned fruit.

I have a confession to make. I hadn’t been eating 
chestnuts at all. And, like Adam in the Book of 
Genesis, I’m going to blame Brenna.

Behind their mahogany facade, chestnuts keep 
a dark secret: they have an evil twin, a wicked 

THE CHESTNUT SAGA
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and murderous Cain to their creamy, delicious 
Abel. Not unlike Cain before it, the daemonic 
horse chestnut is an outcast even among its own 
kind. I wouldn’t ordinarily just pick up some plant 
and start chewing on it, but Brenna noticed a 
“Chestnut Tree” out behind the apartment—and, 
flush with the old songs and stories, she thought 
it might be fun to try and kill us. She brought 
about forty vile Horse Chestnuts into our home 
and set them on my desk, which seemed to 
imply action on my part. I put little cuts in them 
so they wouldn’t explode (this would turn out to 
be the least of my problems), put them in a bowl 
with some water, put some cinnamon and sugar 
on there, fuck, I don’t know. It actually doesn’t 
matter all that much, because—as it turns out—
even when you put cinnamon and sugar on 
poison, it’s still Goddamned poison. They smelled 
so good, they filled the place with a scent like 

sweet bread or pastry. The heat of the oven 
had sort of popped them out of their shells, the 
morsels presenting themselves for consumption. 
Never one to turn down such an offer, I broke off 
a tiny piece and popped it into my mouth.

When I said that it tasted like poison in the earlier 
post, that’s because it actually was. It—Aesculin—
tastes the way you’d imagine turpentine would 
taste, which is to say, like absolute fucking shit. 
And that flavor only leaves your mouth when it’s 
good and ready, too—there’s no coaxing it, it’s 
like an oil or something. I thought to myself, “Well, 
maybe you just had a bad part,” and grabbed a 
bigger piece from another one and ate that too. 
Brenna wanted to know how they were, and I 
said that she should just try one for herself and 
see how she liked it. She wasn’t crazy about it. I 
would suppose that poison is an acquired taste.



GABE TAKES ON TWO GUYS
October 3, 2001  This is a gaming history thing that is actually lost to us: the entire “Got 
Next” scenario. We can play people online and feel satisfied when we assert our dominion, 
true enough. But the physicality of the arcade—and the ability to take a person’s money 
with each victory, as sure as if you had robbed them—that culture is gone where I live.

A PROUD TRADITION
October 5, 2001 Watching someone play Guilty Gear at the competitive level, you would 
think they were playing a completely different game than the one you screw around with at 
home. Proper GG play is really a kind of philosophy. Since it’s 2D, like many other fighters you 
have played, you think you’re in for a certain kind of experience—then it castrates you.

This castration comes as a total surprise.
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HIGHLY ANTICIPATED
October 8, 2001 I saw Lorne Lanning at E3 one year; he had cut his hair by this point 
and was looking lean and not a little hungry. He smiled at me, but it was the sort of smile 
where a person almost breaks their jaw with the force of it. I could see every one of his 
teeth, and far back in his throat were two pulsing glands that hung heavy with venom.

PENNY CRISIS II
October 10, 2001 Gabriel would sometimes press that gaudy, creamsicle-colored 
firearm to my temple and make wild demands. Typically, these demands would 
involve getting him some LifeSavers—Wild Cherry or Original, but not Butter 
Rum. Never Butter Rum. For some reason he never made entirely clear.



THE FUTURE DERAILED
October 12, 2001 Every now and then, you see a new stab at VR or “enhanced reality” 
technology, but it just never arrived at the promised place. I know that I speak for 
many people when I say, with a loud voice: Override my optic nerve. Suspend me in 
nutritive gel, and grant me an ever-living body girded with chrome. Amen.

STAY AWHILE-STAY FOREVER!
October 15, 2001 Obviously, the title of the strip is from classic puzzle/platformer Impossible Mission. 
Just say yes, yes it is. Also, we may have been completely obsessed with Scott Bakula, who we might 
have referred to as “Count” Bakula, though he holds no official title over ancestral Bakula lands.
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UNLIKELY MARRIAGES
October 17, 2001 Kingdom Hearts II has Tron in it, I don’t know if you 
heard. This is the most important thing that has ever happened.

BUILDING A BETTER TYCHO
October 22, 2001 This shit really happens! Devil May Cry. You’re jumping around, 
cutting guys, blam blam, and then all of a sudden you are flying a biplane in a 
cave trying not to hit stalactites. Why not just go all the way? Break through the 
atmosphere and fight demons on their home world of Cybertron for fuck’s sake. Let 
Dante collect powerful Minicons while learning Hell’s most devastating recipes.



AN HONEST MISTAKE
October 19, 2001 The surreal nature of our apartment complex allows it to be pretty 
much anything we want. Sometimes we live on the second floor, sometimes the first. In 
this strip we apparently live in an apartment complex, but we’ve got a fenced backyard in 
some strips, desperately in need of watering! We need access to an experimental material 
that will maintain the comic world we have created. We need . . . continutium.
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FRANK RETURNS
October 24, 2001 I LOVE FRANK. Okay, now it’s out there. I don’t know if it is okay 
to quote your own comic in polite conversation, but I will admit to sometimes cutting 
people off with Frank’s last line: “It was the Devil’s birthday in Cambodia,” etc. It 
could be in line at the grocery store, or really any time life becomes mundane.

THE LAND DOWN UNDER
October 29, 2001 Everyone in the world being connected to the same global network 
can make a few isolated incidents seem like epidemics. Even so, there was a failure 
issue with one of the CD-ROM drives used, and late in the console’s life cycle they 
released a truly gargantuan replacement power supply. Not as big as the one which 
would eventually be delivered with the 360, but still. You know? Very large.



IS IT BROKEN?
October 26, 2001 His position on books changed dramatically when he found out that some 
of them were set in the Star Wars universe. He’s since branched out into The Da Vinci Code 
and, God love him, Neal Stephenson’s Snow Crash. On that day, friends, he became a man.
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WELCOME TO CAMP TERROR
October 31, 2001 Things that are terrifying to gamers aren’t particularly terrifying to the 
population at large, although there is some overlap: a massive scorpion, its stinger bulging 
with a sizzling green fluid, has been shown to completely horrify ninety-six point seven percent 
of respondents. The calm remainder of that survey were either “part scorpion” themselves 
(1.3%) or, and this was odd, “weren’t afraid of things beginning with the letter S” (2.0%).

A FLY NEW RIDE
November 2, 2001 We never got particularly far in Grand Theft Auto games three and beyond, 
though we purchased and, to a certain extent, enjoyed them, albeit on our own terms. In every 
game, you eventually get to a mission where the awkward combat or meandering camera 
screw you out of victory. At that point, the sandbox portion completely takes over until we 
have heard all the radio stations. Around this time, the game is exchanged for credit.



MUCH LOVE
November 5, 2001 He was utterly obsessed with SNK for a time, going so far as to 
join communities dedicated to the hardware, and to make a name for himself creating 
custom sleeves that painstakingly recreated the official products. The first games we 
ever played against each other were SNK fighters, and the rivalries inspired by Samurai 
Shodown have probably inspired the Tycho/Gabe enmity more than anything else.

I’M BLUE
November 7, 2001 Him choky! I guess. Whatever.
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IT’S ALL TRUE
November 9, 2001 The original version of this comic showed a great deal more of 
my credit card number than is probably safe. Readers wrote in with words of warning 
almost immediately, which is a far better outcome than I have any right to expect. I 
canceled my card shortly thereafter, and moved to a new city. I also changed my name—
albeit temporarily—to Gors ban Darliarus. No reason, really; I just liked the sound.

DON’T TELL ME YOU DON’T HAVE ONE
November 12, 2001 He and I were at Dick’s, a late-night hamburger joint, at 
one or two in the morning when he told me that this strip made him not only 
our bitch, but the bitch of the entire gaming world. A young man in an adjacent 
line came over to us, and, I swear to God, said, “Safety Monkey?”



CLICK HIGH-QUALITY FOR YOUR CARD!
November 14, 2001 With an almost satanic conflux of retail gaming product on offer, we mounted 
a propaganda campaign that we hoped would buy gamers some extra play during that rich 
harvest. Our approach was two pronged. Prong number one consisted of this poster, which we 
offered at crisp, convincing resolutions. Prong number two, and have I mentioned how much 
I love the word prong, was a “gamer card” that came in console and PC versions. This card is 
actually considered an official document in Bulimia. Bulimia might not actually be a country.

You may not see them, 
but they’re there.

1-800-555-4267

Hard-working citizens who, in their free time, serve their nation 
by playing “Video Games.”

With the release of multiple consoles—and scores of quality 
titles—in the coming weeks, our proud nation will be entering 
the throes of a gaming crisis.

And you can help. Card-carrying games in your organization 
may be called upon at virtually any time. It is your legal and 
moral obligation to ensure that when they finish doing their job 
for their country, they still have a job with you.

It may take weeks, or months—but with your support, these 
games won’t play us—we’ll play them.

So call 1-800-555-4267 (GAMR) for a free guide on creating a 
gamer-friendly workplace.

Gamers
Have

Two Jobs

Partnership for a gamer-friendly workplace
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THE JIM SAGA, PART ONE
November 19, 2001 Tangled cables are a fairly universal fixture in the gamer household, but as soon 
as this first strip was written I asked Gabe if he would let me spool out these meager beginnings to 
the power of x. He said that he was pretty sure that didn’t mean anything. He wasn’t entirely wrong. 
But I had real plans for this storyline, plans that would shake Penny Arcade to its very foundation.

THE JIM SAGA, PART TWO
November 21, 2001 I didn’t really execute any of those plans.



THE JIM SAGA, PART THREE
November 23, 2001 Okay, all right. I was lying to you. There was never any bold schematic 
behind “The Jim Saga.” I’m not even sure if nine sequential images even constitute an 
authentic Saga. At ten panels, we barely rank anecdotal status. It might be converted into 
a “yarn” without much trouble, with the addition of a neighbor and a missing pie.

SPOILEZ-VOUS
November 16, 2001 No matter what we would eventually think of it, when a company 
like Konami and a designer like Kojima get together and spend several years and millions 
of dollars on a single game, there’s going to be something there worth writing about—
but when we set pen to paper, we realized that in a game where gameplay actually is 
narrative most of the time, you can’t even discuss it without lapsing into the dreaded 
spoilitos, or spoilers. Spoilitos is too a word. I’m sure of it. Like, eighty percent sure.
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CONSIDER THE SOURCE
November 26, 2001 His love for Star Wars remains unchecked! Explain to me how this can 
be so. Explain to me how a vicious, demonstrably shrewd consumer could remain affixed to 
that teat! Also, imagine pulling a beverage, hot or cold, through a straw choked with Wookiee 
hair. It is a sensation that, even through the lens of imagination, will haunt me until the last.

THE REST OF THE STORY
November 28, 2001 We’ve met the people at Bungie on multiple occasions since 
producing this comic, and I still feel really bad about it. I don’t think that the premise of 
the strip is incorrect, and I stand by the power of the hideous mental image produced 
by the last panel. I’m just saying that this .jpeg has created for me several awkward 
situations. If I had it to do again, the last panel might read, “I love Halo.”



METAL GEAR STUPID
November 30, 2001 I’m not unsympathetic to the ideas presented in Metal Gear Solid 
2, but I don’t know that the way they are presented makes for a very good game. I’ve 
heard people say that wresting control from the player in the form of hour-long, non-
interactive videos is a critical part of the message the game is trying to convey. I’m 
not sure I’m smart enough to debate that. I do know that I played MGS3 for about 
five minutes and then stopped. In that instance, does Hideo Kojima win?

IDIOTS REDUX
December 3, 2001 I don’t know if I could explain it any better than I did in the last 
book. Do you own it, by any chance? The only reason I ask is because Attack of the 
Bacon Robots, published by Dark Horse, is a truly spectacular human triumph.
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WE LIKE SUPER SMASH BROTHERS
December 5, 2001 It is inexpressibly shameful to be defeated by Pikachu, particularly 
if you are playing as Metroid’s hard-bitten bounty hunter Samus Aran. Ultimately, 
“Pikacheap” was completely off limits. Talking to people at conventions it sounds as 
though the hated lightning mouse was exiled from more than one gaming group.

CRUSTACEAN BATTLE!
December 7, 2001 Gabriel played UO like it was Diablo, clicking with such unbridled vigor 
that he ultimately wore a groove in the “wood.” It was that IKEA wood though, basically 
just a big of heap of pine dust and spit. Probably isn’t much of an achievement.



WHATEVERQUEST
December 10, 2001 For years, this was my favorite image of Tycho. As for the strip content, 
I hold to what I said at the time: most professional reviewers are so jaded that some RAM 
probably ain’t gonna do it. Since this strip, though, I’ve seen journalists flown to tropical islands 
to talk about Sid Meier’s Pirates. If at any point you want to fly me to a grass hut on a sun-
drenched island chain, well, my e-mail is on the site. For the record, your game is magnificent.

PATCHY MORNING FOG
December 12, 2001 We’ve had devastating holiday seasons since, to be sure, but two simultaneous 
console launches at once put many gamers on the streets. Also, it wasn’t until I went back 
through the archive for this book that I realized that Gabe had drawn the perverse newsman 
Randy Pinkwood with one hand below the desk. This is almost incomprehensibly vile.
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AWARDS CEREMONY, PART ONE
December 17, 2001 Reserving a slot in the awards for Final Fantasy X was probably 
a good idea. It was one of the first role-playing games that Gabe played seriously: 
he went right from Wild Arms III to FFX, which must have been a tremendous 
shock. Something like going from aquarium water to Courvoisier.

AWARDS CEREMONY, PART TWO
December 19, 2001 I was right to fear Dark Age of Camelot, as it turns out. And 
Asheron’s Call, and Second Life, and Anarchy Online, and Ultima-Online, which is 
to say nothing of Ragnarok, my torrid affair with golfing RPG Shot Online, the life-
devouring World of Warcraft, Final Fantasy XI, A Tale in the Desert, EVE Online ...



AWARDS CEREMONY, PART THREE
December 22, 2001 In the other Award strips, I can actually choose one game and then discuss 
it a little bit. But this one, even though none of these cracked the top three, is full of games that 
completely dominated the year. So, while I would certainly play other games, as soon as nine-thirty 
rolled around, that shit had to stop. At that point, one of these three would ascend to the throne.

AWARDS CEREMONY, PART FOUR
December 24, 2001 Precious Ico! Like the colossus whose shadow would follow years 
later, an artful game, and lusciously presented. There was really nothing to the combat, 
no fancy moves, no rich counter system, but the kid is like twelve. Give him a break.
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AWARDS CEREMONY, AFTERMATH
December 26, 2001 Our dissatisfaction with Halo’s campaign was such that we 
didn’t even try the multiplayer until later the next year. Eventually it caught on, 
became a weekly fixture, etc. Essentially, it delivered the LAN experience in an 
accessible way. I’m not surprised it became a cultural phenomenon.



I THINK OUR TIME IS UP
December 14, 2001 This “debate” pops up from time to time, the kiddy games thing, and the longer 
I’ve been playing games the less water it holds. My goal when playing a game is to manipulate 
events on screen in a series of escalating challenges. Past that, provided those challenges remain 
interesting, if they want to use bright colors or something I’m bound to cut them some slack.

THE OTHER FAMOUS TONY
December 29, 2001 You get to thinking you’re ready to form some kind of “Sk8 Cru” after a few 
hours doing lip tricks with the gamepad, and it just ain’t the case. Skate decapitations are rare, 
but not impossible. I have endeavored to shred all of one time, and in the length of one driveway 
I managed to “shred” my Goddamn legs, filthy gravel jammed up the length of the gash.
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THE VILLAGE OF THE SPAMMED
December 30, 2001 I understand the basic theory behind spam, that when you purchase a list and 
broadcast your marketing message to the known universe, there must be some organism with the 
interest and means to acquire your ... whatever it is. Chinese pump heads? Chinese pump heads.

YOU KNOW HOW IT IS
December 31, 2001 I don’t know how else I can prove to her that I am emphatically not 
gay. Marrying a woman and fathering a child don’t appear to have made a dent. I sent her 
a picture of myself eating a steak off the hood of a NASCAR, but I haven’t heard back.



In 2005, Sabertooth Games asked us if we wanted to do a card 
game with them. I’d been big into their Warhammer 4Ok and Fantasy 
interpretations, so it was my firm conviction that they were up to the 
challenge. Gabe set to work on the fifty cards in the base set with a much 
looser, sketchbook style, and we brought in the brilliant Mohammad 
“Hawk” Haque from Applegeeks (http://www.applegeeks.com) to make 
them pop with his signature colors. Here’s a selection of our favorites 
from the set—we think they turned out great.
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t the beginning of the book, I told you that I 
never meant to become the voice of Penny 
Arcade. That isn’t any less true here at the 

end of the book. But it isn’t the only thing that hasn’t 
gone according to plan.

Penny Arcade was one project that we were doing out 
of a handful of others. Being entirely serious, I was also 
writing a dark action serial Gabe had agreed to draw 
which featured bipedal walruses. We started hanging 
out almost expressly to create comics, serious comics 
that touched on heady themes. More often than not, 
we would then misuse the better part of the afternoon 
screwing around and playing videogames.

It’s surprising that after more than two years of 
this, we never got any inkling of our destiny. No 
serious comics were going to be created—leastways, 
not by us.

But other projects do emerge from time to time, 
projects that we love with a terrible desperation, work 
on for a while, and then must set aside because there 
are only so many hours in a day. It happens more 
often then I’d care to admit. I don’t think any of these 
things are super awesome amazing. Some of them are 
old, and I feel a little exposed showing them to you. 
I thought it might make an interesting feature for the 
book, though. I hope I was right.

A
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Sand was one of the first projects we ever worked on, 
four or five years before Penny Arcade—the period 
scholars refer to as “BPA.” It was something Gabe was 
doing perfectly well on his own, but I wanted in so I sort 
of insinuated myself into the project. That happens a 
lot, actually. Penny Arcade itself fits that description.

Sand is essentially a “weird west” version of the Old 
Testament, one that takes you roughly from Passover 
to the fall of Jericho. On the dry world of Deseta, the 
arrangement of that planet’s political board inspires 
a damaged, ship-bound A.I. to fill in the gaps with 
clones. Actual events and holy writ are commingled as 
it begins to send out an increasingly insane series of 
messiahs. Jacob Phorr, pictured at right, is the first one 
we meet. By this time, the “chosen people” have had 
quite enough saviors, thank you very much, and aren’t 
in the market for another. I really enjoyed putting this 
one together.

We were going to cook this project up for the Right 
Anthology, which you might have heard of—the first 
two volumes of which are basically marvelous. In the 
end, we decided that Sand was superficially very 
similar to Flight editor Kazu Kibuishi’s unbelievable 
Daisy Kutter series, and felt that aping him in his own 
Goddamn book was probably impolite.

SAND





Realizing that Kazu’s invincible output would shame 
anything we attempted in the vein of sci-fi westerns, 
we decided to scrap Sand for the second time. What 
we replaced it with was something we liked about a 
million times more. You could accurately say that we 
loved it.

Automata is a story about detectives during Prohibition.

Except what was being prohibited was “machine 
intellect,” or sentience. It was done for a number of 
supposedly pragmatic reasons, which are actually just 
the window dressing for a handful of deep-seated 
moral ones. While production of the major brands 
came to a full stop–lines like the Hurley, Swangee, and 
Helpmate–the existing “stock” enters America in an 
uneasy third-class.

As a hard-bitten detective’s “stenophone assistant,” 
Karl Swangee solves crimes and has adventures. I hope 
that the version of me in Dimension X or whatever had 
a chance to do the comic better justice.

I had begun to develop a method of speaking, a 
language called “clickwise,” that was a kind of cultural 
signifier for the robots that live in this setting. Like the 
comic itself, it never saw the light of day.

AUTOMATA





We really like the Cardboard Tube Samurai, but I don’t 
think affection for him is anywhere near universal. So, 
out of consideration, we only utilize him once a year. 
It’s the same with Twisp and Catsby. There is a lot of 
enthusiasm on our end, but we go out of our way not 
to beat you about the head and shoulders with them.

We decided to investigate the (ahem) “origins” of the 
CTS in a special project created with members in mind.

In case we ever get around to completing it, I 
don’t want to go too in-depth as far as the story is 
concerned. That isn’t to say there is a lot of depth. 
We’re still who we are, doing the sorts of things we do. 
That said, there’s a good deal more than usual going 
on. I would say that “redemption” is not a common 
theme in Penny Arcade.

We do introduce the Tycho of that continuity, as well 
as a potentially interesting new long-term enemy. I 
thought that we had actually completed more of this 
story than we did. I’ve imagined the pages after this so 
often and in such detail that I’d begun to assume they 
were real.

CARDBOARD TUBE 
SAMURAI: PURITY
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Our take on John Woovian action cinema, we had the 
idea almost immediately after starting Penny Arcade. 
After we began running solely on donations, it seemed 
like a concept we could investigate for the people who 
were supporting the site. We did so.

We finished what I’d call the “first chapter,” four pages 
of which you can see here. It’s apparent by the end 
that Over-Easy became a playground Gabe could use 
to experiment with different line styles and coloring 
techniques. Some of these crept into the strip itself for 
a time, an outcome I rejoiced in. They went away, but 
like the proverbial Summer of ‘69 it is always a period 
I will look back on with fondness.

We were looking for an action sequence we hadn’t 
seen, before, and so settled on a motorcycle helmet 
being used as a bludgeoning weapon. Something 
similar would appear later in The Matrix Reloaded. I 
am not saying that they stole it, but certainly we felt 
vindicated in our choice.

OVER-EASY











erily, the heroes of Penny Arcade return 
in the second volume of valiant, chivalric 

deeds of brave heroism, heroic gallantry, 
and gallant bravery! Forsooth, etc. Join 
Sirs Gabriel and Tycho in battle with Epic 
Legends of the Magic Sword Kings!

Collects all the Penny Arcade strips  
posted online in the Year of Our Lord 2001!

Creator commentary, including classic  
Penny Arcade news posts published 
for the first time!

A massive full-color gallery featuring 
the stunning artwork from the 
Penny Arcade Card Game!

Bonus content that defies description!

Foreword from Microsoft’s J Allard!


