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Welcome to the second SMBC book. Being the second book, it has many of the 
qualities of all great sequels: new ideas are introduced, older ideas are extended 
and twisted, and at the end, it turns out the killer was you all along.

This book mostly contains comics from 2011, which has been a year of stylistic 
change for SMBC. In 2010, I decided I would no longer care about panel number. 
Subsequently, people seemed to really prefer the longer ones. In fact, there 
appears to be a strong correlation between length of strip and traffic on the 
website. Since I worship at the altar of Mammon, this perverse incentive system 
has prompted me to create longer and longer comics, culminating in the 57 panel 
behemoth contained in this book.

This is a dangerously unstable state of affairs. A back of the envelope calculation 
suggests that panel number doubles roughly every year. Unless my math is wrong, 
within our lifetimes, every comic will contain just over infinity panels. By then, all 
labor on Earth will have to be redirected toward creating the ink and paper needed 
for additional comics. Before long, all the trees will be gone, the greenhouse effect 
will enter an unchecked feedback loop, and we will perish, our shriveling husks 
dried, scorched, carbonized, and finally annihilated by the Venus-like hellscape we 
made of our once-verdant Earth. The world will have ended - not with a whimper, 
but with a boner joke.

So enjoy the more expansive story-like strips contained herein. Don’t worry about 
the gears of destruction you’re helping to turn - you’re only contributing a little.

 

P.S.: If you bought the first book, this book continues the adventure game by letting 
you pursue the “death” track. If you didn’t, begin with the square below. Each 
square represents the last choice you made, and gives you two new choices. To 
follow a choice, just use the number and arrow to identify the page number and the 
location on that page for the next adventure block.
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Turns out that wasn’t Ted’s list of fetishes.
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Upon closer scrutiny, it turns out
I’m not actually a doctor.
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I try to find creative ways
to compensate for my shyness.
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I’m what you call a virtuoso masturbator.
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And for the rest of the night, you’ll wonder if she actually enjoyed
sex or was just trying to avoid relationship conflict!
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“The meek shall inherit the earth.”
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Oddly enough, politicians excel at quantum mechanics.
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Later in life, Superman refuses to admit 
he has erectile dysfunction.

Pranks are way better in the future.

The least dangerous disgruntled employees work at the FCC.
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“Why won’t you tell me your teenage fantasy?”
she asked. “I want to live up to it.”

“Well...” he began.
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What if Malthus had been an optimist?
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Sally convinced me to buy her that new video game.

Fortunately, humans will never know why the Universe ended.

If she loves you more each and every day,
by linear regression she hated you before you met.
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Babies don’t shout “waaahhh!” when they’re little.

They shout “whyyyyy!?”

You can’t tell because they can’t pronounce the hard “y” sound,
but they’re in a complete existential crisis.

It takes 2 to 3 years before they finish their period of utter
madness, at which point their brains are completely empty, and
you can start teaching them about counting and animal noises.
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The philosophy department is no longer allowed to keep pets. William Paley proves that there’s a God, and that he’s a dick.
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This is why I don’t believe in guided evolution.
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All false nostalgia is essentially the same.
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