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Because it was a small town, we only had one cop, a tall thin Sheriff named Jacob 
Fischer, who took his job very, very seriously. He would drive up and down 
the little town center, past the barbershop, past the post office, and past the 
veterinarian’s office (where the Doctor would also set up shop on Tuesdays and 
Fridays). Then he’d make the whole loop over again. There wasn’t much to see.

Sometimes, when he was really bored, he would drive out towards the farms. He 
must have been lonely because he would always stop and talk to the neighbors. 
Farmers can be chatty. Like Jacob Fischer, they spent their days going up and 
down the rows of corn and soybeans. He would park the squad car—a beat-up 
cruiser with “police” painted on the sides—and he’d walk around the front of 
the property until whoever was working the field stopped the combine, climbed 
down, and walked over to him.

 “Something wrong, officer?”

 “Nope. Just looking around.”

 Jacob Fischer was always looking around, which made him an incredibly well-
informed gossip. And, as I’m sure you know, people in small towns (anywhere in 
the world) love to gossip. I’ll admit, I liked gossip too, but I hated small talk even 
more. He knew this, and it inspired him to annoy me even more. When he did, 
I’d ignore him (sometimes for over an hour), and he’d either go away in defeat 
or stand there long enough that I’d assume that maybe something was different 
this time. Maybe I’d done something illegal, or the boys were in trouble. Then, I’d 
stop the combine, climb down and go over to him.

“Something wrong, officer?”

“Nope, just looking around.”

Brian Rosenwinkel
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He’d smile like he knew he’d fooled me, and I’d turn around and get back on the 
combine and keep doing my work.

I didn’t have much sympathy for him. He had the easiest job in town, and he 
knew that when he took it. There’s no crime in this place because there aren’t 
many people. The people who are here own guns. Rifles. And they sleep with 
them next to their beds, not because they’re afraid of a burglar, but because 
there’s always an off chance that a raccoon will climb into your attic and fall 
through your bedroom ceiling in the middle of the night, landing on you or your 
wife with a scream, leaving you no choice but to shoot it. It would be foolish to 
rob people in a town where confrontations with paratrooping raccoons have 
sharpened everyone’s reflexes.

So, Jacob Fischer spent most of his days driving around and making small talk. 
People didn’t mind Jacob Fischer until the gym-class-incident, which I’ll admit 
maybe wasn’t entirely his fault but was absolutely asinine. It was May. Or April. 
It was springtime. Or maybe it was fall? September maybe? It doesn’t matter. 
It was a nice day. A nice enough day in Northern Iowa that the boy’s gym class 
decided to go outside to run sprints in the street. Of course, like any good high 
school gym class in the ‘70s, they brought their starter pistol with them. What’s 
a race in the street in the middle of a weekday without a starter pistol?

The gym teacher, who also moonlit as the owner of the dry cleaners in the town 
over, sent the smallest kid, Kenneth Nilsson, to the street’s end, five-hundred 
meters away. Kenneth would be the referee because he was probably too small 
to keep up anyways. This must have been a day when Jacob Fischer veered 
away from his usual route because, in the time between Kenneth firing the pistol 
directly into the sky and the boys finishing the race, Jacob Fisher was already 
there, jumping out of his beat-up cruiser.

“EVERYBODY FREEZE!”

His gun was drawn, and his face was pulled back into a mask of confidence, 
aggression, and absolute panic. From the looks of it, you would have thought 
he was stopping a bank robbery. Somehow, the sight of the gym uniforms, the 
running shoes, or the presence of the totally calm gym teacher did nothing to 
clue him in to what was happening. Before anyone could explain, ninety-pound 
Kenneth Nilsson was handcuffed, slammed into the cop car, and loaded into the 
backseat like a sack of potatoes. 
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By the time that Sherriff Fischer had confiscated a gym shirt from another 
student and used it to pick up the evidence (an attempt to keep his own 
prints off the gun), all of the neighbors had come out to watch. And that was 
when Jacob Fischer realized that this was not an active shooting and that the 
“gunman” in the back of his car was actually a sobbing fifteen-year-old. And he 
was holding a starter pistol with a sweaty shirt that he had taken off the back of 
a high schooler. It wasn’t a good look. 

That year, people talked about replacing Fischer, and I was the most 
disappointed to admit that no one else was qualified. Not that Fischer was, but 
there was a general belief that maybe Fischer wasn’t just a cop in a town without 
crime, but that maybe he had played some role in preventing said crime. Fischer 
won by a percentage point when elections rolled around, narrowly beating out 
write-ins Starsky and Hutch. He was pissed.

The small talk stopped, and the detours out to the farms turned into solemn, 
gossip-free drives. I was grateful for the change, even if I did feel bad. Usually, 
the town resets after a few months: if everyone remained ostracized forever, no 
one would be speaking to one another. That wasn’t the case with Fischer—he 
would need to earn back his social credit. For that to work, something big would 
have to happen. And to my dismay, it did.

I was working in the field in the middle of the summer when I heard the siren. 
I had never heard the police siren before and was immediately confused. I 
watched from the tall seat of the combine as Fischer’s squad car shot down the 
gravel roads, close on the heels of a shiny new sedan. Rocks flew, dust billowed, 
and the cars weaved and zigzagged—a real-life car chase. I stopped the tractor 
and watched in amusement. Why would Jacob Fischer be in a car chase? Did a 
toddler steal a candy bar?

Then the lead car turned slightly, and its intentions were clear: it would go 
off-road. Off-road where? Right into my farm. The shiny sedan hurtled off the 
gravel and onto the bumpy grass. It wouldn’t make it through the corn, but it 
wouldn’t have to: it was making a beeline towards the largest barn, a massive 
white aluminum structure that would probably crumple against the force of the 
speeding car. At first, it seemed like the driver had a death wish, but his last-
minute swerve revealed his real intentions: to drive straight at the barn, switch 
direction at the last minute, and cause the Sheriff to crash head-on.

While this was admittedly ambitious, it was also a challenging move to pull off. 
In speeding up directly towards the farm, the driver had to put a fair amount of 
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distance between himself and the cruiser. He then swerved about ten seconds 
too soon and allowed Fischer to avoid the trap and cut him off completely. The 
driver had a choice: T-bone the cop and risk killing them both, or stop the car. 
Thankfully, he chose the latter.

Fischer got out with his gun drawn and pulled the suspect out of the car. 
“Ed! Get over here,” he yelled. “And bring a gun.” I grabbed my rifle out of the 
passenger seat, climbed down, and walked over to them. “Look,” Fischer said. 
“We’ve got a double carjacking, and the other guy went the other way, so if you 
could just-” he grabbed the barrel of my gun and pointed it at the suspect. “Just 
hold him here. I’ll be right back.”

He got into the cruiser and sped away before I could say anything. I was 
confused (what’s the point of a cop car if not for carrying fugitives?) and a little 
scared (I was babysitting someone dangerous). To make matters worse, the 
carjacker wasn’t even handcuffed. I had him raise both arms in the air, and I 
eventually let him sit against the side of the barn.

I waited. It would only be a few minutes, right? Car chases go quickly. But I 
didn’t know how far in the other direction the other carjacker had gotten, not 
to mention I had to factor in Fischer’s general incompetence. How inept was he 
exactly? Well, considering he had me standing there, pointing a gun at a fugitive 
in the middle of my yard, he must have been pretty damn inept.

“Would you shoot me?”

I looked down into the carjacker’s eyes. I don’t know what I expected to see. Fear, 
probably. I thought about my brother shaking in a prisoner of war camp in the 
Pacific. This man didn’t look afraid. He was certainly no hero. His question was a 
challenge, and my only response was a nod. I would shoot him if I had to. If he put 
my family or me in danger, then I wouldn’t hesitate. My answer seemed to take 
some of the fight out of him. I breathed a sigh of relief. I was glad that he chose 
that particular wording. “Would I shoot him,” as opposed to “could I shoot him?” 
They were similar but very different questions. The primary distinction was that 
while I would shoot him if the situation required it, I couldn’t shoot him, as my 
gun was not loaded. I was holding a criminal at gunpoint. With an empty gun.

By the time I realized this, it was too late. I couldn’t just tell him to hang on while 
I grabbed another box of bullets. No, I had to pretend like I could (and would) kill 
him if I had to. I played pretend for over an hour. By the time Fisher pulled up, his 
headlight busted, and his hood dented, my arms were shaking with exhaustion. 
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The sheriff said a word of thanks and loaded the carjacker into the squad car, 
where his accomplice sat, handcuffed. Fischer gave me a cheeky, adrenaline-
filled grin. “The challenges of a one cop town!” he said, as if this kind of thing 
happened all the time.

Fischer’s story became an urban legend. I say, “Fischer’s story,” because it wasn’t 
what really happened, so much as it was Fischer’s take on the day. Some things 
sounded right: He didn’t have cuffs with him and had to stop at the station 
between apprehending the two suspects. Some things were obviously false, like 
the version my barber told me, wherein the lack of handcuffs forced Fischer to 
get creative and make the first suspect ride on the hood of the car on their way 
to get handcuffs.

My involvement, and that of my unloaded gun, were all but erased. To be honest, 
I was fine with that. I didn’t want people talking about me at the bar or the post 
office, or the barbershop. So whenever anyone told some insane, impossible 
version of the story, I just nodded and acted disinterested the way I always did. 
To his credit, Fischer himself gave me the best reward of all: he left me alone.
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The call was made last minute: it wouldn’t be appropriate for me to sing the song 
on national television. I wasn’t sure why, but to be fair, I didn’t know what any 
of the words meant. The song was The Jackson Five’s “Blame it on the Boogie,” 
and it was entirely in English. I had already spent hours standing in front of the 
mirror, my eleven-year-old mouth copying every syllable and every sound. And I 
had done it! I had learned the whole thing, even though Michael sang quickly on 
the choruses and sped through the verses. I was proud of myself. I was the Polish 
son of a Vietnamese immigrant, and English was French to me.

 Also, I liked the song. It was exciting and energetic and a good song to dance 
to. That would be important. I would have to be able to dance to the song. So, 
yes, I was disappointed. But I didn’t make the decisions. My only worry was that 
New Year’s Eve was only days out. I would have almost no time at all to learn 
whatever new song they chose, and the stakes couldn’t have been higher.

I was one of those kids who was always humming. Even in kindergarten, I didn’t 
stop, whether I was in the back of the class or sitting with the other kids. I’d 
like to think that I sounded pretty good. Most teachers would have found that 
distracting or irritating, so when my teacher pulled my mom to the side at the 
end of the school day, I was sure that I was in trouble. “I think you should have 
Albert audition for some shows,” she said. “He clearly likes music.”

 My mother looked at her, confused. Poland didn’t have a thriving community 
theatre scene. It wasn’t like she could just throw me in an after-school 
production of Almost Maine. “People are already going to be looking at him. It 
should be because he’s talented. Because they want to celebrate him.”

 She talked circles around the fact that as the son of a Vietnamese father and a 
Polish mother, I was the only person of color in the school. And she was right. 
I already knew that I was different, and it was only a matter of time before 

Brian Rosenwinkel

One Night as a 
Michael Jackson Impersonator
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everyone else caught on. While the idea of making me a child star to avoid the 
racism of the Polish school system was an unusual suggestion (and one that 
didn’t address the systemic issues), it was one that in excited me and made sense 
to my mother.

I started auditioning for shows, and soon enough, I was cast in The Academy 
of Mr. Kleks, a new musical about a magical school—think, a Polish version 
of The Magic School Bus. What was exciting about the show was that it was 
at the Roma Theatre, which, besides the opera house, was the largest venue 
in Warsaw. The Roma’s mission at the time was something along the lines of 
“bringing the best American productions to Poland.” To be in a show adapted 
from Polish children’s books by Polish writers was to be in one of the first 
authentically Polish productions done at the Roma. It was exciting.

In the show, I played one of the many children who attend the Academy, 
and I had a great time. When the run finished, the theatre stayed in contact. 
Whenever someone needed children for a production or a performance, I’d get 
a call. That was how I got some of my first jobs. Most of those gigs were smaller, 
usually theatre stuff. But I’d like to think that I got my big break all on my own.

 I was watching Zinaro, my favorite TV show at the time. It was a kid’s program 
that, like all good kid’s programs, was all about teaching the traditions of the 
Catholic church. At the end of the episode, the director, Lydia, popped up and 
announced that they would be holding auditions for new cast members. If you 
were a kid who wanted to be on TV (on Zinaro!), then this was your chance. 
Onscreen was a phone number, an address, and a date. Anyone who wanted to 
audition needed to go to the Polish broadcasting headquarters to be seen by the 
show’s executives.

 My mother took me to the audition. At six years old, I was in awe of the building’s 
size, which was large enough to accommodate just about everything filmed 
and produced by Polish Public Broadcasting. Right across the street was a row 
of houses, which were seemingly unaware of how mismatched they looked in 
the shadow of such a gigantic concrete structure. The line of children wrapped 
around the block, each one accompanied by a parent or guardian. From the looks 
they gave me as my mother and I joined the queue, these kids wanted the gig 
just as badly as I did.

The boy in front of me, Mateusz, was bouncing off the walls. He and I quickly 
became friends. A buzz made its way down the line: a casting director was 
coming and picking out the most interesting kids. Because of Mateusz’s energy 
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and the fact that I naturally stood out, we were both chosen. We followed the 
casting director and cut the line. The rest of the kids starred absolute daggers at 
us as we made our way into the building. I don’t think the rest of them were even 
called.

Inside, we would have to audition for the director and the casting directors, 
who asked us if we had prepared our poems. Oh, we were supposed to bring 
a poem. Mateusz and I looked at each other—we hadn’t prepared for this—we 
were there to have a good time! The executives talked amongst themselves and 
decided this was fine. To our advantage, the girl in front of us was performing a 
terrible poem (about choo-choo trains), and I’m pretty sure they wanted a break. 
They dismissed her with a “Thank you.”

 When it was Mateusz’s turn, they had him pretend to be a frog. Without 
hesitation, he got down, started jumping around and making frog noises. The 
casting directors laughed, and it was clear that he had won them over. Then it 
was my turn. And I have absolutely no recollection of what happened. None 
whatsoever. Maybe they had me pretend to be an animal. Maybe I had to sing 
the Polish National Anthem. I’m not sure, but it wasn’t long after that my mom 
got the call—I was one of Zinaro’s newest cast members.

We would film on Saturdays when all of the kids were off school. I liked my 
castmates and was thrilled to learn that Mateusz was also cast. I was the series’ 
troublemaker, always coming in to pull pranks or make people angry. I loved 
every second of it. And while the show was contained to weekends, they would 
sometimes come to film me at school. At first, this made me a bonafide celebrity. 
Later? Not so much.

I started attending music school on Tuesdays and Thursdays, and soon enough, 
they had me doing voice-over dubbing after school on Mondays, Wednesdays, 
and Fridays. My biggest role was Boots in the Polish dubbing of Dora The 
Explorer, but I filled in lots of background voices, kids’ parts, and miscellaneous 
roles in film and TV shows.

At school, the excitement of being “Albert the star” wore off very quickly. Kids 
are mean, not necessarily because they intend to be, but because they say 
whatever they’re thinking. Seriously. Any thought just comes out automatically! 
At first, my classmates had been excited. Their friend was on TV. But then the 
complaints started coming, people upset that I had gotten to miss school for one 
reason or another, or parents calling about so-called preferential treatment.
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 And soon enough, my kindergarten teacher was right. People realized that 
I did not look like the rest of my Polish classmates. Like all kids who carry 
some weight of the immigrant experience, there were comments about what 
foods I brought for lunch or what kinds of things my family did at home. It was 
impossible to determine what was a reaction to my success and what was just 
racism and discrimination. Could I separate the two? Did it even matter?

 At the same time, I was spending less and less time with kids my age. Sure, I was 
at school, but I was becoming more and more of an outsider. Filming Zinaro was 
nice, but that was only one day a week, and it was work. I didn’t have time to 
hang out after school. I had music lessons or dubbing sessions. I was a kid, but I 
had places to be and a job to do. The adults I worked with were mostly nice, but 
they were adults. It was their job to get a specific performance out of me. They 
made the creative decisions. They told me where I had to be and when.

 I remember one voice-over project I was working on, the director decided that 
to make my performance as authentic as possible, she would change some 
things up. In a usual voice-over session, you watch the animated visuals (or some 
mock-up images) and hear the lines before and after yours. If you’re recording 
a conversation, you hear the other person’s part so that you can act and react 
appropriately. Well, this particular director decided that to get the most out of 
my performance, it would be best for me not to see or hear anything other than 
her. She would hold her arm in the air when I should talk and take her arm down 
when my line was up. I was confused—how would I watch her for my ques and 
read the script in front of me?

 At this point, some people on the street knew who I was. and would say hello or 
make it clear that they knew me. It was like some parts of my life were strange, 
pulled from the pages of a US tabloid article about child stars. And yet, I was still 
going to the same school, still living with my family, still going about my life. In 
Poland, there just wasn’t the same amount of money in entertainment as there 
was in the States. People knew who I was. I gained popularity, but I didn’t have 
the lifestyle changes that came with getting rich because I wasn’t! I was still 
Albert. I was a regular kid who also had a job.

 Then, in 2009, Michael Jackson died. Maybe that’s a big deal to you. Maybe it’s 
not. But you have to understand, the people of Poland loved Michael Jackson. 
They loved Michael Jackson and Michael Jordan, the two MJs who epitomized 
American capitalism and success. This is because contemporary Poland was 
largely shaped by the moment in which the wall fell.
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Poland looked around and decided what kind of capitalist country it would 
be—what art, what culture it would celebrate. ‘89 was one of the best years 
of Jordan’s career, and it was the same year that Jackson won his Lifetime 
Achievement award at the AMAs. As of 2009, there was probably no country as 
devoted to Michael Jackson as Poland. He knew it, too, and even floated around 
the idea of building a theme park. The deal didn’t go through, but his love for the 
country was more than reciprocated, and his death sent shockwaves through 
Poland.

 In December, six months after the pop super star’s death, there was an 
announcement that that year’s televised annual New Year’s Celebration would 
be a memorialization of Michael’s life and career. Like all of the major protests 
and demonstrations in Poland’s history, the performance would be taking place 
in Warsaw’s Constitution Square. Michael had begun his career as a child star, so 
it was only appropriate that the celebration would also begin with a child star. It 
wasn’t long before the house phone rang. They wanted me to audition.

 My mother and I made our way back to the now-familiar broadcasting 
headquarters but were not met with the same line of eager auditioners. Only 
two kids were brought in for the part, and I was one of them. I knew the other 
kid, but I was confident that I had this one in the bag. I sang, I danced, and I 
acted my heart out. And I got the job! I would be playing the first iteration of the 
Michael Jackson during the nationally televised New Year’s Eve broadcast. The 
whole country would watch me perform.

I spent weeks preparing and memorizing—you guessed it—”Blame It On The 
Boogie”—and when word came down that the song would have to change, I had 
only a week to memorize The Jackson Five’s “I Want You Back.” As disappointed 
as I was, I asked the executives if I could record my favorite parts of the 
background vocals. They agreed, and the next thing I knew, I was in a small 
studio booth.

 As the performance approached, I was less and less sure that I would be able to 
commit the song to memory. My father, an immigrant himself, was insistent: I 
would have to pull this off perfectly or risk giving everyone else ammunition to 
use against me. The dress rehearsal came and went, and finally, it was showtime. 
I put on my bedazzled vest, silk shirt, and an afro wig. I took to the stage with my 
team of backup dancers.

 For drama’s sake, I wish I could say that I was terrified.  The physical audience 
was made up of thousands of people, and the televised audience had hundreds 
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of thousands more. The stage was massive and full of giant light-up screens and 
a runway-like platform where I would be performing alone. But I wasn’t scared. 
I had grown up performing on stage, on camera, and in front of people. This was 
no different than rehearsal. And the performance went exactly as planned.

 Afterward, it felt like most of Poland knew who I was. That was cool on some 
levels; I got booked for a new family sitcom and seemed to be getting stopped 
everywhere I went. On another level, it was very unpleasant. My classmates 
had finally had it with me and mocked just about everything I did, ate, said, or 
wore inside and outside of school. Even my teachers were now upset with me 
for no reason; my piano teacher called me a sell-out. I was eleven! I had been 
performing for five years. What constitutes an eleven-year-old sell-out?

And then my family moved to Vietnam. Seriously. At the end of the school year, 
we packed up and moved to the other side of the world for reasons that I didn’t 
understand. I was furious. For starters, the only languages I knew were Polish 
and English (and my English consisted entirely of words used in two Michael 
Jackson songs). I didn’t speak Vietnamese. I’d have to leave my entire life behind, 
including my new sitcom role.

Eventually, I got adjusted to life in my new home. I was glad to go through 
puberty out of the public eye and gladder to leave behind everyone at school. 
In Vietnam, I stood out for speaking Polish and for being mixed race, but I didn’t 
have to worry about being the only person of color. I got to be myself, get to 
know other kids, and rediscover the parts of childhood that I had missed while I 
was on sound stages and in recording booths.

In high school, I moved back to Poland. I did some voice-over work for some 
Pixar movies, a Nickelodeon show, and a bunch of commercials. I was fluent 
in English by this point and voiced the mandatory nationwide English exams’ 
listening portions. The biggest job I landed was a kid’s science show, starring 
me (Albert), Albert Einstein, and my pet rat. In many ways, life was less chaotic 
than it had been, and I now had more of the skills to handle whatever came at 
me. I was working and making things that I was proud of, but I also had time to 
think critically about the things that I was doing and the kinds of jobs that were 
available.

 Much of the art in Poland, and almost everything I participated in, was an 
adaptation or direct copy of something already done in America. The history 
of Poland has very much been shaped by the way that the rest of the world has 
used Poland or worked around Poland to get what it wanted. Poland was often 
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the observer or the pawn. The occupied country. And my other home, Vietnam 
was similar in that way; bordered by China, it became a battleground for other 
people’s fights.

 Growing up, I watched as we idolized everything coming out of America. I 
watched as Poland looked to the US as a role model for existing in a world of 
westernization and globalization. For me, there was a rush that I got out of 
being Michael Jackson, but even more of a rush from performing in Constitution 
Square. I liked being in a show at the Roma, but I was glad that it was a Polish 
show. I was part of a new generation of people, one who didn’t need to look to 
America for what to do next. 

 So, what was next for me? I moved to America. Hear me out. I wanted to go to 
school, to get away from the things I knew in Poland and in Vietnam. But I also 
wanted to create things that hadn’t been created in Poland. To me, the best way 
to do that was to go to the States, to make my own art, and exist as a successful 
mixed-race Polish and Vietnamese person in the system that everyone was 
glorifying. To be somewhere that prioritized and celebrated the creation of the 
original, while proving to the people at home that I was simply being myself, was 
my goal.

 I would love to go back to Poland at some point, to go there and make art that is 
original and as unique to Poland as it is to me. I want to find other Polish artists, 
either living in Warsaw or around the world, who are part of a new generation of 
creatives working to tell the stories of an often forgotten place.

 When people I meet in school stumble across videos of me performing on 
national television or hear me casually drop something into the conversation, 
they are always intrigued. Was I the Polish-male version of Britney Spears? Was 
I swarmed by paparazzi, or do I have a giant stockpile of money? The answer to 
all of those things is no. Thankfully, I live a very normal life. All the money I made 
(the little bit of it) went towards my college tuition. However, I do still get royalty 
checks from Dora. I like to save those up, and once a year, I treat myself to lunch.



15K I N G D O M  O F  I N K  W R I T E R S

Brian Rosenwinkel

How to Make Your Brand’s Digital Content 
Funnier, Guaranteed!

Think of Super Bowl commercials, viral brand tweets, and memorable online 
interactions—being funny is often touted as the key to marketing success! 
Humor is a great way to be memorable, likable, and infinitely more sharable 
online. But there’s also a caveat: the way that large corporations, culturally 
relevant fast-food chains, and industry giants exist online is very different from 
how small businesses, start-ups, and local organizations can conduct themselves 
on social media platforms. 

Maybe your company has little to no interaction with the general public. Maybe 
you don’t have a team of people to keep up with the latest internet humor 
trends. Or, maybe you don’t have millions of followers who enjoy watching 
your snarky interactions with competitors. Trying to mimic the online voices 
of Wendy’s, Charmin, or Chipotle is not the key to your online success. But 
humor is just as crucial for your brand as it is for theirs; you have to approach it 
differently. 

Here’s how:

1. Consider Your Audience 

Brand humor is not the same thing as comedy. Comedy is funny on its own, but 
humor is funny because of the context! A funny tweet from a company that sells 
bleach will be more surprising (and funny) than the same tweet would be if it 
came from a professional comedian. Your audience establishes the “context” of 
your content, determining how funny it is. 

Do you interact with the public, or are the people viewing your content working 
within a specific industry? 

The more industry-specific your digital reach is, the less “traditionally funny” you 
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have to be. If you sell administrative software to dentist’s offices, ask yourselves 
what jokes would make dentists, dental hygienists, and office managers laugh. 
Ex: “Insurance claims piling up? You should know that build-up is bad in the 
mouth and in the office.”  

If you’re a brand that interacts with the public, ask yourself how your followers 
know you. Are they local? Have they purchased your products online? The more 
specific your audience is, the easier it is to know if you should joke about pop 
culture or make a crack about the weekend weather forecast.  

2. Consider Your Platform 

If you’re here, you already know that a quick google search of “funny brand 
content” takes you lists of tweets. That makes sense because Twitter is a 
language-first platform with algorithms that often favor comedy and promote 
content sharing in the form of retweets. Instagram is an image-sharing platform 
with no “re-share” option. Facebook is a combination of the two, and both 
Facebook and Instagram favor personal content. LinkedIn is also mixed media, 
but it’s home to more professional content. 

Another important distinction is between free content and promoted content, 
which brands pay to have displayed. On sites like Instagram, Facebook, and even 
LinkedIn, these kinds of ads are more common and expected. On Twitter, not 
so much, so you’ll want to keep the humor to your free content, or it might feel 
like you’re trying too hard (which is the easiest way to kill a joke on Twitter). On 
other sites, funny promoted content is okay, but keep it brief and use visuals to 
get the joke across. Think edited photos, side-by-sides, or even memes (more on 
that in a minute). 

Twitter is language-heavy, and it’s a hub for comedic thoughts and ideas. 
Therefore, it’s the most appropriate place to make jokes. That same volume of 
“funny” content won’t necessarily work for you on more straight-forward sites 
like Facebook or (especially) LinkedIn. 

Finally, embrace the individual identity of each platform. Think about the tropes 
you see and the kinds of posts that are common from other brands. Is it a 
product launch update, a (dramatic) status update, or an overly staged photo? 
Put your spin on it! Post pictures of dogs drinking protein powder (#gains), or 
write a blurb about how your brand took a leap of faith and will now be bravely 
participating in a Black Friday sales event.  
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3. Consider Your Voice and Stay on Brand

First and foremost, you are a brand! Some brands have found ways to be funny 
by choosing a unique online voice. That’s great, but you need to be careful. 
Sticking to your voice and your perspective makes your content funnier and 
makes you trustworthy and consistent! Choosing an unsustainable voice (like 
tweeting things that are rude and abrasive for shock value, or posting things that 
make little to no sense) will probably not work for your brand. 

Consider whether or not people will understand your point of view from 
interacting with a single post. With paid ads especially, this might be the 
first time your audience is getting to know you. If you’re a coffee shop that 
overemphasizes your earthy business practices, make it clear that you’re aware 
of your exaggerated voice. Whether or not it’s a joke, people still need to walk 
away with a better understanding of your company! 

Tip: An age-old (and not worn out) practice is choosing someone or something 
else to “run” your pages. An extremely successful example is Barbie’s Instagram 
page—run by Barbie herself. If you have a brand mascot or logo, consider how 
they would run your brand page. What kind of things would they write? Are 
you a candy company whose Instagram can be run by a hungry seven-year-old? 
If you sell home leak protection services, what would water say about your 
product? Find ways to spin it! 

4. How to Engage with Digital Trends 

The more public-facing your content is, and the younger your audience (think 
Twitter and Instagram), the more tempted you will be to engage with internet 
trends. Memes, popular joke formats, and trending hashtags have proven 
to be a high-risk, high-reward game for brands. If done successfully, you will 
create hilarious, relevant content that will be easily discoverable. If done 
unsuccessfully, your reference will be dated, cringy, or confusing by the time it’s 
posted. 

The trick? Be aware! Know that trends usually hit Twitter first, Instagram 
second, and then filter to other sites. What’s funny on Twitter today will not be 
funny on Twitter tomorrow, but could be funny on Facebook in a week. Think 
critically before you post a meme on all platforms at once. Know your limits. Are 
you as internet savvy as your audience? Are you confident that you can identify 
trending jokes before they get old? 
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If not, that’s okay! Some of the best humor is that which has already stood the 
test of time. Think about classic pop culture moments, movie lines, or world 
events. They don’t have to be relevant; they have to be understood by your core 
audience! Like fashion, music, and design, what was popular yesterday is out of 
date today. What was popular ten, twenty years ago is just coming back in style. 
If you don’t feel comfortable making a joke about this year’s Oscar winners, 
make a joke about Titanic (1997)!

5. When in Doubt, Cut It (or Get Professional Help) 

The number one way to stay funny: exercise restraint. It’s 2021, and people 
approach digital content with skepticism. More than that, they know that 
enjoying a brand’s content doesn’t always equate to buying their product. Your 
job is to sell. If your funny post or ad makes people intrigued, interested, and 
invested in your product, that’s great! But if people only follow you to see the 
crazy things you post, you’re going to have a hard time paying your bills.

Then there’s the timeless question of what is (and is not) appropriate to post 
online. For some, this comes naturally. For others, it does not. For many, the 
promise of a good joke makes judgment leave the building. Again, you are a 
brand, not a standup comedian. If people will be offended by your joke, don’t 
post it. If your joke isn’t appropriate to tell in the workplace, don’t post it. This 
should be obvious, but I’ll say it anyway: if your joke is sexist, racist, homophobic, 
or otherwise bigoted, don’t post it! Think about your audience. A disinterested 
customer can be pulled back in. An offended customer cannot be.
And then, when in doubt, hire someone to help. Copywriters make a living 
creating and editing content for web-blasts, advertisements, and social media 
posts. They know how to engage with online humor, and they have a finger on 
the pulse of different sites. They will help you find your voice and leverage your 
audience without any big comedy flops. 

Online humor can do wonders for your web presence and your sales! 
Remember, it’s all about connecting to your audience in a specific and authentic 
way. Humor is another way of selling who you are as a brand, revealing your 
identity, and showing how it informs the product you’ve created. And like all 
tools, humor is best used when it’s used properly! So, on that note, go forth, be 
funny, and make a sale! 
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