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Editorial

Look around you. The miracle of God’s
creation is everywhere. And it stinks. We

could do better. If we were God:

On the first day, We'd create a huge pair
of tits. This, to Us, is a pretty satisfying
universe, so We’d rest for a while. For
econs, this would be existence: a gargan-
tuan, disembodied, intergalactic bosom.
Eventually, by accident, We'd create the
lever. And it would be good. Although
initially dismayed that Our once pristine
mammary splendor had been despoiled
by this simple machine, We’d soon dis-
cover that it can be used to raise and
lower the breasts at a pleasing rate.

Enchanted, We’d create more levers.
The levers would proliferate, rapidly
overpopulating the universe. To Our
horror, they would develop intelligence
and hold the breasts hostage, demand-
ing objects to place on themselves and
elevate efficiently using small amounts of
force. We’d capitulate, creating millions
of lizards, palm trees, and cubes of maple
sugar. Then We’d rest again. More eons
would pass.

Eventually We’d remember that We
were supposed to be creating a world,
and thus far had only managed a gently
floating space-rack, several trillion sen-
tient levers, and a smattering of cosmic
bric-a-brac. Hurriedly, We’d create light,
the earth and all its accoutrements. We’d
create man in Our own image: short, pal-
lid and unathletic. We’d create woman
in, um, Our girlfriend’s image: lithe,
beautiful, and not-at-all-imaginary. Lov-
ingly, We’d place Ron and Doris in the
paradisiacal Olive Garden of Eden. We’d
give them full reign of the Garden’s fam-
ily-friendly riches, with one caveat: they
must never eat from the Tree of Shrimp
Scampi. We’d soon be dismayed to dis-
cover that Doris had tempted Ron and
they had ordered a Shrimp Scampi to

share (just one because the portions are so

large). Angrily, We’d cast them out of the
Garden, ignoring their pleas that it was

“only 7.99!”

We'd try again, creating another man
in Our own image, but this time with
an allergy to seafood. The result would
be the same, thus forcing Us to increase
the Shrimp Scampi’s price. Not even this
would work; none would be able to resist
the Garden’s creamy, lightly herbed temp-
tation.

Crushed by Our inability to create
a perfect universe, We would unleash a
primal howl of disappointment, prompt-
ing Our Mom to knock on Our door and
ask what We were shouting about. “Shut
up Mom,” We would say, “don’t judge
Us. We're creating the Universe. You
wouldn’t understand.” “Oh I know what
You do with Your little Universes,” she
would respond condescendingly. “You
make sure You clean up thoroughly after-
ward! And keep it down,” she would add.
“Your Father’s trying to sleep, He’s had a
busy day at the extra-dimensional existen-
tial office.” “Nothing is ever good enough
for You, 1s it?!” we would shout, bursting
into tears of constipated rage. “How om-
niscient do We have to be for You to love
Us?” Walking away, She would mutter
under Her breath, “We should have sent
Him to boarding school.”
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Mqilbqg

Dear ES, MC, and CC classes of 2010,

So to recap: two people spend
$120,000 on a car. One receives a Lam-
borghini Gallardo, the other a pre-owned
Camry. Both cars work, although the
Camry lacks climate control and doors.
There are many ways in which this is not
unfair.

-Yale College

Dear Sirs:

We request that you remove the like-
nesses of Chuck D and Flava Flav from
your “Militant Black Scat Porn,” Public
Enema. Failure to do so may result in
legal action.

Sincerely,

Def Jam Records

Dear Yale Record,

You probably think I'm writing be-
cause everyone has forgotten I exist, but
I'm actually writing to inform you that I
do not support social justice.

Sincerely,

Rocky Road Ice Cream

Dear God,

I've got ninety-nine problems but a
— oh, you bastard.

—-Adam

Dear Harriet Miers and Ashlee Simpson,
I'm making a pornographic film called
“Unqualified for Many Things...But Not
For Fucking!” Would you guys like to
star?
-Larry Flynt

Dear Yale Record,
Hey! It’s me again! I got a wombat!
-Boomerang

Dear Yorick,
Alas, poor you.
-Hamlet

Dear Legions of Fans,

Fine, I'll tell you. The call of the
Cthulu is “Wooooooooooooooof.” He
also likes biscuits. Happy?

-H.P. Lovecraft

Dear Extremely-Standard-and-Boring
Putty,

Man, I thought you would be as fun
as silly putty, but yeah, that was pretty
misguided.

—Jordan, age 12

Dear Billy Joel,
It was us.
—~The Indiscriminate Arsonists
Association of America

Dear Prometheus,

Could we cut back on the wine, man?
I like my liver a little less cirrhotic.

-A Huge Eagle

Dear Unsavory Grease and Animal Fats,
Get up off my grill.
—-George Foreman

Dear Baloo,

You can spear melons on your claws,
and I'm blind and elderly. It’s time we
joined forces to fight melons and time.

Sincerely,

Mr. Magoo

Dear Santa,
I am the King of the Owls!
Sincerely,
The King of the Owls

Dear Venus,
Ha ha! Your name rhymes with penis!
Sincerely,

Uranus

(continued on page 23)

Mailbag

« The Yale Record 3



Paraphernalia

TheDispassion of the Christ
MICHAEL RAE-GRANT

Lately, Jesus had seemed out of sorts. He
had become increasingly sedentary, had
not changed His robes in a month, and
had taken to transmuting large quantities
of water into wine. Not even the sight of
an uncured leper child would cheer Him.

Thus was His mood when, after the
Last Supper, a crowd of temple officers
arrived to arrest Him for blasphemy.
“Are you the one they call ‘the King of
the Jews’?” shouted the mob. Jesus stared
at them, and after several minutes of si-
lence, the Son of God revealed His glory
by declaring Himself and saying to them,
“What?”

They took Him and dragged Him
before Pilate — because He could not find
the energy to walk and was as difficult
to carry as is a half hekat of unbaked
dough. There He was accused and sen-
tenced to death by crucifixion. Wise as
He was with the wisdom of God, and
supposing it was His duty, He guessed,
whatever, Jesus did not complain, and
instead fell asleep, drooling His blessings
onto a centurion’s boot. There He was
whipped brutally, but the soldiers felt bad
to do it because they could see in His
eyes that He was already beaten.

A crown of thorns was placed upon
His head, but it was lost amidst His wild
hairs, which He had not washed within
memory and which already contained
mnumerable sticks and jagged objects,
wont as He was to curl up on the ground
and lie there. Amidst the jeers of the
faithless He was nailed to the cross. As
the nails sunk into his wrists, He de-
spaired further and was about to exclaim,
“Father, why have You forsaken Me?”
But then He thought of what His life had
become, and He knew why.
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When the soldiers were ready to lift
His crucifix into place, they paused, for
it seemed to them that He was already
dead. And indeed He was - on the in-
side. Pity took their hearts, and they re-
moved Him from the cross and left Him
to lie next to it, where He died after sev-
eral days during which He was often sup-
posed deceased by children who found
joy in poking Him with a stick.

On the third day after His death, the
rock sealing His tomb was rolled aside
by those expecting His resurrection. But
they found Him dead as before, and per-
haps even more so because His body had
begun to decay while He languished in
Heaven. Amen.

A Very Short List Of
The Ways In Which
The First Part of the
Hebrew Bible Would
Be Different If It Were
Written By Spanish

Matadors
STAFF
- Toro!

Confessions of a

Speed-Dater
DAVID LITT

Sure, I speed date. Just last night,
for example, I put on my bowler hat
and my Nike Shox and sidled into
the People’s Democratic Republic of
Lounge, the most fashionable Maoist

nightclub outside the Guizhou province.
Once inside, I filled in my speed-dating
card. Name: Slick Wilson. Occupation:
Lust. Style counts. In 15 minutes I had
dated 12 women and gotten 32 phone
numbers, nine home addresses, and the
deed to Baltic Avenue. It was wild.

They call it getting lucky, but in speed
dating, luck is another word for game,
which is another word for charisma,
which is another word for charm. Charm
also has several synonyms. Sometimes,
you'll see some poor schlub out there,
looking like a fish out of water, or, to be
more precise, like a fish who is awkward
around women and looks like a dude. He
tries to play it cool, but at the end of the
night I'm the one the ladies want to walk
them home. I always tell them the same
thing: “Listen, honey, I'm a speed dater.
I don’t walk anybody home.” Then I
grab her by the wrist and sprint back to
her place, and I sprint fast because I used
to be a polo player and I've studied how
horses move. This establishes me as the
dangerous, uninhibited type — especially
if her shoulder dislocates.

Who even goes on a regular date any-
more? People in comas? Just saying.

I'm even good at breaking up, which
is tricky, especially if you’re a nervous
wreck, which I'm not, ever. Two weeks
ago I was at El Ron Hubbard, a scien-
tologist tapas bar outside of an under-
ground complex in Washington D.C.,
and I was 15 seconds into date number
six. If there is one thing that I won’t
put up with in a woman, it’s ennui, and
when she said things like “I am not go-
ing to have sex with you” and “you are
a creep,” I noticed a distinct ennui in
her tone of voice. A novice might have
frozen like a Popsicle in headlights,
but not Slick Wilson. Thinking fast, I
screamed out, “IDONTTHINKWE-
SHOULDSEEEACHOTHERITSNO-
TYOUITSME, "at the top of my lungs,
and, stopping in front of the plate glass
window to admire my reflection, jumped
through it. Sure, it hurt. Love hurts. So
does a ballpoint pen if you stab yourself
with it - so stop crying and man up.

So would I ever get married? That’s
like asking if Don Juan and Casanova
had a kid - and that kid was named Don
Juan Casanova — would he want to get
married? Also, that kid is me. And the
answer is yes he would, if it’s the right



woman. But my standards are high as

a kite, which I know is usually a refer-
ence to drugs but this time refers to my
standards, so back off, word-police. She’d
have to have personality, brains, and

a butt that won’t quit. Being a butt. If
that happened I could see myself speed
proposing to her, and one day I would
settle down and raise a speed family. Of
course, the next day I'd be back on the
town, because trying to hold me down is
like trying to hold a large balloon, which
is difficult to hold down, down.

So the next time you're in the Cri-
tique of Pure Bacon, the tastiest Kantian
Kosher Deli outside of Jerusalem, keep
an eye out for me. Maybe you’ll spot
me casually hiding behind a large plastic
pickle. Maybe we’ll get together for two
bites of a sandwich, and then pick up our
sandwiches and move to the next table.
And maybe, if you're lucky, I'll run you
back to your place for seven seconds in
heaven.

A New Haven

Point-Counterpoint
BEN ORLIN

Point: “Yale Students are Naive and Sheltered”
By Your Roommate Calling From His
Cell Phone

Hey, it’s me. No, not Pinocchio—it’s your
roommate. Wait, don’t hang up. What
do you mean you're expecting a call from
Pinocchio? Are you drunk? Look, just

hear me out for a minute. I need to get
this off my chest.

Yale students are naive and sheltered.
These kids think they’re going to be
ruling the world in 10 years, but they
don’t know the first thing about life past
campus. Just look at the way everyone
buys into Yale’s demonization of New
Haven. No, I said “demonization,” not
“semenization.” You see, Yale would have
us believe that every night at midnight
black teenagers come swooping down
York Street on bicycles to rob the reckless
Yalies who roam the streets after dark.
But it’s all just propaganda.

Stop laughing, I'm being serious. In
fact, you know where I am right now?
Way down Broadway Street, three blocks
past Payne-Whitney. Yes, I know it’s
11:30 p.m. No, I'm not “rushing” a gang.

Actually, there’s a disturbing parallel
with Bush’s War on Terror. The Yale ad-
ministration and the Bush administration
both promote fear and xenophobia. Bush
puts the country on red alert without
explaining why; Yale sends out alarmist
emails after every mugging.

No, I'm not leaving you my laptop.

I haven’t even written a will. C’mon,
you're not listening to me.

You know the worst part? It’s the ra-
cial bigotry. Everyone at Yale pretends to
be so politically correct, but how many
of them run the other way when they see
a couple of black kids on bikes? Would
you react the same way to white kids,
or South Asian kids? Yes, of course they
have bikes in South Asia.

God, am I the only one in this whole
university who knows anything about
the real world? See, here I am in a part of
the city most Yalies would be terrified of,
and I'm perfectly fine.

Counterpoint: “Hey you, give me your wallet.”
By a Mugger

Hey, you. Give me your wallet. Don’t
say anything, I got a gun. And your
phone, give me your cell phone. What
are you doing outside your dorm, kid?
Just stay inside your castle walls. Shut
up. Stop crying. I'll shoot your foot. Yale
kids...

Which Opiate is Right
for You? A Former
Druggie Reviews

His New Addiction:

Religion.
SAM BAGG

When they told me in Sunnyvale
Rehabilitation Center that I could turn to
God to help me solve my drug problems,
I groaned - “Yeah right,” I thought, “is
God going to pay Jagged Karl his $200?”
I never thought that being high on life
could replace being high on, well, pretty
much any drug you can name. But man,
was [ wrong! Check it out:

- Always liked the tranquil feeling
you got from marijuana, but that com-
mercial about helping terrorists got you
wanting to quit? You can always count
on a good mellow high from Buddhism.
Every time you get a hit of the Buddha,
you get really relaxed and chill, and you
Just start thinking about deep shit, you
know? You'll be meditating and just real-
ize, “what if everything was really just,
like, all together,” you know? Like if we
were all one thing, and all connected and
shit? That would be tight. No, like really.
Because sometimes you just want to chill
out with a real natural religion like Bud-
dhism and you don’t need any of these
additives or synthetic ingredients like
gods and devils.

- Decided to quit dropping acid after
your most recent minigolf-windmill-re-
lated near-death experience but still want
to feel like you’re in another world? If
you want to get crazy, let me tell you,
there are some really wacko opiates out
there. Get a little Scientology in you and
suddenly you're seeing aliens all over
the place, and having visions with weird
colors and Martians and a ginormous
intergalactic Margaret Thatcher. With
Scientology, once you start tripping, you
Just can’t stop. It’s like falling down a
never-ending staircase of interplanetary
wisdom. Side effects may include contact
with Tom Cruise.

- Crack was nice... until you got
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caught rummaging through your little
cousin’s Barbie collection looking for
loose change to pay off your latest pur-
chase. Not into aliens, but still want an
escape from reality to replace the snow?
Southern Baptism is a tried and true
opiate. You get so excited and hyper after
each hit of Jesus you take that you just
want to run around and proclaim it to
the world. Be careful though, the high is
so good, you’ll do anything to get a little
more Jesus. Anything that gets between
you and God has to go, and darn it to
hell if a few negroes, queers, and baby-
killing liberals have to die in the process.

- Haven’t been able to get a good
submissive fuck since your roofie dealer
got busted? If you really need to get laid,
and you don’t need it to be consensual,
there’s no need to slip something in her
drink - you can always count on a good
dose of my favorite opiate, Mormonism.
There’s the old saying, there’s nothing
so obedient as a good Mormon girl. Ok,
I just made that up, but you know it’s
true. Plus, you’re living in Utah, which is
close to Vegas. On second thought...nev-
ermind.

- Third visit to DUH got your alcohol
counselor worried about your consump-
tion levels again? Have I got the opiate
for you! You can always excuse your
drinking for religious purposes if you
convert to Judaism, which has holidays
entirely devoted to the drinking of cheap
wine. Side effects may include persecu-
tion, Zionism, upset stomach, loss of
foreskin, and being forced to call your
Christmas tree a “Hanukkah bush.”

Still skeptical? You'll just have to try it
for yourself. Go out and get trashed on
God. I guarantee that you won’t regret
it. Not even when you wake up the

next day in a pool of your own religious
fervor, twitching uncontrollably with the
agonizing joy of praise.

ADay in the Life of the Pope
STAFF

7:00am — Wake up. Perform 150 squat-
thrusts.
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9:00am - Meeting with Cardinal Mur-
phy to discuss new line of Vatican City
merchandise: cell-phone covers, ironic
t-shirts, absolutions from sin.

10:15am - Gall Amalgamated Plexiglass,
Inc. for the fourth time to try to get re-
placement window for Popemobile. Fail
to understand why I have to do everyone
else’s job for them.

11:00am — Lunch: PB+] cut into trian-
gles, no crusts.

1:30pm - Take Segway on a sweet 360 off
a jump.

2:00pm - Check to see whether Galileo 1s
currently excommunicated. If so, pardon
him; otherwise, excommunicate him.

5:00pm - Chase Cardinal Bozanic while
threatening to tickle him.

11:00pm - Rip picture of Sinead
O’Connor on Vatican Saturday Night
Live.

11:45pm - View Gatholic School Girls
Gone Wild; decide which girls should be
condemned to an eternity of torment.

1:00am - Pine for the tender, forbidden
pleasures of the flesh.

3:36am - Devour cup of noodles while
finishing papal decree due at 9 a.m.

6:00am - Dream feverishly of chinchillas.
So soft, so sweet.

“Barney really screwed PBS this time.”

Are you there, Margaret?

It's me, God
JESSICA POTER AND AMANDA
LEWIS

First of all, I apologize for the delay in
my response, but your platitudes about
puberty failed to catch my interest for
quite some time. I assume you're close
to thirty now. Guess getting your period
isn’t that exciting anymore, is it? Don’t
send me another book all atwitter about
menopause. You think you’ve got hot
flashes? Try global warming.

I'm so tired of you humans complain-
ing to me all the time about these boring,
daily problems. Yes, you grew boobs.
Don’t you think that was part of my
plan all along? If people would just trust
me and wait and see what was going to
happen a little down the line, then they
wouldn’t have to whine so much. You
think you’ve got issues? Do you even
realize the magnitude of the problem of
evil? Or of how I created human beings
from dust alone? Figuring out how a
communion wafer is the same thing as
the body of Christ is not like popping
a zit. 'm the one that sits around and
listens to all your crap, all day every day.
I never complain to anyone, and I'm the
one with real issues.

Like this omnipotence thing. It’s
sort of like Disney was reading my
mind in Aladdin. That genie, I totally
feel where he’s coming from! It’s like
I'm all-powerful, but also bound by the
shackles of responsibility to the human
race. Sometimes I just feel so trapped.
And in Return of Jafar, when the genie
travels around the world and then sings
“There’s Nothing in the World Quite
Like a Friend,” I really felt like I could
never have that. I don’t have an Aladdin
or an Abu in a palace to come home to!
St. Peter keeps telling me that no one
wants to be friends with me because
they’re jealous of my ethereality, but I
think its just because I'm fat!

And no one appreciates the sacrifices
I'm making for them. All the popular dei-
ties have so many more followers than
I do: Allah, the Buddha, Oprah, Paris
Hilton. Even my own son has outdone
me on the social ladder. “Jesus saves”? I
save. But I've done so much more than
he has, and all you ever hear is “Jesus,
Jesus, Jesus.” Whenever we have a party



on Mt. Olympus, everyone asks Jesus to
dance first. I always end up in the corner
nursing a cup of punch with Hephaestus
while everyone else talks about how
good Jesus is at doing the worm.

I know I'm insecure, asking everyone
to get on their knees for me almost every
day, but, ¢’'mon! I created you, you un-
grateful bastards!

And don’t even get me started on
Satan. We were BFFAE back in angel
school, and then all of a sudden he starts
hanging out with this new crowd. Sure,
they liked fire and brimstone a bit more
than I did and used to hang out outside
the gates of heaven smoking myrrh, but
he didn’t have to ditch me like that! All
of a sudden, it’s like, the angels and I
were too “good” for him. Do you know
what people say about you behind your
back? That you’re a horned, evil skank
who is a less hot version of me. So... I
never liked you anyway.

So listen, Margaret, I hope this let-
ter has satisfied your complaints and
convinced you that you're not the only
one who has issues. Actually, you barely
have problems at all compared to me.
Maybe I'm not the best person to com-
plain to. Perhaps if you still need to talk,
you should call WALDEN at 2-4477. 1
hear they’re open 24 hours. And the girl
that’s on duty on Tuesday nights is such
a mensch.

The Nicene Cretins
GREGOR NAZARIAN

In the early fourth century AD, the
Christian world was shaken by the rise
of the so-called Arian heresy, a doctrine
essentially denying the divinity of Jesus
Christ. In response, the Roman Emperor
Constantine called the first ecumenical
council, composed of more than 300
bishops, to meet at Nicaea to work out
the truth of the issue. The argument
became so heated that the presiding
councilor, Bishop Hosius of Cordoba,
was forced to call the three leading
bishops into a private chamber to settle
the issue. This is the transcript of their
debate.

HOSIUS: Gentlemen, we have before
us a question of the greatest importance.

EUSEBIUS: What's for lunch?

H: No, not that.

E: I know. I'm just really hungry. I
contemplate doctrine better with a belly
full of falafel.

ALEXANDER: You didn’t bring your
own falafel?

E: The mnvitation didn’t say bag
lunch. I assumed there would be a buffet.

H: Enough. We’ll have a eunuch fetch
you a sandwich for your repast.

E: A falafel sandwich. With low-fat
tahini.

A4: Oh does it really matter?

E: In fact it does. I'm not eating meat.

H: What nonsense is this?

E: I'm abstaining; it’s the new thing.

H: OhIsee...you fast during the
Lenten season to bring upon yourself the
pain and hunger that our Savior Jesus
Christ suffered as he fasted for forty days
in the desert.

E: Well, yeah. Yeah. But also, you
know, I've been gassy, and the doctor
told me to stay away from fatty meats.
Not to mention, it is written in Ruth
2:14 that “At mealtime Boaz said to her,
‘Come over here. Have some bread and
dip it in the wine vinegar’ When she sat
down with the harvesters, he offered her
some roasted grain. She ate all she want-
ed and had some left over” But mostly
the Christ thing. He too was gassy, be-
fore his fast.

H: 1 find this difficult to believe, but
we must move forward nevertheless.
There has been much talk and discord
among our brothers about the relation-
ship between God the Father, his son
Jesus, and the Holy Spirit. We must settle
this reasonably, and unify the church un-
der one doctrine.

A: To be fair, the church already es-
tablished this doctrine. All three persons
rest in the One Spectacularly Large and
Vociferous Lord. I'm just saying.

H: Yes, thank you, I'm familiar with
the Trinitarian perspective. But we
should never close our hearts to new
ideas, as Jesus would surely remind us. I
believe that Arius has an opposing view-
point.

A4:1do indeed. My fellow Monarchi-
anists and I maintain that there is only
one indivisible God, from whom proceed
the Son and the Holy Spirit. And also the
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moustache is Satan’s mark, so anyone

with a tainted upper lip should be excom-

municated and burned.

H: Very well.

4: 1 should really mention, it’s Our
One Astounding Lord, Holy, Unified,
and Unsettlingly Large, not just “God.”
Show some respect. He’s the creator of
the universe, not some common goat-
herd.

E: You'd better not be debasing my
sweet and fertile home, Nicomedia.
Goats are the Lord’s chosen creature.
Surely you have not forgotten that the
Lord himself said unto Moses in Exodus
26:7, “Make curtains of goat hair for
the tent over the tabernacle—eleven alto-
gether”

H: Eusebius, you speak wisely, but
let’s be civil. We have two competing
Interpretations —

E: Ahem.

H: Yes Eusebius?

E: I believe you are forgetting the
third, and my own personal, explanation.
H: Very well. Let us not overlook
the view of the esteemed Eusebius, who

proposes expanding the Trinity to the
Quinfinity, the Five Ultimate Warriors of
Salvation.

A: Frankly, I just can’t see where the
Bible supports the notion of the Father,
the Son, the Holy Spirit, the Impulsive
but Gutsy Teenager, and the Cynical For-
mer Pickpocket.

A: Yeah I'm pretty sure that’s just 100
percent incorrect.

E: Heretic!

A4: I'm not a heretic — I'm the most
powerful church leader besides the Pope
himself.

E: Oh you would bring Sylvester into
this. Just because he gave you the Alex-
andria appointment doesn’t mean you're
not going to Hell.

4: If you don’t shut your face, I'll
have him excommunicate you so fast
your omophorion will spin around your
fat neck.

E: At least my omophorion was made
by a local business. What is that one
you're wearing, Persian? Be vigilant,
my stylish friend, for in Zephaniah 1:8
it is written, “On the day of the Lord’s
sacrifice I will punish the princes and the
king’s sons and all those clad in foreign
clothes.”

A4: I'm positive that passage isn’t rel-
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evant.

E: All right then, you'll just have to
risk it.

A4: Guys, guys. Let’s keep in mind the
things that bring us together. Here, may-
be after this is all over, no matter how it
ends up, we can instigate some pogroms
against the Jews. That’s usually makes us
feel better about ourselves.

E: Now that is just offensive. You
know there are no Jews in Nicomedia.

A: Eusebius...when is the last time
you shaved?

H: Stop this at once! We must turn
our minds back to the question at hand.
It becomes increasingly obvious that
there can be no compromise. This debate
will be settled in the traditional way of
Christianity, passed down to us by the
first fathers of our church: trial by round-
robin tetherball tournament.

A: It shall be as God wills.

H: I believe you mean Our Quite
Lofty yet Disarmingly Amiable Savior

And of course, Bishop Alexander, called
also the NetherBaller on the underground
ecclesiastical pole-sports circuit, defeated
the other two church leaders soundly on
the Sacred Tetherball Pole of St. Leonard of
Noblac. Trinitarianism became established
doctrine, and the pope excommunicated
Arius and Eusebius, who claimed to his dy-
ing day that he would have won if only he
had ever gotten that falafel.

Other Ways to Skin a Cat
STAFF

- With your teeth, like biting into a
warm, hairy orange

- By combining its DNA with that of a
snake so that every other month you find
a furry layer of skin in your living room

- Tweezers

- By dressing it in women’s clothing, hav-
ing a tea party, and then skinning it.

- Atmospheric friction at terminal velocity

- Making it run really fast and then trip,



so that its knee grazes the pavement

- Dressing it like a banana and give it to a
male silverback gorilla

- Hirst give the cat a nice bath and groom it.
Next, feed it catnip and tuna and pet it for a
while. After that, make sure its all tucked into its
favorite bed. While it’s sleeping, cut its skin off

- Didactically

- By convincing your little brother that
the cat is a Tootsie-Roll Pop and that

if he licks it enough all of its skin will
disappear and he will be rewarded by a
vaguely chocolate treat

- Drag her screaming into the bathroom
while brandishing a bread knife, then—
oh! Cat! No ‘e Right.

- By cooking it rotisserie style so that you
can just peel its crisped skin off

- Put the cat through a carwash. Many
many times in a row

- "Tell the cat that everyone hates it and it will
never fit in. Then give it the new Marilyn
Manson CD and some black make up.
You'll have to worry about skinning the
parts other than the wrists yourself.

- Alive

A Letter to the Virgin Mary
CELESTE BALLARD

Mary, Baby,

Look, I'm sorry it’s come to this, but
I've got to put My foot down and stop
this behavior of yours. Don’t get Me
wrong — it was funny at first. I was all,
“Haha, Mary has shown up in the bark
of the tree of knowledge again.” And
“Oh shit, now she’s in My cheese fries!”
But it’s not funny anymore. I think it’s
creepy. And I created creepy! Just yes-
terday the lines of My palm transformed
into a red, chapped image of your face.
I went to Miss Shaka down the street so
she could deign to interpret my fate and
when I showed her My palm, all she did

"7

was cry, “Oly voodoo, eetza miracle
and repeat 10,000 Hail Marys. When
your face appears on the hood of My
Caddy as I roll down the street sippin’
on gin and juice and the blood of Christ,
I do not consider that as adding to the
overall pimpitude of my ride. I had to
write “Mary is my homegirl” under it

to cover for Myself. As you can see, this
gotta stop. I'm done game-hatin’ and
now I gotta hate the playa, and Mary

- you da playa.

In the past 24 hours alone, I have
seen you in the mirror as I pop My God-
zits, on the shower door glass when I
shave My God-bits, in My holy water
AND holy OJ, in My Divine-o’s, and in
the face of 17 different blind children. Oh
wait, scratch that bit about Divine-o’s. I
guess all of our faces appear there in the
little-chewy marshmallow form. Those
guys at General Mills didn’t get Jesus
right at all. Too big in the hips. I mean,
I'm just sayin’: those aren’t My hips!
Maybe if you stopped appearing all over
the place and clocked in more time train-
ing with the Holy Spirit Crunch Time
video set I got you, people wouldn’t
think Our Son has big-booty hips...I'm
sorry baby. I didn’t mean that. What was
I saying?

Look. I understand why you find it
necessary to remind me of your exis-
tence everywhere I look. I'm late with
my alimony payments; but I told you
baby, once my miracle spring water in-
fomercials take off the ground, I'm gold!
I know I haven’t called you in a while,
but my Cingular has been cutting out for
periods of more than four hours! As for
these allegations that I raped you, maybe
emotionally, I'll admit it, but that’s the
whole thing with Immaculate Concep-
tion! Gabriel said you were chill with it.
You signed the contract. It was a done
deal. Besides, I didn’t even get near your
nether-regions, ok Miss Virgin with a
capital V! When I met you, you were
still hanging out with that loser Joseph
and his Hasbro tool set. I took you and
made you a star! Without me, you’d
probably be stuck in a manger and asleep
on the hay not because of our amazingly
conceived publicity stunt (“conceived”

- Haha. I still got it. Bam!), but because
that’d be your bed! Didn’t God make
sure to hook you up in heaven? Weren't
you on the last episode of Cribs, MTV

Heaven edition? So quit complaining
and, more importantly, get out of my life.
For once, Mary, I'd like to take a walk
and not find your image on the tongue of
my vintage Nike Dunks. So give it a rest.
The joke is old.

Peace out,

God

Coming into the Closet:
The Grass is Always
Greener on the Fab
Side, Plus It Grows in

Designer Spangles.
ERIN FREY

It’s a common occurrence at Yale to have
a long-time girlfriend, dance with town-
ies at "Toads, get a B in Econ with a 92%,
and then wake up one morning and real-
ize you're gay.

But what about those who do all of
that — plus get a free t-shirt — and then
one morning wake up...straight?!?!?
How does the Gayalie adjust to life as a
straight man - to life without party cages,
fag-hags, or diesel?

The Record asked this question of
ex-Gayalie David Rosenberg, MC ’07:
“He doesn’t adjust. He faces adversity
every day. He’s stereotyped, picked on,
pushed around. Life sucks harder than a
Gayalie.”

Before Rosenberg came out of the
straight closet, he had been a celebrated
member of the Gayalie community at
Yale. In fact, he was one of a long line
of Gayalies who had revolutionized Yale
into the “Gay Ivy”; no longer did stuffy
wasps rule the school. Today, the gay
Jewish liberal provides the social stan-
dard for Yale life. Where do the most
hook-ups happen? At the Gayalie parties.
Who gets the most girls? Yale women no
longer fight to be the girlfriend - they
claw at each other for fag-hag rights.

Rosenberg almost regrets his return
to the straight side. He remarked on his
heterosexual epiphany: “It was the morn-
ing after a hookup. I was stretchin’ and
yawnin’ in a bed that didn’t belong to
me, and a voice yelled, ‘Good morning,
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darling, from the bathroom. A guy came
out and kissed me, and to my surprise,
all I could think of were the jugs on Jesse
Jane. I was spooked, but ecstatic. I mean,
thank god! I would never have to give

a blowjob again! But the thought of fac-
ing the Gayalie community with shame
scared me. I finally understand why
those boys in Utah stay in the closet and
really try to overemphasize their hetero-
sexuality by marrying multiple wives.”

What was Rosenberg so afraid of?
“Turning back to the other side would
be viewed as a step back for Gayalies ev-
erywhere. I'm like the woman who chose
not to vote in 1988 because the living
room needed vacuuming.”

As Rosenberg soon learned, the
straight team wasn’t as accepting as the
gay team: “My social life was shot. When
I came out of the closet, all of the gay
guys were SO friendly — I was a fresh
piece of filet mignon and everyone was
vying for the first bite. But when I came
back into the closet, I became as desir-
able as a white castle burger.

“All of my girlfriends were fag-hags,
the social elite of Yale. They refused to
be seen with COACH purses — I had no
chance. Candy, Sydney, and Charlotte
no longer speak to me in public because
they fear rumors will ruin their reputa-
tions. Cathy still phones me, but always
from an untraceable number.

“I thought I'd still have my guy
friends, but I realized that I didn’t have
any close straight ones. I tried to make
conversation with male acquaintances,
but they all thought that I was hitting
on them. Straight guys aren’t as clued
into the gossip reel — it would take years
and a wedding invitation before half of
my straight friends would figure out the
truth.

“It’s like I'm in the darkest closet, tr-
yin’ to figure out just how I'm gonna get
my crazy ass up outta this house. And I
don’t have a Facebook group willing to
help me out.”

Rosenberg remains stuck in a never-
ending story without a berretta for pro-
tection or friends to ring his phone so
that he can live the second chapter of his
identity crisis. “Will anyone open up this
damn closet and help a fellow out?”

Signs That You Are
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Really Awkward
LAURA STRITTMATTER

In the library: "There’s nowhere else to
work and you really need to study, so
you sit down at a table in CCL already
occupied by one person. You turn on
your computer and stare fixedly at the
screen, trying to memorize an obscene
number of organic chemistry mecha-
nisms for your test the following day. You
get so absorbed in your studying that
you don’t notice the grimaces, labored
sighs, and low moans you are producing.
Suddenly you feel your tablemate staring
at you, so you look up and realize what
you must have been doing. You open
your mouth a few times in an attempt to
explain, then give up and watch as your
tablemate quickly packs her things and
moves to an adjacent, already full table.

In the bathroom: You walk into the bath-
room at the same time as someone else.
Even though you don’t know him, the
fact that you both felt the urge to urinate
at the same time compels you to say
something to him, so you comment on
the lovely blue color of the tiles behind
the urinals. Once he responds, you take
the opportunity to continue the conversa-
tion, picking the urinal directly next to
his out of the seven empty urinals on the
wall. You finally realize how uncomfort-
able you have made him when he zips up
and hurriedly leaves the room without
ever actually peeing.

In the entryway: You're leaving a friend’s
room after watching the OC and have to
say goodbye to three boys in the room.
One of them is just visiting for the night
before he goes back to his real school, so
you hug him goodbye. The second one
is your good friend, and you always hug
him, so of course you're going to this
time. The third one, well, you've never
really hugged him before, so it might

be strange if you start now. Then again,
you’ve just hugged the other two boys,
so he might be expecting it. You decide
to give him a hug anyway and quickly
move towards him. However, your split-
second hesitation was apparently too
long. By the time you reach him, he has
turned away, but it is too late to stop the
inertia of your gesture. You trip forward,

flip over the couch, and land sprawled
out on the ground. The boys laugh at
you, especially when they realized that
somewhere in the tripping and flipping
you have managed to twist your ankle,
and have to tell this story every day for
the next week when people ask why you
are on crutches.

Online: You ask a cute girl out to the
movies on AIM, then sign off before she
has a chance to respond. When you sign
back on, you wait for her to IM you,
and since she doesn’t seem immediately
enthusiastic about the date, you launch
mnto a long-winded and mostly gibber-
ish explanation about the virus that has
attacked your computer, causing you to
message people randomly. You apologize
for any strange message she might have
received from you in the past three min-
utes, thus excusing yourself from having
asked her out in the first place, and leav-
ing you dateless for the weekend.

In the library II: There’s nowhere else to
work and you really need to finish your
paper so you slide into a weenie bin that
already has someone’s jacket and books
mit. You sit down, and in the process
of reaching over to plug in your laptop,
you fall out of your chair, knocking over
both chairs and spilling your Nalgene
all over the other person’s books. Just
then, the owner of said books returns to
find you on the ground covered in water
and chairs. You bolt out of the weenie
bin, leaving everything behind, and hide
between the Greek History and Spanish
Literature bookshelves until he leaves so
you can collect your laptop.&&

The Civil War?

“No, Gerald, you're too kind.”
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Co|umn5

Dear Five-Ball
Sound Advice From A Modern
College Personality

Dear Five Ball,
My girlfriend and I used to have a
healthy relationship, both emotional and
physical. But lately, the physical side of
things has really been ailing, if you know
what I mean. It seems there’s always an
excuse, like, “I'm tired,” “I have a test
tomorrow,” or “I'm in the hospital” Yeah,
I know she’s dying of leukemia or what-
ever, but I have needs too. I don’t want
to pull the plug on this relationship; is
there anything I can do that is both sensi-
tive and will encourage her to sleep with
me more often?

- In Need of some E.R.oticism

Dear In Need,

Yeah man, girls are a bitch. Either you
have to chase after ‘em or dig ‘em up,
and either way it’s work work work.
Just tell her exactly how you feel, and if
she’s unwilling to change, I'd say dump
her ass. Who needs a bitch that will
only let you bone her if it’s followed by
the words “marrow” and “transplant”?
Fuuuuuuck it.

- 5 Ball
Dear Five Ball,

I just turned 13 and lately I've been
noticing some changes with my body.
I'm worried the other boys will make
fun of me because I've grown a lot, my
voice has started to sound more like my
dad’s, and I've grown some hair, you
know, “down there.” Also, I've started
to unearth corpses at the local cemetery
and fornicate with them. Am I going
through puberty?

— Muddled in Middle School

Dear in Middle,

Whoa, look man, I'm not gay, so I don’t
want to hear about your hairy little pe-
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nis. Since you asked though, it sounds
like everything you're going through is
pretty much normal. Well except for that
one thing...you think your voice sounds
like your dad’s? Looks like you’ve got
an Oedipus complex, yo. Chickity check
that shit, unless you want to end up a
blind hermit haplessly adrift on the Pelo-
ponnesus. Aight. Sophocles, what.

- JB5B Stunna

Dear Five Ball,
I just wanted to tell you about this re-
ally awesome stunt my friends and I did.
First my friends lit a stick of dynamite
and then I held it in my left arm until
it exploded! Yeaaaaah caaaaaaaaaalege!
Anyways, do you know of a good place
to get a prosthesis, keeping in mind that
I am allergic to silicon and most other
synthetics?

- Blowin’ Up Tha Partay

Dear Up Tha Partay,
That trick sounds totally sweet. I knew a
guy once who held some lava for like a
whole minute. It was never clear where
he got the lava, but oh man this guy
was a beast. Anyways, I would recom-
mend maybe wood or maybe if you get
a used arm from a friend or something. I
guess even a rake might work. Yeah that
sounds about right. Do like yard work?
Whatevahs. Keep the party hard dude.

- Five Bax

Fack “Five-Ball”
Baxter is a_junior
in Berkeley Col-
lege, and is an
equal-opportunity
loverboy: any size,
any shape, any
state of conscious-
ness. So come find
him, lades...or if
you're too dead,
send photos and
he’ll come find

you.

Barry Bonds Reviews:
A Panoply of Workout
Supplements and Techniques

Hey, kids! It’s
me, your favorite
neighborhood
slugger Barry
Bonds, here to
help clarify a
thing or two
about some dif-
ferent products
that are out there
to help you get in
shape. Barry Bonds remembers what it’s
like to be a scrawny, frustrated little guy
and Barry Bonds knows that it’s no fun.
So let Barry Bonds help you get into the
best shape of your life, without the fuck-
ing Narcs getting all over your ass!

1.  Wheat Grass. Everyone keeps
asking Barry Bonds what his secret is.
Well, now I'm going to tell you straight
up: it’s wheat grass. Every morning
Barry Bonds wakes up and drinks a gal-
lon and a half of wheat grass at his local
neighborhood Jamba Juice outlet. Barry
Bonds doesn’t like the taste of wheat
grass, but he knows he has to drink it if
he wants to be a winner. You’re probably
wondering why Barry Bonds never men-
tioned this secret before, either in front of
Congress or the Grand Jury: well, that’s
because nobody ever asked Barry Bonds
about it. Barry Bonds would have told if
anyone had asked. But they didn't.

2. Milk. Gotit? I do. Ha ha. Drink
lots of milk, kids, and someday maybe you,
too, will be able to flex your mandibles.

3. Thinking About How Much
You Love The Fans While You Work
Out. Nothing motivates Barry Bonds
quite as much as pleasing the hometown
crowd. Barry Bonds loves San Francisco,
and when he thinks about San Francisco
he gets really pumped up! People who’ve
never been athletes don’t understand
this, so they assume that whenever
Barry Bonds breaks a leg press machine
or bench presses an airplane it’s because
he’s on steroids. No way. Barry Bonds
breaks leg press machines because he
loves them. Or because they were bro-
ken when he started using them. One of
the two.

(continued on page 23)
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Amageddo
Separation of Church & State LGS

Begat

Prophecy
Scripture The prophecy has been fulfilled, a red
Church and State cannot remain in play moon rises in the west, and a three-
together. This card void if used in Kansas. horned goat has been born. Let the

apocalypse begin!
“And that s why we have mutually as-
sured destruction.”
- the 60
L0 0 Commander Seripture
Target creature is bored for the next three turns
and can neither attack, block, nor enjoy its life

o St"ncﬂ“ during this time.
“...and Aram begat Aminadab; and Aminadab
begat Naasson; and Naasson begat Salmon;

and Salmon begat Booz of Rachab; and Booz
begat Obed of Ruth; and...”
- Matthew 1:4-5
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Lesser-Kno

Matthew 132-14 ] @ﬂ@

ereupon jesus went down out of the city and addressed his
disciplines in the house of zechaniah son of zechirial the dry goods
wholesaler. and he spake unto them in parables, saping,

behold, # sower went forth to sow.

imd the lord saith unto him, thou shalt sow millet in thy fielos at
chezib during the month of kislev.

imd thou shalt sow flax in thy fields at beth-tappual during the
month of zif.

but during the month of tammuz thou shalt graze thine oxen on the
slapes of mt. hebron.

imd in the month of elul, thou shalt hirvest olives, but not flax, un~
less the flax be from thine fielos at beth~horon.

imd the lord thy god is & fealous god mnd will smite thee, if thou
presumest to graze thine wild asses on mt. gerizim during the month
of abib before thon hast hirvested thine millet, unless thou hire
ishmaclites.

but if id only if thou sowest thy wheat before thine olives then
thou shalt hirvest both thine sorghum id thy date palms' concurrent
to or slightly following thine pomegrinates, assuming vom kippur falls
on 4 wednesday.

ind jesus said unto stmon peter, the disciple he loved best, which
qrain canst the sower not sow in the month of sivin?

#) millet b) sorghum

¢) flax ) kalamata olives ¢) ishmaelites

imd simon peter said unto jesus, what is none of the above? but
e wis wnsure in bis heart, for he hid the devil in him.

imd fesus said unto stmon peter, bebold, the kingdom of heiroen is
Iike unto a stimdardized test, ad the fool who sivs that
easp shall go to fordham lno school

Luke 10:20-39

on one occasion A pharisee came to him mnd asked him the following
question, hoping to confuse jesus mnd make off with his donkev.

master, he inquired, who would win in # fight between behemoth
imd leofithim®

imd fesus spoke unto him in parables, saping, think of it this way.
i levite, # maccabee, and # zoroastrizm walk fnto a tavern, run by nico-
demus of euboes, the hall of fame discus thrower.

ind the zoroastrizm ordered a limb souvlaki, priying nicodemus fo
0 easv on the tsutsiki.

ind the levite suith, 11l have what he s iroing

but the maccabee saith, levite, thou knowest it is written, thou
shalt not pirtake of the flesh of a kid prepired by a gentile.

to which the levite respnded, 1 believe vou are mistahwl,.,,,,,‘p
£

ARTICLE BY ANDREW KAU, DESIGN BY GABE SMEDRESMAN

n/Parables =

quoth the maccabee, ah, mp bad.

whereupon nicodemus smote him, for he was sore aggrieved,
mistakenty thinking that the word gentile had homoerotic over~
tones.

imd § saith unto pou, which one of these men loved his simd-
wich meat the best»

while the pharisee cogitited on this riddle, fesus slipped off
with the parisee s donkey, siying unto him, pou snooze, ou
lose.

John 10: 113

jesus was doing leg-lifts before his morning faith=healing
when they cme anto him and said, master, we cverheend osiah
of capernium in the marketplace badmonthing vou to a fisher-
womn. ought we smite him?

ind jesus said unto them, s it not written, sticks mnd
stones shall break my bones, but words will never hurt me,
except in the reme case where a dictioniry is used s a blunt
instrument?

but the disciples were unsatisfied, so fesus spake unto them
the following tale:

once upon & time there lived a rich man with two sons, who

we Il call goofus and gallant.

gallint spent Dis day tending the crops mnd herds on his
father s farm, while goofus experimented voith hallucinogenic ber~
ries in the basement.

it age eighteen, goofus anmounced bis desire to see the worlo,
50 he cashed in bis shire of the goat herd for shekels at the lo-
cal stockoird imd set off on a grimd tour of asian minor.

the good jewish son that he was, gallt kept bis nose to the

* grindstone imd applied to university of nazareth medical school

after dissipating his fortune at gembling parlors md houses
of 1l repute throughout the near east, goofus was reduced to
penury imd had to become a bir mitzoah dancer to mike ends
meet.
realizing the error of his wips, goofus decided to return home.
bis father met him on the roud.
myp son! 5o delighted am i by the sight of vou that 1 will
ignore vour prodigality imd ideed tacithy encowrage it by feasting
vou for several days.
but gallnt was bitter in bis heart.
father! e complained. { don t particulirly cotton to the moral
of this allegory. i thought christizmity valued hind work id
pietv, not endezring but ultimately soulless rakishness.
imd bis father said unto him, god, pou are such a prick
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Save *100

Enroll in an LSAT, GMAT, GRE,
MCAT, DAT, OAT, or PCAT course
by December 30t and save $100.

H'a”n«, Hol idav,C

from Kaplan!

Call or visit us online Higher test scores
today to take advantage Buaranteed or

of this limited-time offer. your money back!

1-800-KAP-TEST
kaptest.com

Test Prep and Admissions
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shop

online

for gifts
with

school spirit

Find collegiate gifts and
clothing from your
Alma Mater at
www.yalebookstore.com!

Whether you're looking for the
perfect gift for a fellow
alumnus, or a keepsake to call
your own, the bookstore’s
website has a great selection
of gifts with you in mind.

THE YALE

BOOKSTORE

77 Broadway at York Square
New Haven, CT 06511

1.888.730.YALE
203.777.8440

STORE HOURS
Monday-Thursday: 9am-9pm
Friday-Saturday: 9am-10pm

Sunday: 12pm-6pm

www.yalebookstore.com
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Application for post of: Religious Zealot

Do you believe that your generous, free-spirited, and liberal minded
religion just isn’t cutting it anymore? Perhaps you think that “car-
ing for one’s neighbor™ and “honoring thy father” are dated platitudes
that no longer apply in our grizzled post 9/11 world. Please fill in the
below form to see if you are a certifiable religious zealot who is fit to set

him/herself on fire at the drop of a hat.

Name

Identification

DOB (mm/dd/yy)

Object of Birthright

Your favorite rival religion to annihilate
Favorite Cereal

Your least favorite religion to annihilate

Your least favorite cereal to annihilate

Multiple Choice

Answer five (5) of the following questions.

I would best describe the women's rights move-
ment as:

A. Decent, but we still have a long way to go.
B. 1 dig it, except for that whole abortion thing.
C. 1 like my women like I like my coffee:
silent and shackled behind me.

D. All of the above

Your best friend invites you to his wedding. To
your dismay you find his wedding to consist
of a religion of one other than you ascribe to.
How do you respond?

A. Accept your friend’s differences and appre-
ciate his culture: variety is the spice of life!

B. Swallow your pride and invite him to a non-
confrontational barbeque where you internalize
your anger, swelling it to epic proportions but
merely vent it to him in sly passive aggres-
sive comments that slowly chip away at your
relationship.

C. Squash him like the evil spawn he is. There
can be no merey for the weak of faith and black
of souls for the New Beginning will purge the
world anew. Purging is the spice of life!

D. Put something on fire on his lawn. People
hate fiery things on their lawn.

What is your war cry?

A. 1'M GOING TO ATTACK YOU!

B. LUGGAGE!

C. DEATH TO PEOPLE WHO DO NOT
HAVE THE SAME BELIEFS AS ME EVEN
IF THEY ARE IN THE SAME ARCHING
RELIGION WITH A SIMILAR TEXT BUT IN
A DIFFERENT SECT THEY SHOULD STILL
DIE!

D.STAY TUNED FOR AN ALL NEW 2 AND
1/2 MEN!

s
What does this ink blot
look like to you?

A. The entrails of my - .
enemies as | cut them down’

upon my Altar of Light™ “ b

B. A butterfly

C. The entrails of a butterfly as 1 ruthlessly cut
it down upon my Altar of Light™

D. A Rorschach Test
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You just ran back into your middle-class house
after an exhausting softball game. Panting
with your friends, still in their uniforms and
sweaty caps dying of thirst, you hurriedly rip
open the refrigerator. What irendy yet nufri-
tious beverage that even your mom would
approve should you consume?

A. Let’s see we got some: Milk
B. Water

C. Purple Stuff

D. SUNNY D, Alright!

Oh Sorry, that s not an inkblot, that was some
coffee that 1 accidentally spilled at the printer.

A. It’s cool

Thanks man 1'm glad you were so understand-
ing because we wanted an inkblot test but you
know, it was a hectic week, and a lot of zealots
are applying and iis really stressjul for us.

A. No problem

While on an elevator to an important inter-
view you realize that it is your holy day of rest
and you are forbidden to engage in work (i.e.
pushing a button). How do you circumvent this
inconvenience?

A. Take the stairs

B. Point behind the gentleman and say “Hey,
look over there and jam in the kidneys with
your ice pick, named Susan the Bane of Kid-
neys. Take his finger while he lays crumpled
on the elevator floor and use it to push the
button for floor 2.

As a religious zealot when is it acceptable to
kill someone:

A. For speaking blasphemy only

B. For not being tolerant of your religion

C. For wearing white after Labor Day only
D. For wearing white after Labor Day while
speaking blasphemy

MEDICINE : ILLNESS ::

A. my thumbs: your thumbscrews

B. Oh GOD the agonizing pain: in my thumbs

C. I’Il do anything please STOP : 1 see the road
to redemption and it’s the way of not screwing
my thumbs

D. Haha I didn’t really convert : No backseys

Essay

Answer three (3) of the following questions on
a separate sheet of paper.

1. Many people refer to zealots with a frown of
contempt and using negative terminology such
as “terrorist,” “extremist,” or “zealot.” W hat
sort of measures can be taken to improve the
image of the religious fanatic? Specifically,
what can be done to turn these frowns upside
down (Note: an upside down frown is a smile).

2. Why do YOU want to be a religious warrior
spreading the good word across the world in
the name of your faith? What is your word
anyway? Is it ‘cheese’? Ifitis ‘cheese” what
kind of cheese is it? Many casual followers
believe Gouda to be the appropriate cheese

for a religious extremist. Do you agree? Why
or why not? While answering this question,
please refrain from using any words that might
be scary to me or use the letter ‘r.” Please
include a Ven Diagram to support your answer.

3. Explain the path that has led you to pursue
an MBA as the next step in your professional/
personal development. Describe your short and
long term post-MBA career goals. What or who
influenced your choice of schools, and what is
it specifically about Chicago GSB that is going
to help you succeed?

4. Should we covet our neighbor’s ass? Dis-
cuss. Show all (all) work.

Congratulations, there is no
more application to fill out.

Zealot Hopeful signature

Grand Zealot of All that is Fervent, Fanatical,
and Generally Zealous signature

Notary Public

God
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(continued, from page 3)

Dear Thomas J.,

I thoroughly enjoyed your Fourth of
July barbeque last week; you prepare a
delicious hot dog-style sausage (although
I fear I may have consumed more than
my fair share of beverage.) Speaking of
beverage, my memory of that afternoon
is a touch spotty. I fear I may have, in my
altered state, signed some sort of legal
document, but I cannot for the life of me
remember what it was. Gan you be of
some assistance on the matter?

Yours,

John Hancock

Dear Yale Record,

It has come to our attention that you
have quite the prowess on the battlefield.
HQ has reported that you were actually
able to punch the elusive Osama Bin
Laden with an oversized boxing glove
three times. We would love to grab a
soldier of your caliber for the Marines.
In fact, if you enlist now we will give
you a FREE XBOX 360 and an IPOD
NANO! Be a Marine, be a leader, be a
leader OF Marines.

Semper H,

Corporal Jennings

Dear Yale Record,
Q; Should Yale invest in genocide?
A: Only if it is sustainable!
Best,
Yale Sustainable Genocide Committee

Dear J. Press,
I am coming to J. Kill you.
—J. Crew

Dear Yale,
You're right, we do suck. But only if
you ask nicely. Or pay. It’s expensive to

live in Cambridge.
-Harvard

Dear Uncle Ben
I'm sorry, but I will kindly forego the

pleasure of slathering my delicious maple
syrup all over your large, healthy penis.

-Aunt Jemima

ART BY KENDALL RICE

(continued form page 14)

4. “The Clear” and “The Cream.”
Barry Bonds just can’t understand why
everyone makes such a big fuss out of
everything he does. So he likes spring
water and listen to a lot of Clapton. Big
deal! That can’t make him any better
at hitting a baseball. That idiot Roger
Maris listened to Duke Ellington and
drank chocolate milk throughout his
record-breaking 1961 season, but that
didn’t make him a better dancer, now
did it? Hell, no. Babe Ruth ate every-
thing in sight and never had to worry
about it, so why should Barry Bonds?
Huh? I thought not.

5. Human Growth Hormone. Ac-
cording to wikipedia.com, Growth Hor-
mone is a polypeptide hormone synthe-
sised and secreted by the anterior pitu-
itary gland which stimulates growth and
cell reproduction in humans and other
vertebrate animals. According to Barry
Bonds’ personal trainer and best friend
Greg Anderson, Growth Hormone is a
lot like Lucky Charms: it’s magically
delicious, and everyone wants to get
their hands on it. Barry Bonds can tell
you right now, kids, nothing feels better
than filling up a hypodermic needle and
injecting some HGH mto your ass...ex-
cept maybe hitting 73 jacks in a season.
Now kids, that was a joke: I never did
either of those things. Except the second
one.

Well kids, Barry Bonds hopes that clears up

a few things about certain things that he does
and does not do in order to be the most su-
premely awesome baseball player ever. If you
have any questions, please direct them to his
attorney, Tony Serra, or to the office of Sena-
tor John McCain (R-Arizona). Otherwise, just
Jollow the tips above and Barry Bonds will see
you soon...in the Hall of Fame!

Endpaper
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