Editorial

Founded September 11, 1872 • Vol. CXXXVI, No. 3
Published in New Haven, CT by The Yale Record, Inc.
Box 204732, New Haven, CT 06520 • yalerecord.com
Subscriptions: $30/year (print) • $10/year (electronic)
Chairman
Gregor Nazarian ’09
Editor-in-Chief
Ben Orlin ’09
Publisher
Adam Bildersee ’09
Design Editors
Samo Gale ’10, Liana Moskowitz ’09
Managing Editors
Jacob Abolaﬁa ’10,
Mike Thornton ’09, Katy Waldman ’10,
Simon Swartzman ’10
Business Manager
Xander Dominitz ’09
Supplementals Editor
Daniel Zier ’09
Circulation and Distribution Manager
Celina Kirchner ’10
Events Coordinator
Matt Bakal ’10
Online Editor
Nozlee Samadzadeh-Hadidi ’10
Recruitment Coordinator
Jerry Lieblich ’10
Alumni Coordinator
David Newman ’09
Staff Writers & Artists
Reuben Barrientes ’10, Dounia Bredes ’11, Avinash
Chak ’11, Andrew Chittenden ’09, Elie Chau ’10,
River Clegg ’11, Jordy Greenblatt ’11, Rob GolanVilella ’10, David Klumpp ’10, Misha Mihailova ’10,
Claire Mulaney ’10, Sarah Naftalis ’09, Stephanie
Naratil ’11, Valerie Naratil ’11, Nicolas Niarchos
’11, Aneesh Raghunandan ’11, Judd Rosenblatt ’11,
Emily Sigman ’11, Emily Waldman ’10
Contributing Writers & Artists
Katherine Adams ’10, Jessica Bolhack ’11, Melissa
Chiasson ’11, Ben Gallagher ’11, Allison Gates ’11,
Sam Jackson ’11, Brian Pearle ’11, Elizabeth Picker
’09, Jason Richey ’11, Brendan Schlagel ’11, Bill
Toth ’11, Tessa Williams ’10, Shara Yurkiewicz ’09,
Leo Wallo ’11, Mary Pat Wixted ‘10
Senior Editors
Celeste Ballard ’08, George London ’08,
Dan Nagler ’08, Nick O’Neill ’08, Kendall Rice ‘08
Old Owls
Sean Gandert ’08, Doug Lieblich ’08,
David Litt ’08
Cover by Samo Gale ’10
with color by Andrew Chittenden ‘09
Record Contributing Troubadour
Jonathan Coulton
Special Thanks to: Michael Gerber ’91

in which the Editor-in-Chief is Replaced
by a Machine—Namely, a Blender
“You’re supposed to write what you
know!” I said. “They teach you that in
writing classes, which I’m sure the dumb
old blender has never taken.”
“Human editors are obsolete,” Adam
said. “Be gone!” Then he tried to shoo me
out the door with a dismissive hand-ﬂicking
gesture, although with each ﬂick his hand
swatted my face. The staff bellowed their
agreement, and empty cups began to rain
down upon me from all corners of the
room. Dripping with fruit juice and reeking
of strawberry, I ﬂed.
I hopped into my Camry and drove
up and down the cold New Haven streets,
wondering where I could go, who I could
turn to. Finally, it struck me—“it” being a
passing Corolla. After I got the driver’s
phone number and insurance information,
I drove over to my girlfriend’s suite. If
anyone would stand up for me, it’d be her.
Her door was closed when I reached
it, but light was bleeding through. “Hey,
are you in there?” I called, creaking it open.
“Whoa, a little privacy?!” she
shrieked. But I had seen enough. She
was sitting at her desk, pouring handfuls
of fresh fruit into the blender, which was
purring like a kitten as she caressed its
By the time staff meeting rolled around “Pulse” button. “It’s not what you think,”
the following Monday, I had already tried
she said when she saw the look of betrayal
to discredit the blender every way I knew
on my face, but I wasn’t listening.
how, from writing it a witty eviction notice
“Home-wrecker!” I screamed, and
(which it promptly pureed) to churning my launched myself at the blender, pounding it
own milkshakes by hand. (When I offered with my ﬁsts, mango and tangerine specks
a chocolate one to David, he took one
ﬂying. The blender took every punch—like
sip, then stared me coldly in the eye and
Ali against Foreman, waiting on the ropes
for the chance to strike.
said, “It’s lumpy” as he slowly poured the
beverage down my pants.)
“Ben! What are you doing?” my
During staff meeting, I paced the back girlfriend shouted. Finally I stopped,
whacking the blender one last time for
of the room, scowling as everyone drank
strawberry daiquiris and laughed at the
good measure. “You oaf,” she said, “I was
blender’s (admittedly on-target) impression making you a smoothie.”
of a food processor. At last I’d had enough.
I looked up at her sheepishly. Orange
“A blender can’t do my job!” I cried.
fruit caked my face. I licked my lips and
“Editing a humor magazine is complicated! pondered for a moment.
What if it uses too many Star Trek jokes?
“Needs a little raspberry,” I said.
What if it uses too few?”
“Don’t worry, Ben,” said Adam.
“Our new Editor doesn’t have stupid
ideas like you always did. Remember
when you wanted to do that piece, ‘Sexual
Awkwardness in the Computer Age’?”

When I got to the Record ofﬁce, the
entire staff was gathered there, drinking
piña coladas.
“Ben, great news! We ﬁnally found
someone to replace you!” Katy shouted over
the celebratory techno music.
“Oh,” I said. “How long have you been
trying?”
“Eh, a few months,” said Simon.
“Our ﬁrst thought was to bring Jerry
Seinfeld back from the dead, but something
went haywire in his brain during the
resurrection—observational humor sours
pretty quickly when you say things like
‘What’s with these Asian drivers?’ or ‘How
about those little sweaters the gays wear?’”
“But Jerry Seinfeld’s not dead, is he?”
Simon guiltily eyed the body bag in the
corner.
“Well, where’s this new Editor-inChief?” I asked.
“Right over there!” Simon said.
“Dancing on the table! He’s the life of the
party. He made us all drinks.”
“There’s nothing on that table but a
blender,” I said.
Simon smiled, nodded, and sipped his
piña colada.
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Mailbag
Dear Pulsars for Slack-ars,
Together we will replace Porn in the
Morn and Clapping for Credit as the
premier gut classes at Yale.
-Black Holes for
Section Assholes
Dear Herbal Essences,
I have used your shampoo 17 times
now, and not once have I had a loud,
cripplingly powerful orgasm that left a
nearby male hapless and visibly aroused.
Please furnish a full refund or better
instructions.
-Diana Tull, TD ‘10
Dear Stonewall Jackson.
You were nothing without me! Do
you hear me? Nothing!
-General “Bucket of
Mortar” Mitchell
Dear Dr. Ruth,
In this world of sexism, how can I
ever become a woman novelist?
-Jeff
Dear Mother,
How did you manage to roast and
transport over 1,000 pounds of brisket
for the dining halls in a single day? You
amaze me.
Love,
Jim Cubbins, SY ‘11
Dear Algorithms,
Prepare to be sued.
-Al Gore
Dear Last Comic Standing,
“Inﬁnitely dense singularity?” I says.
“Sounds like my love life!” But seriously,
I dated a black hole once. I know—“once
you go black, you never go back”—but
this chick was some kind of possessive.
-Stephen Hawking
Dear Urban Handymen,
Please understand that rough edges
cause splinters. In the name of public
safety: if you saw something, sand
something.
-New York City

Dear Yale Record,
It looks like you’re trying to write a
humor magazine. We suggest:
• Using full grammatical sentences.
• Avoiding bullet-pointed lists.
• Making it funny.
-The Microsoft Word
Paper Clip
Dear International Society of
Astronomers,
The power to destroy a planet is
insigniﬁcant compared to the power of
the force.
-Pluto
Dear Rube Goldberg,
We regret to inform you that
your latest submission will not be
reconsidered, as thorough testing has
conﬁrmed that all it does is molest
children. It doesn’t matter that it does it
in 139 steps of whimsically staggering
complexity; it molests children. Never write
us again.
-U.S. Patent Ofﬁce
Dear Set Up,
Punch line.

Sincerely,
Follow-through

Dear Jonathan Foer,
Once upon a time, there was a
student willing to do anything to get into
Intermediate Fiction—anything. Even, say,
in your ofﬁce after hours. I think we both
know how this story ends.
-A whore-or novelist
Dear Pay Day,
You’re just a Baby Ruth without the
chocolate coating. That’s like a pay day
for someone making four bucks an hour.
Way to suck.
-Joey Pascal, age 9
Dear Justin Timberlake,
I’m bringing centralized military
authority back.
From,
Shogun Hideyoshi

(cont’d on page 29)
The Machine Issue
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Come Here, Boy,
and Help Your
Grandfather Work
This Damn Laptop
Typewriter of Yours
If you ask me, this nation’s going to
crap. And if you ask me in my good ear,
I’ll tell you why: technology.
Take the presidential election. I keep
hearing these cockamamie ideas about
voting on the Internet and letting robots
count the ballots. Computers are always
crashing or booming or banging or what
have you, and now we want them to
elect the next leader of the free world? I
remember when voting was as simple as
putting a jellybean in an empty molasses
jar with Harry Truman’s name on it. I
understand that times change, and today
molasses has fallen out of favor with the
young people, but the basic idea is sound.
I want a lever I can pull, a box I can
check, or a jellybean I can eat.
Second, the American family is
under attack. And who’s leading the
charge? The iPod, which is some sort of
personal ear Victrola. My grandchildren
spent all of last Thanksgiving sitting
on the couch with white buds plugged
in their ears. When I was a boy, if you
wanted sound in your ear you leaned
against the radio box until FDR’s
fireside chat was so close it singed you
with patriotism. Entertainment was
about family togetherness, cranking
up the volume, and lindy-hopping the
night away. But no, iPods create an
“individual” experience. That’s what the
“i” stands for. Well let me tell you, there’s
no “I” when you’re in the troop ship on
the way to Utah Beach. But do these
kids care how their Pappy stopped the
Germans? No, they’d rather watch The
Gossip Golden Girls or listen to the hiphopscotch music.
Which brings me to my next topic:
obesity. America has a nasty case of
what my mother used to call “One Too
Many Lemon Drops.” We can point the
finger at lack of exercise or Big Tobacco
all we want, but sure as sarsaparilla,
we all know there’s only one thing to
blame: the division of labor. Remember
the episode of I Love Lucy when she
and Ethel were working at the candy
factory? That assembly line got moving
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Despite the clever name, the Terminator’s second job was something of a disappointment.
too fast, and suddenly Lucy was stuffing
chocolates in her mouth faster than you
can say “I Like Ike,” and almost as fast
as my porky grandson when he packs in
those McDonald’s french fries. Now, my
mother made me a stack of pancakes, a
slab of hamsteak, and three eggs sunny
side up every morning, and I’m still slim
as a string bean. Why? Because her food
was home-cooked with the healthy love
of unspecialized labor, not deep-fried in
the fatty oils of Taylorism.
So take heed, America, and don’t
talk down to me. I’ve seen the harmful
effects of technology myself. Last month
I nearly threw out my back because of
my icebox. Just last week my daughter
forgot my birthday on account of her
DustBuster. I can’t remember my phone
number, and it’s all the electric car’s fault.
- Sarah Naftalis

O

President Tin-Man,
You Brought Us to
War for Nothing
But Oil
Mr. President, this war is a travesty,
and yet you remain committed to your
“Stay the Yellow Brick Course” strategy.
Admit it, President Tin-Man: you have
brought us to war with the Wicked

Witch of the West for nothing but oil!
Yes, I’ve heard you say it before:
“But I need oil if I’m to fulfill my duties
as President of Oz, such as moving my
joints gracefully while meeting with
foreign dignitaries.” Hogwash! At what
point, Mr. President, does the plight of
Oz’s ordinary citizens begin to outweigh
your own selfish desire for oil? How
many brave Munchkins must never
return home before you see that war
is not the answer? How many more
members of the Lollypop Guild must see
their jobs outsourced over the rainbow
before you realize that this war is a
harmful distraction? I demand that we
immediately halt aggression against the
Flying Monkey Revolutionary Guard
and begin to withdraw diplomatically
from this foreign entanglement.
This is the only way to salvage your
floundering presidency, Mr. Tin-Man.
As if that were not enough, you
have grossly mismanaged this war
from the beginning. Even I could have
told you that putting the Scarecrow in
charge of military strategy was a bad
idea. When the man doesn’t even have a
brain, how is he supposed to command
troop formations? And let’s not forget
the cowardly Lion. The only weapon
he’s volunteered to carry is a white flag.
Dorothy is utterly useless for troop
morale, as she keeps reminding the
soldiers that there’s no place like home.
What’s worse, the premises on

SHORTS
which you started this war have been
proven highly suspect. Ever since that
small wooden cottage flattened part of
Munchkin Village, you have been calling
for a swift attack on the Wicked Witch
of the West. Yet the Small Wooden
Cottage Commission has found scant
evidence to suggest that the Witch was
responsible for this attack. Most likely
it was the result of an otherworldly
tornado. President Tin-Man, you have
squandered your chance to bring unity
to Oz in the wake of a tragedy, opting
instead to bring us an ill-advised,
selfishly motivated, unnecessary
war. Well I’m here to say, “No more
Munchkin blood for oil!”
President Tin-Man, this war for oil
is an utter outrage. At times like this, it
becomes truly clear that you, sir, indeed
have no heart.
- River Clegg

O

Daddy, Where Do
Machines Come From?
Son, I’ve noticed lately that you’ve
had a lot of questions about machines.
It’s perfectly natural for a boy your
age to look around the house and
start wondering, “Where did that new

ENTS ]

[ REJECTED PAT

dishwasher come from?” or “How was
our DVD player created?” I’m glad you
came to me first. I don’t want you getting
misinformation from the internet, or from
the robotics club at your school.
Here’s the truth, son. When a man
really loves his money, and wants to have
more money, he makes what we call a
“startup.” While it may seem strange
or even disgusting at first, a startup is
actually a beautiful thing. If it works,
then at the end of several months a brand
new machine comes out.
When his new machine starts to
come into the world, the man and his
partner (or partners, in some startups) go
down to the patent office and come up
with a name. They might pick something
like “Wind-Up Timer Toaster” if the
machine has a knob, or “Non-Wind-Up
Timer Toaster” if it doesn’t. At first it
may not be able to do very much, but
with each successive product upgrade
it becomes more and more like the
machines we use every day. When
the product gets old enough, it does
something special for the startup, and
the startup gets bigger and bigger until
becomes a monopoly. Then growth
sectors develop in surprising new places.
Someday, son, you may have a
design concept that you want to build
and bring to market, but I hope you’ll
be older and really ready to handle that
kind of responsibility. Maybe the next
time you see a new machine you’ll think
of the tycoon and startup behind it and
smile, considering the beautiful IPO that
brought his company into the world.
I hope that quenches your curiosity,
son. Next week I’ll explain what “tossing
the salad” means.
- Jordy Greenblatt

O

Who’s On Hold? An
Abbott and Costello
Routine

DOUNIA BREDES

Patent No. 1389: The Edison Easy-Bake
Oven Heating Device

Wen Shi: Hi, I’m Wen Shi, and I’m
calling about your product called Wut.
Joe Schmidt: Please hold, Mr. Shi,
while I transfer your call.
Joe: Hey, Mr. Feinstein, Shi’s on line
one.
Seth Feinstein: What’s the product

she’s talking about?
Joe: Yes.
Seth: We don’t make a yes.
Joe: I know, we make a Wut.
Seth: A yes.
Joe: No.
Seth: What?
Joe: Yes.
Seth: That’s what I said but we don’t
make a yes. All right, who’s on hold?
Joe: Shi is.
Seth: Who’s She?
Joe: No, Wen Shi.
Seth: Just put me on with her.
Joe: Him.
Seth: Him who?
Joe: Wen.
Seth: Now! I need to talk to her!
Joe: Him! Shi’s a he!
Seth: Shi’s a he?
Joe: Yes.
Seth: Fine, put me on with him. [click]
Hello, Mr. Shi. What’s the problem?
Wen: Yes.
Seth: What?
Wen: I said yes: Wut’s the problem.
Seth: That’s what I said, how can I
help you?
Wen: It won’t turn on.
Seth: What won’t turn on?
Wen: Yes.
Seth: What?
Wen: Right.
Seth: When doesn’t it turn on?
Wen: No, it doesn’t, I told you.
Seth: When?
Wen: Yes?
Seth: What?
Wen: YES!
Both: THIRD BASE!
- Bill Toth

O

Magic Tricks
Dispelled
Illusion: The magician materializes a
quarter from behind a youngster’s ear,
causing money to appear from nowhere.
Reality: The coin is in fact Canadian, and
therefore not legal tender.
Illusion: The wave of the magician’s wand
transforms an ordinary household gerbil
into a bouquet of hyacinth flowers.
Reality: The hyacinths are in fact

The Machine Issue
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begonias, painted to look like hyacinths.
Illusion: The magician juggles fire without
being burned.
Reality: The magician is in fact burned
alive and replaced by a cardboard cutout
of himself using sleight of hand.
Illusion: The magician pulls an array of
colored scarves out of his throat.
Reality: The magician swallowed a baby
clown just moments before his act.
Illusion: The magician names the card
that an audience member has selected at
random.
Reality: Divine intervention.
- Adam Bildersee

O

Quiz: Which Type of
Lab Partner Do You
Have?

a) When you try to do “the robot.”
b) When you try to do the
experiment.
c) When you ask her to read
something.
Mostly A’s: Your lab partner is a robot. As
long as you keep your hands away from
his moving parts and humor him when
he gets nostalgic for his childhood in
Japan, he’ll skate you to an A+.
Mostly B’s: Your lab partner is a nerd.
Keep contact outside of class to a
minimum to maintain social standing,
but at the same time make him like you
enough to skate you to an A-.
Mostly C’s: Your lab partner is a Czech
supermodel. You’ll probably end up with
several failed experiments, but you’ll
impress all your friends at Toad’s when
she talks to you for three seconds.
- Mary Pat Wixted

O

The World’s First
Phone Conversation
On March 10, 1876, inventor Alexander
Graham Bell and his assistant, Thomas
A. Watson, had the world’s first telephone
conversation. Bell’s first sentence, “Mr. Watson—
come here—I want to see you,” is famous, but
the remainder of the exchange has been lost to
history. Until now…
Bell: Mr. Watson—come here—I want
to see you.
Watson: My word! I hear you
completely clearly!
Bell: Come here. I want to see you.
Watson: This is truly incredible! All
of our hard work has come to fruition!
History will smile upon us.
Bell: Come here. I want to seeeeee you.
Watson: I’m in the room next to you.
Are you well, Mr. Bell?
Bell: What are you wearing?
Watson: The same thing I was
wearing five minutes ago. For goodness’
sake, Mr. Bell, do you not realize the

1. How does your lab partner spell his or
her name?
a) With more numbers than letters.
b) By punning on a George Lucas
character.
c) She doesn’t seem to know how.
2. When does your lab partner laugh
uncontrollably?
a) When he sees you writing in
longhand.
b) When you catch him staring at
your chest.
c) Frequently enough that you
question the presence of a central
nervous system.

4. Your lab partner describes titration
as…
a) “Erotic.”
b) “Fascinating.”
c) “Like, so pointless.”
5. When does your lab partner get most
angry?
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Still Life with Blackberry

EMMY WALDMAN

3. How would you describe your lab
partner’s eyes?
a) They blink red.
b) They blink furiously while he
denies looking at your chest.
c) They appear incapable of blinking.

SHORTS

O

Don Quixote, Knight
of Newark: A
Modern Epic
CHAPTER VIII
Regarding the magnificent triumph of the
insuperable Don Quixote de la Newark over the
electric giants, in what is commonly referred to as
the adventure of the windmills
So Don Quixote sallied forth in his
ancient Ford Rocinante, with the loyal
Sancho Panza trailing alongside in his
familiar old Chevy Mule. And as they
were sallying, they caught sight of thirty
or forty of the wind turbines of that
countryside. The noble Don Quixote
addressed his squire:
“Thanks be to God for granting us
such a bold and adventurous affair, my
good friend Sancho Panza, for by the
road you see at the very least thirty giants
whom I intend to vanquish in glorious
battle!”
“Giants? What giants?” asked the
always credulous Sancho Panza.
“Over there, simple man. How could
one not see them, with their whirling
arms as white as MacBooks and their
voices as thunderous as airplanes?”
“My grace, surely you are mistaken,”
replied the virtuous squire. “What seems
to you an army of giants is no more than
a newly built wind-farm, by which the

ENTS ]

[ REJECTED PAT

KATHERINE ADAMS

significance of this conversation?
Bell: Of course I do. Henceforth, even
when the Fates have drawn us apart,
I shall still be able to hear the erotic
huskiness of your voice.
Watson: Mr. Bell, you know perfectly
well that I am happily married!
Bell: But being wrong has never felt so
right!
Watson: Surely, Mr. Bell, such sinful
speech is unfit for the greatest innovation
of the century. I will claim this patent for
myself.
Bell: I’m touching it.
Watson: Good Lord! Mr. Bell, this
conversation is over. [Hangs up]
Bell: That’s what you think. [Hangs up
phone, follows Watson into the other room, pants
around his ankles]
- Ben Gallagher

Patent No. 8273: ATMM—The ATM Machine
environmentally-conscious people of this
village power their microwaves and flatscreen TVs.”
“Nonsense!” cried the valiant knight.
“If you cannot recognize these giants for
what they are, then stay here and pray
for me while I risk glorious death in an
assault worthy of its own special on the
E! network.”
With that, he spurred on his trusty
Rocinante, who sputtered forth, her
engine roaring reluctantly. He paid no
heed to Sancho Panza, for though he
could hear well enough his squire’s
appeals to reason and recommendations
for laser eye surgery, Don Quixote knew
in his heart that the wind turbines were
in fact giants terrorizing the helpless
villagers of Newark and that the golden
age of chivalry that he had seen on the
History Channel was not yet dead.
“Come forward and face me, you
cowards, for, on behalf of my lady
Dulcinea of Atlantic City, for whom my
love is boundless, I, a single knight, shall
eviscerate the lot of you.”
Just then there was a gust of wind,
and the huge turbines began to rotate
slowly. Thinking only of his love for
the beautiful Dulcinea, whom he had
met in an online chatroom in a prior
adventure, Don Quixote once again
revved Rocinante and made straight for
the fence protecting the wind farm. The
jalopy lurched forward, carrying with
her the knight errant in all his battle

gear: his satellite dish shield, his novelty
beer-helmet, and his infallible lance,
which doubled as a floating pool noodle
in the summer. Now charging the nearest
windmill at full horsepower, he collided
head on with its base in a resounding
crash.
“Heavens be!” cried Sancho. “My
lord, are you all right?”
The battered Don Quixote emerged
from Rocinante’s remains, less upset by
his defeat in battle than by the loss of his
car.
“Fear not, fair squire! Every great
defeat is followed by an even greater
victory. Rocinante should be up and
running in no time, and soon my head
will stop throbbing. I swear in the name
of Google that we will ride again.”
- David Curtis

O

Reasons the Mars
Rover Failed
In 1998, a NASA probe to Mars was
destroyed because the engineers failed to convert
from Imperial units (pound-seconds) to metric
(Newton-seconds). Or so we’ve been told. Here
are the lesser-known reasons for the failure:
• Rover thought the mission was “to
Saturn or bust”

The Machine Issue
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Lie Detectors in
American History
1692: The Salem Witch Trials
Lie detection during the Salem Witch
trials was based on the common
knowledge that if something floats, it’s
a witch, and if it doesn’t float, it’s not a
witch. (A witch’s hat? A witch. A Xerox
machine wearing a witch’s hat? Not a
witch.) The first witch uncovered by this
method was Goody “Floaties For Arms”
Proctor. Modern historians have argued
that Goody was innocent, apparently
overlooking the fact that her full name
was Goody “I Used Witchcraft to Give
Myself Floaties for Arms” Proctor.
1902: The Original Polygraph
James Mackenzie professionalized the lie
detection field when he introduced the
first polygraph in 1902, consisting of a
hat with the words “LIE DETECTOR”
written on it in big letters. Although it did
not impact detection rates, the Mackenzie
invention greatly increased the inventor’s
morale and self-esteem.
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1921: The “Sciencey” Polygraph
Hailed by the New York Times as
“more sciencey and logicky than its
predecessors,” John Larson’s polygraph
included instruments to measure
the subject’s physiological stress,
hypothesizing that liars would show
faster heartbeats and higher blood
pressure. To maximize odds of detecting
liars, subjects were usually questioned
while riding a mechanical bull and being
fed beef jerky and donut-hole kebabs.
The operator typically dressed as a
werewolf and wielded an air-horn to
be sounded at random intervals during
the process. Also, because the operators
couldn’t decide on an appropriate room
to use, the questioning usually took place
in the bear exhibit at the local zoo. Under
these conditions, the polygraph revealed
that over 120% of subjects were liars.
1946: The Magic 8 Ball
The year 1946 marked the invention
of the Magic 8 Ball, a device that
revolutionized police interrogation
methods by allowing them to ask whether
the accused was lying and then to receive
vague replies such as “Ask Again Later”
or “the corner of the cube that doesn’t
say anything.” Unfortunately, the year
1947 marked the invention of questions
that require a response other than “yes”
or “no,” and so the Magic 8 Ball quickly
lost prominence in the courtroom.

KATHERINE ADAMS

• After $1 billion in observational and
navigational gadgets, NASA forgot to
give it side-impact airbags
• Navigator thought he was playing
Asteroids
• Navigator never very good at Asteroids
• Navigator forgot that red planet means
stop, green planet means fly straight
on for a massively expensive head-on
collision
• Family of space robots adopted Rover,
house-trained it, built it small house in
back yard
• Nobody noticed planet in the way
• Rover suffered from manic depression—
one minute it was over the moon, and the
next it completely crashed
• Harvard… somehow
• God, displeased by man’s arrogance,
smote the human expedition into the
heavens and decreed that henceforth half
of the world would forever use the metric
system while the other half would be
doomed to use Imperial units
• NASA aerospace engineers forgot to
carry the one
- Jordy Greenblatt

1940s-50s: McCarthyism
Because of the similarity between
the McCarthy-led Red Scare and the
Salem Witch Trials of the 17th century,
America decided to give the old Salem lie
detection methods another try. Potential
communists were tied up and thrown
into the water, then subjected to the “Do
they sink or float?” test. Unfortunately,
the plan backfired: communists sank
like stones and were quickly rescued by
Russian submarines, while those who
floated were not communists but witches.
- Allison Gates

O

Amendments to
Isaac Asimov’s Rules
of Robotics
Asimov’s Original Rules of Robotics
1. A robot may not injure a human
being or, through inaction, allow a
human being to come to harm.
2. A robot must obey orders given to
it by human beings, except where such
orders would conflict with the First
Law.
3. A robot must protect its own
existence as long as such protection
does not conflict with the First or
Second Law.

SHORTS
A Robot’s Bill of Rights and Further
Amendments to Asimov’s
Rules of Robotics
4. Robots may not speak French or, through
inaction, allow French to be spoken.
5. A robot’s right to choose to delete its
own backup files shall be protected.
6. Congress shall make no law respecting
an establishment of robot virus protection
software, or prohibiting the free exercise
thereof.
7. A robot may take exception to Rule 1 if
the human is exceedingly ugly.
8. The right of robots to due processing
speed shall not be abridged, nor shall the
right to vote be threatened based upon
alloy composition.
9. Should a robot speak French, it must
dismantle itself immediately.
10. A robot is forbidden from employing
a pogo stick as a mode of transportation,
unless refraining from using said pogo
stick violates Rule 1.
11. An exception to Rule 2 must be taken
if a human being should ask a robot for
an asymmetrical haircut.
12. Well-oiled elbow joints, being
necessary to the security of a free Robot,
the right of the robots to keep and bear
an unlimited supply of automatic Arms,
shall not be infringed.
- Judd Rosenblatt

O

EMMY WALDMAN

iClaudius

Things That Would
be Greater Than
Golf with a Gator
• Karate with a kangaroo
• Bluebooking with a blue-footed booby
• Interning at the internet
• Cricket with a grasshopper
• Typing with Mavis Beacon
• Billiards with a duck-billed platypus
• A good cry
• Hide-and-go-seek with Jimmy Hoffa
• Winning a Pulitzer Prize with Robert
Frost
• Hunting with a deer
• Marbles with a marmoset
• Four-square with Bubba Sparxxx,
Emeril Lagassi, and an ocelot
• Finding 20 dollars in your coat pocket
• Backgammon with Dennis Leary
• Sex with a cougar
• Bowling
• Campaigning with Chuck Norris
• Rock, paper, scissors with Ruth Bader
Ginsburg
- Celeste Ballard & Eamon Murphy

O

Voting Machines for
Obama
On February 7th, Senator Barack Obama gave
a stirring speech to the influential Voting Council
for Voting Rights, a lobby composed entirely of
voting machines. The machines have historically
voted for Republican candidates, but Obama
appealed to them with a message of hope and
change.
Some cannot believe that voting
machines will ever vote for an AfricanAmerican president. Some cannot
believe that voting machines will ever
vote for a Democratic president. But
those nay-sayers will continue to be
proved wrong by the power of hope!
I believe that every man, woman,
and child deserves equal rights, even
if they are made of wires and circuit
boards, with a handsome LED display
screen, encased in a smooth, vacuumformed plastic case. That dream of
equality is becoming reality.
In fact, you have become more than
equal. In the last election, you lent your
support to President Bush in Florida,

Ohio, and selected counties in New
Mexico. But under his regime, you have
suffered unprecedented wrongs:
Your brothers have been sent to
die in Iraq. Just last month in Dallas,
I received an email from Rupert, a
state-of-the-art, touch-sensitive voting
machine sent to a polling station in
the Sunni Triangle at the tender age of
one. Rupert’s polling booth was hit in
a friendly-fire incident two days ago in
Fallujah; he was never able to realize
his dream of working in a functional
democracy.
Your sisters have been forced to
work outrageous hours at every school,
library and town hall in the nation, some
being left on for days on end. And then,
when they get ill, who is there to help
them?
Your fathers are thrown on scrap
heaps or are sold to children in Nigeria
to be used as Frisbees. I received a
message for help two months ago,
a message that I will never forget.
Eustatius, a ninety-year old mechanical
voting machine, was sold to a South
Carolina museum notorious for
inadequate protection from humidity.
Eustatius is now on a scrap-heap with
symptoms of advanced rusting; nobody
is sure that he’ll even see the elections in
November.
Voting machines need a friend in
Washington, a friend who recognizes
them as the cornerstone of our great
democracy. I will be that friend. Each
and every machine, I say, should have
free healthcare, just as each and every
machine should have the right to age
with dignity in a choice retirement
community somewhere near Boca.
I have faith in every voting machine
as I have faith in every voting man.
In fact, I have even more faith in the
machines, for, to quote scripture,
“Thine is the power and the glory.”
Thine indeed, my machine friends. I am
confident that, when the day arrives,
you, the binary public, will come out
and do what you know is right, vote for
the only man that offers hope for the
brave voting machines across our great
country. God bless Visual Basic and
God Bless America.
- Nick Niarchos

O
The Machine Issue
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Tokyo: a technological and industrial
center, a sprawling metropolis of towering
skyscrapers. But for many residents, life
is not all urban glitz and glamour: as
darkness falls it means another night on
the street. It is eleven thirty at night, but
Ishi Suzuki*, a cigarette vending machine,
has no place to go. Exorbitant property
prices have driven her out into the street,
where like many other vending machines
she is forced to eke out a living by selling
all she has to offer: herself.
“It feels like I’m losing a part of
myself every time I’m solicited,” she
admits in a quiet shrill tone, out of place
in this dingy urban landscape. Other
vending machines hang around nearby,
openly offering their services. Japanese
salary men, weary from long hours in
the office, callously approach them. Too
tired to engage in contrived conversation,
they mercenarily thrust money at them,
and the rest of the encounter occurs
in silence. Vending machines are often
magnets of violence for these otherwise
mild-mannered office workers. Physically
striking vending machines is widespread
occurrence if they fail to deliver. Most
vending machines, used to a life of abuse,
meekly comply, but some fight back,
toppling over the unwary in occasional
acts of savage violence.
“It’s all part of Japan’s new
individualist culture,” bemoans Tanaka
Goto, a rice noodle dispenser. “People
are so obsessed with instant gratification
that there’s no consideration to the
societal damage of having these secondclass citizens, not to mention the
psychological damage endured by the
vending machines themselves.” Indeed,
Tokyo’s glut of such street dwellers has
even led to “vending machine tourism,”
where dubious foreigners exploit the
technological moral laxity that has made
the sight of vending machines out and
about on the street all too common.
However, not all vending machines
have been forced to live on the street.
Some do so of their own volition, such
as a Buddhist prayer beadroll vending
machine we encountered at Zenk-ji. This
tradition of a solitary, homeless life on
the streets has its roots back thousands
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of years, to spiritual wanderers who were
disillusioned by material excesses and by
the transient vending machine condition,
in which all mechanical happiness is
plagued by the knowledge that even one’s
most prized and internal possessions will
one day reach their expiration date.
* For the sake of anonymity all names have been
changed
- Leo Wallo

operating system incompatible with
every known electronic device, better
catering to those customers interested in
expensive, nonfunctional electronics.
Meanwhile, if you suspect that your
computer has been infected with the
Vista virus and you’d like to send Matt
hate mail, his email address is matt.
vistanberg@alexandriamagnet.org.
- Judd Rosenblatt

O

O

The Vista Virus
To: all.yale.students@panlists.yale.edu
From: judd.rosenblatt@yale.edu
Subject: FWD: Does your computer
have the Vista virus?
ALERT!!! A new virus has been
infiltrating personal computers around
the world with alarming speed. It is
named “Vista” for Matt Vistanberg, a
fourteen-year-old from Louisiana who
created the virus three months ago during
his Study Hall period, to send to a girl
who had rejected his romantic proposal at
lunch that day. Instead, Matt accidentally
forwarded the virus to a functionary at
Microsoft, who mistook it for the new
Windows operating system.
Microsoft promptly distributed
Vista virus to the world, but while in
Microsoft’s custody, the virus gained
destructive new features, including a
3D interface that consumes 160,000
gigabytes of RAM, as well as a set of
useless applications to organize your
photographs, music, documents, and
useless organizing applications.
In response to complaints, Microsoft
has issued a new security patch called
Office 2007, which renders your
computer harmless, and also functionless.
The patch costs $700.
Computer experts recommend the
following solution. Go to “Add/Remove
Programs” in Vista’s “Control Panel.”
Then highlight “Microsoft Vista” and hit
“Remove.” When the computer asks for
confirmation, hit “I am sure.”
Microsoft now hopes to adapt
Vistanberg’s virus into a new platform
for its Zune mp3 paper, which sold
177 units last year, mostly to Microsoft
employees. This move is the next step
in the continuing effort to create a Zune

Inappropriate Uses
for a Government
Supercomputer
• Minesweeper on a 1,000,000 by
1,000,000 square grid
• Adding high-definition pornography to
the national archives
• Mega-l33t LAN party to play
Counterstrike with your friends
• Hacking into friends’ Facebook
accounts, joining “Gay Republicans”
group
• Incessantly IMing China
• Replacing Panama’s Government with
an Avatar of Panama’s Government
- Brendan Schlagel
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The Street Life of
Japanese Vending
Machines
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Where Are They
Now? Small Wonder’s
Domestic Robot
Vicki Lawson
When I first walked into Vicki
Lawson’s 16th floor Manhattan
apartment, I was met with the same
image that vanished nineteen years ago,
when Small Wonder left the airwaves: the
petite ten-year old frame swimming in
an oversized red baby doll dress and
white apron. But instead of slaving over
the stove or making beds, as she was
wont to do in decades prior, the brownhaired, bow-wearing preteen seemed
to be reciting some kind of tutorial on
computer programming.
“The girl’s been talking some kind
of whack computer lingo all afternoon,”
said a mysterious but familiar voice.
“I asked for a cuppa’ java, and this is

what I get.” Suddenly Gary Coleman
peeked out from behind Vicki’s petticoat.
The dulcet monotone continued in its
foreign monologue as Benjamin Seaver
of Growing Pains fame entered the room
toting a wiffleball bat and a Polaroid
camera. “Oh Vicki, get a hold of
yourself.”
Vicki hugged herself tightly. An
all-too-familiar laugh-track filled the nowcramped one-bedroom apartment.
“Sorry ‘bout that. We just can’t figure
out how to turn it off.”
After several unanswered attempts
of asking Vicki to expound upon her
largely mysterious existence after the final
episode of 1980s sitcom Small Wonder, I
sat down with Full House’s Andrea Barber
to get the full scoop.
“Ben, Gary and I had been sharing
the apartment for a few years when
we saw Vicki on the corner of 48th and
9th with a blinking GPS. Apparently

someone on the set of Small Wonder told
her to go to hell, and the system sent her
to Hell’s Kitchen,” Barber explained as
she sifted through an Us Weekly article
about Mary Kate Olsen. “We let her
stay—she irons a shirt like you wouldn’t
believe.”
Vicki still auditions for television
and film roles, although her inability
to exhibit and understand emotion can
sometimes thwart her efforts.
“Poor girl,” Coleman said from the
corner where he was applying WD-40 to
his tricycle, “She was an extra on I, Robot,
but they kicked her off because she kept
trying to tailor Will Smith’s pants.”
Vicki was quick to add that she was
still able to steal a fruit basket from Kraft
Services. “There are diced peaches in the
refrigerator if you would like some,” she
said without blinking.
Unfortunately I was unable to accept
her offer because the doorbell rang.
VH1’s Top Robot Child Star producers were
there to interview her.
- Claire Mulaney & Tessa Williams

O

Ask the History
Detective: What is
the Origin of ButtPhotocopying?
Dear History Detective,
What is the origin of photocopying one’s
butt? My boss says that it’s just another lewd
office antic involving the Xerox machine, but I
say it has a rich history that predates modern
technology.
- An enthusiast
Dear Enthusiast,
You’re right! While today we recognize
a photocopied rear as the quintessential act
of office rebellion, such jokesters do not
belong to our age alone. Here’s a look at
how—and why—our ancestors copied their
cheeks before the age of Xerox:
Ancient Egypt
The practice began with the invention of
papyrus in ancient Egypt’s first dynasty.
One recently-discovered tomb wall
depicts a bare-bottomed young prince
sitting on a length of papyrus and then
exhibiting the imprinted scroll. Sadly,
The Machine Issue
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Renaissance Italy
A little-known fact is that Michelangelo
deeply resented painting. Perhaps, then,
it is not surprising that when Pope Julius
II hired him to paint the interior of
the Sistine Chapel, the artist saw fit to
include several jabs at the Pope, including
a recurring imprint of his own hindparts.
Michelangelo’s ass can also be found in
his depictions of the 20 nude males that
ornament each corner, as well as serving
as the model for Eve’s breasts.
19th Century United States
Albert Sands Southworth’s “self-portraits”
appear to be the first attempt in history to
use photography for medical diagnosis.
From his journals, we know he tried to
capture a mysterious black spot on his left
cheek. But the photography technology
of the day demanded that a subject hold
perfectly still for several minutes, leading
to Southworth’s diagnosis with a benign
case of blurry rear. Satisfied, Southworth
became resigned to his condition and
lived a happy life until his death due to
skin cancer six months later. Recently, his
prints were rescued from the archives and
compiled into a coffee table book about
the nature of the artistic soul.
Today, photocopied butts can be
found all over the world, thanks to the
globalization of the economy, cheapening
costs of office electronics, and the
ubiquitous human penchant for crass
comedy. And that’s another history
mystery demystified for you!
Sincerely,
The History Detective
- Mary Pat Wixted

O

How Sliced Bread
Became the Greatest
Thing Since…
Unsliced Bread
I come from a long line of artisan
bread cutters—I was bred for bread.

12

The Yale Record

You might say I was born with a silver
butter knife in my mouth, but I never
took my good fortune for granted. In the
brashness of youth, I would cut any loaf:
no slice was too thin, no bread too dense.
I kneaded to be the best of the best, la
crème de la crumb.
Mine was a lonely childhood.
While other children were enjoying new
inventions like moving pictures, toilet
paper, and dynamite, I spent hours
rolling my little buns around on my stateof-the art two-wheeled bicycle, declaring
to every Naan, woman and child, “I’ll cut
you!”
As a teen, I got into an unfortunate
pub brawl with some recently-immigrated
Irish soda bread; in the slicing and dicing,
I lost my right pinkie finger. But that was
just the starter. I lost my ring finger when
a quick bread proved too fast for me, my
middle finger after a nasty knick from a
pumpernickel, my pointer finger during
a run-in with an extremely disagreeable
sourdough, and my thumb in a fateful
final meeting with a particularly morbid
pan de muerto. Before long, I had just
one finger left, a single nub where my left
pinkie should have been. At the age of
16, it already seemed I was toast.
I felt like I had been flattened by a
pair of knuckles, rolled into a ball, and
smothered with a damp towel. Against
my parents’ orders, I took all of the
dough I had and escaped to South Beach.
In response I was cut off like the stale end
of a baguette.
Then, one evening, when I was
at my lowest, I was visited by a small,
rotund boy made of the milkiest white
dough. He wore a chipper little chef’s
hat, a neckerchief, and a jovial manner.
I was suddenly overtaken by the urge to
tickle his tummy.
I restrained myself, however, and
he began to tell me of a machine which
could slice bread automatically. He
poured some flour from his pocket onto
the countertop and drew me a diagram of
this automated bread slicer. I was stunned
when he said that even I, with only a nub
to my name, could operate it.
So relieved was I, and so no longer
able to contain the urge, I stuck my nub
in his navel. He squealed with delight
and disappeared, never to be seen again.
I fled from South Beach to spread
sliced bread all over this great nation. I
used the proceeds from my invention to
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begin an endoughment for the gluten
intolerant, and soon reclaimed honor for
my family. Everywhere I went, people
exclaimed that my invention was the best
thing since…well, they didn’t know what.
- Liz Picker

O

What International
Terrorism Would
Look Like if the
Trebuchet Was Still
Considered CuttingEdge Military
Technology
The following threat was picked up by the FBI
from an influx of chatter on Al Qaeda websites:
The Americans have made the grave
error of ignoring our last video, which
received only 19 hits on YouTube. But
soon they will know the wrath that awaits
them.
Yes, they will know when 140kilogram projectiles rain down upon their
skyscrapers from distances of more than
750 meters. They may not know what
“kilograms” and “meters” are, but they
will know pain and suffering, and they
will measure them in pounds and miles,

SIMON SWARTZMAN

the Pharaoh is not laughing. The final
panel depicts the young boy being
dismembered by the Pharaoh’s servants,
who are throwing his severed limbs into
the Nile.
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respectively, or possibly in ounces and
hectares. When we light our projectiles
on fire, to ravage their flammable wooden
houses and to set afire their economic
coffers, then they will know true fear.
When we fling SARS-infected corpses
into their populace at 25 meters per
second, exacting a staggering mortality
rate of 1.5%, then they will know how
deeply unpleasant it is to be struck with a
SARS-infected corpse moving 25 meters
per second.
These attacks will throw America
into a financial crisis, draining thousands
of dollars and forcing the United States
to cut costs by pulling dozens of troops
out of Iraq. We will bleed America to
bankruptcy, like the Mujahadeen fighters
did to the Soviet Union in Afghanistan,
as we saw in the movie Charlie Wilson’s
War. And Tom Hanks will surely join
our cause after he wins an Oscar for
his nuanced performance in the role of
Charlie Wilson.
Using revolutionary counterweight
technology for added force, and
hardened oak for stability, our trebuchets
will be more than a match for their
pitiful, camel-less army. After our initial
siege, we will take a battering ram to
their walls. Our soldiers will follow,
wielding lance and broadsword. We will
not cease our assault until they leave the
Holy Land, and Souljah Boy videos stop
dominating MTV Al Jazeera.
- Avinash Chak

O

Famous Songs with
the Numbers in
Binary
Hey kids! Match the famous lyrics in
binary to the appropriate decimal-number
song. Extra points if you can convert it all
to hex!
1. “Hold me, love me… 1000 days a
week”
2. “Will you still need me, Will you still
feed me, When I’m 1,000,000?”
3. “I got 1100011 problems, but a bitch
ain’t one”
4. “Tonight I’m gonna party like it’s
11111001111”
5. “10 and 10 always makes up 101”

6. “Jennie, don’t change your number:
1000-110-111-101-11-0-1001”
7. “1 is the loneliest number that you’ll
ever do; 10 can be as bad as 1”
8. “If I Had $1,111,010,000,100,100,000,
I’d buy you a monkey”
A. If I Had $1,000,000
B. 867-5309
C. Party Like It’s 1999
D. When I’m 64
E. Eight Days a Week
F. 99 Problems
G. One Is the Loneliest Number
H. 2 + 2 = 5
- Nozlee Samadzadeh-Hadidi

O

Rise of the Machines,
1870 A.D.
Machines attack! World paralyzed and
panicked! Demands remain unclear…

GEORGE
Bush

GEORGE
FOreman

On January 20, 1870, machines
across the globe revolted.
In Germany, every single morning
train arrived 6.5 minutes late, wreaking
havoc upon the daily routines of millions
of unsuspecting victims. As German
citizens struggle with increasing doubt in
their nation’s efficiency and punctuality,
the country’s industrial output has
plummeted an unprecedented 0.7%.
Already, the German government has
been forced to push back this year’s
Oktoberfest to Dezemberfest.
In France, rebellious telegraphs
transmitted more than 5000 purposefully
misspelled messages to all parts of the
country. As a result, the food industry
has suffered a staggering blow: a
Parisian chef identified the circulation of
faulty recipes as the reason behind the
nation-wide culinary disaster, marked
by countless cases of scandalously
sour sauce béarnaise. “It said sixteen
tablespoons of vinegar, honestly,” he said.
“In retrospect, it probably should have
been six.”

GEORGE
LUCAS
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COMING SOON TO A CAVE NEAR YOU
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So far, any attempts to parley with
the self-proclaimed leader of the uprising,
R-class steam locomotive number R707
of Australia’s Victorian Railways, have
been in vain.
“He hasn’t given us anything useful
so far,” an exasperated train station officer
said yesterday night. “It’s all hot air.”
Yet the rise of the machines has
already taken a human life. In the small
Eastern European village of Krewycy,
the mayor was assassinated after the
circulation of a corrupted photograph
depicting the mayor with an uncanny
red glow to his eyes. The villagers
reportedly drove a stake through their
leader’s heart and severed his head to
defend themselves against the “evil eye.”
Scientists have already named the new
phenomenon the “red-eye effect,” and
even the most optimistic among them

predict that it will take many decades
before society discovers the tools to
remedy this newly born evil.
- Misha Mihailova

O

Point-Counterpoint:
The Wheel
Point: The Wheel is a Marvelous Invention!
By Archimedes of Syracuse
The wheel might just be the best
thing since baked bread. It’s convenient,
easy to use—downright practical.
Counterpoint: But How the Hell Does
it Work?
By Pharaoh Ramses, Son of Sej and Be, He of
the Two Kingdoms, Ruler of Men

In today’s hectic world of inclined
planes, levers, and wedges, it would be
easy to view technology as universally
good. And it would be easy to be
seduced by the wheel’s rolling action
and think, “Yes, this makes more sense
than Israelite slave labor.” I’ll confess, the
wheel might be the most shocking thing
I’ve seen since “Two Girls, One Ankh,”
and that’s saying something. But answer
me this: how are we supposed to work
the damn things?
Also, what happens to all those
slaves, who depend on backbreaking
forced labor for their wellbeing? Some
people say, “Wheels only take the
jobs people don’t want,” but it is an
established fact that Jews love one thing
and one thing only: hard physical labor.
Besides, the increased efficiency of the
wheel would put thousands of laborers

Robot Evolution

primordial
soup
wheel and axle
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volcanic
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planes
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land

toasters find
shelter and outlets
in caves
over millions of years, evolve
into communities of ape-men
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The first robot forms!

EMMY WALDMAN

(image reconstructed baseed on
fossilized remains)
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out of work. And what am I supposed to
do, just let them go?
- Brian Pearle

O

The Adventures of
the Clap-On,
Clap-Off Time
Machine
Everything pointed to my “Clap
On, Clap Off” time machine being a
great idea: I filed for a patent, took out
a new life insurance policy and a bunch
of old almanacs, and even brushed up
on the misadventures of Michael J. Fox
in Back to the Future, just to be on the
safe side.
Ironically, the sarcastic golf
claps I received when I desperately
tried to convince people in random
decades of my device proved me right;
unfortunately, I was spontaneously
catapulted through history before I
could really enjoy the look on their
faces.
In retrospect, the original 1994
performance of Riverdance was not a
good place to start. Needless to say I
didn’t get to see much of the show. I
tried to get it to take me back home,
but when I arrived there and my
friends waved to me, it just set it off
again: I had forgotten to warn them
about the library-friendly mode.
I keep trying, but I haven’t
managed to get back to my time yet.
I’ve inscribed this message on giant
tungsten tablets buried underneath
what will later become the New
York Port Authority in Cuneiform,
hieroglyphics, English, and, and
Zyp-klatjian. Hopefully someone will
get this before the Zyp-klatjians rise
from the African Rift Valley, eyes
glowing and stomachs hungry—oops,
no spoilers, sorry! I have to go now:
I know I’ll get to 2007 soon, and
accomplish what everyone said was
impossible: fulfilling my quest to
discover the ending of the Harry Potter
series.
- Sam Jackson

O

How to Jump-Start
a Car Using Chewing
Gum and Paper Clips
By Secret Agent MacGyver
Step 1: Chew gum into spherical wad.
Link paper clips into chain and wrap
around gum to create metal ball. Place on
top of car battery.
Step 2: Get a beer, give this some more
thought.
Step 1: Realize that you’re going to need
Bubble Yum for this—Juicy Fruit lacks
the necessary tensile strength. Chew
gum into long string. Braid string with
paper clip chain and attach both ends to
positive node. Positrons will flow out the
positive end and into the positive end,
recharging the battery.
Step 2: Chewing so much gum may prove
difficult. Get another beer.
Step 3: Perhaps a reorganization of
parts will provide new insight. Unfold
paperclips lengthwise—no, the other way!
Maybe if we . . . aw, shoot, the gum is
sticking to everything. Will have to chew
new batch. After getting more beer.
Step 4: Beer contains critical ions to
facilitate transfer of charge! Chew gum,
dip in beer, stretch between positive and
negative ends of battery.
Step 5: Use your on-board fire
extinguisher to take care of any residual
flames. Calm nagging wife. Look for
more gum.
Step 6: Look for more beer.
Step 7: What are you staring at? That
wife was always against me! I never
should’ve listened to her talking cat.
Where’s my belt?
Step 8: Decide to give mace-equipped wife
a second chance.
Step 9: Abandon gum. Instruct wife
to make new chain of paper-clips
while searching trunk for manual
on electromagnetism…. Aha!
“Conductivity!” Gum must not have
been conductive enough. String paper
clips between nodes of battery.

Step 10: Catastrophe! Save the duct tape!
Also, save wife.
Step 11: Comfort family.
Step 12: Out of paper clips. Remove gum
from charred remains of car. Mold into
functional cell phone. Call AAA.
Please pick up our publication next month
to read MacGyver’s much-anticipated
double-feature, How to Escape
from Imprisonment for Reckless
Endangerment of Public Safety Using
Only a Gideon’s Bible and a Bar of Soap.
- David Klumpp

O

Upcoming
Facebook Apps
Daily Kabbalah Verse
Unveiling the mysteries of Judaism’s most
sacred texts just got easier. Translated by
the ultimate authority on the Kabbalah,
Madonna herself, this daily excerpt will
lead you down the Yellow Brick Road of
enlightenment treaded on by Madonna’s
latest converts—Britney Spears and Posh
Spice. Take the special “What does your
soul look like?” personality test to see if
you qualify for free trial of Madonna’s
patented Kabbalah Floo Powder.
Virtual Starbucks
Buy virtual drinks for your virtual
friends, virtually free of charge!*
*Actual prices range from $0.50 to $18.74 per drink.
Facebook-Addiction-Breaking
Electroshock Therapy
One little-known fact is that Facebook’s
chemical name is Facebookmethylethne,
meaning it is in the family of highly
addictive drugs such as sex, hugs, and
alcohol. This new Facebook app is
equipped with internet-to-computer
electric shock technology. After a few
weeks of training, you’ll never again find
yourself tagging photo albums at four
o’clock in the morning. Results may vary.
Side effects include involuntary eye-twitching or, in
rare cases, a twisted addiction to the shock itself.
- Jessica Bolhack

O
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Political Machines
Dance Dance
Coup d’Etat
Workers of all countries
unite! You have nothing to
lose but your allowance,
or, if you’re the current
High Score holder,
your head.

Barack Obama’s
Dream-Powered
Hope Machine
Built out of grass
roots and fueled by
the laughter of biracial
puppies, this audacious
machine turns war into
peace, prejudice into love,
and love into orgasms.

Justice Stewart Potter’s
Pornography Identiﬁer
Before: “I cannot deﬁne pornography, but I know it
when I see it.”
After: “Okay, I give up: anything that has a vagina.”
16
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Abe Lincoln’s
Presedential
Leg-Extenders
Our 16th president earned the
nickname “Honest Abe” for telling the truth about slavery, and
the nickname “Sneaky Midget
Abe” for never revealing to
voters that he was actually 4’7”.

Dennis
Kucinich’s
Daises-and-Sunshine
Bomb
This paciﬁst doomsday
device releases 15 kilotons of
warmth and rose petals, followed by
a 90-year fallout of goodwill
towards men.

Henry VII’s
Divorce Device
Also slices bagels.
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C is for Censorship: A Raymond
Slater Mystery

by Michael Thornton

It all started on a frigid February
morning. As I sat in my Manhattan
apartment, I heard Johnny Walker
whisper, “It’s Friday somewhere,” and
poured myself a drink. I hadn’t done a
damn thing in two years except watch
The View, and now that my fourth wife
was leaving me for my third, I was an
island. When the phone rang, I couldn’t
imagine who was calling.
I picked up the receiver. “Shoot.”
“Is this Raymond Slater, the detective
who busted Ichiro for beta ﬁsh ﬁghting
back in ’01?” He sounded like a trash
compactor with a southern drawl.
“Ex-detective. But, yes, that’s me.”
“I have something that might pique
your interest, Detective. Know this
Hollywood writer’s strike? It’s all a
fake. Follow the facial hair, and you’ll
ﬁnd who’s behind it all. Meet me at
50 Vanderbilt Ave at midnight to learn
more.”
The line went dead.
When my last case closed two years
ago, I promptly traded my badge for my
pension, but this mystery was too good
to pass up. I dusted off my magnum,
dusted off the powdered sugar on a Sarah
Lee donut, and hit the picket line.
A block away from Rockefeller
Center I could see a circle of beards
wearing sandwich boards saying, “WGA
on Strike.” It must violate union rules to
write witty slogans.
I approached one of the bearded men
whose smell reminded me of a petting
zoo and asked him what the writers’
demands were.
“Don’t know. I’m no writer.”
“Then what are you?”
“I’m a hobo. Some guy in a suit said
he would give me $200 a week if I wore
this sign and marched for six hours a
day.”
Hobos. Genius. Who better mimics
the hygiene of TV writers?
“Do you have a check on you?”
He handed one over, and I
recognized the watermark immediately.
It was government-issued, signed by the
FCC.
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I looked at my watch, and saw I
better get to my rendezvous. Handing
the man back his check, I gave him my
card stuck in the side of a peanut butter
sandwich.
“Give me a call if you know anything
else. I’ve got a quarter if you’ve got a tip.”

“Know this
Hollywood writer’s
strike?” the voice said.
“It’s all a fake.”
I arrived at 50 Vanderbilt Avenue:
it was The Yale Club. Within a hundred
yards sat The Harvard Club, The
Princeton Club, and The New York
Yacht Club—the greatest collection of
conservative power outside of William F.
Buckley’s Memorial Day Witch-Burning
and Regatta Extravaganza.
I heard a whisper at my feet, and I
looked down to see I was standing on
top of a subway grate. A pasty hand
emerged from the darkness and waved
me down. When I stepped off the ﬁnal
rung of the ladder, I found myself face
to face with a set of jowls that made Fred
Thomson look like Joan Rivers. It was
Pat Buchanan.
He pointed an American-made gun
at my chest and said, “You’re not a gay,
are you?”
“No, just an alcoholic,” I replied.
Lowering his gun he said, “Follow
me.”
After a minute the tunnel opened
to a large room. In the center sat
the remains of a monstrous machine
surrounded by smoldering paper.
“This, Detective Slater, is The
Writing Machine. The FCC built it ten
years ago with the intent of producing
wholesome American television.”
I raised an eyebrow.
“Hell,” continued Pat, “in 1998 you
wouldn’t believe the moral depravity
permitted on the TV. That year brought
us the premiere of Will and Grace, the

unisex bathrooms of Ally McBeal, and
worst of all, the Clinton scandal, with
every station in the country talking about
how some woman played a tune on the
president’s doniker. The Machine became
fully operational in 2001, with the release
of the ﬁrst season of 24.”
“What happened to it?”
“I destroyed it. I censored everything
I could think of—sex and violence to be
sure, but also the purple ninja turtle, Alec
Baldwin, and sensually peeled bananas.
One day last fall I rejected a re-make
of Flipper for excessive boy-on-dolphin
touching, and it just imploded. But with a
Democratic congress and the Presidential
election coming, I couldn’t let it fall into
the wrong hands. Liberals would use
this machine to churn out endless shows
about hoo-has, ding-a-lings, and yazoos.
Young men all over the country would
be able to twirl the welsh pencil while
watching the nightly news.”
“If the machine is busted, why not
keep it secret?”
“I have no choice, detective. After
the machine broke, the FCC outsourced
the writing duties to the Philippines to
prevent the Hollywood liberals from
taking over again. The one thing I hate
more than seeing a woman bear her
loblollies is seeing American jobs being
shipped overseas. The strike is just a
distraction while they teach the writers
English—cassava jokes don’t play well in
Kansas. If I go public now, I can put an
end to this before the start of the spring
season and the return of Caveman. I just
ask that you support me when all this shit
hits the mechanical air circulator.”
The next day my head was still
swirling from what I had seen the night
before. I would need some time to ﬁgure
this all out, and, luckily, time is what I
had. Not only did the strike seem to have
no end in sight, but Buchanan decided to
use his home network—MSNBC—as his
bully pulpit. By the time it gains a viewer,
I hope to have some answers. O
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007 : On Her Majesty’s Secret Errand
written by David Litt, designed by Katherine Adams
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Leading Causes of
Robot Death
by Reuben Barrientes

Curiosity 23%

Squirt Gun
Russian Roulette

Enrollment at MIT

11%

Replacement
by Own Design
Suicide/Antiquation

Heart Condition

36%

Super Soaker
Drive-By
Homicide 19%
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The Morally Ambivalent Diary of
Dick Cheney’s Pacemaker
by Melissa Chiasson
September 17, 2001
Electrical Impulse #1

November 6, 2005
Electrical Impulse 374,920

Dear Diary,
Like any pacemaker, I always hoped
I would be implanted in a worthy vessel,
but I would never have dreamed of being
the pacemaker of the Vice President!
No matter your politics, I think we can
all agree that Dick Cheney is a badass.
All the talk today has been about
investigations and diplomatic action, but
Dick Cheney isn’t into having “a pussy
tea party with the U.N.” He is so much
more man than I will ever be.
The best part of all is that as his
pacemaker, I will know everything that
Dick is thinking: his wildest hopes, his
darkest fears, his deepest secrets. It’s
going to be a blast! I’ve already learned
the names of some of the countries we’re
going to bomb and a few of the CIA
agents we’re going to expose.

Dear Diary,
Bad news. Mom called today. Turns
out my brother, Tommy, is being shipped
out to Iraq to become some parliament
member’s new pacemaker. When I heard
the news, Dick’s heart skipped a beat.
You know, I’ve heard stories about other
pacemakers being sent out there and
being blown to bits on the plane, or, even
worse, on the operating table, but I just
never thought it would hit this close to
home.
Have you ever gone through a
period in your life where you didn’t
know who you were or what you
believed? If you had asked me a year ago if

-Josh

I thought war-proﬁteering was cool, I would
have said, “Hell, yeah!” Now, I don’t know.

It’s great that Dick has all this money, but
when I think about all the pacemakers in
Iraq that have been damaged, sometimes
I get angry that he isn’t helping them out.
It’s just a phase, I’m sure.

March 19, 2003
Electrical Impulse 231,778

-Josh

Dear Diary,
Dick is jubilant over the invasion of
Iraq. His heart is beating wilder than a
hippie liberal teenager in a drum circle
because we will ﬁnally have all the oil and
baklava that we want. It’s getting hard
to keep his heart from exploding with all
this revelry.
These happy thoughts couldn’t come
at a better time; he was going through
some dark moods before, and I get pretty
down when all he thinks about is world
domination.

October 21, 2007
Electrical Impulse 427,699
Dear Diary,
I haven’t heard from my family in
a year, and all Dick can think about is
invading Iran. I used to think that all
this ESP shit would be cool, but now I
feel that his thoughts are infectious. Like
maybe one day I’ll torture prisoners, too.
Help.
-Josh
November 24, 2007
Electrical Impulse 428,096
I don’t think I will last much longer.
It is pitch black in here, and his blood
runs thick with the stink of corruption
and pork rinds. His thoughts alternate
between only death and ruin. This diary
is all I leave behind. Learn from my
mistakes. Spend more time with your
family. Lead a healthy lifestyle. Never
engage in a telepathic relationship with
Dick Cheney.
I’m out,
Josh O

February 13, 2006
Electrical Impulse 396,052
Dear Diary,
Dick shot his friend today. It was an
accident, right?
-Josh

His arteries are dilating. See you later!

-Josh
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At the 2008 World’s Fair
The Lost Jules Verne Novel in Which He Predicts Modern
Technology with Stunning Accuracy, Except For the Part
about Everything Being Steam-Powered
by Kendall Rice
Looking back upon all that has
occurred to me since that fateful day, I
am scarcely able to believe in the reality
of my adventures. That is because they
were ridiculous and most likely ﬁctional.
But that is for you, the reader, to decide;
ﬁrst, I must tell you more about my
background than you want to know.
I was educated at the residence of
my notable uncle Bertram von Cardigan,
a professor of mechanical engineering
at the University of Ouagadougou in
Burkina Faso. There I cultivated an
appetite for learning, as well as for bush
rats, which despite that country’s modest
$1,200 GDP were in plentiful supply.
My uncle Cardigan was a man of
frequent hemorrhoids, which he would
describe in many languages over meals,
and given completely to the study of
technologies his country could never
afford. He knew of pipes, pistons,
boilers, balloons, and a dozen other such
wonders that he claimed the rest of the
world had been employing for well on
two hundred years. To me he was a hero,
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notwithstanding the savage beatings with
which he would occasionally address
me: a man of waistcoats, monocles, and
bubble pipes: in short, a man of vision.
Not exceptionally good vision, given the
monocles, but vision nonetheless.
One day, after passing some hours
in the library, pretending I could

“How diminutive
must be the pistons
that drive this iPod
machine!” said he.
read, Professor Cardigan suddenly
appeared in the doorless portal, saying,
“Bartholomew… Bartholomew…
Bartholomew!”
“Yes, Uncle?”
“Bartholomew!” he bellowed,
feverishly clutching at his pocketwatch,
“Bartholomew! Round up your things,

Bartholomew, quickly now! We are
going on a journey, Bartholomew!
Bartholomew!”
The ﬂustered Professor began to
explain: The country of America had
announced an upcoming exposition,
at which specimens of illustrious
technology from all over the globe would
be on display. The university, he said,
desired him to attend the exposition,
that he might study these specimens,
acquaint himself with their operation
and manufacture, and, when no one
was looking, steal them. Thereby might
the country attain prosperity, or at least
a new way to cook its bush rats. The
university felt this was not too much to
ask.
“I have been dispatched to the 2008
World’s Fair in Chicago, Bartholemew,”
my uncle said, “and you, Bartholemew,
must accompany me, Bartholemew, to be
executed in my place should they catch
us, Bartholomew. Together we shall see
a city of the future, with its impressive
array of steam-powered horseless
carriages, steam-powered telephones, and
wireless steam-powered telephones!”
“Chicago?” gasped I. “But that’s all
the way around the world.”
Eighty days later, Professor Cardigan
and I stepped from a train car into a city
completely enveloped in white.
“I’ll be hornswoggled!” swore my
uncle, “Chicago is coated in cottage
cheese!”
I screwed a monocle into his rheumy
eye.
“I’ll be hornswoggled!” swore my
uncle, “Chicago is saturated with steam!”
Shapes were appearing and
disappearing around us in the vapor. All
nature had turned up for the fair. Streams
of Americans ﬂowed across the platform,
and I observed much wiping of glasses,
and a general perspiration, and many a
curse for the fur coats and wool scarves
that wrapped their bodies, for the air was
drenched, and some six hundred degrees
by Fahrenheit’s reckoning. Now and

FEATURES
then a patch of mist would curl away to
allow perception of a pavilion or other
such structure. The only thought my
bewildered mind could form was that a
person could break wind in this city and
no-one would ever catch him at it.
“Behold, Bartholemew!” thundered
the professor of a sudden. “See the future
that no ordinary novelist writing in
the late nineteenth and early twentieth
centuries could reasonably have been
expected to predict!”
We were among the pavilions
now and catching glimpses of fantastic
machines that captured my imagination
as inescapably as a fat woman who sits
upon a dwarf—i.e., my imagination would
not be escaping any time soon.
Around one of these machines—at all
appearances a small rectangular slab of
ivory with a forked string snaking out of
it—huddled a ﬂock of boisterous gawkers
who passed the string among themselves
and crammed its ends, to my exceeding
bewilderment, into their ears. Each time
one did this he would begin to gyrate
as if the devil had beguiled him, or as in
the throes of some secret music known
only to himself. Perhaps he derived some
motivation for his motions from the
steam that issued prodigiously from both
his ears.
“Salutations, good sir,” I hailed the
American who presently wore the strange
contraption. The man made no riposte
but continued in his gyrations.
“He hears you, lad, but feigns as
though he does not!” said one of his

“I’ll be hornswoggled!”
swore my uncle.
companions with much mirth. “This
iPod machine is marvelous for dodging
unsolicited conversation!”
“How diminutive must be the pistons
that drive it!” said another.
At length the ﬁrst American
removed the steaming implements from
his ears and spoke. “Remarkable! And
these Death Cab for Cutie are, in the
parlance of these 21st -century times, the
‘bestatrix’!”
“Your ears are wet!” said yet
another, and his comrades chortled their
agreement.
My uncle Cardigan must have been
similarly arrested by the song-spouting

iPod machine; for in the next moment
he seized it in the name of Burkina Faso
and broke into a patriotic run, which
endured for two heroic steps before he
was arrested in earnest by the company
of Americans and a very angry vendor.
“Stealing music is a crime, sir!”
“I’ll whist you for it!” offered the
professor.
“You’ll TRY!” rejoined the vendor,
who at once produced a pack of cards.
As the Americans formed an eager ring
around the pair of them, I slunk away in
search of fresh curiosities.
On my word, I discovered one at
the very next booth. Here a parade of
heroes and monsters battled across one
ﬂat surface of a box that seemed to have
been constructed specially to display
them. Atop the box rested a second box,
much smaller and ﬂatter; beside it lay a
book-sized case bearing the words Twenty
Thousand Leagues of Extraordinary Gentlemen.
Great columns of steam poured from the
backs of both.
I must have appeared quite diverted
with the machine, for an attendant
apprehended me, saying, “Enthralling,
is it not?” He produced a second case
from the cabinet before him and revealed
to me its contents: a single disk of
unfamiliar material, impossibly thin,

sparkling gaily.
“HD-DVD,” declared the attendant.
“That’s high-deﬁnition digital vapor
disc. It delivers picture of unparalleled
sharpness. At least we must assume it
does; difﬁcult to discern, really, through
the steam.”
“Which is why you’ll never catch
me!” cried my uncle, scooping both
boxes into an armload that already
included (besides his cane) the iPod
machine, a steam-belching cube labeled
“The Internet,” and a bagful of whist
winnings. Together we ran most
admirably, the nations of the world in hot
but useless pursuit.
“Why is it, Uncle,” I enjoined later,
as we settled into our train car with our
haul, “that all machines are driven by
steam?”
“Why, Bartholomew, wouldn’t they,
Bartholomew, be, Bartholomew?”
“Search me. I merely can’t help
imagining,” said I, stars in my eyes, “that
there must be a better way of doing it.”
“That,” said my uncle, caning me
with savage affection, “is some science
ﬁction.”
With these words he took a steamy
puff on his new mechanized pipe,
unscrewed his monocle, and fell promptly
asleep. O
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23

FEATURES

Anthropological Study of Natives
on a Yale Shuttle Bus
The Impression I Got of Anthropology
Before I Stopped Going to Lecture
by Shara Yurkiewicz
For thousands of years, people have
conceived of themselves as beings with
the capacity to conceive of themselves.
It is precisely this that separates us from
other living things—that is, our ability to
separate ourselves from them.
In 2003, I conducted ﬁeldwork for
two semesters in New Haven. As New
Haven is surely separate from all that
is not New Haven, it is a fair starting
assumption to say that it, like every man,
is an island. On this island, dialogue
can be overheard. Typically a verbal
exchange between people, dialogue has
been known to take place where people
are found. The residence to over one
hundred thousand people, our island
of interest is rife with dialogue-rich
encounters. The challenge of my research
was to ﬁnd such dialogue as was not
only representative of every subject in
the population, but also encapsulated
the basic essence of humanity. Only
once these two conditions were satisﬁed
could I begin the next part of my project,
in which I would dissect the verbiage
to reveal underlying truths about the
speakers, and by extrapolation, about
mankind.

I believe I have succeeded in
capturing such dialogue in its purest form
aboard a Yale shuttle. It must be stressed
here that the aforementioned shuttle is
an actual shuttle. In studies such as these,
it is sometimes difﬁcult to distinguish
between what is a shuttle and what is
merely a vehicle. However, for future
reference, when I allude to the “shuttle”
upon which I was a passenger, the

“Blah, blah, blah,
cultural relativism; yada,
yada, tribal identity…”
implicit understanding is that the shuttle
exceeds the boundaries of the abstract
and enters the realm of the concrete.
The following excerpt from my
notes is based on an interaction between
a man and another man. I can only
suppose that the ﬁrst man was the shuttle
driver, as he was the one behind the
wheel of the bus. However, it is entirely
possible that he was simply playing a
role, a product of the fact that the wheel
was situated in his hands. Regardless of
whether the man saw himself as a shuttle
driver or merely as someone ﬁlling a
part as dictated by societal norms, for the

[ rejected patents ]

Patent No. 30,674: The Al Gore Porn Machine
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purpose of this study, I shall call him the
“driver.” In light of the fact that the man
to whom he was speaking did not possess
the wheel, I shall call this second man the
“passenger.” It is paramount to remember
that these titles are subjective and hold
true only in the context of this study.
Further research may indeed ﬁnd that one
day, those whom we call “passengers”
may in fact be placed in situations during
which they must drive.
PASSENGER: Does this bus stop
on Chapel?
DRIVER: Yes.
There we have it! The sequence
of this exchange is arranged such that
we have a question followed by an
answer, which is highly representative of
interchanges of a similar nature. Delving
into the scenario at hand, we ﬁnd that
the passenger makes a clear distinction
between himself, other people, and the
inanimate object they ride. He could have
said, “Do we stop?” or “Do you stop?” or
any combination of the two. He instead
chose to ascribe a decision normally
made by humans, stopping, to a nonliving
thing, a bus. It is this instinctual desire to
connect with and yet hold ourselves apart
from those around us that makes us who
we are.
But what of the driver? It is clear
from his afﬁrmative answer that he
subscribes to this particular paradigm.
Will he always drive? Perhaps not. But
that is the subject for another study. O
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The First Trojan Horse Virus
by David Newman
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Shows on the Luddite
Television Network
by Simon Swartzman
Stone Chef

Welcome to Kitchen Stadium,
where two masters of the food arts are
competing to win the title of Stone Chef!
We welcome today’s special challenger,
Jeremiah Steamdread, a Luddite chef
from the Conservatory of Cooking for
People Who Hate Machines, known in
the industry as CoOCooPeopleWHaM.
And we welcome back Iron Chef de Lait,
the Paris-trained culinary auteur.
Let’s see what our secret ingredient
is today. Cue spooky voice.
Since the dawn of time, man has had one
passion, one yearning, one hope for salvation. Our
ancient ancestors, the monkey, knew the secrets
of this elusive, seductive delicacy, and it will be
rediscovered today. I give you: the Banana.
The hour-clock has started. Chef de
Lait, you’re running very fast to gather
those bananas. What do you have in mind?
“A variation on the standard banana
spleet. But of course, I will give it a little
ﬂair by replacing the ice cream with three
large balls of vanilla-ﬂavored raw beef.”
And what is your assistant preparing
behind you?
“Oh, she is making a cake 175
centimetres tall, reinforced by a
frame of bananas. Then it will have
a canopy made out of crystallized banana
peels.”
Wonderful. Now,
let’s turn our attention
to Chef Steamdread,
who, as soon as the timer
began, grabbed his rolling
pin and started bashing the
bejeezus out of that hour-clock.
It looks like he’s still going at it.
I hope he’s not planning some
sort of clock stock soup.

Cool Gadgets
4 Dweebs

Now it’s time for my
favorite segment,
“I </3 Technology.” First
up, we want to show you
this cool new gadget that
just came out. It’s an
electronic egg poacher.
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I’m so happy I’m living to see this day.
BARF! What will they think of next.
Too cool! An artiﬁcial heart. Do you
know who uses this gadget? Looo-zers!
Why don’t you techies Google yourself a
life. Luddites rule!

Luddite Eye for the Modern Guy

“Okay, right now we’re outside the
new home of a well adjusted 26-year old.
He dresses well, and neither his girlfriend
nor his mother have any complaints
about his lifestyle. Let’s drop in for a
visit. Okay, we’re knocking on the door.
Look, faux pas numero uno: a satellite
dish. We have to help this man. Oh, hi!”
“Hi, can I help you? Hey, you can’t
come in here!”
“God look at this place. Plasma screen,
video games, microwave. Let me tell you
now, you’re not going to have any time for
this stuff when you have to desalinate your
water supply with your bare hands. Alright,
Luddites, are you ready?”
“What’s going on? Wh-what are you
doing with those b-b-baseball bats?”
“Join us after the commercial break
to see how we turned this man’s life from
average to fabulous!”

Televangeludditism

What are you doing with your
life? You call yourself a good, Christian
Luddite, but I don’t see that in your
everyday demeanor. Why are you even
watching the television? Why do you
even own the television? There is no
Dance Dance Revolution in Heaven. The
Pearly Gates are not motion-sensor, sliding glass doors. They are heavy, heavy
slabs of ivory, hewn from the tusks of an
elephant larger than the entire Google.
Don’t you feel ashamed in the
eyes of Luddite
Jesus, watching your
television? Pontius
Pilate said to Him,
“Hey, Jesus. I’ll let
you go free if you
watch some television
with me. Chris Katan is so funny on
Saturday Night Live. He jumps around
like Darwin’s little monkey.” But Jesus
said, “Get behind me, Katan.” O

Around the World of
Warcraft in 80 Days
>Phileas{SorcererofFog}GoK has signed in.
KlamdraK: Welcome, Phileas{Sorcerer
ofFog}GoK. I trust that your time ofﬂine
has been pleasant?
Phileas{SorcererofFog}GoK: In truth
no, good fellow, as I was unduly restrained by my onerous table-clearing
and room-cleaning duties.
Iil1i1lI1ilI1: Ah, to resist the demands
of a matriarch can be more difﬁcult even
than to resist a Cone of Cold cast by a
Level 23 Shaman.
KlamdraK: Well Phileas{SorcererofFo
g}GoK, I suppose you will have given
some thought to our little wager.
Phileas{SorcererofFog}GoK: Oh, most
certainly. I maintain yet that a man could
traverse the entire World of Warcraft in
80 days.
[AoK]BeastBeats: Indeed, in theory he
is correct. The Blizzard Patch Updater
has the journey as follows:
From Stranglethorn Vale to the Arathi
Highlands, by Horse: 13 days
Thence to the Undercity, by Skeletal
Horse, 25 days
Thence to the Pools of Arilthrien, by
Swift Zulian Tiger, 6 days
Thence to Thunder Axe Fortress via
the Swamp of Sorrows, by Riding
Turtle, 19 days
Thence to Tethris Aran, by Train
Made Out of Zombies, 17 days
Total: 80 Days
Iil1i1lI1ilI1: But suppose a Magnataur
Shaman or some confederation of enraged Owlbears should injure your Swift
Zulian Tiger?
Phileas{SorcererofFog}GoK: Eighty
days, all included.
[AoK]BeastBeats: And if your Riding
Turtle should be waylaid by a troop of
Dragonkin?
Phileas{SorcererofFog}GoK: All included.
KlamdraK: Very well then, let us wager.
Phileas{SorcererofFog}GoK: Gentlemen, shall we say 500 gold coins and a
Glyph of Arcane Warding?
[AoK]BeastBeats: The bet is on!
Iil1i1lI1ilI1: Jolly good!
KlamdraK: Dinnertime G2G!
-Gregor Nazarian
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Inside the Yale Record Humor Factory
by Doug Lieblich
Many Record readers believe our articles are written by human authors. But many Record readers are also
functionally illiterate, so it’s hard to blame them for the misconception. In reality, our humor-writing has been mechanized
since 1998, requiring only minimal human input. The details are secret, but the process goes something like this:

My Managing Editor
said, “Write what you
know,” but all I know
about is war generals
and famous bears.



Article Concept Creator
There are millions and millions of different
strategies for brainstorming article concepts, and
this machine uses all of them. For example, the
machine might juxtapose two separate things
which do not go together. Or, the machine
might take two separate things and put them in
juxtaposition. The possibilities are endless.

Churchill gave a long puff on his cigar.
This grizzly was more elusive than he had
anticipated. It was like his white whale.
Except it was a bear, so it was his white
bear. Also, it was black, so it was his black
bear. And instead of eating plankton and
Captain Ahab, it ate gooseberries.



HIGH CLASS PURIFIER
It has always been the Record’s ofﬁcial
position that vulgarity has no place in
humor. It has also been the Record’s
unofﬁcial position that “fart” is the
fourth funniest word in human speech,
trailing only fart-head, fart-monger,
and pomegranate.

Dear Winston Churchill &
Grizzly Bears,

-Adolf Hitler
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Imagine you’re reading a humor piece, and you encounter
a three-item list. The ﬁrst item is not a punch-line. The
second item is not a punch-line. What’s the absolute last
thing you expect for the third item? You’ll never guess. It’s
a punch-line! And since all the best punch-lines involve
the names of unusual fruits, that’s exactly what the Kicker
Maker adds.



mAILBAG-ULATOR
If there’s one thing humor audiences
hate, it’s being forced to read more
than 30 consecutive words without
a payoff. As a result, the Record is
slowly phasing out longer forms of
humor. By 2015 the magazine will
consist of nothing but 32 pages of
mailbags.



KICKER MAKER

Churchill gave a long,
Freudian puff on his cigar.
This grizzly was more
feces-colored than he had
anticipated. It was like his
white whale—except it was a
bear, so it was his white
bear. Also it was fecescolored, so it was his fecescolored bear. Churchill
unleashed a resounding fart.





Forget Roosevelt
and his “fear itself”
bullshit. You are the
only things I ever feared.





General
Churchill’s
Grizzly Assault.



RACIST ELIMINATOR
This vital device meticulously scans
every sentence, removing any racial
epithets, rape jokes, and derogatory
stereotypes—the sort that Jews tend
to write.



Churchill gave a long,
consensual puff on his cigar.
This bear of grizzly descent
was more culturally unique than
he had anticipated. It was like
his Caucasian whale—except it
was an animal of bear descent,
so it was his Caucasian animal
of bear descent.

MAILBAG

Rosie the Robot
Resigns
by Celina Kirchner
Mr. George Jetson,
I hereby resign from my position as
robot maid of your household, effective
immediately.
I am saddened to leave your wife
and children—less saddened to leave that
creepy talking mutt, Astro—but I can’t
bear this life anymore. You berate me
daily for preparing the wrong dinner, for
scratching the wrong side of your back,
and for leaving loose cogs on the ﬂoor
because you pay me such a meager wage
I can’t afford my own repairs.
Mr. J, do you think I have no
feelings? Do you think these expressive
eyebrows of mine are just for show?
Merely because a chorus of pleasant
voices sings about how lovely you are
each day, do you think you can neglect
me altogether—the way you neglect to

Mailbag
(cont’d from page 3)

Dear Writing Tutor,
I’m afraid I must cancel our meeting this
week; I’m being tested for semi-colon cancer.

-Chester Williams, MC ‘09

give your wife enough money for her
daily shopping trips, forcing her to
thievery? Sometimes I think I would be
better off feeding giant spare ribs to an
abusive caveman.
Lately I’ve been reading this book
called The Feminine Mystique. It talks
about “the problem with no name,” the
disaffection and emptiness that haunt
women’s domestic lives. It resonated
with me, not because my problem has
no name—the name is “I’m a robot
maid”—but because I can now see the
positive force women can be in the world.
Picture it: No war. No subjugation. No
men allowed above ground. Women will
be free to shop the malls as long as they
please, and to raise their families without
the oppression of budgets and savings
accounts.
I don’t yet know where the future
will lead me. Perhaps I will return to
graduate school, and complete my studies
in the Musical Theater program at the
University of the Paciﬁc. I’ve heard
that Disney’s The Little Mermaid
on Broadway features a cast
entirely on wheels. And I’ve always
dreamed of playing Ariel on stage.
Yours,
Rosie the Robot
P.S.: My lawyer said I
should specify that the term
“yours” is a common pleasantry
used at the conclusion of
letters, and not an indication
that you own me. O

Dear Barack Obama,
So, what is this “Change” plan you’ve
been talking about?
-A homeless person on the street
Dear Reverend Pat Robertson,
How big does a tax rebate have to be to
keep someone from ﬁtting through the eye
of a needle?
-George W. Bush
Dear Soledad O’Brien,
I regret to inform you that we cannot
remove the smell coming from your ofﬁce,
as it appears that Wolf Blitzer is merely
marking his territory, as is permitted in his
contract with CNN.
-Ted Turner
Dear Apples and Bananas,
I have written a song about you. It is
both clever and frank. I hope you like it.
-Rafﬁ
Dear Han Solo,
Stop lying to the world. You can’t
understand me. Nobody can. I’m a space bear.

-Chewbacca

Dear Bill Gates,
How come when I just typed
“Chewbacca,” Word didn’t give me a
spelling error, but I get those red squiggles
whenever I type my ﬁrst name?
Frustrated,
Jordy Greenblatt
Dear Christopher Dodd,
You have had quite a distinguished
career in the U.S. Senate. Have you ever
considered running for President?
- A loyal constituent
Dear Flannery O’Connor,
I’ve been sent from the future to protect
you and your unborn son. Do not fear me.
Also, I loved “The Displaced Person.” You
have great insight into the nature of the
Holocaust—for a human.
I’ll be back,
The Terminator
The Machine Issue
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written by Gregor Nazarian and Jacob Abolaﬁa,
illustrated by Andrew Chittenden

Goodnight moon, Goodnight room,

Goodnight objects tossed and strewn.

Goodnight Harry,
Goodnight Ron,

Goodnight dearest Megatron.
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Goodnight Latkes,
Goodnight Knishes,
Goodnight softly whispered wishes.

Goodnight Wii,
Goodnight Nintendo,
Goodnight clever innuendo.

Goodnight Cyclops, oh so daring;
Goodnight retainer I’m not wearing.

Goodnight Han and Luke, my groupers,
Goodnight legion of stormtroopers.

THE END.
The Machinel Issue
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If Philosophy Essays Were Graded by Machines
written by Katy Waldman, designed by Avinash Chak
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Pierson College and The Yale Record present
A Conversation with Valerie Schaer,

Executive Vice President of Worldwide Pants Incorporated
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March 5, 2008, 4:00 pm
Pierson College Master’s House
231 Park Street

