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Chicago Shady Dealer
Class of 2016 is 

Biggest Class Yet
By Stephen Lurie

Reports released from the 
Admissions Office this week 
reveal what most could have 
predicted: the Class of 2016, 
consistent with trends from 
previous years, is the largest 
class yet to attend the U of 
C. Compared to the Class of 
2015, the data indicates that 
the Class of 2016 is, on aver-
age, 3.1 inches taller and 17 
pounds heavier. When com-
pared to the average of the last 
ten years, the figures grow to a 
dizzying increase of 3.3 inches 
in height and 20.1 pounds in 
weight.
As the UofC continues to 

receive a large number of ap-

plications, no one has yet 
discovered why the incom-
ing classes are still so big. The 
numbers have caused some 
concern for the administra-
tion, including Director of 
Undergraduate Housing Ka-
tie Callow-Wright. She told 
The Dealer, “This year’s class 
is truly massive. My office is 
investigating new bed sizes 
and models, as well as larger 
couches for house lounges.” 
Callow-Wright has also begun 
to prepare a memorandum 
that will, among other chang-
es, mandate taller door frames 
and minimum size require-
ments for RA positions.

Housing, though, is not 
the only office that has been 
forced to bear this growing 
weight. When the Dealer con-
tacted him on Monday, Rich-
ard Mason, Director of Cam-
pus Dining, seemed to be very 
concerned about the news of 
the giant class. When asked 
for comment, he told report-
ers, sobbing through his office 
door, “We’ll have to sacrifice 
Reggie, we’ll have to sacrifice 
Reggie.”  Though unsure of 
what exactly was meant by 
this statement, the Dealer can 

See Class of 2016 on 
page  3
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disCLaiMEr
If you are offended, shocked, or otherwise provoked 
to hunt us down like a delusional maniac, please take 
a deep breath—that’s right, don’t be shy—and count 
to ten. Maybe think about some animals or some-

thing. Puppies always work for us. 

MEta-disCLaiMEr
We’re real sorry about that last disclaimer. It came off 
as a little snarky, plus we called you a maniac. Who 

does that? It was in poor taste, and we’re sorry.

MEta-MEta-disCLaiMEr
Though don’t get us wrong. That last disclaimer was 
just an apology for the tone of the first, not a retrac-

tion. Please understand: We don’t give a fuck. 
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The Ku Klux Klan, historically the United States of America’s pre-
mier organization for racial discrimination, hate crime, fear mon-
gering, lynching, cross-burning, Jew-baiting, and anti-Catholic 
sentiment, announced today its intent to end all practices of dis-
crimination based on race, faith, and national origin. In a press 
release posted on the “Stormfront” white supremacist internet 
message board, Grand Kleagle and Imperial Wizard of the White 
Knights of the Ku Klux Klan David Wayne Hull, clad in the tradi-
tional Klansman’s Glory Suit and pointed hat, insisted racism was 
“played out” and “over,” adding, “Fuck that noise.”
“Look,” said Hull in his press release, “don’t get me wrong. I hate 

a lot of folks. I don’t like miscegenation, Nicaraguans, garden-
ers, clowns – I really fucking hate clowns – investment bankers, 
the Carvel man, or my own sgon. But there’s a bigger problem in 
America today, and that’s Chet Bartel.” According to Hull, 29-year-
old Chet Bartel reportedly rear-ended the Imperial Wizard’s official 
vehicle or “Klimousine,” a tan 1988 Buick LeSabre, on a crowded 
stretch of Interstate 80 in Alabama; Hull refused offers to exchange 
insurance, claiming his insurance premiums were “already through 
the got-damn roof.” 
“Chet Bartel is a no-good son of a bitch who can’t mind his own 

business and drives like a damn fool,” the press release adds, con-
cluding that the Klan’s resources will from this point on be de-
voted to “putting that Bartel shitrag in his place.” Indeed, the Ku 
Klux Klan is presently redirecting the entire force of its 8,000-man 
membership and $12 million endowment, largely in the form of 
signed works by late “Painter of Light” Thomas Kinkade, to the in-
stallation of billboards reading “Fuck Chet Bartel,” “Suspend Chet 
Bartel’s Voting Rights,” and “Keep Bartel Out of Our Schools” 
throughout traditional KKK strongholds including Birmingham, 
Alabama, and Jackson, Mississippi.
The move has provoked dismay in some quarters, including 

among KKK traditionalists, several members of Imperial Wizard 
Hull’s KKKabinet, and with Bartel himself. Approached for com-
ment at his Intercourse, Alabama home, Bartel said only, “Damned 
if I can tell you who this nut-job is. I haven’t had a road accident in 
years. I think he’s got the wrong guy. The Ku Klux Klan? Are those 
chumps still around?”
David Duke, former Grand Wizard, now serves as Professor 

Emeritus at the Klan’s higher-education facilities in Glory of God, 
Arkansas. “I don’t know what the hell this guy thinks he’s doing,” 
said Duke. “You don’t just rear-end a Kleagle. There was a time in 
this country when that shit wouldn’t fly. Frankly, I no longer feel a 
drop of hate for Jews in my body. I don’t have time to worry about 
the [Latin Americans] or the [African Americans]. My daughter 
wants to bring one home? Hell, she can bring two. But she better 
not tell me she’s dating that Chet Bartel son of a bitch.”

Ku Klux Klan Declares 
Racism “played out,” 

Redirects Hatred toward 
Chester “Chet” Bartel

By Daniel Moattar
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Arts ‘n’ Crafts
Adorable 

Baby Mammals 
Protest Online 
Objectification

By Bailey Steinworth
At a press conference early yesterday 

morning, Dean John Boyer was “pleased to 
announce that a flock of Fine Arts majors 
have begun roosting in the Logan Arts Cen-
ter.” The creatures had apparently taken up 
residence in the building’s rafters sometime 
the previous night. Within hours, they set 
about busily constructing elaborate nests 
from second-hand mattresses, mason jars, 
and drawings of naked strangers. “It would 
seem,” Boyer 
said with pride 
and a warm 
smile, “that 
they’ve already 
made themselves 
very much at 
home.”
 Wanting to 

see the new resi-
dents for them-
selves, University 
President Robert 
Zimmer and Dean of Students Susan Art 
grabbed Boyer by the elbows and rushed 
straight down to the new art center, a trail 
of administrators and undergraduates in 
tow. “I told you it would work, John!” 
Zimmer was heard to exclaim. “I told you, 
I told you, I told you, and now we’ve got 
some! Let’s go see!”
Boyer shushed everyone before they en-

tered the building, however, insisting that 
everyone take care not to make too much 
noise and, at all costs, to avoid making eye 
contact with any of the arts majors, as this 
would likely enrage them and “ruin every-
thing.”
 Entering the building, Boyer pointed 

upward toward the rafters where onlook-
ers could just glimpse a hint of movement. 
He informed everyone in a hoarse whisper 
that they had just seen a “Painting and 
Drawing/Screen Printing double major,” 
the first of its kind in South Chicago since 
1957.
 “Beautiful creatures,” said Zimmer, shak-

ing his head. Dean Art nodded in silent 
agreement.
 Some of the undergraduates, however, 

began to murmur amongst themselves, 

complaining that the arts majors “smelled 
funny” and that they “didn’t seem to be 
moving much.” Boyer pointed out, how-
ever, that they were probably resting from 
all the moving they had done before they 
got there, as arts majors are generally (but 
not always!) nocturnal.
“And there’s nothing wrong with the 

way they smell,” said Boyer, chastising the 
snarky students. “That’s just how they cre-

ate. I think it’s 
sort of charm-
ing.”
The crowd 

spent the better 
part of the day 
in the center, 
quietly watching 
the arts majors 
as they drifted 
in and out of 
sleep, preened 
themselves, and 

carefully added layers of plaster and pa-
per-mache to their increasingly complex 
nests. As the day wore on, the novelty of 
the creatures began to wear off for Main-
tenance and Facilities Services personnel, 
who quickly realized that the gunk the Arts 
majors splattered everywhere they went 
was neither as appealing nor as tractable 
as the animals themselves. “Look at all this 
crap—it’s all over the floor, it’s on the walls, 
and all these people are tracking it through 
the place,” one worker complained, “it’ll 
take hours to clean it all up, and I’m sure 
there’ll be more of it tomorrow morning. 
How hard can it be to keep this shit on the 
canvas?”
 Evening came, however, and it was time 

for everyone to leave the tranquility of 
the Logan Arts Center and leave the arts 
majors to their work. Just as Boyer, Zim-
mer, and Art were about to step outside, 
however, one of the arts majors tumbled 
from the rafters with a dismayed squawk 
of “Fucking shit!”
 Zimmer rushed to help, but Dean Art 

yelled for him to “Wait!” reminding him, 
“Don’t touch it! If you do, the mother 
won’t take it back when it graduates.”

Colony of Arts Majors Found 
Roosting in Logan Arts Center

By Pierce Ekstrom

safely say that more than a few adminis-
trators are concerned.
Some though, including football coach 

Dick Maloney couldn’t be more thrilled. 
“These kids are fucking giants—I mean 
I got four strings of O-Line and 3 of 
D-Line.” As for the student response, 
the verdict is still out. At least one 
fourth-year student who had heard the 
news told us that the large class would 
hopefully begin to change the campus 
stereotype. He said, “Hey, if you can’t 
be good-looking, at least there can be a 
lot to look at.” 
Regardless of opinion, though, the fact 

is that the biggest class Chicago has ever 
seen is coming. Don’t worry, though—
you’ll be able to see them coming from 
a long way off.

Class of 2016,
 from front page

The Association for the Protection of 
the Rights of Adorable Baby Mammals 
(APRABM) released a statement this week 
decrying what they describe as “shameless 
objectification and online exploitation of 
images of adorable baby mammals.” The 
group cited memes and YouTube videos 
as the primary modes of transmitting the 
offensive material and called for legisla-
tive protection of groups including, but 
not limited to, kittens, puppies, and baby 
sloths.
“The prevalence of demeaning imagery of 

juvenile mammals online must end,” said 
a spokeskitten for APRABM. “We are no 
longer taken seriously as individuals. When 
people look at us, all they see are our ab-
surdly large eyes and heads, our tiny pink 
mouths, and our soft, soft fur.” Following 
her statement, the spokeskitten yawned, 
rolled over, and fell asleep, eliciting a col-
lective murmur of “awww” from those in 
attendance. A video of the incident is avail-
able on YouTube.
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Math Major Impresses Peers with His Ability to 
Multiply One-Digit Numbers in His Head

At 8:00pm on Thursday in the lounge 
of Salisbury House, David Horowitz, 
third-year mathematics major in the Col-
lege, gave a demonstration of his unique 
ability to do mental arithmetic. He called 
on random audience members and asked 
them for two random one-digit numbers. 
Within seconds, he computed the product 
of these two numbers without the aid of a 
calculator. Lasting over half an hour and 
culminating with the mind-bending prob-
lem of “seven times nine,” Horowitz’ men-
tal dexterity astonished his housemates.
“It was amazing,” recalls fourth-year Hen-

ry Fischer, who was present at the event. 

“I’m a math major myself, and whenever 
I need to multiply actual numbers, I just 
use a calculator. I actually tried doing mul-
tiplication with paper and pencil a while 
ago, and it took me several minutes just 
to realize that the backwards epsilon was 
a three.”
“It’s actually very simple,” Horowitz said 

about his ability. “The reason why most 
people find mental arithmetic so difficult 
is that they think too abstractly, when they 
need to think of the natural numbers in 
more concrete terms. People forget what 
the natural numbers really are: an infinite, 
totally ordered set with a least element and 
a successor function. Three is merely the 
successor to the successor to one, and five 

is merely the successor to the successor to 
the successor to the successor to one. Us-
ing the recursive definitions of addition 
and multiplication, it immediately follows 
that three times five is the successor to the 
successor […]”
Horowitz is currently deciding between 

going to graduate school and becoming 
an investment banker for Goldman-Sachs. 
However, his newfound successes have 
opened up the possibility of a third career 
path. “Graduate school and Goldman-
Sachs both sound like a lot of work, and 
I’m not sure if I’m cut out for that. So I’m 
thinking about taking this mental arith-
metic thing, and becoming a one-man 
circus act.”

By Benjamin Boyajian

In a move that has surprised the Nation 
as well as political leaders around the 
globe, Juliet has renounced her Throne 
as Queen of the Milky, 
Cream-based, and Often 
Frothy Dairy Dominions. 
The decision came in the 
form of a written declara-
tion issued yesterday to 
the Dairy Parliament and 
witnessed by Her Maj-
esty’s siblings, the Duke of 
Soy and the Prince of Ice 
Creams.
Within the Instrument 

of Abdication, the young 
queen described her deci-
sion as one driven primarily by a desire 
to escape the public eye and to be free to 
wed her longtime consort, Arby Arbing-
ton. Arbington’s position as a classless, 
provincial cowboy has long been the sub-
ject of intense scrutiny from Parliament 
and amongst members of the media.
Humphrey, King of Burgers and a long-

time rival of the queen, made a televised 
statement on the issue last night. The 
Preserver of Beef-Patties-on-Buns an-

nounced, “The Dairy Queen has made 
the decision to step down from the 
throne in order to thus forthright better 
satisfy her personal desires. We, the King 
of Burgers and Emperor of the Seven Se-

cret Sauces, fully support 
this and wish her the best 
in future ventures.”
Humphrey, famously 

lactose-intolerant, has 
publicly—and scandalous-
ly—expressed his desire to 
“detoxify” the frothy, white 
nation to the north of his 
kingdom, and some ana-
lysts have suggested that 
the constitutional crisis 
now facing the Dairy Do-
minions will provide him 

with the perfect opportunity to do just 
that. As relations with the South begin 
to curdle, Warren Fremont, the former 
Queen’s head minister for foreign diplo-
macy, has implored Parliament to take 
care that the coming transition period 
proceed as smoothly as possible, caution-
ing his fellow statesmen, “If we are not 
careful during this troubled time, our 
expiration date may come earlier than 
advertised.”

Dairy Queen Abdicates
By DJ LoBraico

Satan Realizes 
He is in His Own 

Ironic Hell
By Noah Lemelson

In a shocking turn for the Prince of 
Darkness, Lucifer realized last Friday 
that Hell is in fact his own eternal pun-
ishment. “I thought it was great! I get to 
torture sinners for all eternity,” claimed 
the Lord of Shadows, “But after the 
6,000 year mark, I realized how tedious 
it is. That’s when it hit me—I’m in Hell.”
What once seemed a paradise to the 

Duke of Flies is now an endless tedium. 
“You can only skewer so many souls on 
spikes of pure malice before it all gets 
tiresome. There’s no challenge. They just 
come one after another in the millions 
for me to torture. I thought it would be 
what I wanted, but now I realize that 
that inflicting endless suffering on mor-
tal spirits for the rest of eternity will be 
torture for me!”
When asked to comment on Satan’s 

sudden revelation, God scoffed. “About 
time he caught on,” He said. “That’s 
what he gets for being such a smartass 
bitch.”
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For ten points: name the scandal that 
rocked the University of Chicago’s 
locally-renowned scholar-athlete com-
munity this week. 
The answer, of course, is Quiz Bowl. 

The University of Chicago Quiz Bowl 
team, an NCAA Division I power-
house, is in shambles amidst revela-
tions of a sustained, multi-year pro-
gram in which head and assistant 
coaches—and sometimes players—
offered bounties of up to 1,000 flex 
dollars, economics quiz answer keys, 
and 3-day term paper extensions for 
injuries both mental and physical 
inflicted on members of opposing 
teams. Alistair Krupke, Commissioner 
of Quiz Bowl, announced yesterday 
the results of the NCAA Academic 
Sports Division’s investigation into 
Quiz Bowl bounties. Tapes released by 
investigators implicate a man referred 
to only as “Coach,” who is recorded 
demanding that players “F*** Har-
vard up. Break their spirits. Ex-Lax 
the continental breakfasts at the Hy-
att, call them a bunch of trust fund 
f*****s, say you ****** their mother 
and father on their goddamn kitchen 
counter with a pickaxe and a chrome 
***** while their baby sister watched.”
Krupke has denounced the Chicago 

team’s behavior as “unacceptable” and 
“utterly contrary to the NCAA’s ethos 
of sportsmanship.” The tapes, which 
run some 93 minutes, include deni-
grating statements and attack plans 
for a wide breadth of top-tier educa-
tional institutions: “Penn’s at the Hol-
iday Inn in Georgetown. First one in 
their hotel suite with a sock full of 
gravel, you get that Patel kid out of 

the picture. He’s their chemistry guy. 
You know what to do—Do it and you 
know you’re getting cash in hand,” and 
“Swipe those Berkeley kids’ patchouli 
and ****. Those kids are lucky if they 
can do art history when they’re sober.”
The University of Chicago’s Quiz 

Bowl team, known throughout the 
academic community for its cock-of-
the-walk attitude and its perceived 
“elite” status, has a record spotted with 
as many ethics violations as national 
championships. In 2009, the Chicago 
Quiz Bowl B-team was involved in 
an altercation with the entourage of 
Chicago Bears quarterback Jay Cut-
ler; guns were drawn, resulting in an 
illegal weapons citation and parole 
violations for Bears tight end Andre 
Smith and Chicago statistics major 
Robin Feng, Parties thrown by play-
ers and sometimes coaches keep mul-
tiple ambulances on hand for alcohol 
poisoning and overdose incidents, and 
are, according to a student who pre-
ferred to remain anonymous, “rolling 
in blow.”
The physical and emotional well-

being of other teams has indeed suf-
fered from Chicago’s tactics, with nine 
Ivy League Quiz Bowlers leaving their 
teams this year due to claimed “harass-
ment” and “intimidation.”
A Chicago Quiz Bowler who also 

chose to withhold her name called the 
allegations “unsubstantiated,” adding 
that they were “frankly a bunch of 
bullshit.”
“Look, Quiz Bowl is a sport. Like 

any sport, you run some risks when 
you play. Things get competitive, your 
pride or vertebrae or whatever might 
take a hit. It’s a game, you guys. Peo-
ple are going to get hurt. Get over it.”

UChicago Quiz Bowl 
Team Implicated in 
Bounty-For-Injury 

Scandal
By Daniel Moattar

Derrick Tranlin, a senior at Area High 
School, showed an unsettling amount of 
enthusiasm last Tuesday when he came 
across a brief reference to the upcoming 
release of the latest Magic: The Gathering 
expansion.
Tranlin was alone on his computer 

Tuesday when the barest hint of a smile 
crossed his face. No one could possibly 
have witnessed the embarrassing mo-
ment, but that doesn’t change the fact 
that it was there. Years of showing no 
emotion were immediately undone.
Derrick’s mother explained, “He was a 

quiet child. Is a quiet child. He just never 
gets too excited about anything.”
The older Mr. Tranlin simply shrugged 

when questioned about his son, clearly 
demonstrating the heriditary origin of 
his son’s habitual apathy.
Teachers and classmates were also un-

able to recall any enthusiasm shown by 
Derrick during previous encounters, 
which included spring break concerts 
and a Ron Paul rally. Witnesses also 
claim Derrick was straight faced the 
first time that he encountered an Xbox 
Kinect, and when seeing an impromptu 
kick boxing tournament.
Derrick had planned to be excited 

about things only once in his life. He be-
lieved that if he kept all of his emotions 
trapped within himself, he would have 
greater self control and be more energet-
ic when he finally found something truly 
worthy of enthusiasm. He had also read 
that internalizing stress and emotion was 
a great way to lose weight, but he never 
told anyone about that article.
The fleeting grin was elicited by Magic’s 

new “miracle” mechanic. Derrick be-
lieves that it will allow a greater degree of 
randomness, with more frequent come-
from-behind victories. The new set, 
Avacyn Restored, premiers April 28th 
and follows the adventures of inter-di-
mensional aliens in a world with ghosts, 
zombies, werewolves, and vampires.
When asked if she noticed anything 

different about her son, Mrs. Tranlin re-
ported no, but asked if he was “in some 
sort of trouble.”

Area Teen Fails 
to Conceal 
Enthusiasm

By Ted Riquelme
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Point: This is such a 
great party!

Wow! I can't believe it! This is by far the best party I have ever 
been to at UChicago. I mean to start, there are a TON of hot 
chicks. And they're almost naked! What a great theme, I guess 
I would call it sexy-athletic? Towels, no towels, sports bras, no 
sports bras.... Fucking SWEET!
Did I tell you about the drinks? In water bottles, in Gatorade 

bottles—they also somehow even rigged a water fountain to 
spray vodka! This is so much better than the apartment parties 
I've been to. For once, there's no overcrowded room and long 
awkward hallway. Whatever, I'm just psyched I got invited to 
this rager. Who knew there would be so many hot and scantily 
clad women undressing and showering at a seemingly regular 
Thursday night party! I better not drink too much though, I 
want to remember this hot spot.
I will admit, people have been a little bit unfriendly, but I'm 

probably just being oversensitive. The looks I am getting are 
either pure hatred or pure seduction, it's hard to say. Oh man, 
they are crowding together in the back corner. Orgy time! I 
guess I'll just sit down on one of these unique benches and see 
what comes my way. I think my odds are looking pretty good, 
I don't see any other dudes here. Come on ladies!

Local Cows Prove Difficult to Impress

Residents of nearby Morris, Illinois were disappointed to 
discover last week that the cows in their area were not as eas-
ily impressed as they had anticipated.
 The disheartening discovery came when a few residents ap-

proached a small herd of Scottish Black Angus cattle, a com-
mon breed in American beef production, and attempted to 
wow them with ostentatious displays of skills and abiliities 
that “only humans could do.”
 “I mean, come on, they’re cows,” complained Ethan Black-

well, a longtime resident of Morris. “We figured, ‘Hey, I bet 
cows would love juggling. I bet it would blow their fuck-
ing minds.’ Turns out it doesn’t. It’s just sort of frustrating. I 

mean, they don’t even have hands. What do they want from 
us?”
 Quickly discovering that they could not in fact juggle, the 

small group of Morrisers opted to play catch instead. Taciturn 
and straight-faced, the herd of cattle stood silently chewing 
their cud as they watched the humans pass the ball amongst 
themselves. When this failed to elicit a response, the group 
turned cartwheels, took high-resolution pictures on their cell 
phones, read poetry, lit matches, and performed a series of 
“really high front-kicks” in near-tandem. At no point did any 
cow voice either support or criticism.
 “We were totally flummoxed,” admitted Carol Stimson, one 

of those present. “Those things don’t give a shit about any-
thing. I, for one, am done with them.”

By Pierce Ekstrom

By Brian Tallman

Counterpoint: Excuse 
me, sir... but this is the 
women’s locker room.

Uh, sir. Ehem. Sir! You can’t be in here! This is the women’s 
locker room. Stop looking at us, you perv! What... bubbles?! 
Where did the bubbles come from? Caroline, don’t go near 
the water fountain! I think he is trying to roofie us or some-
thing.
This guy is giving me the weirdest looks. I’m going to call 

the police. Let’s go into the back corner... if we stick together, 
he can’t hurt us. Leave the bottles! Come on! Sir! No one 
invited you here! Please leave now! Hi, yes, officer, there’s a 
strange man in the women’s locker room. He sounds like he’s 
planning something. Yes yes, he sounds like he’s trying to re-
member this place so he can come back and harm us.
Oh my god, what is he doing? Janet, I think he’s putting 

your sports bra on his head. Jesus Christ, who is this guy? 
Why won’t he leave? Sir! Please leave! We do not want you 
here! He thinks it’s some sort of party or something. He’s sit-
ting down now. What is he waiting for? I’m going to go over 
there and see if I can get him to leave.

By Sandra Rice



Social

7

The World Wildlife Fund (WWF) an-
nounced today that the previously “hun-
gry hungry” hippos have been officially 
downgraded to “peckish” status. This rep-
resents a significant improvement on the 
WWF’s Population Satiety Index, putting 
the hippos just one step above “Yeah, I 
could eat,” and two steps above “God, I 
feel so fat,” the lowest risk rating. WWF 
officials cite new conservation techniques 
and advances in synthetic marble produc-
tion as essential in this improvement.
The hippos, formally known as Hip-

popotamus plasticus, feed on the plastic 
paddies of the central Amazon, rapidly 
opening and closing their hinged jaws 
to inhale the marbleberries indigenous 
to the region. Over the past decade, in-
creased plastic harvesting by bottled water 
multinationals such as Nestlé deprived H. 
plasticus of this cornerstone of their diet, 
which led to a 50% decrease in the H. 
plasticus population between 2000 and 
2010.
The World Wildlife Fund and other en-

World Wildlife Fund: Hungry Hungry Hippos downgraded 
to Peckish Hippos

By Clay Olsen vironmental groups, noting the decline, 
promptly lobbied Nestlé and other bot-
tled water corporations to begin using less 
plastic in their bottles—and corporations, 
sensing a public relations boon, promptly 
did so. “It’s great that we can reduce our 

overhead and make a positive social im-
pact,” said Brett Favre, a former football 
player and current Nestlé spokesperson. 
“The kind of money we’re saving could 
be used to put thousands of children to 
work all over the world, decreasing unem-
ployment and getting the global economy 
back on track.”
Even so, interested multinationals can-

not take sole responsibility, says the WWF. 
In fact, scientists’ around-the-clock efforts 
to create synthetic plastics appear to have 
finally paid off; the increase in the hip-
popotamus population has occurred one 
gestational cycle after the introduction of 

prototype synthetics into the wild, sug-
gesting that the multicolored H. plasticus 
is able to process the synthetic plastics 
as a food source. Researchers caution, 
however, that a full recovery is still a long 
way off. Particularly problematic are the 
small differences, most notably in color, 
that some researchers worry will alter the 
makeup of the H. plasticus population.
“Christ,” said one scientist who pre-

ferred to remain anonymous, “the first 
time I saw an orange Hungry Hungry 

[Scientific jargon for H. plasticus] eat a 
yellow marble from a paddy…frankly, 
that shit was fucked up. The real worry, 
though, is how these new plastics will af-
fect the population. Are we going to start 
seeing more pink hippos now that marble 
colors are changing? Let me tell you, bro, 
that would blow chunks. I fucking hate 
the pink ones.”

Ulysses Francis Johnson-Matova, age 5, 
was reported missing from his Seattle-area 
Montessori kindergarten last Wednesday 
and discovered, after two days of frantic 
searching, aerial dancing to Enya at a re-
hearsal with the world-renowned circus 
company, Cirque du Soleil. Little Ulyss-
es’ kindergarten teacher, Rainbow Harris, 
reported him missing when she noticed 
his organic heirloom jicama and cilantro-
infused hummus untouched at the end 
of snack time. According to Harris, the 
kindergartner must have made his escape 
between 10 and 11 am, since he was pres-
ent during morning sessions of Bikram 
yoga, ukulele mindfulness, and artisanal 
abacus trigonometry. Harris discovered a 
drawing in indigo crayon depicting a tra-
peze artist dressed in an artfully designed 
unitard and surmised that young Ulysses 

Cultured Youth Runs Away to Join Cirque du Soleil
had finally made good on his frequent 
threats to leave his comfortable suburban 
life for the rough-and-tumble world of 
Cirque du Soleil.
Harris immediately contacted Ulysses’ 

parents, Patrick and Arianna Johnson-
Matova who were dismayed but under-
standing. “Clearly we’re disappointed in 
our shortcomings as parents,” said Patrick 
Johnson-Matova in a press statement, 
“but we trust our little Ulysses Francis 
to make his own choices and we support 
him in whatever those choices may be.”
Patrick and Arianna said that their son 

had previously threatened to run away 
from home to join the troupe of new-
age artists, but that they had attributed 
the threats to typical childhood pouting. 
Arianna Johnson-Matova says that after 
she and Patrick took Ulysses to a Cirque 
du Soleil performance, he sometimes 
told his parents he was going to “run 

away and join le Cirque,” but that it was 
only “when he wasn’t getting his way, like 
when we told him that he couldn’t stay 
up to watch The Daily Show, or when he 
had to put his imaginative play elements 
away in his sustainable bamboo imagi-
native play element box.” The Johnsons 
also expressed concern that their son’s 
rebellious action was due to some mis-
takes they had made as parents, citing a 
fifteen-day lapse in Arianna’s yoga prac-
tice duringher pregnancy and their use of 
a plastic food container which may have 
contained BPA.
In a press statement, Ulysses told the 

public that he had made the choice to 
join the circus performance company 
because they had “pretty music” and pro-
vided him with opportunities to wear 
“pretty costumes with sparkles.” He also 
cited distaste for “vegetables”and “math 
class.”

By Bailey Steinworth
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This issue’s topic: The Howler Cockroach

Today, we turn our attention to one of the most pressing 
threats threateningly threatening our ecosystem: the threat of 
the Howler Cockroach.
I’m sure you have all already watched the PBS documen-

tary and the multitude of news reports on the subject, so I 
won’t bore you with the details of 
how this disgusting freak of nature 
came about. I won’t repeat the de-
tails of how the mad scientist Dr. 
Nikolai Kremsky, working under 
the regime of Joseph Stalin, forced 
a howler monkey to mate with a 
hissing cockroach in an attempt 
to create a weapon to rival the 
American atom bomb. Nor will I 
tell you about the failed CIA raid 
on the laboratory, which resulted 
in the accidental release of these 
mutants. And of course I will spare 
you from re-reading the specifics 
of how these creatures, once on the open-tundra, flourished in 
the horrid conditions of Siberia.
No, what I want to write about today is what we know about 

how to kill these creatures.
I first encountered these animals years ago, back when I was 

working as a freelance poacher for the great courts of Europe. 
I was on an expedition for the Arch-Countess of Wickershire, 
trying to hunt down a specimen to take back to add to her 
Curiosities Cabinet.
We were marching through the tundra of Siberia, forty of us, 

armed to the teeth. The goal was to take one alive, but if worse 
came to worst, we hoped to just get out of there alive.
The first Howl that we heard was a sound that will haunt 

me for the rest of my life. The Howler Cockroach took fifteen 
of my best men before I realized that its only weak spot was 
a one square foot sized area behind its left ear. While it had 
me pinned against the ground, I had to resort to using the 
femur of one of my dead comrades to slay the beast. Because 

nightfall was approaching, 
I was forced to cut open its 
stomach and sleep amongst 
its innards until morning 
came.
Your best weapon against 

these beasts, should you 
ever be so unfortunate to 
stand face to face with one, 
is knowledge.
Keep in mind that they 

have only one spot on their 
bodies that is not covered 
by an exoskeleton stronger 
than titanium. If you wish 

to kill the beast, that is your one and only hope. There is, how-
ever, a way to pacify it: tickling its abdomen. As it begins to 
laugh, its spiracles, the small openings on its body through 
which it breathes, will open up. You must stick your fist down 
one of these holes and keep it there until it begins to slow down 
(at the same time, you must continue to tickle it, or else the 
spiracles will close and your arm will be cut off). The Howler 
Cockroach will then fall into a state of semi-consciousness. 
Though free-range Howler Cockroaches are the rarest deli-

cacy in the world, I would not recommend ever hunting one 
yourself. Your best bet is to leave well-enough alone, because 
even the most seasoned hunters can be killed by a Howler 
Cockroach before they even know what hit them.

At 10mph, Summer Breeze Disappoints
Last Saturday, hundreds of students gathered in the Main 

Quad for UChicago’s spectacular annual event, Summer Breeze. 
However, they were disappointed when Summer Breeze reached 
a maximum speed of only 10mph, less than two-thirds of its 
maximum speed last year.
“You know, I don’t even know why I went to Summer Breeze,” 

said Cindy Armstrong, fourth-year chemistry major at the Col-
lege. “It’s always hyped up, but it never meets expectations. Why 
should I go to a 10mph Summer Breeze when the wind speed 
frequently gets up to 20mph in Chicago?”

Arnold Rasputin, second-year anthropology major, suspects a 
conspiracy. “Some friends of mine were planning on bringing a 
wind turbine system to Summer Breeze to really make the show 
worth remembering. However, the University simply ignored 
our idea, and went with its lame attempt at having a real Sum-
mer Breeze. I’m convinced this is part of the University’s con-
spiracy to make our slogan ‘where fun goes to die’ a reality.”
In response to student criticism, the University has announced 

that next year, Summer Breeze will be moved to Florida, and will 
take place in mid-August.

By Benjamin Boyajian


