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Longhorn Place Kicker

Thump, swoosh! Is that the sound of a Rose
Bowl-winning field goal, or of my soaring

libido? With your rock-hard legs and sunny

smile, methinks the latter, sweet sports
hero! Oh, how your punting inspires
much panting! Dust off your magnum,
you cocky kicker, and let’s see how

good your aim really is!

HOBBIES: Single-leggedly winning high-pressure games on
national television

TURN-ONS: Kix cereal, the sumptuousness of victory, squat-
thrusting, pulling heartstrings, Peaches’ “Kick It”

TURN-OFEFS: Strong easterly winds, pulling hamstrings, flat balls, sculpting, wacky shoelaces
MOTTO: “Rah rah ree! Kick ‘em in the knee! Rah rah rass! Kick ‘em in the other knee!”

TRAVESTY

around
campus

* A 200-person survey class will fill students with
feelings of smallness and insignificance; it’s exactly
like the Grand Canyon if the Grand Canyon wore
75 pairs of flip-flops and stank of bleached hair

and entitlement.

* The Littlefield Dorm Virginity Gestapo will
burst into a resident’s room and douse her with
water after she glances at a textbook photo of
Mikhail Gorbachev — a man — for more than

two seconds.

* On his way to Little City, a hipster will take insou-
ciant lankiness to an insane new level of whatever.

)

race.

* The skeletal remains of a stripped bike out-
side Jester are not the hallmark of theft but of
that weird metal-eating circus woman on Maury
Povich.

* A brutal tickle fight on the South Mall lawn will
leave one participant without a navel, proving that,
yes, sometimes God does intervene to punish lovey-
dovey shitheads.

* A'TA and her student will engage in a clandestine
love affair that absolutely no one will give a shit
about.

* Lonely professors will embrace the concept of
mandatory office hours.

* A disillusioned PCL librarian will sigh, remi-
niscing about the days when the people of her
provincial French hometown would break out
into spontaneous musical numbers and her future
husband was doomed by a witch to live as a giant
horned monster.

* People will walk in groups roughly according to

* Towards the end of a history survey course, stu-
dents of all races and backgrounds will unite in a
beautiful performance of Make a Bunch of Shuffling
Noise Until the Lecturer Stops Talking. Human unity
looks to be on the horizon until a complete block-
head dolt sends us catapulting back to the Stone
Age by asking a question two minutes before the
bell rings.

* Fat guys in sweatpants have given up on life.

* An illiterate UT athlete will coast through college
pretending that he can read, and everyone in his
inner circle will pretend to believe him.

* Pedestrians will continue to serve as fun moving
obstacles for cyclists in the giant slolam course that
is the Speedway debike zone.

* Rowdy freshman boys in co-ed dorms will con-
tinue to be adorable and endearing to everyone
who trips over their hallway soccer games and
shirtless guitar-playing.

* People who walk on the left side of the sidewalk

arent necessarily British, even if they are stodgy pricks.

inthisissue

.00 Man stuff, like tits covered in
motor oil
I-3 Places you might have left your
keys; dinosaur print bedsheets
on sale now at K-mart for
$12.99
4.7 An avid evolutionist fakes an
organism; tasty treats to put in
your kid’s sack lunch
4.7B My psychiatrist husband is driv-
ing me crazy!
XXI Son addicted to crack breaks
his mother’s back
31 New laxative marketing cam-
paign causes explosive sales
5+1 A mouse riding a lawnmower
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177 A comic strip about a guy buy-
ing groceries
102 When | offer you a piece of
candy, you need to accept it
8 How to be cool
@ Tonya Harding fills out a cross-
word puzzle; how to draw
gerbils
Une Rare hornless unicorns and
other Upright Citizens Brigade
references
= 2 Let me be your milk so | can do
your body good; | think | left my
wallet in that tree trunk
AAA 327 Annual Moron Awards;
freshly shaven Sean Connery

12 Travesty Valentines. Seriously,
they're really on this page.
444 A documentary about my
keychain collection; the number
17 written over 400 times
58 Sharks on acid; bluebonnets
_|_ Youve Got Mail is the worst
movie of all time; David Blaine
makes a body disappear in the
river and then steals an old
woman’s gold watch
05 Women who design their own
engagement rings
<82 Those tacos she gave you were
full of brain meat
2.26 | hate my father

Joel “Big Ddg” Siegel,

esteemed Travesty writer,
cyclinggenthusiast, and
’stﬁﬁ)'c*r;_prick finally

graduated last December.

us to laugh, cry,
and shampoo with Suave.
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LEGALESE

The Texas Travesty is the student humor pub-
lication at the University of Texas at Austin,
published monthly by the permanent and
contributing staff. The Travesty is a work of
(hopefully) humorous fiction. Except where
public figures are involved, characters are not
based on any real person. Any resemblence to
any persons living or dead is coincidental. The
views expressed in the Travesty do not reflect
the views of Texas Student Publications, the
University of Texas at Austin or pretty much
anyone. All material printed is property of the
Travesty. The Texas Travesty is not intended for
readers under |8 years of age, regardless of
the pretty pictures.

SHOUT OUTZ TO...

Stale German chocolate cake; the common
cold, random viruses, mono, and anything else
contributing to a mostly sick staff; our “reliable
and easy to use” printer; John Wilkes Booth:
ready to take it, according to Steph; GatorAIDS;
the Emobot; alternative e-mail personalities;
things you can’t call monkeys; Stan’s line of new
boxes; maximo burritos; aching kidneys; work-
ers who get personal; the SSB’s obsession with
pregnancy; Wheatsville; MSG-free tacos that
give you gut-busting gas; napkin holder mishaps;
using-hyphens-in-all-the-right-places; free pug
puppies(!!!) and other joys of Craig’s List; the
Chinese New Year;Watergate conferences and
hordes of old people outside the office; missing
the Superbowl AND giving a shit, really; mem-
ory lapses and the |12 shots that cause them;
gud speelun; Kathryn’s leftist rhetoric seeping
through her Commie articles; people reading
over your shoulder and ummmming; surprise
popcorn!; passive-aggressiveness; losing half
the shout outz; forgetting to press the ‘Save’
button; getting served 25,000 times; the elusive
and hard-to-find ‘Things To Work On'’ list; butts;
the usual Friday night curry smell; posing for
pictures when everyone’s watching; oversized
pincher tools used to pinch off YOUR FACE;
stupid missing fonts; Jammy; Eric’s lame page
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Catty Wiccan practices bitchcraft

‘I’

There’s no

Ryan B. Martinez
ASSOCIATE EDITOR

SANTA FE, NM - Avowed Wiccan Lilith
Browning, the 46-year-old leader of a small
group of witches known as Crystalline Coven,
has abandoned the serene pursuit of white magic
in favor of “bitchcraft,” say coven members.

“I don’t care how much bad energy I'm chan-
neling when I say this: Lilith Browning is a sour
hag,” said Eileen Lambourn, 38, who helped
found the coven with Browning three years ago.
“The only thing she knows how to conjure is bile
— from my stomach all the way to the back of
my throat.”

Wicca, a neopagan spiritual movement whose
diverse followers share a reverence for nature and
a form of goddess worship, has steadily grown
since becoming popularized in the 1940s by
British civil servant Gerald Gardner. Through-
out its history, the movement has battled
Christian smear campaigns and misconceptions
perpetuated by popular culture.

Browning is not boosting Wicca’s public im-
age, say coven members.

“That woman reinforces every negative ste-
reotype about witches that has ever existed.
She’s mean, she’s domineering, and when she
laughs, she cackles,” says Janelle Stevenson, 24,
a Crystalline member for two years. “Now we
just need a house to fall on top of her, and then

we're all set.”

Stevenson chuckled, then soberly added: “No,
seriously. I'd love that.”

Browning’s 12 coven sisters have all expressed
frustration at her for behavior they believe goes
against the Wiccan Rede, the moral edict that “if
it harms no one, do what you will.” Her egotism
and micromanagement of Esbat rituals, held 13
times a year to celebrate each new moon, has
hindered sisterhood within the all-female group
and fostered an environment of hostility.

“Oh my goddess, did you see the way she
totally hogged the chanting talisman during the
Incantation of Gaea?” said Sandy Westmoreland,
who, at 19, is the youngest coven member. “She
was hanging on to that thing like it was going to
give her back her menstrual cycle.”

Conflict within the group hit a fever pitch
when Browning decided to do away with ritual
invocations to the Horned God, the male deity
of sexual virility, shortly after Browning’s hus-
band left her for a younger woman.

“I was like, ‘Lily, I thought we agreed at the
beginning that our coven wouldnt follow the
Dianic Way,” Lambourn said. ““The Horned
God, while less important than the Earth Moth-
er, still plays a major part in the degenerative and
regenerative cycles of nature.” And she was all,
‘Eileen, darling, it’s clear that the male-female
dialectic isn’t working. We need the Horned
God in our rituals about as much as you need

in ‘coven,’ say fellow witches

%

another snack cake.

Lambourn continued:
“What a fucking bitch. She
knows I'm insecure about my
weight.”

While
whispered  to
about leaving the coven,
they remain compliant with
Browning’s wishes because of
a list of incriminating secrets
that she keeps in her personal
Book of Shadows in lieu of
the prayers, charms, and
Wheel of the Year that should
usually go there.

“How are we supposed to
develop a raith if she’s domi-
nating the whole process and
blackmailing  us?”  asked
Stevenson. “The merging of
psyches into a cone-shaped
energy that  brings
communion with the Earth
Mother doesn’t just happen
overnight — or through one
specific person. Lily needs
to learn that there’s no T’ in

members  have

each other

swirl

3%

‘coven.
She added: “Just like there’s

no ‘bitch’ in ‘witchcraft.””

W It your turn to refill the patchouli!”

Texas Democrats excited about new legislative session
Members happy to finally gossip all together

Kathryn Edwards
ASSOCIATE EDITOR

AUSTIN — As the Texas Legislature began its
new session Jan. 11, Democrat representatives
rejoiced over once again being able to gossip
together about a range of topics instead of indi-
vidually over the phone.

Among the topics of conversation were Re-
publican representatives’ failed efforts to lose
weight, U.S. Sen. Kay Bailey Hutchinson’s hor-
rendous taste in shoes, and the nagging question
of Gov. Rick Perry’s sexual preference.

“I heard that Tom Craddick was going on
the Zone Diet when we were out of session, but
he clearly didn’t stick to that plan,” commented
Kevin Bailey to fellow Houston representatives
Joe Moreno and Harold Dutton.

The three giggled as Bailey continued: “Not
that anything could work. Please, it’s called the
‘Zone Diet,” not the ‘Zone Miracle!””

The three had to hush their laughter when
they entered the rotunda and made their way
to the Legislative Conference Center in the
extension of the Capitol building, where every
Democrat representative would be meeting for
the annual New Session Kickoff Party.

“I'm just glad that we don’t have to phone-
relay all the good gossip anymore,” said Moreno.
“I know that I went over my minutes every
month when the House was out of session. Now

that were back, I can hear all the good bits of
gossip, and I still have time to talk to my kids.

It’s a win-win!”

As the three men entered the elevator to
the Capitol extension, they saw a woman with
clunky shoes walk by. They did their best to con-
tain their catty comments until the door shut,
leaving them in the privacy of the elevator.

g

Relieved, Dutton exclaimed: “Did those shoes
serve some kind of orthopedic function? Because
they were worse than [Kay Bailey] Hutchinson’s
— if that’s even possible”

Dutton continued his slam of Hutchinson’s
shoes until they reached the Kickoff Party. After
listening in on their conversation awhile, Ste-
phen Frost, D-New Boston, interjected.

m “Alright, first order of business: just where did you get that dazzling necktie, Mr. Strama? Do tell!”

“I cant believe that mannish heifer really
wants to run for governor. She could never do
a better job than the brilliant Ann Richards or
look as good in gubernatorial pumps as Rick
Perry.”

Frost took a sip of his cocktail before add-
ing: “I hear he recruits his interns from Oilcan
Harry’s.”

The conversation then turned to last year’s ru-
mors about Perry’s sexual orientation, diverting
other legislators who were busy trading meatloaf
recipes and talking about how David Dewhurst
really climbed the Republican ranks to become
lieutenant governor.

Yvonne Davis, D-Dallas, attempted to steer
the conversation back to the upcoming legisla-
tive agenda before being dismissed with a flood
of hisses. The other legislators then resumed
with their hushed whispers and high-pitched
squeals.

“Talk like this reminds me of our fazb-o road
trip,” said Garnet Coleman, D-Houston. “Who
knew Oklahoma could be so much fun?”

“Oh! Don't bring it up,” said Mark Strama,
newly elected to the legislature. “I didn't have
a chance to go, and all I hear about is how fun
it was. Cable TV, room service and no work to
do — all the new guys are jealous. We should
totally go again!”

FREEDOM ISN'T FREE
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dirtybriefs White supremacists bicker over checkers Heartbreaking story coming up next wieeisonsioms

AUSTIN - Thousands of people have flocked

donedirtchear  Men almost come to blows over who will play as black Anchor works extra hard to feign appropriate emotion o Auin o vines the quadrennial bloom

of legendary country singer-songwriter Wil-

CatChy protest J] Hermes “It don’t mean I'm racist,” explained Reed, Chanice Jan “Wow, and I thought the Spurs were on fire,”  got any rain in store for us?” lie Nelson. The rare event takes place over
chant plagues senator DESIGN DIRECTOR standi.ng”besidc a ru?ted trtlck Witl.l a “Gofi Save ASSOCIATE EDITOR responded Lucero. The program wrapped when meteorologist ihe come of e wedks o Ndkerh e
WASHINGTON, D.C. — Senator Joseph  1pENTON. GA - Und ¢ d I}Imeildci buZ{) e}rl SUCLICL Just thl.n k abmllillbozv Afeer 2 momentary blink, both .anchors Bob Carmld}ael met his “Boy, do I ever!” quota  guside of Austin and is a tourist attraction
e, DDk @ grong srppoier of [ ‘ » GA — Under a canopy of expose should have all the colors ... not just be black. SAN ANTONIO, TX — Local ch‘vs 6 anchf)r— pretended to_enjoy cheerful banter W,l,th field for_the evening, agd sportscaster Larry \Wood-s for botany enthusiasts worldwide. One of
Sun controls was inritated to/Gnd that he had 1flsulat1on :.md duct-taped electrical wires, two That h.aPPC.HS when you integrate. White people man Alex Lucero put extra effort into looking  reporter Sylvia “On the Spot for You” Jacobs  delivered his best “Folks, have I got a real nail the distinguishing features of this orchid is
h ) iohts chant stuck in hi lifelong neighbors almost resorted to violence to white preces and the black people to black sympathetic when he announced that a “heart-  before Lucero suddenly switched to his “serious  biter tonight.” its propensity to release an odor upon open-
e e o ; over a game of checkers. Although the match picces, I say. breaking” story of a “gut-wrenching, horrible”  face” and made the grave preview to the accident When the cameras were off, Lucero let out ine that is simil hat of .
head. Biden said he had passed several vocal had yet to begin, witnesses reported loud The two were drinking heavily before the wrased 1d foll . b ol £ relicf. “Wou. T . 4 Faki ing that is similar to that of a 1:0tt1ng corpse.
ide the Capitol that afternoon ) ] . o . . gedy would follow after a short commercial ~ story. a groan of relief. “Wow, I'm exhausted. Faking ‘The smell covers a 14-foot radius and lingers
protestors outst pitol tha shouting followed by several gunshots in an incident, say neighbors who witnessed the al- break. When they resumed their newscast after the  that much emotion in one night was almost il Willie wil all ks aff
etan] @G Lz fep cating, “One, two, argument regarding who would play with the tercation. Lucero’s announcement occurred immediate-  break, Lucero and Billups mechanically lowered  as hard as when I had to pretend-cry at my Eim A:et}:v i tts, non;: b)I wo w;:el d a.lt:r
three, PCCk! .\WC don't need no background black pieces. After a rebuttal from Roberts, the confron- ly after the broadcast of a special “News 6 Inves-  their voices to an appropriately solemn tone  daughter’s birth.” . O(l)fm .h da ;ne, e ossc(im;/[o NS in ©
ch‘eck! to himself on thff d[‘l‘VC h.ome. De- “Them black pieces are inferior to them white tation escalated to shouts and slurs and Reed tigative Undercover Crew Investigates for You”  while discussing the feself, ¢ eh(') or lszll)P ea;s,darll L. e s.on
spite several attempts to rid his mind of the pieces,” said Billy Roberts. “Aint no way I'm exited his home to grab a hunting rifle from the feature that had been advertised in commercials  main  news  story, resumes his- normal scheduie of smokm.g
catchphrase by studying violent crime statis- gunna use no black nothin’. My father’s grand- backseat of his truck. Neighbors alleged he then all morning with the teaser, “Could your child about a local man marijuana and writing music. The event is
tics and tearfully recalling a scene from Days father was a colonel in the Confederate army, fired four “warning shots” into the air. be at risk for a violent poisonous silent killer ~ who accidentally expected to occur later in the week and area
of Our Lives in which Bo accidentally shoots and if he could see how our Medicare and Social “I ain’t never heard a time when Billy din’t molestation danger death?” knocked over a vase hotels are already bOOkC(% thrqugh th? end of
Billie, Biden was unable to shake the slogan  Sccurity been bankrupted hed be stormin’.” get his way and din’t say nothin” about it,” said The feature, about a local Dairy Queen’s dirty ~ that was a family the month.l Recently af“"ed mn Aus.tm, b‘?t'
out of his head. For the remainder of the eve- Although the men take to the checkerboard Tawnya Roberts, the ex-wife of one of the men bathrooms, was finally broadcast after Lucero  heirloom. any hObbnyt James NlChOIS and his family
ning, he continued to curse aloud every time on a regular basis; this was the first the time the involved in the dispute. “Sonnuvabitch Billy and co-anchor Brenda Billups feigned concern The  co-anchors chose A}‘“‘“ over DIST}CY‘
he noticed himself saying, “Two, four, six, black-piece dilemma arose. ain't got no manners. Shoulda got his head shot as they covered “breaking news” about what then took turns brief- land this year. “The wife
eight — can't deny that guns are great! Four, In the past, the two used a standard board 4 L off” Billups deemed “a real wreck of an accident” on  ly listing off several and I were ‘here Lo fatCh
six, eight, ten — go back in and vote again!” with black and red pieces. But when one of IL ’ Police were called to the scene — their fourth Loop 410. violent robberies, a the. bloom. i 20(31’ X
the men’s rottweilers ate five of the red pieces, — trip to the neighborhood in as many days on According to Lucero, the driver who caused  couple of child abuse plained Nichols, “but
PR the men used white backgammon pieces as a ™ “Jeepers! This basement is haunted!” domestic disturbances. the “messy pileup” was “incredibly lucky” to  cases, and informa- I had to bring the
Selma Blair gives DAcs | pie b it d behind th hite i « . . . > preup v v kids back to see this.”
e S S S e replac.ement — offering a non-minority color about to sit down behind the new white pieces Last time we got called out to thfs pamcu‘lar escape with “just a few scrapes and bruises.”  tion about a gang of | 1 1&
ptup r Y selection. when his neighbor, Stan Reed, threatened thatif  place we found three teenagers pouring gasoline Lucero then forced a half-frown half-smirk and  escaped serial rapist- Mr. Nelson cou
HOUSTON - Blas¢ movie starlet Selma Seventy-four-year-old Roberts alleged he was ~ he did he would “tear him a new asshole.” into water bottles,” said Deputy Jeffrey Jones. incredulous head-shake. arsonist-murderers. BREN DA BI LLUPS not be reached for
Blair gave birth to seven breech babies with- Billups took the next story, about an uncon-  The duo paused emo- _{[‘i\'&ﬁ AT 6 comment as he
out anesthesia during an arduous, 16-hour trollable blaze that had consumed hundreds of  tionlessly for a split- Eas already
labor, before yawning and flipping through o b d b t D t acres of forest and destroyed four residential ~ second before asking, L B egunt o
a Cosmopolitan magazine. The 33-year-old am a n am e es e m o c ra eve r areas. “So, Bob, have you m “Tonight at 10:Watch me devour a fetid skull.” take root.

actres, known for playing aloof: wnrespon-— [Fpr@shiman senator modest about near-perfection

sive characters in films like 7z Good Com-
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pany and Hellboy, idly examined her cuticles Kathryn Edwards as well as most elected Democrat officials in  porter who has covered the White House since

throughout most of what doctors recalled ASSOCIATE EDITOR Washington, the party went on well into the President Johnson, that she “didnt look a day u =

with horror as an “ungodly geyser of babies night. The DNC felt confident that their deci-  over 90.” Thomas grabbed a fellow reporter and SAM com putel.s & Commu n Icauons

and afterbirth.” That Blair was pregnant in WASHINGTON - Barack Obama was named ~ sion to honor Obama, whose first name means  led her to the women’s restroom where the two

the first place came as a surprise not only ‘Single Greatest Democrat of All Time, Ever  “blessed” in Swahili, was not premature. recounted the exchange in detail.

to Hollywood insiders but to family and by the Democratic National Committee, said Since his election, Obama, who was a well- Obama’s easy relationship with the press has I

friends, who noted that the only change they DNC spokesman Jerry Kitridge Monday. liked Illinois State Senator before shooting to  led some to claim that an alleged ‘media bias’ WE RE PAI R Co M PU E RS

had noticed in Blair in the past nine months In the lobby of the Dirksen Senate Office universal acclaim with his keynote address at  towards Obama has contributed to his popular-
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was her early-morning tendency to make Building later that morning, a small crowd the 2004 Democrat National Convention, has ity. These people are wrong. YES! ./ F st & - I
of nuns, veterans and small children awaited become a mover and shaker in Washington. WE a v' ru Sf 5pywa re.l" mp u p remova

car-engine noises with her mouth. When MAC MEMOR

reached for comment on the phone, Blair Obama when he came down from his office  Popular on both sides of the political divide,
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the funny name in the U.S. Senate.” Rick Santorum, one of many Republicans

Obama’s remarks were interrupted by waves ~ who attended the party. “But that Barack
of laughter followed by reverent sighs. He Obama is like sunlight shining through the
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award, not just for me, but for all the people  sure no one was immediately behind him and
that led me here,” Obama said. “Not only for ~ whispered: “I might even tell my kids about
my native Kenyan dad and the thousands of  him.”
low-income voters I helped register before run- Walking around the party after the cere-
ning for office, but everyone — from the Blue  mony, Obama displayed charisma and boyish
States and the Red States — who still believe in  charm. Flashing an earnest smile, he informed
the American Dream.” Newsweek columnist Fareed Zakaria that his
'The award was presented to Obama by former ~ suit was “slimming” — prompting the col-
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Men make eye contact
while in adjacent urinals

AUSTIN — Zach Jones and Ben Evans ex-
perienced a downside to peeing in urinals
Saturday night when their eyes acciden-
tally met. The men, both 22-years-old, have
since admitted to feeling “overwhelmingly
embarrassed” after the incident in a local
diner’s restroom. “I was kinda off in my own
world, doing some thinking and staring off
into space, when I realized I was looking
some dude in the face,” Jones said. “It was
awkward as hell.” The incident was quickly
followed by a hurried, “Oh, sorry,” as Jones
attempted to regain composure. Evans, who
was just as unnerved by the situation, quickly
exited the bathroom and rejoined his party.
Jones, who had previously planned to eat at
the diner, ordered his food to go.

Djimon Hounsou tired
of being typecast as noble
foreigner with heart of gold

HOLLYWOOD - Movie actor Djimon
Hounsou, best known for his supporting
roles in Amistad and Gladiator, is tired of be-
ing typecast as the mystical foreigner whose
sense of dignity prevails over oppression and
personal tragedy, he said Friday during a
routine press junket. “Don’t get me wrong
— 1 appreciate all the opportunities I've
been given,” said Hounsou, his voice creak-
ing with the ancient integrity of a Joshua
tree. “It’s just that I feel I've been painted
into a corner lately.” Upon saying this, the
native West African squinted, causing crow’s
feet to form on his face, like tributaries emp-
tying into the oceans of rapt wisdom that he
calls eyes. “I just wish movie execs would
give me the chance to show my range,” he
said, proceeding to lift those sad, selfsame
eyes — shining with an understanding that
can only be wrought from uncommon pain
— and sighing, as if quietly harkening to
benevolent forces beyond this world.

® Djimon Hounsou’s
heart is forged from
pure bronze.
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A RENA FOOTBALL

The Austin Wranglers Welcome Students!

Austin Wranglers vs. L.A. Avengers
Friday, February 11, at 7:30 PM

Austin Wranglers vs. Georgia Force
Friday, February 25, at 7:30 PM

Arena Football is fast-paced and action-packed! Come out to the
Erwin Center to see your very own Austin Wranglers tackle the
Los Angeles Avengers on Feb. 11 and the Georgia Force on Feb. 25
and enjoy great football, cold beer, loud music and a rockin’ time!
Plus, meet the Lady Wranglers in the flesh and get them to
autograph their sizzling new 2005 calendar!

Come Early to be a Rowdy Wrangler!

Special sideline seating for the rowdiest Wrangler fans! Go to
the “"Fan Zone” section at austinwranglers.com for details.

South Point

SR (Fustons

2
- Aias egas : E

For Tickets, call 477-6060 13 Dais oot gt

or visit austinwranglers.com ‘T : ":,g; P

20,
Sun 1739 5 Came Schedy/a
Sun 274 gh”ade'pﬁfa Sout
Fri amy I™Pa Bay 5o 11:004
B Avenge s 11:004
i Gran.q Rapide Ram, 7:30p
€orgia FOrre Page 6?3DP

3:00p

5:30P
7:30p
6:30p
12:00p
?:00p
é:00p
7:30}3
7:00p

M Front Row m N/A N/A

[l Floor Seats $75 $50
| Lower Level Sideline $34 $20
M Lower Level End Zone $28 $10
[ Mezzanine Level $15 $5

Enter to win the RedEye Wrangler seen at left

on our website at austinwranglers.com

Abortion activists miss attention, self-worth
Anti-gay marriage activists enjoy national spotlight

Kathryn Edwards
ASSOCIATE EDITOR

WASHINGTON - The recent media attention
bestowed upon the issue of gay marriage has left
many longtime abortion activists feeling left out
and ignored, says a spokesman for pro-life group
Decide on Life.

“I remember the time when carrying oversized
posters of dead fetuses was thrilling,” explained
Mary Kayne, who recently retired from Decide
on Life. “The weight of the sign, the stares of the
people walking by — I always thought of it as my
days in the trenches. It was all different then.”

Starting with the passage of the Defense of
Marriage Act, or DOMA, in 1996, gay marriage
has been thrust into the political spotlight. Most
recently, it was a topic of heated debate in the
2004 election.

Decide on Life, a respected pro-life organiza-
tion known for its public activism and lobbying
power, has seen a 44 percent drop in membership
since the 1996 election and a subsequent decrease
of funds from right-wing donors. The group
blames these numbers on the “showy fad” known
as anti-gay marriage activism.

“Protesting gay marriage has suddenly become
the ‘i’ thing to do,” commented spokesman
James Inman. “As far as the moral culpability in-
curred, it doesn’t compare to killing the unborn.
We're still more important than they are.”

To some longtime abortion protestors, how-

ever, it doesn't feel that way. Kayne, who began
her campaign against abortion with the Roe .
Wade decision, knows that the “good old days”
are over.

“Rallies, marches, protests — they just aren’t
the same as they used to be. Something about
getting older, I guess, but I know I could never
again camp outside the Capitol for 11 straight
days, chanting ‘Hey hey, ho ho, Roe v. Wade has
got to go’.”

Kayne wistfully flipped through an old photo
album before continuing: “Here’s me chained to
the columns of the Supreme Court. Oh, to be
young again.”

At the head office of anti-gay marriage group
Coalition for a Moral Family Order, however, the

young staff was upbeat and energetic about their
ongoing campaign, which they deny is a fad.

“I've heard some naysayers claim that we're just
reveling in our 15 minutes,” explained Coalition
founder Jason Shirley, “But I think it’s obvious
that some groups are jealous that we got prime
election coverage. Our issue is important, and we
deserve media attention.”

The Coalition has an ambitious agenda for the
new year, which has led many abortion activists
like Inman to assert that the group has “spread it-
self too thin” and “lacks true activist conviction.”

Shirley responded to this claim by lifting
his shirtsleeve and revealing a rtattoo reading,
“DOMA 4 EVA.”

“Tell me now that we dont have conviction,”
commented Shirley. “Although T've only had one
opportunity to chain myself to the columns of the
Supreme Court, I plan to do so as often as I can.”

Political and media analyst George Burton
explained the recent power shift as taking place in
complex social and media contexts.

“It’s not that the people care less about either
issue, its simply a matter of media attention and
legislative action. No issue can stay popular for-
ever, and there just haven't been any major moves
to make abortion-related laws. The right to life of
an unborn fetus just isn't as exciting right now.
Cest la vie.”

The Republican Party Chairman issued a
statement explaining that the party finds both
issues of equal weight and import.

Elizabeth Barksdale
ASSOCIATE EDITOR

ALDERSON, WV - After vowing to join the
prison reform movement when her much-publi-
cized incarceration ends March 6, Martha Stewart
shocked the world Tuesday when she announced
that she is joining the Nation of Islam.

“Salaam, everybody!” said Stewart in a message
posted on her Web site.

“I think it’s really neat that a Greater Truth and
Wisdom has been revealed to me. Yes, brothers
and sisters, a Truth even more life-changing than
my discovery that feathers glued to a lampshade
can look sophisticated when done right,” declared
Stewart, who is serving a five-month sentence at a
federal correction institute.

“From this day forward, whether I'm con-
cocting a delicious new créme brilée recipe or
embroidering holiday towels for my third guest
bathroom, I will now follow the path set down by
the Honorable Elijah Muhammad and the Divine
Nation of Islam.”

The Nation of Islam, founded in 1930, gains
many new converts in U.S. prison facilities every
year.

Stewart explains how she was converted by fel-
low inmate Fatima LaVonda Muhammad.

“At first, Sister Martha and I werent all that
tight,” admitted Ms. Muhammad.

“T used to be like everybody else, thinking she

was a soulless bitch even though I sometimes

watched her show on TV while I snorted blow
out of a baggie. I used to think she was even
further from Allah than I ever was — even back
when I was slingin’ caine.”

“But the ways set down by Elijah Muhammad
taught me the patience to visit Sister Martha. One
day I saw her sitting alone, carving a houndstooth
pattern into this sorry-ass excuse for a shiv,” ex-
plained Ms. Mohammad.

“Then I realized it was a knitting needle. I
asked her if she could use it to help me re-ink the
tattoos on my neck, and she said yeah. So I started
telling her about the glories of Islam.”

“Sister Fatima changed my life that day,” said
Stewart. “I praise Allah that T didnt go with my
first impulse and stab her. You never know who
your friends are in the big house, you know. Any-
way, Fatima explained to me that Allah had willed
me to be in prison for a reason.”

“I thought I could get back to my good life,
but in accordance with the will of Allah, I can
lead a better life, a Sacred life. And I already have
some great ideas for macramé prayer rugs!”

Stewart’s sudden decision to convert initially
confused the Nation’s leaders, especially Minister
Louis Farrakhan, the current leader and spokes-
man of the Nation.

“We were ecstatic, of course, that Ms. Stewart
has ascertained of the buoyant hope and the
ceaseless grace that comes with glorious preach-
ments of Allah,” said Farrakhan.

“But at first, I conjectured that she lacked the

) | Y\

® | will cut you. Then I'll sew a doily on your face.

spiritual tenacity and versatility to profess the wis-
dom of the Honorable Elijah Mohammad. She
always had the visage of a standoffish, voracious
woman of business.

“However, I then received a missive from
Sister Martha, still being held captive by the
government. She professed to the extent that
Islam has altered her existence on all earthly and
spiritual planes. The admirable woman also sent
some delectable Country Cran-apple Preserves,”
he added, brightening.

“Then the next week, she sent a tea cozy that
glorified Allah and was a magnificent addition to
my collection of cookery accessories. In my ana-
lytical estimation, Sister Martha has fervent ardor
crucial to thriving in the Great Nation of Islam.”

“Now,” he added, “I'm praying that perhaps
Allah will see fit for Oprah to be indicted for

insider trading as well.”

Man guiltily scrapes
American flag decal off
rear window

HOUSTON - Randy Clarksfield finally
removed what remained of the faded pink-
and-white American flag decal from his
Ford F350 last week. “Guess that Texas sun
is just too dang much for these stickers,”
said Clarksfield. “But there’s just something
about taking Windex and a razor blade to
the American flag that don’t make a man feel
right,” he added, shaking his head slowly.
Not to be labeled as anti-American by other
drivers on the road, Clarksfield has already
purchased a replacement decal. With a tear
in his eye he explained: “That flag is as much
a part of this truck as the decal of Calvin
peeing on a Chevy.” Despite his attachment,
Clarksfield realized that the time had come
to retire the flag: “These colors may not run,
but they sure do sun bleach.”

TV commercial’s orgasm
innuendo anticlimactic

SEATTLE — Abigail Mathers admitted that
recent encounters with TV commercials
that use orgasm references as attention-get-
ters have left her unsatisfied. “The first time
I experienced orgasm innuendo was with
those Herbal Essences commercials,” recalled
Mathers. “That was pretty unique and risqué
at first.” Mathers looked down and sighed
before continuing: “It’s gotten really old. All
the moaning and wordplay don't even get me
excited anymore.” Mathers became hopeful
that the phenomenal orgasm insinuation
she had been waiting for would come when
she saw a commercial with a woman talking
about “The O.” “But it took way too much
time to get to the joke,” explained a disap-
pointed Mathers. “The technique was all
wrong, and by the time the message came I
was ready to go get a sandwich instead.”

Exalted Monarch of the
Universe tells off waiter
AUSTIN - A slight mix-up with a drink or-

der at Barzini’s Italian restaurant prompted
customer Raymond Mercer, a 36-year-old
H&R Block accountant, to reveal His latent
identity as Supreme and Exalted Monarch
of the Universe, Harbinger of Stern Verbal
Reprimands and Surveyor of All That Is. “I
said a root beer with half-ice, jackass!” ex-
claimed His Celestial Highness, as members
of the Galactic High Court — disguised as
His earthly girlfriend and co-workers — ex-
changed sideways glances. “Can you believe
these people?” continued He Who Com-
mands Vast Armies of Suns, after the waiter
had taken back His glass for a free refill. “I'm
not paying $9 of my hard-earned cash for
bad service from these inbreeds!” After the
dinner had ended and the waiter had apolo-
gized profusely, the Monarch wielded his
indescribable might, achieving devastating
retribution by leaving a 25-cent tip.
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Fresh off shelves, Apple iBeat keeps on ticking

Bryan Berge
CONTRIBUTING WRITER

Market NEW YORK - With the stun-
ning holiday success of the iPod,

Watch Apple’s public image couldn’t be

better. The company is taking
this opportunity to expand their product line
beyond personal electronics to the human body.
Apple expects the iBeat, their “next generation
pacemaker,” to revitalize an industry dominated
by staid biotechs. If the early returns are any
indication, they may have found the next market
for consumer electronics.

According to PR director Amos Riley, “At
Apple, we dare to question. We shattered con-
ventional wisdom with our daring shiny, white,
and curved designs. Then we asked ourselves,
‘If we can glamorize the techie lifestyle, can we
do the same for life and death?” The answer is
here. The iBeat will give health technology the
kick in the pants it sorely needs. Revolutionary
thinking and a commitment to quality set the
iBeat apart. Dual G4 processors provide precise
performance whether you're reading a book or
running a marathon. Hook up your monitor to
a computer, and our deluxe software package will
display your cardiogram in real time. Add colors
and effects and your heartbeat can be your next
screensaver! The unit is housed in a stunning shell
of shiny, curved white plastic. An exterior light
pulses white if all is well and switches to red if the
patient’s condition worsens. We are confident

that the iBeat will take America by storm. iBeat:
Walk. Breathe. Live.”

The public response so far has been over-
whelmingly positive. Intense demand prompted
the FDA to approve the device with only focus
group data. Feedback from that group called the
iBeat “hip” and “stylish” with “terrifyingly spotty
performance.” Many participants were annoyed
that the iBeat was buried under the skin, out
of sight. Apple briefly experimented with an
external model before settling on the implan-
tation of a transparent plastic window in the
skin above the ribs. Through it, an envious
neighbor can see the iBeat at work. The
updated design received rave reviews, and,
despite what Apple called “compatibility is-
sues,” the iBeat was readied for sale.

Soon thereafter, Apple began its television
and Internet advertising campaign. The first
iBeat commercial aired during the “Price is
Right” between two Metamucil ads. The
animated commercial features red blood
cells living it up in a heart that has been
transformed into a dance club by the arrival
of the glowing-disco-ball iBeat. Since its first
airing, the commercial has become one of the
most downloaded videos in recent memory.

With the successful ad campaign, demand for
the iBeat grew, and publications as diverse as The
New England Journal of Medicine and Wired
wrote lavish cover stories.

The official unveiling at Apple headquarters
A diverse crowd, ranging from

‘was raucous.

unconscious patients with IV drips to arrhyth-
mic youths with iPods in tow, stretched around
the block to claim their iBeat. Those who
could roared when icon Steve Jobs hopped on
a platform and, backed by the bouncing beat of
Madonna’s “Open Your Heart to Me,” pulled a
sheet off the iBeat’s logo and slogan: a white heart
shape with a bite out of one side and the punchy

W [t's my chest, Schwartz! It's MY chest!

phrase “Living with Apple.”

Upon receiving their package, which, in ad-
dition to the unit and the software, contained
a promotional T-shirt and a gift certificate to
Apple’s online music store, the lucky owners ran
or wheeled to mobile surgical units stationed
nearby.

One week and three deaths later, sales haven’t
missed a beat.

The buzz around the iBeat isn't confined to
medical circles. The launch T-shirt has been sell-
ing on eBay for upwards of $300, and Internet
petitions are circulating to pressure the FDA
to authorize the iBeat for sale over the counter.
While it is currently available by prescription
only, that hasnt stopped some hungry consum-
ers.

Doctors report a steep rise in patients
with acute chest pain, and prescription
fraud is rampant. It seems only a matter of
time until the iBeat is powering America’s
hearts, even the healthy ones.

Amos Riley sees this as the next step.
“Why should fashionable technology selec-
tively benefit the sick, those who can enjoy
it least? Shouldn’t anyone be able to update
his or her health? And the applications
aren't merely precautionary.

“We envision the iBeat as a supplement,
pushing heart rates to the next level. Imag-
ine the boost in energy and productivity!
I'm literally aroused by the possibilities.”

The profits are likely to be enormous.
Apple is actively researching a line of
biotech products dubbed “the Essentials.” The
company released a cryptic trailer on its Web site
yesterday, in which black outlines of products in
“The Essentials” line float on a white background.
Within minutes, guesses flooded message boards
and blogs worldwide. Competitors are weigh-
ing in as well. Microsoft plans to have coronary
“smart” stents on the market as early as next year.

TRAVESTY INDEX

Number of words in George Washington’s first State of the Union : 833
Number of words in George W. Bush’s 2005 State of the Union : 8 x 107
Length of this year’s speech : 53 minutes
Length of this year’s speech minus applauses : 24 minutes
Number of American flag lapel pins : 602
Number of non-white people : 13
Number of non-white people who got network face-time : 13
Number of times Dennis Hastert blinked : 3

Number of people who could have given Bill Frist HIV

by sweating in his presence : 310
Year in which Bush predicted Social Security would be bankrupt : 2042
Year in which currently graduating seniors will need social security : 2045

Year in which current freshmen will pair off and battle to the death in a
winner-take-Social-Security-check brawl : 2049

Number of homoerotic winks to a Supreme Court justice : 1
Number of times Cheney smiled like a proud parent : 34
Number of times Cheney frowned like an ashamed parent : 62

Number of times Cheney used an icy, cold stare to strike fear into the
hearts of millions : 93

Number of times First Lady applauded before resuming catatonic state : 96

Number of dollars the deficit rose while Bush delivered his State of the
Union address : $630,052

TEXAS TRAVESTY MERCHANDISE! BOYCOTT FRANCE!
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Pick 'em up at:

TSP Desk
(CMC 3-200) ——

West Mall -~ V

texastravesty.com/merch (8 S

Our very popular car magnets
start at $2.25. Free shipping is
available on all products!

We donate all profits from
the sale of our patriotic
agitprop to the bustling
magnet industry.

www.car-magnet-industry.com

PROFESSIONAL WRITING & EDITING

BY DAN SMITH, M.A.

SERVING AUSTIN & UT SINCE 1985

STUDENT RESUMES WRITTEN FROM INTERVIEW
INCLUDES INTERVIEW, WRITING, EDITING, PRINTING,

& ALL ELECTRONIC FILES
REASONABLY PRICED CUSTOM COVER LETTERS

NEED FAST HELP WITH A PAPER?
OTHER SERVICES INCLUDE WRITING TUTORIALS,
MANUSCRIPT EDITING,& PROOFING

BY APPOINTMENT
CONVENIENT TO CAMPUS AT 18™ & SAN ANTONIO

(512) 4512632
WWW.WORDSMITHOFAUSTIN.COM

DAN@WORDSMITHOFAUSTIN.COM

After living off of a strict diet of Sour Patch Kids, popcorn and Cherry
Coke for 11 months, three weeks and six days, Oscar voters finally
emerged from the darkness of the movie theater in order to crawl to a
mailbox and send in their ballots. Just who are these mysterious people,
and what exactly do they study at this “academy,” anyway? Hey, down
in front! Turn off your cell phone and shut that baby up, because it’s time
for our feature presentation on...

Se.cre; \ JM
cr Voters

Oscar voters...

flip a coin for
) the “technical”

[ think they’re

important categories
snort lines of high- regret overlooking
concentrate pathos off Paul Reiser in “One
their houseboys’ pert Night at McCool’s”
asses
have secret
talk amongst hate masquerade
themselves Scorcese orgies
find Entertainment don’t return Billy
Weekly edgy and Crystal’s phone calls
well-written
: enjoy the annual gift
(prefer domestlc) baskets from Meryl
Streep, especially the
: Mason jars filled with
[gﬂ’ﬁ%ﬁfﬁﬁlgg her immortal SOUL
won’t budge about the T
: A jected from
[ Marisa Tomei thing [ the Iluminati
e mk) drink Taster’s giggle every
( [ Choice coffee time they see
the naked
statue

( rank their child.ren)

SECULAR HUMANISTS
INTERNATIONAL
Faith in Humanity is Universal

Thursdays 4:00 in Parlin 1
moonman854@hotmail.com
http://studentorgs.utexas.edu/secular/index.html
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Yuo die if yuo tuoch&
my botlle uf wine.
Bringe mee sum’more
And yul bee my

Valentine.

ilhis Valentine’s alllliever had

Livella vidalloca and
Shakelyour. bonlbon

"""""" Together forever, that’s what we’ll

Sugar is SWEET. you belong to me.

So are CHICKS.

Chili is HOT. . o
So are CHICKS. I’m going to

burn your

VALENTINE’S
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In da country of

my home, we

don’t celebrate da
Valentine’s Day...
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Evolution vs. Creationism

Not since angels and demons fought for
control of Heaven on the ethereal planes
have two sides of such power and ferocity
squared off against each other. Or if thats
not your thing: Not since two random
particles floating in pre-space nothingness
collided in that awesome bang have two
opposing forces created such a maelstrom
of contention.

We at the Travesty have taken interest in
the evolution vs. creationism debate. After
long, hard, but actually pretty shallow con-
sideration, we find both sides so compel-
ling that we offer you dueling chronicles
of human existence. Man from God? Man
from ape? Man from Ape God? We'll let
you decide, but remember your eternal fate
hangs in the decision. Don’t fuck up!

6-14 Billion

Years B.C.E.

The Big Bang

400 Million

Years B.C.E.
Indecisive fish

Chicken?

grows legs but
keeps gills

1.5 Million
Years B.C.E.

Rise of Homo
erectus; origin of

220 Million Years
B.C.E.

Some reptiles
become mammals;
platypus fails to get
the memo

lowbrow humor

Creation
6000 B.C.

God creates man on sixth day, rests on seventh, plays Jenga with Holy Spirit on eighth

5999 B.C.

Adam and Eve do the deed

2500 B.C.

Noah pulls some strings; he and his family survive the flood

This is not God’s way. N

1856 A.D.

1816 B.C.

Abraham dies prematurely at age of 175

Evolution
12 Billion

5-13 Billion Years B.C.E.

Years B.C.E. - Quasars,
The Big Neighbor asking :ﬁt?]'lflgr’;:eoau? CHES galaxies and

you to keep it down of debris of an stars appear...
lodi to be out of
exploding star this world!
3.4 Billion Years B.C.E.

3.4 Billion Years B.C.E.
Egg?

2.1 Million
Years B.C.E.
Dawn of man
and gender-
biased language

60,000 B.C.E.

Man becomes progressively less
hairy; woman becomes
progressively more interested

0~

6000 B.C.E.
Nothing new
3300-1100 B.C.E.
Bronze Age

7000 B.C.E.
People are surely
planting things
by now.

1100-500 B.C.E.
Iron Age; man no lo

nger anemic

0C.E.

0A.D.
Jesus is.

33A.D.
Jesusis... not.
Way to go... Judas.

400-1100 A.D.

The true age of enlightenment

1633 A.D.

Galileo imprisoned; goes from
. watching stars to watching his own ass

o

1824 A.D.

Satan’s artifacts
(a.k.a.“dinosaur bones”)
first documented

\_T-J

1741 A.D.

Johnathan Edwards scares

the shit out of people

Field of genetics founded

by Catholic abbot; what's
next, Catholics? Men
evolved from apes?

1990 A.D.

Hubble telescope, a billion-dollar
heathen lie, launched into orbit

1992 A.D.

1988 A.D.
Sega Genesis

Left Behind’s poorly-constructed

narrative scares the shit out of people

Textbook stickers declared unconstitutional.
Whore of Babylon: 1, Family Values: 0

1859 A.D.

Darwin one-ups Mendel; writes Origin of Species

1925 A.D.

Scopes Monkey Trial :-(

1982 A.D.
John born

We change the
dating system
for some reason

400-1100 C.E.

does it take to cha

The Dark Ages; how many monks

nge a lightbulb?

1300-1500 C.E.

The Harlem Renaissance of Europe

1500-1700 C.E.

Age of Exploration and Colonization

1859 C.E.

Darwin one-ups Bible;
writes Origin of Species

1925 C.E.
Scopes Monkey Trial :

N

1960-1969 C.E.
Age of Aquarius
1982 C.E.
John born

2005 A.D.

9/11 2001
Never forget!

9/11 2001
Never forget!

1987 C.E.
Supreme Court
rules Creationism
cannot be taught
as science.

Truth: 1
Bible-Beaters: 0

In defense of

creationism
o<

ohn Roper

./ STAFF WRITER
’'m a fairly smart guy. I read books, watch the

History Channel and engage in an occasional
semi-intellectual debate. I am scientifically pro-
gressive in promoting stem-cell research. I am
open to new ideas, theories and discoveries that
will better everyday life. But, there is one belief,
one unshakable article of faith, to which I stead-
fastly subscribe: the universe and all of existence
was created on Sept. 18, 1982, the moment I
was born.

I know what you're thinking: “But I'm older
than you, and so are my parents, and so is the
entire scope of human history. And the Earth,
John — what about the Earth?” Oh, yeah? Prove
it. Fucking prove it, man. Am I supposed to be-
lieve that everything just sat here for thousands
— even millions — of years, waiting for me to
arrive?

Don'’t get me wrong, 'm not a self-absorbed
dick. I believe in things, the things that were cre-
ated for me to believe in: The Godfather, Miles
Davis, and Shel Silverstein. But how can you
prove that this isn't simply a grand facade — a
test of faith that separates the believers from the
heathens?

“But, John,” you say, “I remember vividly my
youth in Columbia, where the locals called me
Felipe. My father was a French diplomat; my
mother the product of a torrid affair between
two poets from Buenos Aires. The strength of
these memories cannot be denied, as even now
I can hear the cries of my mother as they sen-
tenced Papa to death.”

Okay, dude, that is a really fascinating story,
but I posit that you were created a grown man
on Sept. 18, 1982, with those memories fully
formed. You and everyone else were created
in media res, complete with personalities and
prejudices. And your quaint notions of spiritual-
ity are tests of faith intended to misdirect you
from the truth: the Universe exists purely for
my edification. God has the power to create in-
numerable tests, many of which are pretty damn
convincing. But I will not waver.

Besides, ’'m not about to listen to some crack-
pot evolutionist. Call me old-fashioned, but I'm
not jumping at the opportunity to claim kin to
some shit-flinging ape. When I look at a chimp
in a tux on a mini-bike, I'm thinking two things:
first, what a hilarious setup; second, thats NOT
my uncle. Any assertion of a link between us is
ludicrous. God constructed the evolution debate
to challenge our faith, exactly as He placed the
fossils in the ground, decayed carbon and all.

I defy you to prove otherwise — that I
evolved from a stupid, stinking ape. Prove
that God didn’t shape me in His image: a big,
laidback John in the clouds. Prove that anything
existed before me.

The universe came into being when God
made me on a Saturday. It’s my faith, circular
and bulletproof.

Keeping Austin weird

Liz Mandrell

CONTRIBUTING WRITER

efore moving to Austin six months ago, I

had never lived anywhere but Kentucky.
I'd never even lived more than fifty miles from
the farm where I grew up. When I received a
fellowship to the University of Texas, I planned
a road trip to Austin with my friends, Annie and
Karen, to check out the city. Within an hour
of arriving in Austin, we started noticing those
“Keep Austin Weird” T-shirts, hats and bumper
stickers.

“I bet it’s not as weird as Kentucky,” I said.

Why did Austin think it had the market cor-
nered on weirdness? Berkeley’s pretty freaky. So
is New Orleans. What about the Corn Palace in
South Dakota, the Jungle Room at Graceland or
Jesus of the Ozarks in Eureka Springs, Arkansas?
For that matter, what about the road I grew up
on?

One summer when I was little, a family down
the road from us decided to raise zebras, emus,
buffaloes and giraffes. People drove from all over
the county to see those animals. Everybody
else was raising Angus cattle, but the Pittmans
started a miniature Serengeti in the middle of
the Bluegrass.

And while I was in high school, Jimmy Duvall,
owner of the trailer park on Myers Road, nailed
1,000 hubcaps to his barn. That turned out to be
pretty weird too. Especially after Mrs. Suther-
land, the elementary school bus driver, drove into
a ditch when the afternoon sun off those hubcaps
blinded her coming down Duvall Hill.

“Kentucky’s scary weird,” said Annie, splitting

hairs. “Austin’s probably more artsy-fartsy weird.”
I had never been to Austin before. I didn’t
know what to expect.
Within the first 15 minutes,
thought they saw Elvis

someone

looked to be a single scoop of Mint Chocolate
Chip over five lanes of traffic to another guy
standing across South Congress holding a quar-
ter pint cup. And he made the catch!

Later that night at the Continental Club,
some sleazy would-be pornographer tried to
pick up Annie with that old “nice cheekbones”
line. I met a guy named Pod whose parents, he
claimed, were hippies, and Karen ended up talk-
ing all night to a former male stripper named

in the lobby of the Austin
Motel on South Congress
where we had rented a
room for the night. We
climbed the stairs to find
our room in a 1776 ex-
plosion — beds draped
in thirteen-star  Betsy
Ross flags, gold eagles on
the wall, the Declaration
of Independence hung
above the toilet. We didn’t

Why did Austin think it had the

market cornered on weirdness?

What about the Corn Palace in
South Dakota?

Cobra.

“When I dance,
people die,” Cobra told
her.

“Wow,” Karen said

as we got on I-35 and
headed north to Ken-
tucky. “Austin really is
weird.”

Now I've lived in Aus-
tin for six months, and
while I love this crazy
town, I'm worried that

know whether to sit on
the bed or salute it.

We went shopping down the street and the
first person we encountered was a bearded man
in a thong, sports bra and faux-diamond tiara
standing outside Goody Two Shoes.

“I love these! Don't you just love these?” He
held up a pair of chandelier earrings.

We scooted on down the street to an ice
cream stand. That had to be safe.

“You wanna see some guys throw ice cream
across the street?” A girl in black hip boots
whose hair looked coiffed by Edward Scis-
sorhands sidled up to us. What did she mean?
Was this a coke deal going down?

A crowd gathered. Then, a guy hurled what

Austin might just weird
itself out of existence.
Could all this gabbing after weirdness have an
adverse effect on the city? Could weirdness be-
come the norm? And, in the absence of normal-
ity, aren’t only the normal truly weird?

For example, before I moved to Austin, I was
thinking about getting a tattoo. Branding myself
for life with text or a random symbol was reck-
lessly weird. However, to be truly weird in Aus-
tin, I need to keep my skin pure because everyone
has a tattoo. Not just one or two, but full sleeves
of dragons or whole world maps etched out over
their backs. Fittingly, Austin is home to Engima,
a tattoo artist who has horns implanted in his
forehead and is covered in puzzle piece tattoos.

And there’s also Lizard Man, another Austin tat-
tooed fetishist who bifurcated his tongue and
has sub-dermal Teflon implants over each eye to
form a horned ridge.

These good folks are just doing their part to
keep Austin weird, but it seems people in Aus-
tin have to be Really Weird because Plain Old
Weird is the new Normal. When I'm having cof-
fee at Quack’s on 43" and see Barefoot Girl with
Green Dreadlocks walking her shaved dog in his
feather boa collar, I want to say, “Are you truly
eccentric or are you just trying to outweird the
dude in the prom gown by the window?” Weird-
ness then becomes a thing people do to support
their own press instead of truly marching to the
beat of a different drummer. Performed for the
sake of itself, novelty soon becomes a cliché.

Barefoot Girl with Green Dreadlocks drives a
BMW — how weird can she be?

Don't get me wrong. Even though I think
Austin should relax about its identity as the
weirdest place in the universe, I do love this
town. I was proud to be one of the Austin Weird
when election results came in and Texas was a
sea of red with a tiny blue island: Travis County.
Minnesotans might have scratched their heads
and remarked over their hot chocolates, “That’s
weird, eh?” But Austinites, used to swimming
against the tide, weren't surprised.

After Christmas, I was especially grateful to
be back in Austin’s off-beat culture after the cru-
cible of driving through the rest of Texas with
its multi-plex Churches of Christ, Vasectomy
Reversal billboards and Ten Commandment
yard signs. Turning onto 51* Street and seeing
this crazy guy in a conical safari hat doing Tai
Chi shirtless on the sidewalk beside Intramural
Field reminded me that I lived in a very special
place. Viva La Weird!
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=" UT's rejected movie

What sets Man of the House apart from other
Tommy Lee Jones vehicles? Not the clever fish-
out-of-water antics. Not the tough-talker-turns-
softie plot twists. No, this film’s got something
unique: the express backing of the University!
In case you hadn’t noticed, Man of the House is
a shameless hour-and-a-half commercial for UT
and Austin, complete with a dopey Mangia de-
livery boy wearing a burnt-orange “Keep Austin
Weird” T-shirt.

Yes, UT has finally sold out — and to a wrin-
kled old burnout, no less! So we gotta ask: What
scripts did the University turn down before fi-
nally settling on this timeless cinematic gem?

Open Registration

A sequel to Open Range. Robert Duvall and
Kevin Costner are cowboys adjusting to city life
as well as the pressures of being freshmen! They
have a beef with the Dean after stealing Bevo
and letting him roam free-range with their herd.
Whether securing their UT EID password, or
figuring out how to add more Bevo Bucks to
their account, they’ll make you fall out of your
saddle with laughter — that is until someone
gets shot!

Crossing Guadalupe

In this slapstick masterpiece, college student
and polio-recoveree Gary Millford has con-
vinced his gym-rat girlfriend, Sandra, that he
really is healthy this time. But in an effort to
get her a comforting smoothie in a jiffy, he
takes the ultimate risk and jaywalks across the
Drag! Polio becomes a fond memory when he’s

hit by a speeding Ram 2500. Not only are his
right leg, his jaw, and all his ribs humorously
shattered beyond recognition — and the cops
give him a ticket instead of the driver — but he
has also dropped Sandra’s smoothie! As Gary lies
immobile with his mouth wired shut, Sandra
leaves him for his hospital roommate, and he

dies. Hilarity!

Under Construction
Michelle Mathers is innocently walking through
the Six Pack on an average Thursday afternoon
when a two-by-four falls from Calhoun, striking
Michelle and giving her amnesia. Construc-
tion worker Frank Strong goes to the SSB to
apologize, but after beholding her beauty, he
convinces Michelle that they’re married! Is it
eternal marital bliss, or will this relationship
need to be “under construction” when she finds
out the truth? Here’s a good indication:
Michelle wakes up every single day to
find a videotape featuring an expla-
nation of her mental condition
and Frank’s identity as her
husband. Oops — wrong

movie, dumbshit!

Meaner Girls

In this hilarious
sequel from

the makers of \J
Legally  Blonde

2: Red, White, And
Blonde, Cady Heron
(Lindsay Lohan)

scripts 5

takes on multicultural sorority girls who refuse
to accept her because of her skin tone. At first
she thinks the girls just hate her freckles, so she
lathers on the pale concealer. But when the girls
are even more disgusted, Cady realizes that it’s
actually the color of her skin that’s keeping her
out of her dream sorority. So she turns to her
most dependable ally: the tanning bed! Learning
absolutely none of the first movie’s lessons, Cady
finally finds acceptance as a burnt orange person
of unrecognizable culture.

The Eighteenth Floor

No one believes freshman physics major Danny
Lylewood (Freddie Prinze, Jr.) when he starts
having violent visions of a creepy eighteenth
floor in RLM. His nightmares convince him
that RLM was built on an Indian burial ground.
All Danny’s friends tell him that RLM only has
17 floors, but he descends into madness and
is institutionalized. The only one who
believes Danny is brilliant young psy-
chology professor, Katie LaMont
(Hilary Duff). Together, they
start to uncover RLM’s
disturbing past and fall
in love despite Danny’s
confinement in a choc-
olate pudding-stained
strait jacket. Katie and
Danny will have to
battle killer lab rats
and ancient spirits, but
they have the weapon

of true love!
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Attention all units! We
have an emergency!
We’re being flooded—
with incoming gossip!

Cheaters never prosper
If her frantic call for help
was any indication, looks
like Megacorp secretary

Amy P. will be needing a

I I new job as well as a new

eyeball. Apparently, Amy and her boss Mr.
C. were “working late” when Mrs. C. walked
in on them and went crazier than Osama bin
Laden at a Baptist church revival! While Amy’s
half-missing face and dead lover are pretty sad
sights, our sympathies go to Mrs. C. Poor lady.
I’s hard to say what’s more broken: her heart, or
the desk lamp she used to bash in her cheating
husband’s skull!

Some like it hot
Yeeeeeooow! Word has it that hunky new
firefighter Andy E. may actually be starting

fires — in ladies’ hearts! Just ask local student
Meredith B., who was recently rescued by this
four alarm hottie. Andy, ever the gentleman,
not only carried an unconscious Meredith to
the ambulance, he gave her mouth-to-mouth
when he realized she was in cardiac arrest! If
you ask me, dreamy Andy is just as big a heart-
stopper as severe smoke inhalation! And it looks
like Meredith might have a crush to go along

with her crushed ribs and lungs!

It’s all about the chemistry
Are community theatre actor Robert G. and
modeling agency telemarketer Jen K. back
together again despite their very public breakup
and subsequent gunfight? Seems to be the case,
since a source has confirmed it was indeed
Jen who called poison control last weekend
screaming that Robert had downed a mix of
windshield fluid and black tar heroin and
passed out on the bathroom floor in a pool
of Cheeto vomit and Us Weeklys. 1 guess
some things are meant to be, like the twelve
innocent bystander deaths in the gunfight!

Explosive tempers

Uh-oh! Ca-ca-catfight! It’s no secret that Sgts.
Rhoda T. and Jane W. have been feuding since
Sgt. W. supposedly stole Sgt. T’s date to the
policeman ball. However, things really blew up
this weekend when both officers were called to
the same Motel 6 hostage situation. It was here
that Sgt. T. decided to “accidentally” bump into
Sgt. W. while the latter was trying to disarm a
perimeter bomb. Kablowey! Too bad these two
didn’t get a chance to bury the hatchet before
their precincts buried them!

Drynfeen jeffers from fhe 19”7 cerfyry

To William Baker, esq.

My dear friend! It has been so very
long since we last spoke. Truth be tol.d, I
have been fearful of contacting you since
our brawl a fortnight past. But in my
current state, 1 could not care less about
past trespasses. I am soused, to be Sl.er,
as we both were that unfortunate evening!
Perchance we could dine together at the
upcoming dinner gathering of our dear
friends the Carlisles? I feel we could mend
our differences, and take advantage of their
plentiful supply of apple brandy! H?.VC you
had the pleasure of gazing upon their eldest

Oh Francis,

I'am most surprised by the lack of your
.prese.ncc at our latest gathering. May I
Inquire as to your whereabours this evening?
My how the victuals and spirits have gone
to my head. I feel it thrumming by and
by and I fear the passing hour will prove
my humours are out of balance. Verily, 1
declare that I am in a most peculiar state,
I.n a fortnight we shall gather again for a
similar occasion as the evening’s festivities
shall bring a certain cheery disposition
among those present. Perchance you will
neglect playing the hermit and engage in

daughter? That saucy trollop has a backside
that you could bounce a farthing off of, to
be sure!

Yours,

Jackson L. Douglas II

Good Sir,
Dost  thou

the whereabouts of my carriage?
I am most certain I and my most
esteemed companion Bartholomew
took it out for our trip to the tavern
last night, but alas, in the morn’s
light, I cannot seem to recallst where
we left it. I am also shocked to
discover that I have awoken with a
horse’s brand on my back, and I am
most angry that Bartholomew will
not tell me what it sayst, only thar it
is “brilliant!” That old codger!
Yours in Earnest,
Cornelius James

Greeceetings, Theodore!

reply to meeeee. ..
Tidings,
Abraham J. Hensen

I but yearned to inquire as to how you
dooooo... Pray, return my missive. Forsooth,

our foolery? Indeed I pray on it, Francis.
Eor never a man hath— Oh my! Does my
timepiece yet deceive me?

The morrow shall find me in most distemper
if I neglect to obtain rest while it is offered.

To the esteemed alchemist, ‘

Mr. Bartholomew Jacobs:

again, in a s
insanity, crus

heel of my boo

Farewell, my good man,
Bronson F Heufert,
perchance  know k/d\

My dearest Lula-belle,

Since we've
2 Christmas tree. It behooves you to g0

clinician and let him take a lengthy gan
able to give a prognosis as t0 W
taken rest inside your pleasure box.
Achingly,

Sir Wilmington Firecrotch IIT
PS. I would love nothing more ¢

Jast spoken my loins have

begun to resemble
down to the local
der. He should be
hat kind of devil curse has

han to sow my oats in you.

ir, i have once
. it appears that [ .

M Slt;te ofp pure bourbon-induced
hed my monocle beneath the
t. 1 hope that you have the

necessary materials to provifie me Vy‘dihi
ement as soon as possible, as in-

be forced to eye suspicious
from my opera

replac
mean time [ shall
characters disparagingly
glasses instead!
Yours,

Asa Fredericks

PS. My goodness T am full of liquor!

Dearest Reginald,

I fear thar | may have sampled
00 much brandy 4 tonight’s
soiree! I regret that jr i only in
My unabashedly inebriated state
that I grow courageous enough o
tell my hear’s desires. In this stage
.I do long to abandon my chastity
In a night of revelry. O, if only

our promenade had [ead
chamber,

of my co

to thy
and to the loosening

tset! I imploreth thoy
110t to-make mention of ghis to
my most honorable father, and 1o
Please not let this have any effec
on your impending betrothal,

Dearest Hector,
It has come to my a
of my twig and berries,
Deep South. I, also bei

you to a duel, | i
will settle for ﬁsti‘::f;sl.d ﬁ;if;roﬁ;sﬁds’
» I would like to clarify v

brothel.
Cheerio,

Horatio Antison

L—

ttention that you, in an inebr
comparing them to Apd
ng inebriated ar this poin

. but if you lack the testic
> IR response to your voracio
that not only are you inaple to

Fondest Regards,
Agatha Teveldah]

tin time, would

like to chaﬂenge
ular fortitude [
us attack on my
copulate with 3
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What!? You've
never been skiing?

lease tell me
you're kid-
ding. You've

never felt the rush of
traversing down the
fall line of a double-
black diamond, your
brand-new Solomons
digging into fresh
powder? Listen man,
my ski trip in Crested

Butte over winter
Ken Stevens break was sooo badass.
SEASONAL SKIER Some friends and

I (come on, you really didn’t ski over break?)
stayed at my parents cabin. Getting there re-
ally sucked: my Tahoe with the kickass ski rack
was in the shop, so we had to take my parent’s
Volvo. The cabin was too cramped for the three
of us, but we didn't mind having those Swedish
models over one night. Man, I guess Volvos are a
babe magnet ... a Swedish babe magnet! Score!

Hey! Wait up man, ’'m not done. So anyway,
the second I hit the powder was awesome. The T-
bar was right next to the cabin (I guess you could
call it slope-side lodging), so it wasn't too hard to
garland to the flow line. Of course, I made sure
to use my cants to get maximum flexion and
extension when carving the slope.

(I hope you know slope and flow line are the
same thing. Sometimes I forget 'm speaking to
someone who'’s never been skiing before.)

Anyway, on the way down the blue square—
What's that? Yes, I know that’s only intermediate
difficulty (Wait a sec! You have been skiing be-
fore!), but there weren’t enough moguls for my
taste on the diamonds. But then again, it’s all
alpine skiing to me.

Oh dude, this one time in high school, my
whole class got to go heli-skiing way above the
tree line. (In case you don’t know, heli-skiing
is when they take you in a helicopter to virgin
powder.) I guess I didn’t know how to properly
control my center of mass back then, because
I went careening all the way down the vertical
drop to the base lodge. I was in so00 much pain,
but aprés-ski, these snow bunnies helped me
find my sweet spot, if you know what I mean!
Score! But seriously, all of my “instructors” con-
formed to ATS rules as dictated by the PSIA.
(Dude, you totally know what that means. Don’t
interrupt to ask — it’s rude.)

Hey, have you ever been to Aspen? Because
last year my parents took the whole family there
on this—

What's that? You have to go to work? Dude,
I’'m a student — I don’t have a job.

Anyway, we stayed at this terrain park with
quarter pipes, splines, and everything. It had to
be the most badass terrain park in existence. Oh
yeah, I could have skied-in/skied-out, but it was
so much fun there. Oh man, skiing is awesome.
I guess you wouldn’t know.

World’s Funniest Skiing Accidents
* hangnail * pony bite
* collapsed lung * avalanche
* decapitation * sherpacide
* 180-degree flip * frozen caveman

into giant novelty attack
blender * icicle enema
* too much pizza!!! * Yeti fever

THOUSANDS OF USED RECORDS + ALL STYLES
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Orosco

Officially endorsed by the American Association of False Prognostication

Copa Mundial

(Thirteember - Twentyary)
While making a bio-pic based on your zany
life, Pixar will land another technical suc-
cess when it somehow surmounts the chal-
lenge of rendering your adult

acne in CGI.
ﬂ,
Ly

Hara Kiri
(Invitro - Ex vitro)
Rest assured that
your roommate cant &

hear you sobbing in

the middle of the night. Then again, how
can he over his own laughter at the stupid
faces you're making, you blubbering baby?

Bon Soir

(Paris 1919 - Amelie’s release on DVD)
You will write a musical tribute to -
both the proverbial underdog’s e
courage and the act of misce-
genation, entitled “Eye of the
Liger.”

Broomstick

(When Green Day sold out)

Van Gogh cut off his ear
and became known as a
casualty of creative genius;
you will cut off your ear and
become known as Crazy One-Ear
from Apartment B12.

Degrassi

(Taint - Armpit)

Everything happens for a rea-
son. The reason you are lonely
is because no one wants to be
around you.

Pinata

(Textiles - Apparel)

As you kneel in the middle of
a rain-swept road, cursing God
for your misfortunes, you'll swear
you hear a thunderclap that sounds suspi-
ciously like “Teehee!”
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Carlo Rossi

(Passions - Days of Our Lives)

Stumbling into your bath-

room tomorrow morning,

you'll prove affirmatively tl%e
answer to a question hotly de-
bated at Mad Hatter tea par-
ties: “Can mirrors wince?”

Diarrheamungo

(When your mom was born - Mesozoic Era)
An associate of yours will garner
widespread praise as a journalist of
unflinching honesty when he observes that
your mother is a bitchy cow.

Tres Leches

(Gilded Age - Roaring Twenties)

According to a pervasive societal view, you

are what you do. There’s no inherent con-

tradiction, then, between your bronchial
disorder and the fact that you're a hack.

(¢
Dionysus

(The last time you had sex - Present)
When you step up to bat wearing a
uniform made only of lace doilies
N stitched together into a heart-
shaped brazier, you'll be hailed
as a Jackie Robinson figure for
absurd loonies.

Donnatist

(Numidia - Phoenicia)

Recreational PCP use and model ship-
building just don’t go together. You will
soon have the splinters —and the double-
digit body count — to prove it.

Guten Tag

(Fievel Goes West - The Land Before Time)

After moving back into your
parents’ house with your tail
between your legs, you will wonder
what did you in. Was it the habitual

pot-smoking or the social stigma to

having a vestigial tail?
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Qi whiz: dabbling in traditional Chinese medicine

“Well, every-
thing seems
to be normal. Your
diet is good, which is
very important.”

She pauses, lifts a
page on her clipboard,
and scans it. Her soft,
red hair is drawn back
in a loose ponytail,
framing a delicate
—— - complexion and light
Todd Nienkerk freckles. Her unbut-
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF toned lab coat swells
casually out and around her chest; a plastic
nametag — Stephanie — rests on the slope of
her left breast. She couldn’t be more than, oh,
26? 28? Looks like she works out. Jogs, maybe?
In a sports bra.

“And your constitution?” Stephanie asks. “It’s
firm?”

My constitu—? Oh. She’s talking about my
poop.

The sexual tension is sucked from the room
like an alien through an airlock — permanently,
infinitely, silently. I shrink slightly and nod.

“Yeah, its . . . great,” I say, wincing imme-
diately.

Like a barber school’s, the students of the
Academy of Oriental Medicine at Austin work
for drastically reduced rates, which is why I'm
here. The examination room feels soft, incandes-
cent, and utterly Zen. A Chinese curtain — the

collapsible wood-and-paper kind — stretches
across one wall for atmosphere. A plush massage
table sits propped in the center of the room.
On the walls, prints of Japanese woodcuts hang
alongside medical illustrations and charts. But
these aren’t the typical posters youd find at the
dentist (“A Clean Mouth Is a Happy Mouth!”)
or ophthalmologist (“Get to Know Glaucoma”).
Oh, no. These posters describe foods accord-
ing to their innate “temperatures,” the pressure
points of the colon, and Chinese herbs, the
names of which can only be pronounced with a
bifurcated tongue — or by a native speaker.

One particular poster catches my attention.
Its a blown-up illustration of an ear, marked
with a grid pattern like a phrenology diagram
or an archeological dig. The grid’s color-coded
sections are labeled with miniature drawings of
internal organs.

“That’s a great point right there.” Stephanie
indicates a green spot along the ridge above
the earlobe. “It unblocks the spleen, helps with
stress. Very powerful.” I bite my tongue and
remind myself that millennia of tradition can’t
be entirely bullshit — even if is mostly placebo
effect.

While the philosophy of acupuncture is actu-
ally rather beautiful, it's so damned illogical and
downright weird. I stifle ripples of laughter as
she explains that qi (“chee”) is the life-force that
flows through us, giving us energy, along chan-
nels called meridians. Meridians correspond
to bodily organs and functions; when they are

blocked, the gi cannot flow, and we become ill.
Piercing certain points — the bottlenecks along
the gi highway — unblocks and releases the qi,
restoring balance and health.

In other words, you don’t have indigestion
— your qi is blocked. You're not bipolar — your
qi is blocked. You're not bleeding profusely from
a laceration across your femoral artery — your
qi is blocked.

I’'m being dismissive, I know. Oriental Medi-
cine doesn’t address trauma. But this is what’s
going through my mind as Stephanie and I dis-
cuss why I’'m here: stress, lethargy, and insomnia.
Western medicine failed me; after three hundred
dollars’ worth of blood work and a “possible”
case of mono, I'm ready to try anything.

Stephanie brings in her supervisor, “the doc-
tor.” He’s a middle-aged Chinese man, bleary-
eyed and fidgety.

“The Western diagnosis was mono,” Stepha-
nie explains.

They speak in jargon for a few moments and
leave to discuss my “treatment plan,” which may
require a trip to the herbal pharmacy next door.

Alone in that room, surrounded by giant
ears and the Great Wave off Kanagawa, I'm
struck by something profound: practitioners of
Traditional Chinese Medicine are modern-day
heretics. Their beliefs fly in the face of Western
religion, philosophy, and culture. Qi cant be
photographed or quantified; like ghosts and
angels, it’s ethereal. According to virtually all
Western doctors, it’s pure superstition. And,

strangely, many of those enlightened docs also
believe in a life-force that powers and motivates
us: the soul.

Stephanie returns, and it’s time to begin. As I
take off my shirt and roll up my pants, she shows
me a needle — long, hair-thin, slightly weighted
at one end — and how shell insert it. The needle
is placed inside a tiny tube pressed against the
skin and lightly flicked, propelled like a dart
through a miniature blowgun. I lay down on the
massage table, limbs slightly splayed. She begins
at my feet.

“Breathe in,” she commands. I breathe in.

“One ... two ... three.” I hear the flick, the
friction of finger against thumb, but I don’t feel
anything. No pain, no release. Nothing.

“That was it?” 1 ask after a pause. There’s a
needle in my foot.

Minutes later, a dozen more line my legs,
chest, and arms. My limbs begin to ache, but in
a good way, like after a long hike.

“This is the last one,” she says, playfully tap-
ping her finger between my eyes. “Ready?”

I was born ready.

“One...two ... three—"

My forehead explodes. The needle squashes a
lemon in my brain, and its guts seep — tingling,
metallic — into the furrows and ruts of my fron-
tal lobe, through my limbs and fingers and toes,
and down to the floor and through the walls.
The qi is really flowing, man, and I'm hooked. I
spend the next hour lying perfectly still, groov-
ing on it.

Bad roommates and green monsters

Ithough I prefer
to tell this story
in an abandoned
warehouse with a

flashlight held to my

chin, Tll make an
exception just this
once.

Last August, my
friend — T’ll call her
Alice — had recently
returned  from a
M"I"er)’ year of studying in
MANAGING EDITOR London and was in
desperate need of a place to live. Since my friend
Todd and I were looking for a third roommate,
we invited her to live with us and she accepted.

On move-in day, I opened the front door
and heard what sounded like a weasel being
violated by a fire hydrant. Alice was sitting in
her bedroom wearing a headset hooked up to
her laptop.

“I'm talking to Svend over the Internet!” she
shrieked.

Svend was Alice’s Danish boyfriend who was
still in Denmark.

“He’s going to stay here for three weeks in
October!” she added. “That’s cool, right?”

Of course that’s cool! I'd love to listen to sto-
ries about windmills and watch you struggle to
understand each other for 21 days.

“Fine with me,” I replied. I turned around
and saw bulk packages of preserved egg and
canned eel on the kitchen counter. When Alice
made dinner later, I discovered that those two
things produced the nauseating aroma of moldy
jock straps, meconium and zombies.

And this was only Day One of living with
Alice. She quickly reached unprecedented levels
of annoying. Fumigation couldn’t curb the smell
of her cooking. She set up her Internet phone in
the living room so she could shout sweet noth-
ings at Svend without missing Everybody Loves
Raymond. Because our bedrooms shared a paper-
thin wall, I could hear the buzz of the vibrator
she proudly named “the Green Monster”
accompanied by rhythmic yelps of
pleasure. And somehow she always left
a fresh pair of skid-marked panties in
the dryer when she finished
doing laundry.

Todd and T calmly
confronted Alice,
suggesting  she
find  another
place to live.

“Is it because
I didn’t do the dishes?” Alice responded from a
quivering mouth. “Well, guess what? 'm not
leaving. I love it here.” She stormed into
her bedroom.

“I love it here!” she added for
emphasis.

Alice stopped talking to us.

Instead, she would sigh and give

us a withering gaze on the rare occasions that
she emerged from her room to cook more eel.
She slammed every drawer, cabinet, and door
she came in contact with. I tried to apologize for
hurting her feelings, but she ignored me.

This continued for a few days until Todd and
I came up with the most logical solution to our
problem: we would make her life a living hell
until she moved out. And what better way to

kick off our plan than a party that nighe?

As our friends arrived, I turned up the music
to drown out the bitch-rock coming from Alice’s
room. Todd hung yellow “CAUTION” tape di-
agonally across Alice’s doorframe. I placed fake
barf in front of the door;

one of our friends

stood over it and

pretended  to
be sick.

The door
flew  open.
Alice clawed

- off the tape,

kicked  the

plastic vomit and ran out the

front door to her car, shoving
everyone in her path.

Our drunken guests were
mystified by what they had just
witnessed. They wanted more.
And theyd get it— she left her
door unlocked.

We stole into Alice’s room,
huddling around her dresser as I
slowly opened the top drawer.

“Its the Green Monster!” I
screamed, spotting the sparkly neon green vibra-
tor with inch-long jelly spikes sticking out of it
like a dog collar. Someone poked it with a beer
bottle.

I opened another drawer. No socks, pajamas,
or T-shirts. There were only double-A batteries
— enough of them to power a small town for a
day. We laughed so hard that we collapsed on the
floor, unable to breathe.

As the night progressed, partygoers took turns

-

sneaking into Alice’s bathroom. They ripped the
shower curtain off the rod, stuffed it in the tub
and emptied her shampoo and soap bottles on
it. They also squeezed toothpaste all over the
mirror, dipped her toothbrush in the toilet, and
sprinkled salt on the linoleum.

We were certain that Alice would be gone
once she saw her bathroom, but she never ac-
knowledged it. Getting her to leave was going to
be harder than we thought.

Whenever Todd and I left the apartment, we
tuned my stereo to the Spanish station, cranked
it to full blast, and locked my door.

Not a word from Alice.

We unplugged the stove so she couldn’t cook
anymore. She used the microwave.

We threw as many parties as we could. She
just stayed in her room with the door locked.

We even filled all of her cups and bowls with
dirt one day. She rinsed them out.

After enduring three weeks of our dirty tricks,
Alice finally decided to move out.

But there was a problem. Because we signed
separate leases for each bedroom, she had to give
the management a good excuse to get out of the
contract. So she told them that Todd and I made
death threats to her.

Yes, death threats.

Explaining that we weren't planning to harm
Alice was one of the most embarrassing mo-
ments of my life. Luckily, the management was
already suspicious of her claim but let her break
the lease anyway.

Alice moved out the next morning. She man-
aged to leave one last pair of skid-marked under-
wear in the dryer. We nailed the panties above
the stove to remember her by.
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Ask Dr

sex and relationship advice from a real professor

Dr. Nancy Daley is a licensed psychologist who has taught human sexuality in the
Department of Educational Psychology since 1996. She hadn’t heard of sex prior to that.

Daley

enough to answer some questions from the
ever-popular Ask-It Envelope. For the three
million of you who have never been able to reg-
ister for a Human Sexuality class, the Ask-It En-
velope is something I pass around each semester

I’ve decided to put down my knitting long

so students can write down questions they don’t
dare ask out loud.

I can’t begin to think what this will be like in
a few years when your siblings from the Absti-
nence Only world hit the 40 Acres. Sex Ed, as
you know, is all but banned from public schools
now, so the kids are learning what they learn
from TV, the movies and each other. Consider
the following memorable question from a high-
schooler, given to me by a friend who used to
work at Planned Parenthood: “If you find a used
condom and wash it, is it okay to use it again?”
We may be raising a fabulous generation in
terms of recycling, but it’s scary to contemplate
what their sex practices will entail.

The Ask-It questions from our class cover a
range of topics from how to meet someone to
how to keep sex exciting in a longer relation-
ship. I figure if I answer some here, you'll have
something to read during your long life on the
wait list.

I am a nice guy who dresses neatly,
opens doors for women, and keeps my prom-
ises. But I can’t get a date! Why do girls always
go for the Bad Boys?

A There are many reasons why women go
for the Bad Boys. Some of them are longing
for a guy just like Dear Old Dad. This isn't just
Freudian stuff; at least one modern-day model
of relationships proposes that we will invariably
hook up with a clone of one of our parental
units. For some people this is good news: they've
been fortunate enough to have parents who are
emotionally healthy adults in a long, affection-
ate marriage. For the people who haven’t been
so lucky in the parental lottery (offspring of
alcoholics, addicts, rage freaks, the promiscu-
ous, irresponsible, absent, etc.), it takes a certain
amount of attention, even therapy, in order
to achieve a relationship with a Nice Healthy
Specimen such as yourself. When you've spent
most of your life on an emotional roller coaster,
it seems normal. So you may fare better after col-
lege, when your dating pool expands to include

women who have had their fill of auditioning
Bad Boys.

Also, some girls love a project, and Bad Boys
offer lots of raw material. Need I say that some
guys savor their Bad Gitl projects, too? It can be
very gratifying to turn a wild child into a sweet,
dependable, trustworthy partner: you know
you've really achieved something. Nevermind
that the odds of success are about the same
as my alma mater’s football team would have
against you Big Huge Longhorns. Project-lov-
ers also have the delicious experience of looking
like relationship saints compared to their nasty
sweethearts.

But what about you? Let’s ask the hard stuff:
Are you boring? Can you hold up your end of a
conversation? How’s your sense of humor? Are you
the only one who thinks you're funny? Do you kiss
like a starfish? Do you walk in clouds of drug-store
aftershave? Are you sexy???

You must understand that Bad Boys give off
an air of sexuality and confidence that cannot
adequately be described in words — and I was
an English major. They manage to appear simul-
taneously aloof and available. Their attention
is focused squarely on women, their delicious
target. Bad Boys’ eye-contact is persistent and
smoldering without being intrusive. One touch
of their hand on the small of our backs turns
the contents of our abdominal cavities to melted
honey. Bad Boys know everything about female
anatomy and how it works, and they let us know
without actually saying a word about sex.

I suggest you consult with several of your
trusted female friends. Ask them how you come
across as a dating prospect and what you'd need
to do to catch their eyes. Be sure to ask several
women, since some of your female friends may
be ambivalent about your success in the relation-
ship department. Even if you never become a Bad
Boy, you can learn how to be more attractive to
women. And with diligent study of anatomy and
physiology, you'll not only boost your perceived
date value, you'll also fill your non-dating hours
with lots of interesting pictures.

Q\What’s up with guys and anal sex?

A If T had a nickel for every anal sex ques-
tion that shows up in the Ask-It Envelope, I
could retire — or at least go skiing again this
year. I figure a heterosexual woman has a 10

percent chance of being campaigned for anal sex
during her love-lifetime. One helpful member
of our class replied to this query by explaining
that the anal sphincter is more constricted and
therefore a potential source of far more fric-
tion than the normal vagina can ever hope to
provide. (Those werent his exact words, but the
Editor has made me finesse the actual language
used. Oh, dear.)

Assuming there’s more to it than that, I think
lots of guys like to do something naughty and
forbidden, soaring to Star Trek heights by going
where no man has gone before (yeah, right).
Let’s not forget that many people, male and
female, enjoy sexual stimulation of this ana-
tomical region (although many American men
are too homophobic to admit it). That whole
ZIP code is hard-wired for sexual arousal. In
males, stimulation of the prostate with a well-
lubricated, short-nailed digit (how efse do you
expect to reach the prostate?) is intensely arous-
ing. Many women similarly enjoy anal stimula-
tion, especially when it has been introduced into
the sexual repertoire in a gradual, respectful way
— like a gentle stroking during a highly aroused
moment. There are plenty of people who can
achieve orgasm through anal stimulation. This
may be related, in women at least, to the G-spot;
but even women who are pretty sure they lack a
G-spot are capable of enjoying anal sex.

Try to remember that this is far from every-
one’s cup of tea. It is an area of iiber-consent,
absolutely requiring the enthusiastic support of
both participants. Not to mention lots of lube.
And a condom. The intestinal flora and fauna
that do such a good job with the south end of
the digestive system wreak havoc when they
get into your vagina or your mouth (try not to
faint). And when you run that old trick of slip-
ping it in there and calling it an accident, we will
send you back to anatomy class with the guys no
one will date (see Question 1).

Q\Why do women fake orgasms?

A Oops, sorry, I'm out of room. Maybe

next time.

Want to Ask Dr. Daley?

Email her at:
drdaley@texastravesty.com
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An alternate history of

the assassination

of Abraham Lincoln

A tree falls in the Amazon
ainforest, allowing a mighty

wind to sweep over the desert

plains of Arizona, causing a man on
his way to work to sneeze, killing
your father and preventing your
birth! The thread of history is as
delicate as spider’s silk, and the
slightest tremor can upset destiny.
Observe: an alternate history of the
assassination of Abraham Lincoln!
As the third act of Our American

Cousin began at Ford’s Theatre in

Washington, D.C., John Parker,

Abraham  Lincolns  personal
bodyguard, sat at the bar in
Taltavul’s Star Saloon next door.
Parker preferred drinking heavily
to doing his job because he was
an alcoholic and a jerk. John
Wilkes Booth, a sympathizer to the
recently-defeated Confederate army,
skulked behind Abraham Lincoln

with his .44 caliber derringer pis
drawn. As the would-be assassi
aimed his weapon, Lincoln cau
sight of a shadow being cast
the floor and knew something w:
up. Honest Abe sprang to actio
simultaneously karate choppin
the pistol out of Booth’s hand an
putting him in a chin-locked bac
breaker hold. John Wilkes Boo
reached for his knife with his le
hand, but Lincoln executed
underhook
suplex, breaking his assailant’s ar

ouble

and inducing thunderous applau:
from the patrons of the theatr
who had all shifted their attenti
to the battle taking place on
balcony.

“You son of a gun,” Linco
screamed. “I freed the slaves, an
now I'm going to free the beast!
Lincoln rushed at Booth, bu
Booth quickly rolled out of the wa:
and tripped the president. Booth
rose to his feet and smashed a chai
on Lincoln’s back, causing him to
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Booth
grabbed his pistol, pointed it

double over in pain.

at the president, and uttered
the Latin phrase “Sic Semper
Tyrannis,” or, “Eat lead, Asshole!”
Quick-Thinkin’ Lincoln swiftly
swept his leg under Booth, causing
him to fall backwards onto the
balcony’s railing. Lincoln jumped
to his feet, adjusting his tie so as
to vanquish his foe in style, and
punched Booth repeatedly in the
stomach, shrieking in a fit of rage
and ecstasy as he did so. After four
minutes and 200 blows, Mary
Todd, Lincoln’s wife, begged the
president to show Booth mercy.
“Fine, but get this Confederate
creep out of my sight!” Lincoln
retorted, as he slapped Booth with
the back of his hand and donned
his top hat. Sensing Lincoln’s
penchant for clemency, Booth
tackled Lincoln from behind,
used his good hand to grab the
knife he had dropped, and held
it above Abe’s chest. Fortunately

£-

for the president, Theloneous
Savage,  great-great-grandfather
of Randy “Macho Man” Savage,
ran onto the balcony, picked up
John Wilkes Booth, and chunked
him over the railing onto the stage
below. Booth’s leg broke upon
impact, and he succumbed to the
police force that had stormed the
theatre.

“Thanks, Macho Man,” the
president said, “I was really in
a pickle there. Come on, Mary;
I've got a region of the country
to reconstruct.” Lincoln started
for the door, but stopped in his
tracks and looked over the balcony
at Booth.

“You've been emancipated.”
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“Baja Style” Chicken Taco
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excuse?

. Yes BBIonde O; So, your mom...
Did you model runette? clingy or what?
your hair after a
cross betweeen “There was
amulletand a Blonde traffic” gy
_bob? : =
shaggy-bob? ¥ No Yes
“I didn't ek W
doit”
No -
Are you waiting
until marriage? “A Could your o!ad7
butterfly be any creepier?
' was flapping
Did your its wings in
album go No “'n China” No
platinum? having my
Yes period. Eaﬂl o
Yes ) ) living
Is |ththat tlmI::?of in the shadow
Is it because the month! of someone
you were eating else’s dream.”
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your voice suck pipe as the car was Don't
so much? idling roughly? you hate it
- though? No
a USC fan
Yes No Do jeers and and all 36,000 "
boos make y(;u ofthem” Yes suffer
wanna la-la? knew it G Exdlle
reflux
. No disease!”
Peristalsis Have you ever
Yes Yes suspiciously eyed the
proletariat through your No

Why is Jessica
so much prettier No
than you?

Yes

“I'm
still distraught
over the
tsunami.”

polished monocle?

&
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L‘b’ P 4
You really fucked up

Does wearing slightly edgy clothing
turn you into a rock goddess in the
eyes of 12-year-old girls?

on SNL, didn't you?
—
“Milli Yes No
IIM i
y No Vanilli
dog ate my was my
vocal cords!” babysitter.”
“Liar.

Do you have a
loyal fanbase made
up of “tweens"?

Yes

No
Did you ever
Yes get your GED?
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