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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 18 years of age, regardless of 
the pretty pictures.
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C A m p U S  S p oT l i G h T

Turn-ons: fresh meat, homesick freshman girls, enforcing 
curfews, Joe Francis, swiping IDs, the walk from the communal 
showers, experimentation, pajama parties, positions of authority, 
access to free condoms, being over 21, gaining freshman 
trust, having a room to himself, dorm inspections,  mediating 
roommate catfights, comforting victims of long distance break-
ups, enforcing noise violations at 10:30 pm, creating noise 
violations in his own room, arranging floor mixers, designating 
the floor whore, Kinsolving

Turn-offs: getting assigned to all male floors, Simkins, women and 
gender studies majors, freshman 15, move out day encounters with 
fathers, attractive male residents, designing door nametags, synchronized 
menstruation, visits from boyfriends, waiting for marriage, monogamy, 
accountability, Bible verses on Facebook profiles, granny panties in the 
laundry, girls who use the study lounge, supplemental housing, winter 
break.

Motto: “I keep getting older ; 
they stay the same age!”

sex-addicted resident assistantPhil Anders
Texas Travesty: So what inspired you to be an RA?
Phil Anders: My girlfriend left me for my RA--if you can’t beat 
em, join em.
TT: So whats a typical day on the job?
PA: Being a shoulder to cry on, giving plenty of hugs and the 
occaisonal massage, monitoring the showers in the morning and 
at night, conducting random underwear drawer searches for 
contraband.

TT: How long are you planning on being an RA?
PA: All night--I mean, as long as I can. Come on, free 
rent, a meal plan, and being surrounded by barely legal 
girls — all for the small cost of decorating doors and 
bulletin boards. And I thought my summers spent as a 
camp counselor were as good as it gets!

Guess who we caught buying 
laxatives at the h.e.b. last night? 
Kelsey Wheatley’s going to be 
flushing away her chances of scoring 
a date with Jeffrey Teller if he finds 
that out. That’s not the kind of loose 
most guys have in mind! At least 
Kelsey’s going to have an explosive 
night one way or the other.

Speaking of abdominal move-
ments, graduating senior Lacey 
Stevens is going to be feeling a lot 
of those in the next nine months! 
Guess all the bumping and grinding 
at the orange and white ball lead 
to an unexpected bump. hope her 
graduation robe has ample room to 

cover her baby and her shame!
She’s not the only one eating for 

two. freshman Jody Macowitz will 
be purging for her frequent trips to 
the all-you-can-eat Jester Second 
floor this summer at diet camp. bet 
she can’t wait to lose those extra 
pounds. Come on, one backpack’s 
enough! She told everyone in her 
dorm she’d be spending the summer 
studying abroad—a broad backside 
that is! hope she told people she’s 
going to hungary, ’cause she sure 
will be!

Somebody’s planning on gaining 
a little weight in all the right places 
— Jenny Trimble got a breast 

augmentation from her parents as a 
graduation present. let’s hope this is 
a growing trend. but with her G.p.A., 
this is probably the only job she’ll 
be getting. Too bad she’s graduating, 
maybe her new Cs could have gotten 
her a few As.

Speaking of seas, Joey Flint and 
Vanessa Walters were planning 
on taking a cruise this summer, but 
their recent break up might have 
just rocked the boat. She’s no longer 
his first mate. Although they are still 
going on the cruise together, there’s 
one port he won’t be docking in. i 
have a sinking feeling this is going to 
be a disaster of Titanic proportions.

s u M M E r
2 0 0 7
c r E D i t s

CostCo closed, two scoop blue, Thej’s pei wei 
girlfriend, break up songs, Ross’s unhealthy obsession 
with Alanis morrissette, correct formatting; wrong 
words, naked seniors, walrus blowjobs, Sara calls Ross 
stupid, the vibrating car ride, the cookout, 28 weeks 
later wristbands, a suit interview, too big boners for 
shirts, don’t drink and design, hellstorm on friday 
the 13th, unpleasing moe’s experience, Veronica being 
friday night whore, a bushel of turdunkkin, smell of 
cooked meats, chicken turkey sausage, weiner jokes, 
plastic perrier, SeC revoking our tickets,  Austin’s 
easter candy, Jort cutoffs, Jackie’s costume design 
abilities, bradley in a fetal position in the corridor 
crying over his last issue, Chris single handedly 
carrying the issue with his drawings, vitamin C, the 
lobby, Stupid Goy, full Set!, fortune cookie protocol, 
lexus ads, the fun mix, party on the fog bus, denim 
Chippendale’s, Sara thinks everything’s stupid, we 
fooled Kathryn into thinking she lost her cap and 
gown, babybels, Veronica getting permission from 
the church, mason grindin’ on laura, Austin’s soft 
hair, we all nasty, David’s history of fanta, Travesty 
shower! how do i eat this? Kathyrn’s 4 chambered-
heart-penis, , getting pregnant while pregnant = twins.

• When people say congratulations after you 
graduate, they are really saying, “Welcome to 
my hell.”

• People living in co-ops will find themselves 
asking, “Am I too good to drink out of a 
mayonnaise jar?”

• Spending $750,000 on a fountain’s restoration will 
really make a difference in the aesthetic quality of 
our campus. So would spending $750,000 to knock 
down Jester and denying fat people’s applications.

• The warning sirens are not practice for 

emergencies, but rather welcome bells for our 
eastern-European exchange students.

• The guy who claims he prefers riding a moped 
to campus because of rising gas prices secretly 
wishes he had a motorcycle, a car, or a penis.

• There is nothing more annoying than when a 
squeaky chair meets a nervous test-taker.

• Put your hand down, goddammit.
• Attention all overweight male hipsters: If you 

have to shop at Lane Bryant to get your girl jeans, 
maybe you should consider just sitting this fad 
out.

• Girls who spend four hours getting ready for 
Sixth Street will spend thirty minutes getting 
wasted and end up on the curb crying.

•Students studying foreign languages will realize 
that the only thing more awkward than being 
forced to talk to someone you don’t know is 
having to do it in Business Mandarin.

• First-semester freshman are similar to an African 

Swallow in that they have adapted to their 
surroundings, are now beginning to find mates 
and look really funny when I throw rocks at them.

• Dropping a lunch tray in Kinsolving is like 
dropping a bar of soap in prison.

• People who claim they are taking it easy 
tonight secretly wish you would invite them 
downtown to get black-out drunk.

• Girls who constantly brag about not being 
in a sorority are probably independent, well-
adjusted women. And fat.

• That guy on a motorcycle who peels out at the 
Drag crosswalk is a badaaaaassssssssss.

• Freshman guys are horribly disappointed when 
the beard they weren’t allowed to grow in high 
school makes them look less like an adult and 
more like the victim of a terrible chemical fire.

• Students who still listen to CD players will jam 
out to The Cranberries while rollerblading 
home in time to watch Wings.
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CAMPUS — Freshman Matt Trow-
ley recently paid his first month’s 
rent at his off-campus apartment, 
which he selected as a better alter-
native to living in a dorm. “Man, no 
way was I going to spend my first 
year in college in a glorified jail 
cell with some loser who listens to 
techno music all night,” explained 
Trowley. “Having my own off-
campus apartment is totally going 
to rock!” 

Although Trowley has only had 
one party at his new residence, he is 
certain that more will follow. 

“I had a few guys come over for 
some beers I scored with my fake 
the other weekend,” said Trowley. 
“But we only watched one episode 
of Family Guy before they had to 
catch the last bus back to cam-
pus.” 

Trowley’s friends from high 
school have had no problem throw-
ing parties in their dorms. 

“Last weekend these two babes 
from my rhetoric class came by to 
split a six-pack of Mike’s Hard Lem-

onade my RA bought us,” said Jeff 
Michaels, Trowley’s friend. “We had 
to ration it out to a bottle-and-a-
half each, but it was definitely more 
fun than the sausage-fest at Matt’s 
apartment the weekend before.” 

Trowley admits he has had some 

difficulties making friends with his 
apartment neighbors. 

“The brochure described this 
place as a haven for sexy, young 
college students ready to party, but 
the only person I’ve met so far is a 
28-year-old grad student who I’m 

pretty sure has a kid,” bemoaned 
Trowley. 

Decorating the new apartment 
was one of Trowley’s primary con-
cerns. 

“I was helping Tyler move his 
stuff into that hell-hole Jester and 
they had this poster sale going on,” 
recalled Trowley. “I got two really 
hot Maxim posters to add to the 
Bud Light cut-out I already had. 
That way my apartment feels like 
home and not like some stupid 
dorm.” Trowley added: “I even put 
a giant Texas flag above my bed.” 

Newfound independence has 
presented some difficulties for 
Trowley, who has never lived alone 
before. 

“Bills turned out to be a lot more 
complicated than I expected,” ad-
mitted Trowley. “And having to 
cook every meal is annoying, but it 
beats eating cafeteria food.”

Trowley’s Jester friends point out 
that despite this boast of freedom 
and “primo living,” Trowley fre-
quents JCL, looking to bum food 
off his friends.  

“Yeah, Matt always jokes about 

how much the food sucks at J2 or 
JCL,” said friend Jeff Michaels. “But 
the guy is making a serious dent in 
my Dine-In Dollars. If he keeps try-
ing to mooch food off me, I’ll prob-
ably stop taking his calls.” 

Despite the inconveniences of 
living farther away from his friends, 
Trowley still maintains that spend-
ing his freshman year in an apart-
ment is a good decision. 

“I don’t care if those losers don’t 
have cars so they can’t come visit 
me out here — it still beats living in 
a dorm,” affirmed Trowley. “Noth-
ing can replace the feeling of walk-
ing into my big, empty apartment 
and thinking ‘Whooose house? 
Matt’s house!’”

Freshman still glad he’s not living in the dorms

■ “Who needs friends when you’ve got 500 square feet of emptiness?” Trow-
ley, an Electrical Engineering major, says not getting laid gives him more 
time for studying, tearful masturbation.  Photo/Travesty

“Nothing can replace 
the feeling of walking 

into my big, empty 
apartment and thinking 

‘Whoose house?  
Matt’s house!’”

First-year student: ‘Celibate, solitary existence beats Jester West any day’
Sara Kanewske
ASSociAte editor

CAMPUS — Advertising major 
Kenny Chesowitz has capitalized on 
the recent trend in graphic T-shirts 
emblazoned with humorously 
ironic and post-modern phrases 
by exploring new avenues of self-
expression through fashion.

“I see all these people wearing 
shirts that say ‘Hottie’ or ‘Thank 
Your Girlfriend For Me’ and I’ve 
become bothered by all that wast-
ed medium,” stated Chesowitz as 
he pointed out further examples 
of T-shirts around the West Mall. 
“I could wear a shirt with some 
glib sexual comment, but I’d rather 
don a garment that reveals my true 
personality.”

“See what I mean?” asked a grin-
ning Chesowitz as he stretched out 
his T-shirt to clearly display the 
phrase, “I Take Medicine For My 
BiPolar Disorder.”

Despite his enthusiasm, 
Chesowitz’s friends have expressed 
concern for his recent fashion 
statements.

“I guess they were funny at first,” 

conceded roommate Andy Furlong. 
“Everyone loves a good graphic 
tee, right? I get a laugh every time 
I wear my ‘TAXachussets’ shirt.” 
Furlong then shrugged and shook 
his head, “But Kenny’s really taken 
it to another level — another dis-
turbing level.”

“I mean, I have no idea what to 
make of this,” grimaced Furlong 
as he held up one of Chesowitz’s 
shirts reading, “Sometimes There’s 
Blood In My Stool.”

Described by friends as “artis-
tic,” “open-minded,” and “a little 
creepy,” Chesowitz began wearing 
the unorthodox tees after shop-
ping at Urban Outfitters.

“This is all because of those 
damned trendy hipsters,” com-
plained friend Jessica Gwynn. 
“Sure, their slogans are often clev-
er and cheeky, but there’s only so 
much a person can take before he 
starts getting ideas in his head. 
It’s just like those Columbine kids 
and video games, only instead of 
using guns to kill people, Kenny 
uses T-shirts to make people fairly 
uncomfortable and confused.”

Gwynn explained: “The other 

day Kenny was wearing a shirt that 
said, ‘This Is A Cry For Help,’ and 
we all had a good laugh. But then 
the next day his shirt said, ‘No, I’m 
Fucking Serious.’ Nobody laughed 
at that one.”

“I thought about making my own 
shirt that says something like, ‘We 
Get It, Kenny’ or ‘Kenny, You’re 
Making Everyone Feel Awkward,’” 
said Gwynn. “But who has time to 
do that?”

Despite his friends’ concerns, 
Chesowitz seems just as excited 
about graphic tees as ever. 

“There’s no telling how far I 
can take this trend,” pondered 
Chesowitz as he flipped through a 
sketchpad depicting illustrations of 
shirts with birthdates, phone num-
bers and veneral diseases written 
across them. “Soon, people will be 
able to tell volumes about you just 
by reading your T-shirt.”
“I just finished this one yesterday,” 
boasted Chesowitz as he pulled 
out a shirt reading, “I Cut Myself 
So I Don’t Feel The Pain Inside.” 
He added: “This one is just for 
me, though.”

T-shirts reveal attitude, hollowness of lifestyle 

■ He’s lucky his mother hugs him at all.  Photo/Travesty 

Austin Presley
StAff writer

nasty page. Don’t go there less you nasty.
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THE WOODLANDS — 53-year-
old accountant Stephen Perkin 
discovered he enjoyed heavily-
edited rap music last Thursday 
while attending a college basket-
ball game with his son. Perkin 
had previously claimed to “hate” 
rap music and expressed displea-
sure when his son purchased rap 
albums.

“I used to say that the ‘c’ in rap 
was silent,” said Perkin, chuck-
ling at his own joke. “I always 
assumed that rap music was full of 
slang and vulgarities, but I guess I 
hadn’t really listened to the lyrics 
before.”

Perkin continued: “Now I lis-
ten to Roll Out (My Business) on 
my shower radio and Let’s Get it 
Started (In Here) in my Camry on 
the way to the office.”

Perkin threw his hands in the 
air and moved them around in 
a circular motion before adding: 
“Let’s get it started uh-huh! Let’s 
get it started in here!”

Perkin’s son, Adam, expressed 
regret for his unintentional role 
in introducing his father to rap 
music.

“Dad used to come in my room 
to bug me about my homework, 

but now he sneaks in to steal 
my Nelly and Lil’ Jon CDs,” com-
plained Adam. “Even worse, when 
he dropped me and some friends 
off at the movies, he started sing-
ing, ‘Can I get a what what?’ when 
he wanted a hug.”

Adam added: “It’s kinda sad how 
much Dad loves rap now, because 
he really has no idea what he’s 
saying. He actually thinks Lil’ Jon 
sings about skeet shooting.”

Perkin’s son isn’t the only one 
who has not been pleased with 
Perkin’s newfound interest in rap 
music. Perkin’s wife, Linda, claims 
a noticeable change in his “pillow 
talk” beginning the night of the 
basketball game.

“If Stephen asks me one more 
time if I want to get jiggy with 
it, or if he can see my lovely lady 
lumps,” muttered Linda, pausing to 
chop an onion with renewed vigor, 
“I’m going to jiggy him all the way 
to divorce court. Then he’ll wish 
he had learned that Kanye West 
song about prenups before we got 
married!”

Despite criticism from his fam-
ily, Perkin remains undaunted in 
his desire to embrace rap music by 
incorporating rap into the work-
place.

“Some of my financial ‘homies’ 
and I had just ‘rolled up’ at the 

board meeting on Tuesday when 
I had that Nelly song Number One 
(Radio Edit) in my head,” said 
Perkin as he confidently brushed 
imaginary dirt off his shoulder. “I 
figured it would be motivating to 
enter the meeting singing ‘What 
does it take to be number one? 
Two is not a winner and three 
nobody remembers,’ just like they 
did to pump up the basketball 
players.”

Perkin’s attempt to “pump up” 
the board members was met with 
baffled stares and the suggestion 
that he take the remainder of the 
week off and return when he was 
feeling “more like himself.”

Despite losing respect from his 
family and coworkers, Perkin’s feels 
he has become a self-described 
“rap-aholic”.

“You just gotta shake them 
haters off,” suggested Perkin as 
he effortlessly tossed a makeshift 
paper basketball into a wastebas-
ket. “Whoomp! (There It Is).”

“…he really has no 
idea what he’s saying. 
He actually thinks Lil’ 
Jon sings about skeet 

shooting.”

Conservative adult really enjoys 
heavily-edited rap music
Sara Kanewske
ASSociAte editor

WEST CAMPUS — Eight residents 
of a three-bedroom luxury apartment 
in The Sterling Texan Villas at Rio 
Grande have enjoyed living together 
since their lease began in August. 
After an exhaustive apartment search 
last spring, the four male and four 
female residents decided the Sterling 
Texan Villas’ proximity to campus and 
bountiful amenities made it the ideal 
place to reside for 12 months.

“All of the four bedroom apartments 
were pre-leased by fall, so we had to 
take the three bedroom if we wanted to 
live here,” explained resident Kimberly 
Dalton as she collapsed her trundle 
bed to create a path to the bathroom. 
“Because there are only three rooms, 
we had to draw straws to see who 
would sleep in the living room. Oh, 
and only two of the showers work so it’s 
four people to a bathroom.”

Dalton added: “Sterling Texan 
Villas are right across the street from 
frat parties, so I think we chose a great 
location. We did find this six bedroom 
house in Hyde Park that was $2200 
cheaper each month, but then we 
would’ve had to take the bus!”

Each roommate pays $550 per 
month for their highly coveted luxury 
apartment featuring: a plasma screen 
HDTV, marble countertops, polished 
concrete floors and stainless steel 
appliances. For an additional $180 per 
month, residents can have their own 
underground parking spot.

Roommate Aaron Levenson shares 
Dalton’s optimistic outlook on the 
West Campus high-rise.

“I was pretty lucky to get a room 
facing the inside of the building,” 
boasted Levenson, turning up his ste-
reo to drown out the conversation 
in the hallway outside his bedroom. 
“Kimberly and Stacy’s room overlooks 
this huge construction pit, so they 
wake up every morning at five when 
the workers start to bore into the 
earth.”

Due to their close quarters, the 
eight roommates’ friendships have 
grown stronger.

“Rob and Aaron hatched this crazy 
scheme to compete in a trivia con-
test with Kimberly and Brittany, so 
that they could move-in to the girls’ 
larger bedroom,” cackled resident Josh 

Protsky, filling out a second repair 
order for the dishwasher and gar-
bage disposal. “And then in the wacky 
mayhem that ensued, I bought a pet 
monkey named Mauricio!”

Careful not to wake fellow living 
room resident Dan Patell, Protsky 
continued, “And don’t get me started 
about the ugly, hairy, naked guy that 
lives in an apartment directly viewable 
from our balcony window. That guy is 
sooo hairy!”

The eight residents’ close friend-
ships also allow them to come togeth-
er in times of need.

“There was a power outage and in 
the zany pandemonium that ensued, 
Mauricio escaped,” recalled Levenson. 
“So Maggie, Stacy, Kimberly, Rob, 
Brittany, Dan, Josh and I searched the 
hall by candlelight to find that wacky 
monkey; and as we rounded the cor-
ner this guy speaking Spanish was 
standing there with a dog cage.”

After falsely assuming the man was 
a criminal or an animal patrolman, 
the eight roommates soon discovered 
he was a neighboring resident.

“Jorge is one of our best friends now. 
He’s always coming over at random 
times to humorously interact with us,” 
said Protsky, as he Photoshopped his 
roommates’ heads onto bodies from 
the cast of Friends. “Like this one time 
when Jorge walked in on Dan and 
Kimberly making out and said, ‘What-
sa going on here!’”
Levenson added: “And then we 
laughed and laughed.”

Eight roommates 
enjoying West 
Campus high-rise

■ Uh-oh. what kind of mildly-
humorous situation will the lack of 
room in this bed lead to?   Photo/Travesty

■ From the window, to the wall... ‘til all these females crawl.  Photo/Travesty

Stephen Short
ASSociAte editor
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AUSTIN – Women and Gender 
Studies junior and avowed feminist 
Stephanie Gaine discovered she had 
“absolutely nothing appropriate” to 
wear before a Friday night excursion 
to Sixth Street.

“At first I was really excited about 
spending a liberating girls’ night out 
with my politically active and pro-
choice girlfriends,” explained Gaine 
as she carefully affixed another Julia 
Stiles poster to her paint-splattered 
wall. “But then I realized all of my 
adorable outfits fed into the patriar-
chal social constructs of society that 
I oppose.”

Scouring her closet for a new 
ensemble, Gaine explained that 
modern feminist movement aspires 
for equality of the sexes by focusing 
on the issues of reproductive rights, 
domestic violence and equal pay.

Gaine promotes feminist ideals 
by volunteering, reading and decon-
structing gender stereotypes of our 
hetero-normative, chauvinistic soci-
ety. Despite her enthusiastic activ-
ism, several of Gaine’s friends believe 

she has become obsessed with her 
feminist image.

“I told Stephanie to pair this cute 
dress with some leggings,” said friend 
and fellow feminist Lucia Canchaba. 
“But then she went on this rant about 
how leggings constrict her legs in the 
same way the glass ceiling constricts 
female socio-economic mobility.”

Smirking, Canchaba added: “She’s 
insane if she expects to look androg-
ynous and still get free shots.”

Members of Gaine’s social circle 
have become increasingly irritated 
with her inflexible moral standards.

“Did you see the way Stephanie 
responded when I asked her if she 
wanted to borrow my diamond ten-
nis bracelet? She acted as if I person-
ally forced a poor African girl to 
mine the diamond from the earth,” 
complained fellow NARAL activist 
Anna Betts. “Besides, this is a con-
flict-free diamond.”

Casting aside their earlier squab-
bles to “dance away the pressures of 
objectifying stereotypes” at Exodus, 
the girlfriends encountered problems 
when a man attempted to purchase a 
drink for Gaine.

“All I did was tell her, ‘You lookin’ 

good in them jeans, girl,’” recalled 
frequent Exodus patron Tony 
Serrano. “Then she went all Mary 
Wellstonecraft on me by preaching a 
diatribe of feminist babble.” Serrano 
meticulously combed back his hair 
with a switchblade knife-comb, add-

ing, “Bitches be running wild.”
While Gaine’s friends disagree 

with her zealous feminism, Gaine 
remains determined to eliminate 
gender segregation within our soci-
ety.

“Who needs a man to tell me 

what looks good on my body,” 
declared Gaine as she adhered 
another “I heart pro-choice boys” 
sticker to her messenger bag, “When 
I have a gender-neutral outfit that 
doesn’t make me look fat.”

Feminist can’t decide on non-objectifying outfit
Student struggles to look both adorable and gender neutral in patriarchal society

■ Shortly after this photo, Gaine recanted her feminist ideals and promptly returned to the kitchen and whipped up 
some delicious treats before cleaning the feet of every man in her co-op Photo/Travesty

Veronica Hansen
PHoto editor

you Don’t know it yet, but we gon’ fuck.
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chemically, there’s very little unique about you.
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Mobster gives up chocolate, 
location of dead bodies for Lent

TRENTON, NJ — Incarcerated 
mobster Antonio “The Axe” Antoni-
ni has informed the district attorney 
that he will be giving up chocolate 
as well as the location of numerous 
dead bodies for the Lenten season. 

“I’ve been a fan of delicious choc-
olates ever since my great grandma 
made butterscotch and chocolate 
milk balls for desert every Sunday 
for the family dinner. It’s gonna be 
real tough to give ‘em up,” revealed 
Antonini from within his maximum 
security prison cell. “It’s going to be 
even harder for me to tell you that 
the douchebag who was gonna rat 
Fat Tony out is buried in the crawl 
space of the boat docks at pier 13 in 
New Haven, Connecticut.” 

When asked why he was giving up 
chocolate, Antonini said, “Because 
that stuff will kill ya faster than mul-
tiple blows to the head with a tire 
iron. But at least chocolate will have 
the common decency not to bury 
you at mile marker 72 in Vermont’s 
Green Mountain National Forest.”

■  After a state official asked Antonini’s consigliere, Frankie ‘Legs’ 
Bonaducci, to ‘make [him] an offer [he] couldn’t refuse’ and to ‘leave 
the gun’, take the cannoli,’ Bonaducci punched him in the windpipe.

Urban kids’ new dance skills 
useless in prison
THE BRONX — Last Saturday, 
a group of ragtag inner-city or-
phans were incarcerated, despite 
having recently learned to express 
themselves creatively and safely 
through the art of dance. 

“We were really lucky to have 
Mr. Franklin, that free-spirited 
inspirational teacher, who actu-
ally believed we had what it took 
to loosen up and move our bod-
ies like real dancers,” reported 
17-year-old LeShaun Jenkins on 
the phone from a New York state 

penitentiary. “Too bad he didn’t 
teach us how to run faster from 
the cops.” 

According to witnesses, none of 
the other inmates were impressed 
by the stereotype-shattering dance 
moves, as demonstrated on their 
first day in prison, when Marco 
Gonzales, the troubled, smol-
dering Latino heartthrob, was 
shivved and killed while showing 
off an otherwise flawless pirouette 
in the communal showers.

Egyptian man falls victim to 
pyramid scheme
DES MOINES — Fayez Noujaim, a 
34-year-old computer programmer 
of Egyptian descent, recently filed for 
bankruptcy after falling victim to a 
devious business practice which preys 
off a common desire to quickly amass 
wealth, commonly known as a pyramid 
scheme. The company operating the 
ruse lured Noujaim to send in several 
thousand dollars over the course of three 
years for what he thought was a sound 
investment, but just as Moses bombard-

ed the pharaoh with locusts and rivers 
of blood, the Securities and Exchange 
Commission eventually plagued the 
company with indictments for fraud 
and embezzlement. 

“Yeah, I guess it’s kind of funny,” be-
moaned Noujaim as he searched for 
loose change beneath his ornamental 
statues of Ra and Amotep. “It would 
probably be a lot funnier if I wasn’t going 
to be borrowing money from my par-
ents for the next five to 10 years.”

Drunk male not attracted 
to best friend

WEST CAMPUS — An inebri-
ated Kyle Brenner declared to all 
present at a party in West Campus 

last Saturday night that he was not 
physically attracted to best friend 
Mike Dieter. 

“Mike, I do not like dudes! So get 
your piercing blue eyes and velvet 
mouth away from me,” slurred 
Brenner. “Come on, man! Stop 
flirting with me!” 

Although Brenner has a history 
of getting belligerently drunk, Di-
eter claims Brenner has never ex-
pressed those feelings to himself, 
or 200 other people. 

“Kyle just likes to act out different 
characters when he gets sloshed,” 
nervously chuckled Dieter. “Like 
last week, Kyle pretended to be my 
girlfriend by spooning me from 
behind in the dark.” 

As Dieter attempted to continue 
his story, Brenner interjected: “I 
am not gay, I am not gay!”

Plastered student claims he’s 
‘not in to dudes’

■ Have you switched detergents? 
Cause these jeans are mountain 
fresh and snuggly soft.  Photo/Travesty

‘I can’t believe he fit seven people in an Easter 
basket,’ says Police Chief



[issuE slogan hErE] since 1997

nEWs • 9

nEWs • 9 

“what do a mexican and a recliner have in common?  
They’re both lA-Z-boYs!  heeyyyoooo!”

“what do mexican and dead guys have in 
common?  neither gets to work on time!   

Aaaaawwwwwwyyeeaaahhhhhh!”

“if mexicans were terrorists, we wouldn’t have car 
bombs, we’d have lawnmower bombs!  heeeeyyyyyboo!”

“Knock Knock … who’s There … A mexican guy … 
A mexican guy who? … A mexican guy who’s going to 
steal your TV and pawn it off for malt liquor so he can 
drink it on a street corner and then go on a drive by!  
whhooooooo!”

“how do you keep a black guy from steal-
ing your money?  hide it in his work boots!!! 
hiphiphohohohohohohohohohohyeeeeaaaahhhhh!” 

“You know why a mexican will never be presi-
dent?  because he couldn’t hold a job for four years!  
hiphophiphip!”

“what’s the difference between me and Dave Chappelle?  
Talent!!!!  Awwwwwwwwyyeeaahhhhddooooogggggggggg”

“why can’t a mexican survive on minimum wage?  
because $5.15 an hour can’t pay for lawnmowers, tacos, 
marracas, sombreros, religious-themed candles, tortillas, 
VhS copies of “Selena,” and shitty pick-ups with improb-
ably ornate paint-jobs and mismatched sidepanels!!!!! 

Carlos Mencia’s comedy crosses borders …
never letting taste or humor get in the way of a joke, ‘mind of mencia’ has been 

called ‘insensitive,’ even ‘stupid’ — we call it genius*

… between incoherent and not funny

5ned holness 
pretending to be 
mexican

syphillis is society’s ultimate game of tag. anD you’re it.
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AUSTIN — According to neighbor 
Chad Harris, local woman Anne 
Killman “has no idea how hard she 
almost got laid” Monday evening.

“We had a couple of the neigh-
bors over to watch the football game 
and drink some ‘Brew-nannies’ and 
I could tell that Anne totally wanted 
my ‘Dongosaurus Rex,’” claimed 
Harris as he wrote another mes-
sage on Killman’s Facebook wall. “If 
I hadn’t passed out after my second 
Jägerbomb she’d probably still be 
taking a horizontal ride on my flesh 
pogo-stick.”

Although Killman claims that she 
finds Harris, “misogynistic,” “idiotic” 
and “a closet homosexual,” Harris 
refused to believe the rumors that 
Killman didn’t want to engage “in a 
serious pipe-laying session.”

“She’s just like all the other girls 
who claim they don’t want a piece 
of the Chadster, but secretly do,” 
claimed Harris as he confidently 
pantomimed firing a gun with his 
thumb and forefinger. “I’ll put it this 
way, if I actually hooked up with as 
many girls as I know I could have, I 
definitely wouldn’t still be a virgin.”

Area woman has no clue 
how hard she almost got 
laid last night

DENVER — Mary Derden, recent 
owner of an American Kennel As-
sociation-approved black lab, was 
shocked to find that her new puppy 
was not well behaved last Monday. 

“I was willing to pay big bucks 
for this dog because I thought it 
would be the cream of the crop,” 
stated Derden as she cleaned up 
the remains of her grandmother’s 
priceless antique vase. “They always 
look so good in the Abercrombie 
ads and on the Ducks Unlimited 
t-shirts.” 

Derden cited numerous instances 
why she was disappointed with the 
dog’s behavior including: its failure 
to retrieve dead birds on hunting 

trips, its tendency to chew on her 
shoes and its affinity to defecate on 
her pillow. 

“The dog just looked so precious 
in the kennel with its little broth-
ers and sisters, so I assumed it 
would be well-behaved,” remarked 
Derden. “But now I have just about 
had it with this damn dog. It won’t 
even fly through the air and catch 
a frisbee.” 

Joseph Hertz, the puppy’s pre-
vious owner, was offended by 
Derden’s ignorance. 

“If she wanted a smart or docile 
dog, labradors aren’t a good choice. 
People like her should try a cat or 
something.”

Black lab cute at first
PHILADELPHIA — Sean D. Car-
asso, a 38-year-old airline pilot, is 
apparently no longer cool amongst 
his young nephews after coming 
down with a life threatening case of 
cirrhosis of the liver. 

“Uncle Sean used to be so freaking 
cool. He’d always buy us ice cream 
and find these giant coins behind 
our ears,” said Carrasso’s young-

est nephew Jacob Dylan. “But now 
that he’s in the hospital all he does is 
vomit into a clear bag and sleep.” 

A self-proclaimed bachelor for 
life, Carasso enjoyed spending time 
with his nephews, often dressing up 
in clown costumes for their birth-
days and letting them watch R-rat-
ed movies in his bayside condo. But 
with his recent health problems he 

has been unable to spend “quality 
chill time” with his nephews. 

“I used to enjoy hanging out with 
those cats over the holidays, but I 
just don’t have the energy anymore,” 
said Carrasso from his hospital bed 
as a nurse slowly spooned tapioca 
pudding into his quivering mouth. 
“Plus now that I’m in here, I can’t 
use them to pick up chicks.” 

‘Cool’ uncle no longer cool with liver disease

HOLLYWOOD — No one was 
more surprised than The Departed’s 
Mark Walhberg after the nominees 
for best actor in a supporting role 
were announced. 

“Holy shit!” excalimed the former 
rapper and Calvin Klein underwear 
model. “I was just excited that my 
scenes didn’t get cut from the movie. 
All I had to do was give DiCaprio’s 
character some shit and shoot a 
bitch in the end. How could I screw 

that up?” 
Despite receiving praise from 

critics for his role in the film, no one 
thought Wahlberg would get noticed 
amongst a cast that included past 
Oscar nominees Jack Nicholson, 
Leonardo DiCaprio, Matt Damon, 
Alec Baldwin and Martin Sheen. 

“I thought the highlight of my ca-
reer would be wearing that 13-inch 
prosthetic penis in Boogie Nights,” 
added an ecstatic Wahlberg.

Even Mark Wahlberg surprised 
by Oscar nomination
Kind-of-good actor questions Academy’s objectivity, intelligence

■ Really? The same guy who got famous by posing for underwear 
ads and grabbing his “instincts,” is about to join the ranks of Sydney 
Poitier and Paul Newman. Really?

Classmates need to borrow notes from 4/20
CAMPUS — Economics junior 
Kevin Butrell received several 
unsolicited mass Blackboard e-
mails last Monday following Fri-
day, April 20. 

“My inbox was stuffed with 
about 30 messages from people 
in my Intro to Linguistics class 
asking for notes from last Fri-
day,” said Butrell as he tran-
scribed his handwritten notes 

for his classmates in need. “A lot 
of them were rambling or inco-
herent, so I guess a lot of people 
are catching that hay fever that’s 
going around.”

 E-mails sent to Butrell includ-
ed sophomore Erin Clinedale’s 
suspiciously over-justified and 
increasingly incoherent mes-
sage: “Hey guys! I know we all 
hate to get these e-mails, but 

I really, really need to get the 
notes from 4/20. I couldn’t get to 
class because my car broke down 
on MoPac on my way to visit my 
dying grandmother. I heard this 
loud bang, and – man, Ego Trip-
ping Out is so awesome. Marvin 
Gaye knows – he just knows! My 
mom would take me to the zoo 
all the time, you know? Just ride 
that rollercoaster man – ride it!”

OLIVE GARDEN — Jordan Phil-
lips and Ryan Werner, desperately 
seeking meaningful conversation 
during a double date with their 
girlfriends, resorted to recounting 
an episode of Family Guy. 

“Usually they keep things pretty 
lively with their Will Ferrell jokes 
or Chapelle references, but tonight 
was a whole new level of boring,” 
complained Werner’s girlfriend Su-
san Muirhead. “If I hear one more 
situation involving that baby trying 

to kill his mother, I am going to 
lose it. It makes me want to cheat 
on him.” 

Phillips, however, didn’t under-
stand her complaints.

“I mean, they practically try to 
emulate Sex in the City, so why 
can’t we just talk about Family Guy? 
You know? Speaking of Sex in the 
City, did you see that one episode 
of Family Guy where Quagmire had 
a bar in his basement? It was so 
funny. Heh, heh, alllriiiiight.”

Episode of Family Guy 
painstakingly recounted
Patrons at local Italian-themed restaurant 
subjected to ‘play-by-play’ of popular FOX show

‘Nothing takes the fun out of  a ‘what’s behind your ear?’ gag 
like a terminal case of Cirrhosis,’ says 10-year-old niece

CAMPUS — Introduction to Gui-
tar student Brad Faleyer recently 
mentioned to friends that he is 
worried about his grades. “When I 
started the semester, I was sure I’d 
have the upper hand,” said Faleyer. 
“But recently my grasp on the ma-
terial has started slipping.”

Faleyer also noted that he was 
surprised at the difficulty of the 
course, since he hand picked it out 
of a list of possible electives. “I’ve 

always been interested in music, in 
fact at one point I considered tak-
ing it on as a minor,” added Faley-
er. Recent downbeats, however, 
have him singing the blues. “First 
there was buzz going around that 
there would be a curve. I figured 
the teacher would bend the rules a 
little,” lamented Faleyer. “But now 
he’s bringing the hammer-on, and 
it’s too late to pull-off my sched-
ule.” On a higher note, Faleyer ad-

mits he is beginning to master the 
material. 

“My new abilities really struck a 
chord with these drunk girls in my 
apartment complex,” he beamed. 
“We were necking for hours, and 
my fingers ran all up and down her 
body.” Unfortunately an upcoming 
exam has Faleyer biting his nails. 
“If I can’t make an ‘A’ on this one, 
it’s going to be bad news. I’ll try to 
keep my fingers crossed.” 

Student frets over making an ‘A’ in guitar class
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e.t. was alienateD.
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Your Comments Are Welcome
have you noticed the new suggestion boxes sprouting up around cam-
pus? The University has a strong commitment to considering your 
suggestions and listening to your every concern. here are just a few 
examples of students that have already exercised their right to suggest.



[issuE slogan hErE] since 1997

FEaturEs • 13

FEaturEs • 13 

backwarDs-hat-wearers are part of a secret society of lame.
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more like linDsey brohan.
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pick up an application in CmC-300 
or visit our website.

www.texastravesty.com

Insane in the 
membrane?

Insane in the brain?

Join the
Texas Travesty

You hear me, you Puerto Rican son 
of a bitch? Your cancerous drug-
dealing has plagued this town long 
enough, dammit. With God as my 
witness, I am going to do everything 
in my power to either see your silk-
shirt wearing, golden-brown ass 
behind bars or lying face-down in a 
pool of your own Latin blood.

For 27 years, I’ve been work-
ing the streets of this city – and 
you, Montoya, take the cake as the 
greasiest Dominican scumbag I’ve 
ever had the severe misfortune to 
come across. Sure, you may be a 
multi-millionaire. Sure, you may 
live in a four-story, oceanfront villa 
with a pool that’s as big as my whole 
apartment. Sure, you may drive cars 
that a gay Frenchman designed. You 
know what, you Cuban fuck? None 
of that matters when you’re staring 
down the barrel of my Colt .45. I’m 
gonna enjoy watching you squirm 
under the pressure of my itchy trig-
ger-finger. There’s not enough blow 
in all of Bolivia to match the high I 
will feel when I bring my fiery ven-
geance down upon you.

I would not be surprised if your 
coke-addled mind doesn’t even re-

member me, but I’d recognize your 
shit-eating Venezuelan grin from a 
mile away. I still have nightmares. 
Every time I close my eyes, I see 
my old partner engulfed in a river 
of blood and flames. O’Malley, no! 
BEHIND YOU! GET DOWN! 
NOOOO! DAMMIT, GOD! 
WHY?!

He was so young – and only one 
day from retirement. That’s why I 
work alone now.

Our paths first crossed on the 
streets of Caracas almost two de-
cades ago, Montoya. That was be-
fore I was an alcoholic. Before my 
wife left me. Before your premium 
flake turned my only daughter into a 
common street whore. Before I had 
this moustache, even. Things were 
simpler then. I remember O’Malley 
and I would have picnics at lunch. 

O’Malley, no! THE MAYONNAISE!
I still have the scars – physical, 

and emotional. I like them because 
they comfort me. They remind that 
I’m still alive for a reason:

To bring Paraguayan degenerates 
like you to justice.

You descended upon this town 
like the Columbian demon that you 
are and destroyed it all. You took 
everything from me but my badge 
and my gun. But that’s where you 
screwed up. Now I’ve got nothing 
left to lose, and there’s nothing more 
dangerous than a street-hardened, 
mustachioed alcoholic with a hand-
cannon and a deathwish.

Take this as your last warning, 
Montoya. You better sleep with both 
eyes open, because one day you’re 
going to turn around and have my 
gun shoved so far down your jerk-
off Ecuadorian throat, you’ll fart 
gunpowder for a week. I don’t care 
if I have to blow up half of down-
town and the chief finally takes away 
my badge, your reign as West Coast 
druglord is fixing to come to an end. 
A bloody end. I’m going to hurt you 
in ways that will make you wish you 
had never left Montevideo.

Mark my words, Montoya. Your 
ass is mine.

Your ass is mine, Montoya
frank cobra
renegAde SuPercoP

Salutations, you sweet swingin’ 
hipsters! Skatz here, just slidin’ 
through and sayin’ boop-bee-doo! 
I’m croonin’ to you 
youthful cats to get 
some attendance seat-
ed in the soft cushion 
of my jazz apprecia-
tion class. 

I’m not pressin’, just 
sayin’ you hot mamas 
and hip papas may 
wanna show up every 
now and again, when-
ever you feel like it. ‘Cuz daddio, 
that’s what jazz is about. It ain’t 
about Tuesday-Thursday from 
9:30 to 11, it ain’t about tests, it 
ain’t even about course packets. 
Hell, daddio, it ain’t about nothin’ 
but the music hittin’ your heart 
and groovin’ on the art. Dig-a-
bop-bam-boom! 

Some honky from the ‘minis-
tration HOT and LEAN on my 
back though, man! I offered a jam 

and a smoke, and he jes’ turned it 
down and said kids been complai-
nin’ they can never find old Skatz. 
I’m usin’ this ever so reverent 
medium to sing to you birds, jazz 
class’ll meet when it meets! Don’t 

place no restrictions 
on it, Baby. Skibbadee-
bobbedy-bop-bam-bop! 

I tole’ the class that’s 
what it’s about, some 
fool in my class still 
sen’ me a letter n’ say 
he need this class to 
gradee-ate, and he wan-
na know what tha ru-
bric be! What tha rubric 

be! Skiddle dee dee, das what tha 
rubric be! You jes’ gotta get hot, 
mama! Feel it in ya bones, daddy, 
that’s when class meet, dat’s the 
grade you get! 

Well, I hear that old coal-train 
comin’, whistlin’ the steam call of 
a thousan’ lost, mixed-up souls. 
Damn, cool cats, dat’s jes’ the 
Fowty Acres bus! SKAP-BEE-
BOP-D OP-D O O-WOP-SKEE-
DEEDLE.

Ain’t nobody showin’ up to jazz 
appreciation class, daddio!
Skatz Mctazz
JAzz HiStory ProfeSSor
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I know, I know. Everyone thinks that 
their parents are really, really gay all 
the freaking time. But I’m not kid-
ding, my moms are seriously the gay-
est moms ever.

Like, all I wanted to do was spend 
the night at my friend Brady’s. And 
Kathy-Mom was all like, “Blah blah 
blah, it’s a school night, blah blah, you 
need to do your homework, look at 
me, I’m totally queer, I don’t trust my 
own son,” and some other crap. So I 
went to Dana-Mom, and she was all 
like, “Hey David, why don’t we have 
family time instead?” And I was like, 
oh my gosh, I have the gayest parents 
ever.

I wish I could have just died. Can 
you think of anything gayer than fam-
ily time? My moms were probably go-
ing to want to do something gay like 
play Scrabble or watch a gay movie 
like the Shawshank Redemption. But 
I just told them I hated them and sat 
in my room all night listening to cool 
music like Panic! At the Disco to get 
away from all the gayness.

And that’s another thing: My moms 
have the gayest taste in music. Like 
they’ll always be playing all these 

oldies that suck. Actually, sometimes 
they play some stuff that’s not too gay, 
like Ani DiFranco or Melissa Ethridge 
or old school Elton John. Some of it 
is actually pretty cool. 
And they’ve been 
playing this CD by 
this group called In-
digo Girls, which is 
also pretty good. I bet 
they’re pretty freak-
ing hot, like Suicide 
Girls.

Whenever there’s 
some sort of parents’ 
night at school, I’m 
always so embar-
rassed to be seen with 
my moms. I feel like 
nobody else under-
stands what I have to 
go through with my 
parents, because it’s such a different 
situation. I mean, my moms are total-
ly lame and embarrassing, and I don’t 
think that anyone else could possibly 
understand what it’s like to have that 
kind of upbringing.

Like the other day, one of my moms’ 
gay friends came over, and wanted 
to talk about politics or something, 
and all they did was complain about 
George W. Bush. I don’t get why they 

hate that guy so much. It’s probably 
because he does whatever he wants 
to do and doesn’t care about what 
other people think about him, and my 

moms are so freaking 
controlling that they 
probably wish they 
could control him 
too. He doesn’t put up 
with homo bullcrap, 
and I bet my moms 
hate him just because 
of that.

And I don’t even 
want to talk about 
how they try to dis-
cuss girls and sex with 
me. It’s so embarrass-
ing. The other day 
Kathy-Mom tried 
telling me where ba-
bies come from, and I 

was just thinking, “But I’m not even 
your real son. You adopted me.” I bet 
that Kathy-Mom is a virgin. Gross, I 
don’t even want to think about that. 
Actually, it seems like both Kathy-
Mom and Dana-Mom know a sur-
prising amount about how to please 
a woman. Kind of weird. You know, 
I wouldn’t be surprised if my moms 
are even sexually attracted to women. 
That’s how gay they are.

Penguins are fucking every-

My moms are being 
sooooooooooooooo gay
david elwood
obStinAte AdoleScent

I heard a cute 
story the other 
day: some ador-
able misfit ter-

rorist tried to murder me with a 
suicide bomb. This religious zealot 
thought a simple batch of explo-
sives tied to a Kevlar vest would 
be enough to take me — Dick 
Cheney — down. But he forgot 
one thing — you can’t kill a man 
who’s already dead.

Ha! It feels good to laugh again.
Upon the explosion, my Secret 

Service agents attempted to take 
me to an underground bunker 
for safe-keeping. For a moment, I 
forgot that I wasn’t capable of feel-
ing human emotions and let out a 
hearty guffaw. I’ve always said that 
hiding is a lot like spooning with 
a cactus — only pricks do it. And 
Dick Cheney is no prick.

You forget I’m the same man 
who crushed Iraq with my iron 
fist and steal balls, then ravaged its 
land for sweet profit. I’ve dodged 
the draft multiple times, suffered 
the slings and arrows of liberals 
and even stomached the shame 
of fathering a lesbian daughter — 
and not the cool kind.

Terrorists — I hate terrorists.

If you’re going to try and kill 
me, at least do me the decency of 
putting some thought into it.

To kill a man of my stature and 
expect to live, you must find my 
points of weakness and exploit 
them. Unfortunately for you, I 
have none. My cold, steely gaze 
is enough to deflect any armor-
piercing bullet. My grizzled jowls 
are replete with the scars and bro-
ken dreams of my enemies world-
wide, and my frigid, robotic pace-
maker succeeds at making me less 
human, more machine.

According to legend, only one 
thing can kill Dick Cheney — and 
that’s Dick Cheney. When I decide 
to die, you will know, as streams 
run red with the tears of children 
and the hallowed screams of an 
orphaned nation reverberate off 
the torn pages of history. Right 
now I’m too busy suckling at the 
teat of our planet’s resources, 
growing stronger as the marrow 
of powerless nations tickles my 
quivering throat, briefly sating my 
unquenchable death-lust.

So here’s a final message to all 
you terrorists with lucid dreams 
of martyrdom: you’ve tried to 
kill me once, and it provided me 
with a hearty tickling. Try to kill 
me again and my wrath will grow 
beyond the confines of this mortal 
coil, morph into a fire spewing If-
rit and transform your nation into 
a mere footnote in the second vol-
ume of Dick Cheney’s “History of 
the Earth.”

You can’t kill a man 
who’s already dead

dick cheney
Vice PreSident

no thanks i’m Driving... oh why the hell not?
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