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People playing in dead leaves. Leaves playing in dead people.

Frisbee golf



It’s not my fault, I was just following hors d’oeuvres!
Dieter Kartoffelkuchen
Nazi Chef
     I accept that I am 
partly responsible for 
the horrendous war 
crimes and human 
rights violations of Nazi 
Germany, but it is not 
entirely my fault. You 
see, I have a fancy for 
creating delicious finger 
pastries. Before the war, 
I ran a little catering 
service in a small town 
off the Rhine River, 
serving the usual social 
gatherings like wed-
dings, banquets, and 
bar mitzvahs. I joined 
the Nazi party in 1933 
after they offered me the 
freshest bauernbrot and 
finest bündnerfleisch 
with which to make pas-
tries. I knew I could get 
creative in their kitch-

ens. I was but a simple 
cook for one of the 
most oppressive regimes 
in human history. But 
please do understand, I 
was not following or-
ders. I was only follow-
ing hors d’oeuvres.
     You see, I love pro-
sciutto-wrapped melon 
and it is by far my favor-
ite hors d’oeuvre. Of 
course I knew the Nazi 
party was murdering 
millions of people, but I 
just could not resist the 
calling of thinly sliced 
dry-cured ham wrapped 
snuggly around juicy 
galia melon. You would 
understand if you were 
at the Nuremberg Rally 
in 1934, where tuxedoed 
waiters were meander-
ing about the crowd 
serving the finest bite-

sized delights. Of course 
Hitler was rambling on 
about the greatness of 
our Aryan race, but I 
could only focus on the 
greatness of the amaz-
ing snacks. It was truly 

Wunderland.
      But soon I real-
ized just how evil the 
regime truly was. I 
thought everyone in 
this Reich had the right 
to hors d’oeuvres, but 
then I took a visit to 

Buchenwald concentra-
tion camp and saw just 
how bad the suffering 
really was in my great 
land. Not only were 
the prisoners fed just a 
small daily portion of 
fish bone broth, they 
weren’t even give hors 
d’oeuvres beforehand! 
I thought, “How can 
I live and work under 
such a terribly oppres-
sive regime that doesn’t 
even offer antipasti to 
each and every one of its 
inhabitants?” This truly 
disgusted me and all I 
could think about was 
going back to my river-
side bistro where I could 
serve hors d’oeuvres to 
everyone without dis-
crimination.
     You have to under-
stand; my calling was 

not toward hateful acts 
against certain peoples, 
but rather one fueled by 
culinary curiosities. If I 
had known that millions 
of people were to die 
before given appetiz-
ers, I would have never 

joined this Nazi party, 
because it wasn’t a party 
at all. If it were a real 
party, everyone would 
be equally served hors 
d’oeuvres. 

“[The Nazis] 
offered me the 
freshest bauern-
brot and finest 
bündnerfleisch 
with which to 
make pastries.”

Area man to spend beautiful 
day tweeting about it

AUSTIN—Tensions heightened during an Organic Chemistry discussion section on the fifth 
floor of RLM after a velociraptor attacked and dismembered UT junior Bobby Wilkins. “We 
were covering the topics for the upcoming midterm, and then, boom! This velociraptor comes 
out of nowhere and rips Bobby to pieces, calculator and all,” said Wilkins’ classmate Tom Lee, 
as his professor hesitantly gathered torn limbs from the corners of the room. Several students 
complained of the velociraptor’s high-pitched screeching, claiming that the carnivore’s general 
presence was distracting to their midterm preparation. “Not to mention that Bobby’s blood got 
all over my notes,” muttered Lee as he stuffed the blood-soaked papers into his backpack, which 
were lightly sprinkled with the contents of Mr. Wilkins’s stomach. As of press time, a whip-
wielding Bill Powers was attempting to tame the velociraptor on top of the Tower.

NEW YORK—Local contortion enthusiast Joseph “McFlex” Carter remains puzzled as he ad-
mits that his favorite contortionist’s body language is incredibly misleading. “I mean, every time 
she slides into that supple backward bend, I feel a deep, connective intimacy that she can’t pos-
sibly be directing toward anybody else in the audience but me,” McFlex said, eyeing the object of 
his desire as she warmed up, her breasts smashing casually against the heels of her feet. “But then, 
after the show, it’s like I don’t exist. Do you think she’s playing hard to get?” McFlex was last seen 
trying to wrap his right leg around his left arm to signal to his crush that he loved her.

Discussion section grows tense after 
velociraptor dismembers student

DE MOINES, IA—On the first day of autumn when the whis-
pers of the changing seasons became apparent, area man Dylan 
Lee opted to tweet his incredulity regarding the miraculous 
atmospheric conditions rather than actually appreciating the de-
lightful weather. “OMG it ’s so gorgeous out. Can’t wait to watch 
this Gilmore Girls marathon on the CW,” Lee posted before 
scrolling through his Instagram feed, missing a flock of doves 
bursting into flight in the gentle autumn breeze. “I really hope 
Rory choses Harvard instead of Yale— the seasonal changes in 
the leaves are so much more 
visible in the majestic Blue 
Hills surrounding Boston 
than in urban environment 
of New Haven.” As of press 
time, Lee was lounging 
on his couch and scrolling 
through his ex-girlfriend’s 
Twitter, while his friends 
were frolicking in piles of 
fallen leaves and sipping hot 
apple cider in the
temperate fall climate.

Contortionist’s body language incredibly 
misleading

TEXAS TRAVESTY • NOVEMBER 201411• NEWSFEATURES• 10

Travesty Fact #432: There is a God, and he hates your outfit.
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