You can always
recycle me.

SWA Notoriously Quiet for Last Year:
Administrators Fear the Worst
Volume 3, Issue 6

In the past few years, the SWA (Spoiled White
Activists) have gained a great deal of notoriety on
campus. In 2004, they protested the campus Taco Bell,
stating that cheesy gordita crunches were simply too
cheesy to not be putting down some minority. Later
that year, they staged a sit-in to get a wage increase
for workers on campus. The sit-in gained media
attention, and eventually escalated into a full on hunger
strike, although students were free to have a friend
replace them, while they quietly ate away from the
demonstration site.
Since the sit-in, the SWA has not been seen or
heard from on campus. Eateries go unmolested,
orange ribbons are a thing of the past, and peace has
reigned on campus. While this should be good news,
administrators view it as the calm before the storm.
Dean Argile commented, “Last time we heard from
them, they caused a scandal that was covered by
major news stations across the country. School was
disrupted, students fainted, and my wife had an affair
with the gardener. Next time will be worse - I can feel it.
You donʼt understand. These people wonʼt just sit back
and let the world turn. Next time, they'll do something
bigger. Something...more just. I'm going to fire my
poolboy as soon as I get home.”
When asked about what their upcoming actions
might be, the Dean's hands began to shake, and he
lowered his voice to a hoarse whisper. “I donʼt know.
But whatever it is - it's going to be bad. Real bad. You
should stop asking questions. You never spoke to me.
And fire any hired help you might have.”
A WUndergroud plant was disguised as a Wal-Mart
employee, actively consuming a Coca-Cola beverage,
and wearing an Earnhardt jersey. This individual,
standing casually on the quad, was rapidly approached
by an active member of a SWA cell who begun an
extensive lecture on equality, the evils of inhuman
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Buried
WUnderground:

A napkin found on campus last week in the
Knight Center detailing what administrators fear
might be SWA's "most diabolical plan to date."

corporations and mind-numbing transcendent sporting
engagement, and why Jane Austen was actually a very
talented author.
After a lengthy hazing process, the plant attained an
invitation to a secret gathering in the darkest depths of
the local Starbucks lounge. At the meeting, a host of tiedye clad students, assumed to be the SWA's Grand
Druids, spent over an hour discussing letters to local
Congressmen, environmental blogs, and new blends of
coffee.
Though no destructive masterplan was actively
discussed, one can only assume that their rhetoric is
some code for more extremist actions. But for now,
there is nothing the WashU community can do except
wait. Wait, and pray.

Library Expands Pay-Per-Printing Policy

Following the successful transition to pay-perprinting, Washington University libraries started
charging for toilet paper last week. The policy aims to
put a lid on rising levels of sewage waste, which have
been linked to Bon Appétit substitution of spiced
prunes for meat in on-campus eateries.
To use the new system, students must first enter
a private “release station.” After logging in, they input
their height, weight, and last three meals. An
automatic dispenser then allocates the appropriate
number of squares, and the cost is deducted from the
studentʼs Campus Card account.
As with computer paper, the price of toilet paper is
8 cents per sheet or 12 cents for utilizing both sides.
New is a “pay-per-flush” option, intended to offset the
water consumption from squelching grease fires in
Millbrook. Edna Pilbough of the Circulation
Department adds, “Itʼs kind of like the afterwards
equivalent to an all you can eat buffet.”
The new policy has been in the works since last
summer, when library staff hired an independent auditor to help cut costs. According to Pilbough,
although the libraries appear to enjoy a healthy
budget, most of that money is earmarked for things
like books. Projects such as the popular glass case of
sexually transmitted diseases are supported by a
much smaller discretionary fund. As it turns out, toilet
paper is the library's second highest cost, second
only to the purchase of publications by university
faculty who churn out research instead of holding
office hours. Says Pilbough, “We were literally
flushing money straight down the toilet.”
Assistant Librarian Sheila Burbank explained the
libraryʼs decision while perusing the Post-Dispatch's

1 meal point / $9.72

Stud Life April Fools
Issue Indistinguishable
From Regular Issue
Student Burns Big
Read Novel

New Engineering Dean:
Failure is an Option
Angelina Jolie Adopts
Highway

Drive By Shooter
Laments Lack of Targets
at Fontbonne

Books that have not been opened in decades find new
purpose with the library's revised printing policy.

metro section as she tested out the new system, “Due
to the fiscal strain... unnnngh... placed on the library
by the...... furrrrrgh... University's recent foliage endeavor, a choice had to be made between charging for
derriere cleansing apparatus or....... eeeerrngh.... removing the unplugged plasma screen TV outside the
Arc.”
Thus far, the policy has produced several
unintended results. Books on shelves near library
bathrooms are suddenly missing pages.
Hemingwayʼs For Whom the Bell Tolls, traditionally a
weighty tome, has shed pounds faster than one of the
Olsen twins. Others are just plain missing altogether.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 4
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NEWS IN BRIEF

Brandon Simmons, a graduate teaching assistant in
Wash U's Department of Biology, was in for a shock
Sunday when he cracked open his fortune cookie at
local favorite Chinese restaurant House of Wong. "At
first I thought it was some elaborate April Fool's prank
or something like that," commented Simmons. "I mean,
I have never been one to believe in those fortunes. I
always thought they were just for fun. But now... I'm not
so sure."
Simmons isn't the only person affected by an eerily
ominous fortune. Patrick Roddy, a senior majoring in
Geography, was also in for a surprise while on a date
with his longtime girlfriend last Tuesday. "I don't usually
read my fortune. In fact, I typically break my cookie into
jagged shards and feed it to my neighbor's annoying
dog in the hopes that it'll choke, but for some reason, I
didn't," related Roddy. "When I glanced at my fortune, I
thought I was seeing things, so I had my girlfriend read
it to make sure I wasn't going crazy. Sure enough, I'd
read it correctly. It was too spot on to be a fluke. My
girlfriend stormed out when I told her I had been debating the same thing." Roddy's fortune read "Hope you
saved the receipt for that ring - she'll never give anal."
When asked if he'll follow the fortune's advice, Roddy
replied, "I mean, I was going to propose, but who wants
to get stuck in a loveless marriage? That doesn't make
me shallow, at least according to the fortune I got last
week that said I wasn't."
While Roddy is happy with his fortune, Simmons is
still shaken but resolute. "It's going to be hard to use
this as a legal defense.” Simmons added, “but at least
now I know what I have to do." Simmonsʼ fortune read,
"Brandon: You know that snot-nosed prick in your lab,
Paul. That's right. The overachiever with the lazy eye.
Kill him. Lucky #s: .243, .300, .30-06, .45, and 9mm."
When reached for comment, the manufacturer's of
Wong's fortune cookies, Grandma's Old Time Down
Home Cookie Fun Foods, Inc., a division of the Salvox
Industrial Chemical Company, related that Simmons'
fortune was the third most common, followed only by
"Isn't it about time you listened to the voices, James?"
and "Sarah, your tall dark stranger is a convicted felon.”

Solar System Class
Not "Out of this World"
According to preliminary reports released today,
Professor Eugene Lindsey's Solar System class is not,
in fact, as "out of this world" as previously claimed.
While reasons for such responses from students
vary, Jim Petersen, a class member and avid
conspiracy theorist, cited a lack of conversation about
"aliens and shit," and a syllabus completely devoid of
lectures on the 1969 Apollo 11 moon landing "hoax".
While Professor Lindsey did speak extensively about
the moon, his lectures tended to focus on more
conventional areas of study, such as the satellite's
geological formation and orbital period.
Disappointment among students was exacerbated
when they learned that Mars Attacks, a popular
science fiction movie, would not be one of the
educational films shown. The syllabus does list The
Grace of the Falling Star, a film discussing the kinds of
ices that comprise comets, but this is the only film on
the docket for this semester.
"The Solar System class began sucking like a
giant black hole the day it started," said Matt Rhodes,
a student that is particularly disappointed with the
syllabus. "Once we got to Kepler's law and I realized
there would be absolutely no talk about interplanetary
warfare, I knew this class was just like Captain Kirk
letting Charlie X aboard the Enterprise in Season 1,
Episode 4 of the original Star Trek: dumb."

Sodoko rules are extremely easy: Fill all empty squares so that the numbers
1 to 9 appear only once in each row, column & 3 x 3 box.
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Art Student
Explores
Experimental
Medium
This week, freshman experimental art student Victoria Eliot created her 100th
Facebook group, called "This morning I did
my laundry". The group was created only
hours after her 99th group, "I am going to go
do my laundry now,” and a day after her 98th,
"I am running out of clean clothes". In addition
to being a milestone in her artistic career, this
group has a special significance to Victoria.
"I really think this marks a turning point in
my development," remarked Eliot. "When I
was getting started first semester, I really focused on capturing the raw emotion of group
members. You might remember the 11th
group, 'We cry ourselves to sleep,' or the 21st,
'When I got dumped I hit myself over the head
with a wine bottle until I could see blood in my
breakfast cereal.' Those were dark times for
me."
After a few meetings with Student Health
Services, the budding artist returned to probing the limits of the medium, producing such
popular groups as,"When I take my pills the
world is colorful," and, "Smiling makes the
world a better place." Victoria refers to the
middle years as her abstract period.
"The last dozen or so are where I really
started the turn," Eliot noted. "I started to see
things as they really were. That's when I became a realist. 'The bathroom floor is slippery
when I get out of the shower,' and 'I think
there's soap in my water,' were instant
classics. They gave my life new meaning."
When asked about the future of her work
in the medium, Eliot responded in character
with the realist nature of her latest works, "Iʼm
no different than any girl getting an art degree
in college, it's just something to do until I get
that ring."
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POINT

Tim Russert is a Terrible
Commencement Speaker.

Johnny Blanks, Arts and Sciences ʻ07,
Miami Law ʻ10

When I chose to attend Washington University, I
expected a few things: a good education, a
universally recognized name, strong athletics, and
a fuckin' awesome commencement speaker.
Unfortunately, one of those expectations remains
unfulfilled. In the four years I've spent here at
WashU, every graduating class has had the
fortune to have their release into the real world
and years of burdensome debt celebrated by the
ramblings of some former government employee. Well fuck-a-doodle-doo.
Here I am, and by I, I mean my parents, dropping more money than an addict
on payday, for what? For the class of '06 to listen to the ex-dictator of England
prattle on about "The Changing World?" Jesus. I if I wanted to stay informed,
I'd read the news or go to class or some bullshit. But holy hell, after finding out
that Tim Russert, so-called "American journalist" will address the class of
2007, I realize I'd actually rather listen to last year's windbag - at least he had
the balls to have an affair. I mean, who the fuck is Tim Russert? What has he
done to change my life? The WashU commencement website claims that he is
"best and most influential journalist in Washington." The website also claims
that St. Louis is a "safe and wonderful place to go to school," so we know how
reliable that is.
I don't give two shits if Tim Russert was the president of Albania, discovered
penicillin, or wrote the musical Annie - what matters is I haven't heard of him,
and in the end, that's what matters - name recognition. Who cares what
actually comes out of the speaker's mouth? I mean, at 8:30 on May 18th, I
plan to be so fucked up it'll be a miracle if I can even stumble across that stage
without vomiting all over myself -what matters is if I can remember the fucker's
name. Bill Gates? Rocking. The Dalai Lama? Ah yeah. Donald Trump? Fuck
yes. Ron Jeremy? Hell, I'd settle for Andy Dick or Mr. T - at least I've actually
HEARD of these people. Last year former Presidents Bush and Clinton
Eiffel-Towered the commencement at Tulane, and that joint was still a smoking
crater.
Good Christ, what is it with this school? I associate second-rate acts with
WILD, not the the culmination of my educational experiences. I mean, this is
the first day of the rest of my life! College is supposed to the high point of my
emotional immaturity, with the end of it being the proverbial money shot of my
life. All I'm saying is that, when I reach that point on May 18th, I want to look
over and see someone I was happy to blow my load to. And if that person isn't
a billionaire, multiple prestigious award winner, or convicted serial killer, then I
don't want to waste my time. He may have called the 2004 debate, but I won't
call myself an alum until we find someone to seal the deal with the sort of
moderate name recognition that I can falsify on my résumé, or will impress my
parent's friends.

COUNTER-POINT
No. Heʼs Not.

Rim Tussert, Mysterious Mustached Man

I know that the class of 2007 is not exactly
pleased that Rim Tussert...errrrr...Tim Russert will be
speaking at commencement. Frankly, the grade
inflated class of 2007 should be thankful that
Russert is being flown in on private jet to present the
touching narrative of his formative years in the city of
Akron, Ohio. The Class of 2007 should be mindful
that Russert was voted the third best speaker at
Harvard's Class Day 2005, behind linguist Noam
Chomsky and former deputy chief of staff for the
Bartlett administration, Bradley Whitford. His
reputation as the toughest interviewer in Washington will be bolstered by a
number of prepared jokes that are sure to delight the crowd. Here is an exclusive sample from the speech he presented to members of Yale's alumni club
last fall: "And that was why I had to headbutt Putin. On another note, have you
heard about those corduroy pillows? No? Well (pause for dramatic effect), I
hear that they are giving headlines. Oh wait I just fucked that up. (Pause for
audience sympathy). GIVING handjobs. Oh fuck. Don't cut my mike, please.
And by mike, I mean penis. That's my name for it, mike. Not capitalized, either,
for those of you reading transcripts of this." Look at that - he's heartwarming,
hilarious, candid, and poignant.
Why are you even giving Russert a hard time? He's a hard worker - one of
the hardest workers in Washington... no...the world. His burgeoning weight has
no bearing on his willpower, because I have it on good word that he's retaining
boat-loads of water due to a congenital thyroid problem and he simply can't
help it. You all want to know the truth? Russert has been benevolent enough to
grant an appearance in the lowly, crime-infested city of St. Louis, all because
the Bills blew it to the Rams and Wrighton said it was either come speak or
shave your eyebrows, and I... I mean he, needs them to ask questions or
convey surprise. Instead of sipping drinks on some tropical island or interviewing McDonald's new $0.99 value menu, Russert is speaking to students.
Spoiled students who have wasted a $200,000 dollar education, and are on
the fast track to a mediocre desk job pulling in a smaller annual salary than
my....his left nut. These kids should have taken a cue from the Russert book,
Wisdom of Our Fathers, and cheated their way through John Carroll University
and Cleveland Marshall Law School without dropping a dime, thanks to
fraudulent W-2s and a mother who filed false divorce papers.
I guess people expect Russert to talk about how great every graduate is
going to be, how they all are going to change the world, and become filthy rich.
That's bullshit, and he'll tell you why. The vast majority of graduates will benefit
the world as much as a sixth finger. Sure, someone might get lucky like
me...him, blow the right person, and get a shot at the money, but that is the
exception. He... fuck, who am I kidding? I want to speak here about as much
as Washington University wants to cut tuition. Did I get you with that bit with
the mustache? I bet I fooled you. Well, my career has sunk low enough that I
have to justify my existence by speaking at these ceremonies, so I will be
there, because I need the money to support my six-whore a day habit. mike
won't have it any other way.

WUnderground Fashion Forecast

Spring has sprung and rain boots aren't the only hot fashion accessory that's blooming!
What other trendy new looks have arrived on campus?

Pilgrim Hats: You don't have
to be oppressing a native
people for their land in order
to enjoy a good buckle on
your hat! (If designer brands
are a little to pricey for your
wallet, try modifying a hat
with your own belt!!)

Capes: Even super villains are
getting into it with new summer
capes that are both breezy
AND terror invoking.

Barrels Held Over Your Naked Black Face: Still inappropriate
Body With Suspenders: Not just
for the homeless and grizzled
gold prospectors! You'll be the
talk of the town when you show
up to your next office meeting in
a stylish cedar barrel outfitted
with cast iron rings! Latest
models come in oak, mahogany,
cedar, and shame.

Jagged Pieces of Bone Shoved
Through Your Skin: Nose, Lips,
Ears, Whatever! Take a page
from the Zubani tribesman of
Madagascar, a thousand years
of eating flesh and basically
living in summer all year round
has got their fashion choices
this year's must do!
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The Bipolar Critic Reviews

Blades of Glory

While it won't be winning any gold medals itself,
Blades of Glory, the latest from the hilarious SNL-alum
Will Ferrell and zany Jon Heder of Napoleon Dynamite
fame, is an above average comedic treat sure to
please audiences and show them a good time without
forcing them to endure a barrage of bottom-of-thebarrel gags or hackneyed, recycled jokes - Ferrell is in
usual form playing a type of role he has been able to
perfect over the years, the pompous, oversexed loner
skating legend Chazz Michael Michaels while Jon
Heder shines as the overtly effeminate skating wunderkind, the sparkly Jimmy MacElroy, a role which,
coupled with the decent writing, Heder packs with
enough quirk to keep the relationship between the two
central figures interesting!!!
The supporting cast is good. The coach from
Coach is the coach. Funny, huh? A guy from Arrested
Development is in it, too. The story is basic and the
film is funny. The jokes are consistent. Everyone
laughed. I didn't. But not because it wasn't funny. I just
don't laugh.
The film provides consistent laughter throughout,
but, in the end fails to go above and beyond more
than just a series of straightforward and surface level
jokes, save for one hilarious chase scene between
Will Ferrell and villain Will Arnett, something I am
certain a majority of the audience wanted more from
this movie that other comedies, such as Anchorman or
The Forty-Year Old Virgin provided, a certain element
I would dub rewatchablity. In the end, Blades of Glory
does provide ninety-three minutes of entertainment,
but in the end, that is all it provides!!!!
It was enjoyable. Nothing more. Nothing less.

JON HEDER AND WILL FERRELL ARE CELEBRATING HERE!!!!!!
They are not yet aware that life is a meaningless pit of despair.

Directors: Josh Gordon and Will Speck
Cast: Will Ferrell, Jon Heder, Will Arnett
Rated: PG-13
Running Time: 93 Minutes
Rating: 3.5 Lithium Tablets out of 5

Library Expands
Pay-Per-Printing
Policy

Top 10 ...

Reasons for
Wash U's Recent
Tuition Increase
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Says Pilbough, “You would not believe what I
found in the return slot Tuesday.” On a possibly
related note, the number of clogged toilets surged
dramatically on April 1st, with the publication of
Student Libel.
Although some students have readily
adapted, others are not about to take the new
policy sitting down. “I didnʼt want to say it, but this
is a shitty new rule,” said Elsie Thomson,
embarrassed by opting for the obvious pun. Many
concerns deal with the logistics of the new
system. “What if I run out of money on my card?”
asked John Smith, who wished to remain
anonymous. Thomson, who was within earshot,
could not resist. “Then youʼre shit out of luck.”
Aside from the solution that entails doing laundry,
students have the option of borrowing a roll on
one-hour reserve. Any subsequent “damage” will
be charged to their student account.
And what about visitors? Visitors can
purchase a disposable wipe card at the vending
machines on the main level of Olin Library. Due to
health code regulations, the first flush is free.
Prior to last week, Olin Library had a
reputation for being the best place on campus to
poop in peace. “If they didnʼt want us going to the
library to shit, ResLife would clean the bathrooms
in Millbrook. When Iʼm at home, I hold it,” said
one disgruntled upperclassman. Despite the obvious paper trail to the contrary, Police Chief Don
Strom insists that the problem has nothing to do
with Bon Appétit cutting costs by using imitation
everything. “We'd know if they were involved,”
comment Strom. “They'd slap the news on every
goddamn triangular table whatsit in Mallinckrodt,
opposite 'Bread: A Food You Eat.”
Whatever the cause for the log jam, charging
for fresh toilet paper was always the libraryʼs
preferred option. Says Pilbough, “After talking it
over with the folks from Green Action, we decided
that out of ʻreduce, reuse, and recycle,ʼ this was
probably the best direction to go in.”

1. Indentured foreign
workers and mulch
2. Library subscription to
www.exploitedteens.com
3. U.S. News and World
Report bribe
4. Gold plated laminated
pre-frosh nametags
5. Respect
6. Tuition increase notices
7. Body armor for WUPD
8. Exclusive Anna Nicole
autopsy photos for library
display
9. Fancy whores for
Assembly Series speakers

What Do You Think?

Now that Wash U has submitted an application to host one of the 2008 Presidential Debates,
representatives from the Commission on Presidential Debates will inspect the campus over the
next few months to determine its suitability as a host. What do you think?

The Hole,
Beloved Monument,
Scourge of Tour Guides
"OH NO WE'RE
FUCKED."

Neil Patel,
Student Union
President-Elect,
Rapscallion
"Who cares?”

Biff Q. Sausage,
Classics,
European Thought Focus

Al Gore,
Weather Prophet,
Facial Hair Connoisseur

"I dare say there will be
a myriad of security
issues, forsooth,
because these guns
cannot be concealed!"

"PLEASE INVITE
ME....GOD....I AM
SO ALONE."

