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Balloons?

LATEST NEWS

“Forget what should be remembered, remember what should be forgotten”

DEAR MOM,

The white balloons 
are actually 9-year 
old Michael Toris’s 

science project
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A little-known fact about ol’ Randy here is that I was once in charge of driving trains. I don’t mess 
with them metal devils anymore ‘cause of what happened after my sixth ride.
 
Here I am, driving my train, minding my business, smoking like a chimney, when all of a sudden, 
I feel a ker-thunk and a yelp that coulda woke roadkill back to life. God bless it, I thought, what 
are these bastards on now? I stopped the train and got out to find that I’d plowed right through an 
Amish family. Hell, they may as well have swallowed dynamite and a match from the looks of it. It 
was no good. Randy was goin’ to the slammer for a good while.
 
They told me, “Randy, we have to put you to death for what you’ve done.” Lord knows I deserved 
it, so I told ‘em it’s alright and that I’d comply. They asked me what I wanted for my last meal, and 
I said I wanted lard. They said, “Lard? That’s it?” Yup. Lard’s ambrosia for the soul, and I need to 
be purified before I meet my Savior tonight. “Alright,” they said, “lard it is, and be back at eight 
for the chair.” Shoot. I always hated the thought of dyin’ of electricity; ever since the war, whenev-
er lightning struck, it made me knock my head against the wall and make sea dog noises until the 
storm passed. It seemed fitting that I’d die this way though, so I told ‘em, “Yes sirs, I’ll be back at 
eight o’clock sharp.”
 
Eight-o-clock rolls around and I’m plopped on Satan’s throne. 
The boys ask if I got anything meaningful to say before I kicked 
the can. I said, “No sirs, I won’t have anything to say until after.” 
Thinkin’ I was just being clever, they smirked and 
went into the other room to pull the lever. The head 
honcho pulls the lever and waits for me to writhe and 
struggle and meet my demise. Except I don’t. I’m 
fine.
 
He demands, “What the hell is this?”
 
“Sorry boys,” I said, “I’m just a bad conductor.”
 

By 	RANDY BEANS

A CONDUCTOR



Times New Roman#5 pg 3

Why did I choose the Chinese vaccine, you might ask? It’s simple: fuck Big PWharma. Instead of 
supporting Pfizer and Moderna, their unethical testing methods, and their corrupt influence on the 

American government, I’d GLADLY support Chinese pharmaceutical giants, their unethical testing 
methods, and their direct connection to the Chinese Communist Parry, thank you very much.

So, do I have three juicy doses of pure communist, Xi Jingping-loving COVID-19 immunity flowing 
through my veins? Yes and I would do it again. Did I suffer from facial paralysis and a myocarditis 
scare for a vaccine with a < 50%  efficacy rating? Yes. And still I would do it again. 

Did I contract the virus even after all this? Yes… I did. 

Some have told me to stay quiet. Others have shamed me.

For years, I’ve been terrified. I’ve been afraid of revealing my truest self. But I will not hide any 
longer: I’m a proud recipient of China’s finest doses of Sinovac.

I can already hear your snarky remarks. You’ll tell me that China has a history of censorship and sup-
pressing the truth and that I can’t trust anything from there. You’ll tell me “oH bEliEVe tHe sCieNcE” 
and that Pfizer and Moderna are all more effective. You’ll protest that there no possible fucking way I 
made the conscious, informed decision to willfully inject a vaccine with <50% efficacy into my veins. 
Boo hoo. As if I’ve never heard any of that before.

I TOOK THE CHINESE VACCINE, 
AND I’M PROUD OF IT

I’ve only got one answer for you: Western propaganda. 
Suck it. 

By 	PATTY KAYK
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Private health insurance is a big 
problem. It incentivizes doctors 
to recommend expensive, elec-
tive procedures to their patients 
in order to recoup more of the 
coverage costs. 

Take what happened to me over 
winter break, for instance. 

I was at home, trying to look 
sharp for Mr. Claus by getting 
a pre-Christmas mani-pedi and 
dental cleaning. Moseying into 
the dentist, I told the reception-
ist that I was there for a routine 
checkup. The moment I said 
routine, she quivered in her 
chair. Her condition worsened, 
becoming progressively more 
ill, convulsing on the floor and 
muttering nonsensical expres-
sions about fluoride like a 
madwoman. She murmured one 
almost inaudible phrase to me: 
“routine is death,” before she 
died right there on that cheap-
ly-carpeted floor that stank of 
mothballs. 

Was I hallucinating or had this 
horror really transpired before 
my very eyes? 

I played Wordle in the waiting 
room for 20 minutes to occupy 
myself. Finally the hygienist 
escorted me into the dentist’s 

PRIVATE HEALTH INSURANCE
office, letting me know with a 
cackle that the dentist would see 
me momentarily. 

The dentist rushed into his of-
fice, exclaiming “I hear you’re 
in for a routine checkup, eh?” I 
told him I was. “Yes,” I replied. 
“Well, it’s your lucky day” he 
said “because we just checked 
your vitals, and due to your 
small heart rate we’ll have to 
operate on you right away.” 

I was confused by this shocking 
revelation. “I’m confused by this 
shocking revelation,” I told the 
dentist. 

“Just last week I went to the 
doctor, and she told me that ev-
erything looked normal.” “That 
so?” the dentist replied. “Well in 
any case I have to operate. Open 
your mouth so I can coat your 
teeth with mud-tinted fluoride 
polish. That way I’ll cure your 
heart rate issue.”

 I was appalled at what I just 
heard. “I’m appalled at what I 
just heard,” I said.

 “You should be sued for mal-
practice, you quack. You never 
even tested my vitals in the first 
place, and further a heart rate 
can’t be small, it can only be 

fast or slow.” “You don’t think 
I know that,” the doctor replied. 
“I did graduate from a reputable 
academic institution after all” 
he said with a chuckle and then 
pointed to the diploma on his 
wall on which was printed, in 
chicken scratch,  “Graduate of 
the Phoenix University Cosmetic 
Institute. Major with distinction: 
Root Canals. Minor: Root Beer 
Floats.” 

Scrambling out of my chair, I 
sprinted past the dentist who was 
busy sharpening his 
serrated steak knife in prepara-
tion for the operation. Watching 
me exit the building, he called 
out “you can run, but you can’t 
hide” in a blood-curling chuckle. 

The next week I got slapped 
with a bill from my insurance 
company for $1000. They said 
they wouldn’t pay for a full 
teeth-removal elective proce-
dure because the FDA hadn’t yet 
finished its study analyzing the 
long-term effects of this 
operation.

By 	RANDY BEANS
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By 	FEMALE WRITER

COURSE REVIEW

Absolutely not. Even though I am one of the lucky ones to have made it out, I 
bear the burden of all those left behind. My shoulders were once strong but they 
are cracking under the weight. I beckon to you, dear reader: heed my words. 

The first two meetings of this are weakly disguised as a collaborative effort to 
debate the two theories surrounding the class topic and reach a joint conclusion 
about which one is most accurate. In this hellish dimension Professorson has 
created, how you choose to jab at the flow of spacetime has no effect on 
Professorson’s truth. You are a passenger on a zero-destination bullet train and 
Professor Professorson is your conductor. The ending is always the same, and it’s 
always doomsday.

You will be dragged along into a semester’s worth of reading, papers, and 
discussions all engineered to bolster a theory you do not even believe. It’s like 
the government, and how it oppresses people sometimes. Except this time the 
government is not the government, it’s your professor… who, by the way, is a 
music professor, for some reason. 

Feedback on papers by Mr. Music consists of red strikethroughs that replace 
words and phrases with synonymous words and phrases. My final grade of an A- 
instead of an A is due to the fact that I am not a technicolor avian that sits atop 
Professorson’s shoulder, whose artificially selected purpose is to regurgitate his 
personal theories and anecdotes.

Even as a “mega loser with no friends,” I have never felt so outcasted in an 
academic environment. Perhaps it is because I am not a humanities major, so 
I am unfamiliar with the flattery and facetiousness required to succeed in the 
classroom, but it was jarring to say the least. My mouth is too full of pride, 
self-respect, and other things that prevented me from suckling at the teet of my 
Professor for milk that is nearly a century old. 

I will always remember this: we read about archaeological performance theory 
for homework. What the fuck even is that. Take two shots and try to guess what 
that even is without...

Baby’s First Scientific Theory (Fall 2022)
AB&C 030 Professor Professorson Section 1
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