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Listen buddy, that tape is fucked. I see you struggling with that roll. Running your painfully low-cut fingernails 
along the plastic roll, searching vain for a seam. Something to grasp. An idea, a hope to hold on to in your des-
perate search for tape. I get where you’re coming from. But buddy. That tape is fucked. And so are you. 

Stop. There are tears in your eyes. Buddy, you can’t look for that tape to give you the closure you need. Your wife 
left you? Your husband left you? Your kid called up just to say “father/mother, every time you gave me a Christ-
mas present I felt nothing.” You’re looking for the closure in that tape. Something to hold your life together. To 
patch that torn paper hole in your existence. It’s not going to happen. 

My friend, please. You have to let go. That tape is fucked. And so are you.

Buddy, That Tape Is Fucked
By Max Eddy



Biff Loman turns down an athletic scholarship and remains at home after 
his father reveals his true identiy. And cuts off his hand.

Whiny Luke Skywalker’s adolescent romantic overtures are ruined when he 
finds out she is his sister. “I ruined her and furthermore can’t get rid of her.”

Old Ben Kenobi is Willy’s adventurous and lucky older brother. He is also 
dead.

Happy Loman: I don’t care what you smell. Get in there.

Ron, Hermione, and Harry drink butterbeer.

Willy: Biff Loman is lost. In the greatest country in the world a young man 
with such--personal attractiveness--got lost.
Han: I know.

Lando Calrissian owns a successful business and his son Bernard is a 
successful lawyer. And the internet thinks he might be a stormtrooper.

Garg Alums include such luminaries as Lawrence Kasdan and Arthur  
Miller. Attribute the following plot points to the appropriate GargAlum!

?
?
?

Who
Said
That

?
?



Dear Mr. President,
Every time I take a shit my genitals swell to the size of road kill. It doesn’t really 
bother me, but my girlfriend has started hinting that she’d be interested in a  
Cleveland Steamer (I get the feeling our relationship might hinge on it even), and 
I’m afraid what she might think of my soiled, rotting mammal.

Please advise!
Glenn

<<=====>>
Dear Glenn,
That’s understandable, that’s relatable, we’ve all been there, it’s true.

But you see when your opponent (and in this case that’d be your girlfriend, I don’t 
think anybody would argue with that) puts your back against the wall like that 
you’ve only got one choice: to declare unilateral military action against Iran.

Now your swelling genitals, that’s a lot like America, you see, and that shit your  
girlfriend wants you to take on her chest, that’s a lot like nuclear proliferation.

Now if you let shame or dignity stop you at this critical juncture it’s only a matter of 
time before that dirty bomb goes off and you’re left with egg on your face, shit on 
your shins, and a whole lot of religious fanatics ready to take you down to  
make a point.

Long story short, you’re gonna wanna take that dump in advance, affix a prosthetic 
ass to your posterior, and squeeze that pre-mixed, ready to go naughty pudding right 
on her.

Good luck and God bless,
POTUS

POTUS, Please Advise!
~Love Advice From the Most Powerful Man in the Free World~

By The Prez



I’m a five year old 
labradoodle.
These are my 
many interests.



Of all the Posses I ran with, the Insane Clowns drank the most soda and cared the least about my 
identity. When we were high, the Faygo flowed like the blood of our foes. When I was low, the 
think black and white pancake makeup masked my tears. Our days were filled with thrash rap 
and mud pits, and a man could give himself a piercing wherever he damn well pleased. It wasn’t 
too long before I drifted on to another town, another clown, another posse, but I have always 
remembered my time with the ICP fondly. 

Excerpt from The Juggalos and Juggalhighs 

“Danforth opened the door and screamed. The Thing coiled sickeningly, impossibly dark and 
emanating steam of cosmic potency. This was an Old One, at once foaming and solid, dry and 
moist, slowly rising out of the water and slopping onto the ceramic. Danforth’s screams echoed 
about the room, magnified and reverberating into infinity. The odourus cloud of It drove him 
to madness, a foul pestilence that awoke primordial memories of the Ancient Times. This was a 
great big shit, there was no question.”

Excerpt from The Short Stories of H. Pee Lovecrap

Gargoyle Literary Preview 2015
By the Ol’ NP



The Aviary Evaluation Project
Our research shows that birds continue to be birds, but they’re at risk of not being birds. We don’t know why. 
We’ll send you some charts that prove it this time, we promise. Please don’t cut our funding we need to look at 
birds you don’t fucking understand please doN’T LEAVE

The Web Frontier Project
We’d like to teach spiders responsive web design to accommodate different sizes and orientations of bedrooms. 
Including yours.

The “It’s Too Late to Anthropologize” Project
Studying humanity is useless. We’ve been studying anthropologists and are close to confirming that they are all 
useless. Help us stop anthropology before anthropology stops society.

The Fuck You Dennis Project
Our team of anthropologists is evaluating the legitimacy of Dennis’ stupid fucking project and our findings show 
that Dennis is a fucking prick.

The Cellular Personhood Project
The project is moving slowly, but we’re pretty sure cells are just really small people. They have weird little people 
hands and touch you on the inside.

The Broomball Kinesiology Undertaking
We’ve been playing broomball instead of doing more trivial things like going to class or breathing. We’re frankly 
amazed you haven’t cut us yet.

Updates From UM Research Projects In Need of Funding
By Mike McCrindle

	 “Whoa! My man! Wrap your lips around this fine cup of pinot and put your mind at ease.  
I got you! I got this tape! I got a spare roll in the subaru, but it’s not gonna come to that.  Kick 
back, throw on a blu-ray, let’s have a nice, cool time while I unfuck this tape.  Here we go, this is 
just like unfucking any roll of tape.
You want some rice crackers?  Need any pillows or anything?  When’s your wife coming over?

	 First step, find the fuck.  Spin this bad boy around and find the fuck. Ow! Tape cut! What 
the hell!  Sorry, no I’m cool, just gotta take it easy, think about Dilbert.  No.  Problem.  Okay, 
so here’s the fuck, now we’re gonna take out our father’s pocket knife and--whoops, dropped 
a knife.  Okay, pick up your father’s treasured pocket knife, brush it off the slip it under the--
FUCK.  I keep cutting my hands!  This sucks! I gotta get that FUCK-tape!
	 Daddy’s tryna get sticky.

Don’t Worry, Man, I’ll Unfuck This Tape
By BS Dad



Burgertime
A wide selection of hamburgers and cheeseburgers. The fries are ok.

Celeste
Tapas and light fare served in an intimate setting. A beautiful woman appears at your table and smiles. You’ve 
never felt so at peace. The restaurant is gone. You are in the empty lot off Jackson Road by the I94 onramp. Your 
Visa has been charged $200.

John Mormon’s Italian Experience
You enter to a never ending rain of spaghetti. Within, masked men spray you with marinara sauce from fire 
 hoses while meatballs are hurled from an upper mezzanine by cackling creatures. Gluten free pasta available.

Sweet Malignants
Nouveau Italian food brought in enormous quantities in a darkened room. You are alone, but you feel a great 
space around you. You don’t notice the small, childlike fingers slipping into your pockets and taking your money.

Penisman’s
A Germanstyle bierkeller offering a wide variety of human penises.

Quiznos DriveThru
A disused drivethru reimagined as a deli sandwich experience. Enter with your car and marvel as foamed  
mustard and mayonnaise are gently misted over your vehicle. Giant meat brushes sweep back and forth dramati-
cally. Upon completion, men rub down your vehicle with shammy bread cloths.

A Survey of New Restaurants in Ann Arbor
By Max Eddy





“These penguins are 
pried so low it’s almost 
criminal!”

Crazy Karl’s Articmart

“Vitalis--I’ll take two!”

It ain’t that hard, 
come on by!

Larry Skellington


