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Mark Makers

Gaucho Marks is UCSB’s premier humor conglomerate 
dedicated to the publication of satirical content for 
the web and a biannual print magazine. Our work is 
predicated on the belief that comedy is integral to a life 
well-lived. Student Health has called us “An essential tool 
for curing hangovers, along with a balanced breakfast.” 
Lighten up, settle down with us, and watch your 

problems magically disappear. 

All articles, photos, comics, symbols and spaces between 
letters are entirely fictional and intended for humorous 
purposes. Any references to actual persons, living or dead, 
as well as actual entities and institutions are not ground-
ed in fact; all narratives here written were invented in the 
minds of people who believe that they are smarter than 
and superior to the aforementioned persons, entities and 
institutions. Some people were harmed in the process of 
making this magazine. All published Gaucho Marks mate-

*fart noise*
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al, in print and online, is the property of Gaucho Marks 
Magazine and cannot be reproduced without the express 
permission of the Editor in Chief, who will more than 
likely be zenned out from meditating and therefore grant 
permission in a delirious state of goodwill. Gaucho Marks 
Magazine is not affiliated with the University of Califor-
nia system or its affiliates, or the affiliates of its affiliates, 
or anybody who has ever stood on the gilded floor of the 
Regent’s office.Disclaimer
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Flute in the park... 
is best at dark.

...gets really upset 
when he runs out of 
dryer sheets.

The Suz abides.
What Kanye said 
wasn’t that bad.

...is wanted for felony 
tax evasion. Her current 
whereabouts are 
unknown.

Yeast infection 
since 1996.

...twisted his ankle 
playing piano.

“How do you take 
criticism?”
I hate it.

Guided by the light.

Suzanna
Caroline

Karsten

Emily

Lauren

Rebecca

Sandra Jonathan Brandon

Ryan

Bed & breakfast. (I don’t 
operate one, they’re just 
my favorite things.)

Miles

...is as Miles does.

Ricardo

Killer of money, 
time, and good 
french fries.

Staff Bios Letter From the Editor
Hello? Hello?? … Is this thing on? My friend’s dad picked up the trombone 
during his midlife crisis. That was a brilliant move. I bet it was something he told 
himself he was going to do over the years until, at 50, he realized life doesn’t go 
on forever and he still hadn’t done it yet. So he got in his car, drove to the music 
store, bought a trombone, and started to play it. Bonus: his whole family is also 
reminded each day of this great truth (mortality) while listening to him practice 
major scales in the guest room (on the trombone). Some people can’t afford to 
have a midlife crisis. Some people buy themselves a fancy car. 

My quarter-life crisis is going pretty well. I abandoned my career direction 
in pursuit of a new, yet-to-be-fully-determined one. I also started dating some-
one three and a half years younger than I am. He is way better than a Ferrari.

This magazine that you are holding in your hands (or reading on your new-
age, light-up technology) is beautiful. It represents hours of work, gallons of 
creativity, and hundreds of laughs. Hundreds. Twice a week (sometimes more) 
the people who make this magazine get together in a room to write jokes. They do 
this whether or not anyone will ever read the jokes (they probably won’t). They do it 
because jokes make life better. Jokes communicate one’s point of view. Jokes uncover truth. The writers and editors of Gaucho 
Marks toil in obscurity because humor is light, light is measured in lumens, and humans love lumens (conversion: 1 humor = 106 
lumens). Thank you for making it less obscure, though. Please keep reading.

Working on this magazine has been my privilege. Getting to know the people who create it has been fantastic. I would like to 
thank them individually.

Rebecca: Thanks for: cinnabread on trivia night, hosting us at the Co-op (every time), your happy heart, openness, and occasional snarkiness. I appreci-
ate, more than I could ever tell you, the work you put into this magazine. Gaucho Marks was greater for your words and ideas.

Karsten: You are maybe the only-known instance of objectively perfect aesthetics. Thank you for your thoughts, which are always humbly delivered but 
insightful as hell. Same goes for your jokes. Thanks for being an editing wizard (no, thank God). Thanks for beers at Woodstocks. Thanks for beers at 
Pizza My Heart. 

Sandra: Thank you for your wild joy and wild heart. You are a true chaotic-neutral. Thanks for inviting me to revel in life with you. Thanks for your 
artistic eye and hilarious, absurd writing. I will never forget your laugh, nor your ass. Dear lord, that ass.

Lauren: Great overalls. Great smile. You are the glue that keeps this family together. Thank you for your effort and wisdom and energy and intelligence. 
You have great instincts, which I needed and valued. Your sense of humor is full of joy but has a phenomenal edge. The magazine is in very capable hands.

Caroline: Dublins! Helping ourselves to a little leftover cinnamon sugar on the plate (fingerlickin’ good). You radiate positivity and you tell the best 
stories. You are our resident Instagram goddess. You have, like, 4 jobs but were still consistently there, organized, funny. I’m behind Kanye, too.

Brandon: Holy hell, Brandon. There is no one like you. What I would give to live just one day in that marvelous, mad, brilliant mind of yours! Hear me 
out… your volumes of writing, our late-night library and annex sessions – they kept me going. Neither of us knew that Fresno is just as far from the Bay 
as it is from Santa Barbara. I adore you.

Ryan: Thank you for broadening my horizon. Our advisor compared you to Samuel Beckett, and she has a PhD, so she would know. I value your belief 
in your vision and commitment to your craft. And to answer your question, no, I don’t really listen to EDM.

Emily: Thank you for diving in, for going up to bat, and for the Hail Mary pass... (I’m out of sports metaphors). Your writing is sharp and witty. Your 
approach to collaboration is balanced and constructive and perceptive. Gaucho Marks counts its lucky stars to have you on board. Thanks for helping me 
figure out what to do with my college degree.

Jonathan: Your throwaway stuff is gold... you’re throwing away gold, you idiot. You are dynamic in the room and make the writing measurably better. 
You’re fluent in this stuff – you find the joke immediately, and can articulate it. You bartend and wear a subtle chain, therefore you are cool. Thanks for 
finding yourself in Asia so I could have this job.

Miles: Thanks for being a comedic genius. There, I said it. Where do you come up with this stuff? Who taught you to walk like Charlie Chaplin? Thanks 
for helping me with jokes. I know you’re a bigshot radio producer/manager now, but I’m always happy when you remember the little guy. You rock, 
heh. *dabs*

Ricardo: PE was really fun together this year!! HAGS.

Thank you for your friendship and for laughs (I needed them).

From, [your pal] Suzanna
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one such person. As a result, he began 
avoiding himself, and slipped into a previ-
ously unknown area of space and time that 
has, in the ensuing period, been termed 
the Liminal Social Paradox Zone, or, col-
loquially, the Wong Fuck Up Place.

The nature of Wong’s current condition 
has not been without controversy. In a 
statement released by the Philosophy 

department, it was characterized as “the 
logical endpoint of the modern individual 
who, robbed of even the faintest solipsistic 
tether by the current national atmosphere 
of hauntological capitalism, finally rejects 
the very concept of the self. Basically, this 
Wong kid is really, really deep, and you plebs 
just wouldn’t get it. Also, did we mention 
that we watch Black Mirror? You probably 
wouldn’t get that either.”

Conversely, the Physics department has been 
openly critical of the Philosophy depart-
ment’s metaphysical interpretation, and 
responded to this statement by collectively 
making a loud fart noise with their mouths, 
dabbing, and riding away on their electric 
skateboards. 

Despite heated arguments, 
neither side has suggested 
any methods for attempting 
to remove Wong from the 
WFUP, as both agree that 
one fewer tabler at the Ar-
bor wouldn’t be the worst 
thing in the world. 

The University community is still reeling from an 
incident that occurred last week in which sopho-
more Dustin Wong, while tabling at the Arbor, put 
headphones in and began ignoring himself. 

Eye witnesses say that Wong had spent most of the 
afternoon in question waving a clipboard around, 
aggressively holding accidental eye contact, smiling 
with just a little too much teeth, and generally 
proving to be a shining example of the kind of bor-
derline sociopathy required to table at the Arbor. 

This workaday routine was interrupted at approx-
imately 2:53 PM when Wong received a link to a 
YouTube video from a friend. It was at this point, 
during a momentary lapse in judgement, that he 
put in his headphones. 

“I had no idea that he would try to watch it right 
then and there,” said Quinn Buckler, 
the friend who sent Wong the video. 
“Jesus, if I had known what he would 
do, I would’ve just kept it to myself. I 
mean, it was this really funny collec-
tion of old Vines that he, like, needed 
to see. But still.” 

Upon putting in his headphones, Wong 
invoked the time-honored method 
of ignoring people with clipboards while walking 
through the Arbor. Unfortunately, that day, he was 

Student in Arbor Holding Clipboard 
Accidentally Puts in Headphones, Avoids Self
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Scientists Reveal 33% of Dogs Are Gay, Not That 
There’s Anything Wrong With That

Below is a letter addressed to the public from a controversial research team in California:

Dear Reader,

This is a team of scientists. Unlike most scientists, we are heavily political and socially motivat-
ed. We have recently discovered that roughly 33% of dogs are full-blown gay and 0% of people 
should have anything wrong with that. Homosexual behavior is not unusual for countless other 
species, which raises an important social question for our team: if thousands of species on this 
planet practice homosexuality, why is there only one that practices homophobia? 

We ask our readers how they would feel being bul-
lied for something they couldn’t control. What right 
does anyone who is not a gay-dog have to judge?

Our research indicates that a substantial amount 
of dogs sneak out of their homes at night to be 
gay with other dogs in the neighborhood (which 
is 100% fine). Additionally, chemical tests have 
revealed coconut sea salt hairspray in 98% of the 
dogs’ fur (which is also fine). 

Gay dog marriages are an important next step for 
our country and congressional lawmakers have 
responded indifferently to our letters with hateful 
rhetoric like, “they’re just dogs” and “we’re too busy 
to hold a town hall about dogs.” Unreal.

Our team has been criticized as “too politically extremist” to practice science, but the reality is 
we know what’s right and if the Republicans can’t handle it, they’re homophobes. 

Please refer to our catalog for more biased scientific publications like these:

“Black-Hole’s Lives Matter”
“White People Throw Out 63% More Leftovers Than Non-Whites”
“88% Probability That If We Find Extraterrestrial Life They Will Be Democrats”

From,

Scientists

33%

67%

Fig. 1
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Has LinkedIn link in his profile. His 
parents donated a building to the 
school and Cs get degrees. His bio 

is his frat house and you’re not sure 
which one is him because his photos 

are all of him and his brothers. 

His sunglasses are yellow and he got 
them for free at Warped Tour. Will call you 
“bro”. Doesn’t skip leg day. Literally only 

looking for hookups and people to watch 
the Maury show live with.

Owns seven different 
black Patagonia jackets. 
Will mansplain Infinite 

Jest to you. “Horse enthu-
siast.”

Mails his mom his laun-
dry and will take you to 
Applebee’s for your first 
date. 100% chance he 

is Asian. 

 White guy with dreads; stoner. Worried 
about your “aura”. Makes his own ineffec-
tive deodorant. Will shame you for drink-
ing alcohol but does designer drugs. “I’m 

not religious, I’m spiritual.”

White guy who’s trying to be 
a rapper. Talks about himself 
in the third person. “Looking 
for a ride or die. Follow me 

on SoundCloud.”

His only picture is a Sponge-
Bob meme. “Swipe right for a 
good time.” Friends acciden-

tally left him at Great America 
once. He’s still waiting.

The UCs as Guys You 
Meet on 

UC SANTA 
BARBARA

UC BERKELEY
UCLA

His idea of  cooking is making jungle 
juice. His body is 50% buffalo chicken 

cheese fries, 50% yerba mate. Has 
a surfboard in 3 of his pictures but 

doesn’t know how to surf. Texts and 
bikes.

His favorite word is “problem-
atic.” Buys hemp milk with his 
mother’s credit card. Has his 

Myers-Briggs results in his bio. 
35.3% chance he is Asian.

UC MERCED
UC RIVERSIDE

UC SAN 
DIEGO

UC SANTA CRUZ

UC DAVIS

In an alarming new study published by 
the Harvard Underground, it has been 
revealed that 85% of heterosexuals do not 
know how. This may come as a surprise 
to some readers; however, the evidence is 
irrefutable. Says René Haversolm, “When 
sexual preference is taken into account 
using Bowie’s 
spacial-color 
theory, it truly 
is astounding 
that 85 per-cent 
of heterosexuals 
fail every time.”  
Of course, 
it may seem 
obvious (to the 
Queer com-
munity) that 
this particular 
theory, whose 
primary em-
pirical support 
draws from 
roughly 96% 
of David Bowie’s work, was a major part 
of HU’s study. Yet, as with most obvious 
things, the idea was taken for granted. In 
effect, it was underestimated for decades 
just how clueless heterosexuals are. 

Another, more ancient idea that surpris-
ingly went unmentioned in the Harvard 
Underground study is the Old Norse 
aesthetic, glitrað, which is also reflected 

in the Ancient Greco-Egyptian powder, 
λάμψη. A variant of  this was seen 
in the queer Berlin nightclubs during 
the 1920s and ’30s. Any self-respecting 
homosexual today would of course have at 
least a rudimentary understanding of this 
aesthetic concept, yet to an overwhelm-

ing amount of 
heterosexuals, the 
concept is foreign. 

It is upsetting, yes, 
but in a growing 
world it is down-
right dangerous 
that such a large 
amount of hetero-
sexual-identifying 
people are clueless 
to such a poignant 
reality. This is 
perhaps the reason 
why the Harvard 
Underground 
is attempting to 

create a force of educators on the subject. 
Says Hernando Bãez Halfdæne, “It is of 
essential necessity to a global sense of 
vitality that queer professors start edu-
cating potential heterosexuals about what 
is right in front of them, yet that they 
nevertheless are trained not to see.” It can 
only be hoped that the ominous number 
85 does not increase, lest a repeat of the 
Event be repeated.

85% of Heterosexuals 
~Don’t Know How~
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D

HUNCHBACK OF STORKE 
TOWER

 
 
 
 
 
 

This deformed man lives inside 
Storke Tower and rings the bells 
every hour. He is the reason 
that Storke Tower is off-limits 
to students. A UCSB professor 
claimed she spotted his shadowy 
figure late one night, but 
“administrators” said it was “just 
a student with a large backpack.” 
Smells like a coverup to me.....

SENTIENT HALF-EATEN 
FREEBIRDS MONSTER 

BURRITO
 
 
 
 
 
 

One dark night a plastered YAL 
member was eating his burrito in 
the Starbucks bathroom when it 
dropped through his thigh-less legs 
and into the toilet. The burrito then 
sprouted beady eyes and spindly 
limbs and crawled out of the toilet 
at midnight. This cryptid bites at the 
ankles of drunk sorority girls who 
wander too far from the 65 block.

KILLER DUCK
Belligerent ducks are well-
documented in these parts. Many 
people who supposedly move out 
of Isla Vista are actually murdered 
by a local duck. But naysayers will 
tell you that the rumors of the killer 
duck are untrue, and this cryptid is 
just a very aggressive seagull.

GIANT EYEBALL 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Some Isla Vista residents have 
reported seeing a giant eyeball in 
the sky late at night. The eye has 
been spotted EVERY MONTH 
of Isla Vista’s recorded history. 
All of the reporters have been on 
LSD, mushrooms, or mescaline 
during the sightings. 

ALGAE MONSTER 
The ““administration”” firmly denies that anything lives in the Campus 
Lagoon algae. However, anonymous biology majors who aren’t afraid to 
tell the TRUTH say that blooms form when the monster feeds before a 
hibernation. Tread carefully, or you could be its next meal. The foul smells 
that waft off the lagoon, they tell me, are its sleep farts. 

RADIOACTIVE RACCOON 
 
 
 
 
 

 
A local raccoon became radioactive 
after it consumed an entire can of 
garbage and a liter of jungle juice 
from a Delta Tau Chi frat party. 
True believers have seen it running 
through Isla Vista at night, glowing 
faintly. It probably survives by 
eating students’ homework. 

There are hundreds of largely unknown animals living in Isla Vista, but I bet you’ve never heard of any of them. That’s because so-called SCIENTISTS in 
cahoots with the ESTABLISHMENT, aka THE UC REGENTS, have conspired to keep them secret. But I will be silenced no more!!! Here are just a few 

of the cryptids you can find in Isla Vista..... if you open your mind.....

Spring 2018 | 1110 | Gaucho Marks
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It seems like just yesterday the world was watching Dr. David Dao being bravely dragged down the aisle of 
the United Airlines wide-body aircraft, Flight 3411. You know the one. The incident went viral one year ago this 
April when a video appeared on the newsfeed of every addictive, clickbait social media site and app that wastes 
uncountable hours of work the US labor force is never going to get back. But, as quickly as he appeared, the 
enigmatic figure at the center of United’s second worst-ever PR nightmare vanished from the public eye, his 15 
minutes ostensibly spent.

The one lingering, burning question left us is this: Where is David Dao now?

We found him. Earlier this week, Dr. Dao was in fact sunbathing poolside on the roof of his Beverly Hills estate, 
perusing a magazine on his tablet. He seemed calm, even serene in the bright, smog-filtered Los Angeles sunlight. 
He was scantily, but tastefully clad in a Versace thong, sun protection hat, and thick gold chain bearing a cross 
with the engraving, “God Alone Will Judge Me” in cursive script along its length.

The following is an excerpt of our conversation:

Dr. David Dao: Please sit down. 
He gestured to a chaise lounge chair next to his that could have been in Kubrick’s A Clockwork Orange. 
DDD: I got this at a Kubrick auction. It was in A Clockwork Orange. 
Gaucho Marks: Thank you.
DDD: Can I get you anything to drink?
GM: Oh, like, water or…? Herbal tea? Haha…
He regarded me for a moment, exuding a quiet cool in the face of my flustered stupidity. With an air of brisk certainty, he waved 
at me to indicate that he had it under control, then pushed the button of a small intercom that rang until a voice answered.
Alfred, from Batman: What can I get you, sir?
DDD: Two piña coladas, Alfred.
His confidence took me off guard.
GM: What are you reading?
DDD: ‘Gaucho Marks: The Pseudoscience Issue.’ It’s a humor and satire magazine based at the University of 

Where Are They Now: United Guy
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California, Santa Barbara. It’s damn good.
GM: Thank you. If it’s okay with you, we’d love to start with that infamous day in April aboard United Flight 
3411. You know the one. What happened? Thank you.
At this, he nodded solemnly. His eyes unfocused, gazing on some dull horror far away, long ago.
DDD: I was in Saigon when it fell in ’75. Entire cities burned... but what happened on that plane scared me 
more than I have ever been before. They knocked me unconscious. They knocked out both of my front teeth in 
front of the world. That day I had been flying home to Kentucky from Chicago. I was there on business – I had 
been wrapped up in some stuff I don’t want to get into. That’s not who I am anymore. But it gave me a way out of 
the game, and I’m grateful for that.
At this point the drinks arrived and he took a long, contemplative sip from his piña colada. The train of his sunhat flapped 
softly in the breeze.
GM: Let’s talk more about that. How has your life changed since that day?
DDD: A year ago, I was seeing Benjamin on the side but couldn’t commit to him because I was married. He 
looked over at the infinity pool that stretched out before us and smiled at a man in sunglasses and a speedo lying on an inflat-
able flamingo. My medical career was at a complete dead end, I was swimming in debt, and my kid wouldn’t talk 
to me.
GM: And now?
DDD: Uncountable blessings. His eyes misted and he smiled softly. I wrote a book. I’m going to be on the ‘Dancing 
With the Stars: United Fuck Ups’ season. I married Ben the day after the settlement with my wife went through. 
We flew to Aruba for the honeymoon (on Southwest). Frank Gehry came out of retirement to design this place 
for me. He pointed downward at the mansion below his feet. I’m working on a new documentary with Joaquin Phoenix 
about fame and virality. My kid still won’t talk to me, though.
With each sip, he looked sexier. I had never been so attracted to another man, and I’m a woman.
GM: Do you work out?
DDD: Alfred moves my body for me while I’m under anesthesia. Sometimes I wake up and tell him my dreams. 
He’s under contract to listen, and also to fellate me.
I felt a pang of jealousy toward Alfred.
GM: How has fame been for you? Do people recognize you on the street?
DDD: Actually, that part is not so great. You know how fans quote popular lines from movies back to actors 
when they see them? I got famous for that video, so people beat me up almost every time I fly now.
GM: So how much did they give you?
DDD: A lot. I’m glad it wasn’t Delta.

An Open Letter: Resident Rain God on Strike, IV Locals Remain Oblivious
 
I’ve had it with complaints about the drought. Where do you think rain comes from? Do you 
think it just falls from the sky? Someone painstakingly collects evaporating water molecules 
every single day, crafts them into clouds, and coaxes those clouds to rain.

There are more than 20,000 gods, demigods, nymphs and goddesses that make up the Amer-
ican Federation of State, County and Municipal Deities Local 3299 who work every day to 
keep this campus running. Students like to think that they’re “woke,” and they’re “down” for 
social justice, but when it comes “down” to it, which of you came out to march? Bad energy.

People have been calling me a hypocrite. They say, “Oh, Zeus, where the hell were you? We 
didn’t see rainclouds at the march, you hypocrite.” I wasn’t there because I didn’t want to 
rain on their parade. Read the room, people. I did.

You can’t be a good person and never act. Hanging out with Aergia at a party one time taught 
me that... wow, was that a drag. Also, I, Zeus, will be voting Yes on Measure R on June 5th. 
Aergia will be at home, illegally streaming KUWTK and downloading a car. Where will you be?

 *thunder sounds, lightning, etc.*
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IV1 landlords have collectively decided to 
include a clause in their leases requiring 
their tenants to pay them tributes. 

Many residents are complaining that this 
new addition to their leases is “unclear” and 
“unfair.”

The clause is as follows:
 

“I don’t even recognize what language it’s 
written in,” said IV resident Carly Swin-
ston. “But my landlord told me it entitles 
him to 1/10 of my groceries. He comes 
by every week and just takes them.”

For tenant Caleb Mills, the situation is 
a little more serious. “I recently started 
dating someone. We were hanging out last 

night, and my landlord burst in and told us 
he was there to claim jus primae noctis.2 
I begged my girlfriend not to do it, but 
she just said, ‘Sorry babe, it’s part of your 
lease.’”

Other reports have included forced 
gift-giving, extra payments for the right 
to park your medieval vehicle3 in IV, and 
(in the case of James Gelb) residents being 

forced to serve on their landlord’s legal 
defense team.

1Isla Vista, CA
2Google.com
3horse

Tenants Forced to Pay Tribute to 
[Land]Lords

  “Beowulf maþelode, bearn 
         Ecgþeowes: Hwæt. þu worn 

fela, wine 
min Unferð, beore druncen 

ymb Brecan spræce, 
              sægdest from his siðe. 

Soð ic talige, 
              þæt ic merestrengo 

maran ahte, 
           earfeþo on yþum, ðonne ænig

 oþer man.
              Yðure scræwed lðl, Beowulf yæh

              Wit þæt gecwædon 
cnihtwesende 

              ond gebeotedon wæron
 begen þa git 

              on geogoðfeore þæt
 wit on garsecg ut 

            aldrum neðdon, ond þæt 
geæfndon swa. 

               Hæfdon swurd nacod, þa 
wit on sund  reon, heard on

 handa; wit unc                     
              wið hronfixas werian 

þohton.”

Local IV Landlord

Phone Rings
 
“Hello?”
“Eric, is that you?”
“Yes, Grandma.”
“What?”
“Yes, Grandma.”
…
“Eric, it’s your grandmother on the 
phone, can you hear me?”
“Grandma, yes. I’m here.”
“Eric? It’s your grandmother.”
“Yes, I’m here!”
“Oh heavens, there you are! Why were 
you so quiet? Is everything okay?”
“I’m fine Grandma, it was just the phone 
servic-”
“Eric, if you’re not feeling well you can 
always come to us. I’m serious. You can 
come right home from that school and stay with your grandfather and I if you don’t 
feel well.”
“Thank you, Grandma. I’m really doing okay.”
“Good.”
…
“Did you have something you wanted to talk to me about?”
 “Yes. Would you like a fold-out chair? Your grandfather and I got a very good deal on a 
chair at a second-hand store.”
“Oh, that’s okay. Thank you very much, but you guys should keep it.”
“Are you sure? It won’t take long. We can ship it tomorrow and it will be there in 22 
business days.”
“That’s very sweet, Grandma. It just seems like a lot of work for a fold-out chair since 
you guys live in Wisconsin.”
“Nonsense. We’ll have your cousin Michael drive us to the post office. Your grandfather 
will box up the chair, tape it, pay for it, laminate it, reinforce it, send it, and Michael 
will drive us home.”
“Well, if you guys are sure, then... why not? I’d love a fold-out chair. Thank you.”
“Marvelous. One more thing before you go. Pastor Mark was wondering what church 
you’re attending up at school?”
…
“I’m sorry, what? I think you’re cutting out.”

Grandma Wants To Know If  You Want This 
Fold-Out Chair
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Orgasmic Sex Positions
that will blow those with small penises away
In our search for justice (read: an orgasm, or at the very least a sexual partner) 
for those with small penises, we watched voyeuristically while pairs of strang-

ers, both young and old, stimulated each other. All in the name of science.

16 | Gaucho Marks

1

The 69th Floor

3

The Seeing-Eye Dick

2

Package Delivered

5

The Vegan Option

4

The Primal Instinct

6

The Karen

7

G H O S T E D

Bring in that buff guy from 
down the hall to perform 
on your behalf. Pro tip: 
work the iPod to stay 
involved!

Buy a Dummy’s Guide to 
Motion in the Ocean on 
Amazon. Select “This pur-
chase is a gift” to conceal 
your package’s contents 
(even though your package 
is already concealed, am I 
right?).

Select a lady with no feel-
ing in her vagina and bad 
eyesight. Proceed normally 
from there.

Invite a lady to lay spread 
eagle on the bed while you 
take a running start at her. 
Be sure to aim and stick 
the landing! Repeat until 
orgasm or injury ensues.

Find a lady who’s not so 
judgmental, KAREN. Espe-
cially when it’s your own 
birthday, KAREN.

Fashion a makeshift penis 
out of a vegetable and 
attempt a bait-and-switch.

Sorry, the rest of the tips 
aren’t in yet. At least, that’s 
what your girlfriend just 
told us.

  @Illustrations by
   LUCIMACARONI

It’s day 47 and I have yet to do any of my 
laundry. My hamper is filled with panties 
that only perverted men from Craigslist 
would want to see. Cum stains, skid 
marks, and period panties galore. No, I 
will not throw any of them away. And no, 
I will not buy any new underwear. 

I’ve been going commando in the mean-
time. It’s a tough life, but wearing skirts 
without any underwear is a sensation all 
women must experience. I’m addicted to 
the feeling of the itchy upholstery of the 
bus seats on my ass. I’m addicted to the 
wind blowing its sweet, sensual breath 
between my legs. And I’m addicted to the 
undeniable satisfaction of seeing my ass 
print when I get up from my seat in class. 
Going pantiless is the only way that I can 
survive.

But after a while, I began to miss the sup-
port and comfort that a nice pair of cot-
ton undies brings. I missed the stability. 

My therapist asked me, “Why can’t you 
just do your laundry?” 

“You stupid whore,” I said to her. “I pay 
you to listen to my dirty laundry, not to 
tell me to clean it.”  I laughed and slapped 
her on her ass. We still have a lot of work 
to do.               

I decided to go deep into the dirty 
panty abyss. Commando days are over. I 
grabbed my favorite pair of underwear, 
filled with all the filth your gynecologist 
warns you about. But ladies, turn that 
shit inside out and prevent the bacteria 
from making out with your pussy like DJ 
Khaled never would. 

I encourage all women to follow me on 
this journey. Turn your underwear inside 
out, expose the love stains, embrace your 
dirty thong as it caresses your ass crack! 

UPDATE: At press time the author was 
waiting in line at Student Health to treat 
a UTI.

Pro tip: Spray your brother’s AXE 
cologne inside of your favorite dirty 
knickers to increase your pheromone 
production. In the middle of getting 
down (intercourse), it can be confusing 
for him, but you can learn a lot about 
man when he’s confused.

When in Doubt, Turn Your 
Underwear Inside Out

When in Doubt, Turn Your 
Underwear Inside Out
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I walked into the meteorologist’s office, and I took a look around. She had a giant portrait of the 
weatherman framed above her desk. He was handsome, but below him, there was a computer that 
the meteorologist was staring at. It had a whole bunch of numbers, symbols, and patterns on it. They 
were all moving, and that made me dizzy, so I turned to the other side of the room. I saw a sofa with 
cushions on it, and they looked comfy. The sofa was in front of a beautiful flat screen television. It 
looked more beautiful than your average television, I had thought, because it was turned off, and that 
really highlighted the frame, which is the nicest part of a television, if you ask me. I don’t know why 
people even turn on televisions. I guess because of the remotes. The remotes make it easy. I walked 
over to the sofa and lied down on it.
 The meteorologist asked me, “Why are you here?” 
 I answered, “Well, I heard about you from my friends. They said they came in here to learn 
more about the weather. They were close to flunking out, and now they’re doing better in school. So I 
thought I’d see you too, because I get marvelous grades in the humanities, but I struggle with science.”
 She asked me, “What do you want to learn?”
 I answered, “What do most people want to learn?”
 She told me, “Some people who come to my office want to learn about how to deal with 
the variety of abrupt changes through which the weather cycles. Other people want to learn about 
the significance of specific weather-related events”.
  “Well I’m definitely the second type of person. Boy, do I have some strange things to tell 
you about,” I said. “A while ago, I saw this enormous cloud in the sky, and I watched it whiz right past 
me. I thought to myself, ‘Where is that cloud going?’”
 She interrupted me, and asked, “Would you like to know where that cloud ended up? I can 
tell you if you can remember the time you saw it”.
 “Not really,” I responded. “I was just surprised that it was moving so fast. I don’t care about 
where it was going”.
 Her eyes looked upward at the ceiling; I guess she saw something interesting, although I 
couldn’t see what it was. She brought them back down. “Have you seen anything else?” she asked.
 “Of course,” I said. “Yesterday morning, I saw a rainbow outside my window. I know, I 
know, a lot of people have seen rainbows. But this one was incredible because it hadn’t rained that 
day! I used to think that was impossible, but now I…”
 At this point, her eyes were real wide, so I knew I had impressed her, but she cut me off 
anyways. “That actually is impossible,” she said. “It must have rained while you were sleeping.”  
 “I am a heavy sleeper, so I guess that’s possible,” I admitted. “But you won’t be able to ex-
plain what I saw on TV today. They were showing live footage of some snowstorm in some mountain 
town, which was interesting to me because I’ve never seen snow in my life. And you know what? Not 
all snow is white! Some of it is yellow!”
 She reached into her desk and pulled out a pair of handcuffs, and I got excited while she 
was chaining me to the sofa. Then she turned on the TV. It showed a giant picture of the sun. She left 
the room without giving me any direction, so I just stared straight ahead.

I’m blind now.

North Acedia

The Eternal Word Search

What awaits you after graduation? Complete this 
maze to find out!

a job

25k in 
debt

travel

your own 
apartment

Congratulations, 
Graduate! 

Start here!

WORD LIST:

LOVE
HARMONY
CAPITALISM
RADIOHEAD
FLOWERS
DOT
REDISTRIBUTION
GENDER
SEX
BONER
WEALTH
ECOLOGY
IMMORTALITY
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a cartoon by Geoffrey Ulrich


