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—Letter From the Editor-
http://en.wikipedia.org/Michelle_ Kweon

Michelle Kweon, formerly known as “Mo” or “Mama Mo” in her freshman
year, is a Korean American writer and English major based in Santa Barbara,
California, best known for seeming like a bitch 24/7 even though she doesn’t
mean to and for interrupting herself constantly when she speaks. She cur-
rently holds the position of Editor-in-Chief of Gaucho Marks, a degenerate
creative crackhouse.

Biography

Kweon was born on she’s a Virgo in Los Angeles, California to a Korean
mother and father. She used to play music classically for 12 years which made
her miserable, and decided to disappoint her mother by forgoing a musical
career for a more financially viable path — the humanities.

Imprisonment (expand)
Scandals (expand)
Mental Illness (expand)

Michelle Kweon, obviously being a bad bitch

Career (collapse)
Gaucho Marks (2018-present)

Starting some time in Week 3 of the 2018-2019 fall quarter, Kweon joined Gaucho Marks. Formerly, she hadn’t been
part of any school organizations and refused to be part of anything she wasn’t particularly passionate about. To

her surprise, she found that she could funnel her creativity through Gaucho Marks even though she had no prior
experience writing satire. For an organization that has a rich history and produces sharp print issues, the energy of
the room was always super accessible and laidback, with witty and absurd cracks thrown around liberally. She was
energized and inspired from the first meeting, and also hadn’t written creatively in a few years. This was clearly a
rare opportunity to snag, especially when you're immersed in the rhythm of university.

Sometime in the school year, the Editor-in-Chief asked Kweon to be Editor-in-Chief of the upcoming school year,
AKA this school year. Kweon needed some time to think about it. But through her rumination, she realized that
she was thinking about her occupation in the role mainly through the lens of the wellbeing of the magazine and
not through the lens of assessing her own self-enrichment. Even though she does not have a completely accessible
personality and has trouble facilitating the pep necessary for maximum rallying, she was like fuck it I guess.

It’s been a bit wild so far. This quarter’s been an interesting adjustment period, and for someone that likes to operate
in solitude, she has really challenged herself in terms of sociality and administrative rigor. But the magazine’s
produced a remarkable amount of hilarious articles this quarter and the staft room has inspired her to trust others’
passion, creativity, and gumption. What a rare opportunity to collaborate with a bunch of motivated, creative people
in one space, which is apparently culminating in something exquisite — this print issue!

Personal Life

Kweon makes sandwiches for a little less than minimum wage, and will ask for a raise soon. She was on keto for like
six weeks and now she eats tomatoes like she wants to fuck them.

See Also

« Anti-social

« Eating like two dozen eggs a week

« Not wiping off eye makeup properly

& CRIME HAPPENED

\ BREAKING NEWS!

e WikiLeaks are in. Reports are flooding into our office.
ucho Marks can confirm, yes, positively, a crime did indeed
occur.

We estimate this incident occurred between 12:40 am to 12:10
am. Someone — perhaps a member of the community, perhaps
not — committed a crime. We can say with almost complete
certainty that the perpetrator was at least one human (being,
that is). Potential injuries — some possibly fatal — shocked
victims.

A transcript of an exchange between our reporter and one (or
maybe more) eyewitness(es) follows:

Gaucho Marks: Can you tell us what exactly, precisely might
have happened here?

Eyewitness (alleged): I, or someone I know (or someone I
don’t), saw or heard or smelled.

GM: Sounds confusing. Some say it all happened so fast. Care
to comment?

E:No

GM: Can you confirm that a crime did in fact occur?

E: Occurred in crime a fact. Must I say more? (It hurts).

GM: What actions did the police take?

E: I refuse or am unable to answer that question.

GM: Did you stop, drop, and roll?

E: I refuse or am unable to answer that question.

Police implied this eyewitness(es) could have been crucial to
the investigation. We at Gaucho Marks urge you to be safe.
It’s possible something similar to what might have oc-
curred could perhaps transpire again.

EDIT: the number of victims is unknown, however we
believe they do exist.

the scene of the crime
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Fill in the Blank:
Timely Warning

Aggravated Assault Report

This email is being sent to the campus community as a Timely Warning
regarding that occurred at am/pm at Sigma Pi fraterni-

yintsl visa. 1 N€ following is provided for
your pErsOnaL sAFeTy.

On , 2019 the UCSB Clery Coordinator received a report of one/
two/more??? really??? incidents of at a fraternity event/
mixer/“philanthropic effort” in Isla Vista on ,2019. The use of
these drugs/perpetration of violation/other is considered a felony/misde-
meanor/regular Tuesday night, per the Clery Act. The Clery Coordinator
has been made aware/shamed into acknowledging received information
that additional incidents may have occurred at other fraternity events in
Isla Vista. We are working with very rich people to gather more informa-
tion about these incidents and see how much leniency we can afford the
brothers.

If you have that might assist in the investigation or have informa-
tion about similar incidents, please contact the UCSB Police Department
at by shouting into the void, or report crime information anonymously at
don’t.com.

“PD” reminds the campus community of the following safety tips
and resources:

“Safety” “Tips”

If you start to feel concerns about a
person/situation, trust your instincts
and try to remove yourself as quickly as
possible from the bro/mountain.
Alcohol is frequently used to facilitate
sexual violence by reducing a person’s
ability to respond effectively, impair-
ing memory, and increasing feelings
of . When drinking, forget

a casual night out untethered by the terror of trauma! Consider your
surroundings, be aware of personal limits, and look after friends who
appear to be intoxicated/love big wildcats.

Never accept a drink from a guy wearing khaki shorts and/or a Vine-
yard Vines tee or leave a drink unattended.

If you start to feel ill or disoriented, seek help from friends or contact
emergency services for help. Do not, under any circumstances, seek
or accept help from a member of Sigma Pi fraternity, otherwise these
safety tips will be rendered counterproductive.

If you are going out alone, make sure that knows where
you are going, who you will be with, and when you expect to return.
Maybe have this person be your mother for once.

Perpetrators are responsible for crimes. Crime victims are never re-
sponsible for the behavior of perpetrators.

. If you see someone who appears

or unable to care for themselves, you should con-
sider it an emergency and act to support that per-
son. Call an Uber for them. Hold their hair while
they puke. Whatever. You can call the police or ask
for help from other people (e.g. non-SigPi mem-
bers), intervene directly if safe, or create a distrac-
tion to help remove the potential victim from the
situation. Perform a perfect rendition of Michael
Jackson’s Thriller dance routine. Yeah, just like that.
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Resources (like, actually though)

o The UCSB CARE office provides confidential support and advocacy to
students who have experienced sexual assault, relationship abuse, and
stalking. Call 805-893-4613 any time (24/7) for confidential help. CARE
website: wgse.sa.ucsb.edu/care.

o Information about UCSB’s policies and support resources for sexual vio-
lence can be found at: sexualviolence.ucsb.edu.

o The UCSB Police Departments CSO Safety Escort Program is a free ser-
vice provided to members of the UCSB community as a safe alternative
to walking alone at night. Call 805-893-2000 to request a CSO escort.

**UCPD encourages printing and posting of this Timely Warning for further
community notification. Yes, post this on Facebook. It makes us look like
we're doing something.**

WHAT IS THIS NOTICE?
In compliance with the , Timely Warnings are issued by the UCSB
Police Department when certain ( ) crimes occurring on campus

property, properties controlled by campus-affiliated organizations, or public
property immediately adjacent to campus are determined to be a serious or
continuing threat to the campus community. Timely Warnings are intended
to prevent similar crimes and to provide information that will assist commu-
nity members in protecting themselves.

In other words, this message is merely a formality. We're literally legally
obligated to send this. But don't worry, we won't do anything else remotely
helpful regarding this issue unless it gets enough social media coverage.

Manage your UCSB ALERTS contact settings at http://alert.ucsb.edu



10 | Gaucho Marks Fall 2019 11

Illuminati Maze Illuminati Maze: Answer Key

Find your way to the center of the maze (to the True™ and Real©

. ) : . ’
Secrets of the Illuminati$) while avoiding the acronyms!!! Give up already? You pathetic fucking loser?

[

/]

N [ \ \S \ A\
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Fuck it, Steal from the Arbor

Not nearly enough people
steal from the Arbor. If you think
about it, it’s not really stealing at all.
The university has taken our will to
live, our sanity, our time, and most
of all our money. Where does all
that money go? Do they expect us to
sit by and be milked like the meek,
docile cash cows we've become?
They need hundreds of thousands
of dollars from us just so we have
the privilege of sitting in lecture and
listening to a professor talk about

irrelevant bullshit. Thousands of dol-
lars a quarter aside, we have to pay hundreds for books, another hundred just to have access
to the homework, 50 cents a page to print essays we are required to write, fifteen dollars to
attend a required play, ten dollars to attend a required symposium here, a museum there,

a bus ride or a movie ticket or whatever horse shit they are feeding us this time around. T'll
be damned if I am going to pay 80 cents for a bluebook. You best believe I steal those shits.
Don't get me started on 30 cents for a scantron. The school has emptied my college fund,
charged me for the air I breathe, and now they raid my piggy bank for all the spare change I
was saving for the overpriced laundromat.

Are we expected to pay every last cent we and our families own to the powers that
be, all for the sake of something as worthless as a Bachelor’s in Liberal Arts? That pack of
gum belongs to me already. I will pay for the bag of chips, the bottle of Yerba, the bloated
pair of boiled eggs, package of wilted greens masquerading as nourishment, but when it
comes to the scantrons, the bluebooks, the candy, and the gum, I propose we all adopt my
philosophy. What are they going to do, arrest us all? We keep this circus running, we pay
their salaries, we perpetuate the infirmity of this institution.

I strongly recommend that everyone try sneaking a pack of gum or a small candy
bar into their sleeve at least one time. I promise: There. Are. No. Repercussions. The institu-
tion does not want us to know this, but that pack of gum is only there because we paid our
dues and then some. It is only fair and fitting that we take back what is rightfully ours. Don’t
think of it as “stealing” or “shoplifting;” think of it as “accepting reparations” for the hard-
ships we have endured as college students.

As you slip that pack of Jolly Ranchers Chews into your sweatshirt pocket, reflect
on all the emotional trauma you have experienced while enrolled at this school. Think about
the times you had to forgo sleep, bathing, eating, socializing and more for the sake of your
grades. Mostly, think of how you paid for that box of Jolly Ranchers with your blood, sweat,
and ample tears. You will come to realize that that box of Jolly Ranchers is more than paid
for, and from now on, you will act accordingly.

COMMERCIAL BREAK:
Zeta Theta Psi To Host “Harvey
Weinstein Movie Marathon” Fund-

In an effort to mend
troubling allegations
against certain fraternities
in Isla Vista, UCSB’S
Greek Life has announced an upcom-
ing fundraiser 'é dubbed The Harvey
Weinstein Movie = Marathon, that will be
held at the Isla pd Vista Theatre, December
13th.
“These recent - allegations do not rep-
resent what our & brotherhood stands for,
and I don’t think - anything encapsulates
our legacy more o— than the career of the
great Harvey '-:é' Weinstein,” said Lyon
Pack, President = of Zeta Theta Psi.

£
All of the profits X will go towards pro-
grams to raise A awareness among the
community about sexual assault and how it
can be prevented. =
Tickets for men ? , 4 L3 : — are $20, and women get
in absolutely free e X s 55 with drinks provided.
For men, drinks - 7 G S B 3 start at $10 a pop. Sigma
Pi will also be hosting a Bill Cosby

after party at
women of all ages and white males only.

their Frat House, inviting

“We want to show people how we go against the norm - we’re not your stereotypical Frat
house. We want to show everyone Zeta Theta Psi’s version of hospitality.”
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How to Get Out of a Tinder Hiking
Date for Dummies

Have you ever drunkenly swiped right on a
handful of locals during a rowdy Tuesday night
of Swipe Night, and somehow agreed to 3 differ-
ent hiking dates? Perfect. Before you whip out
your knock oft Lululemon leggings — because
let’s be real, if these guys can’t handle you at
your Forever 21, they don’t deserve you at your
Lululemon — it’s not your fault. You had one
hiking picture from 2017 on your Tinder profile
— everyone does!

Hella, you beautiful
nature goddess. Would you
like some Gatorade and

cock?

But let’s be real, that “hiking” picture was when
you went on a 9-minute jaunt up some begin-
ner level hills and got acai bowls afterward to
reward yourself. You just had to get a picture
to show off your #activelifestyle. But now your
fake outdoorsy persona has you fucked, and
not in the way you had planned. I know you
don’t want to wake up at 5:30 A.M to entertain
a physics major named Michael aka Mikey aka
MikesHardForYourLemonade, who thinks you're
craaaaaazy for doing shrooms once, and then suddenly get hit with instant regret,
and wish you just fucking slept in instead.

We got you. We value sleep. Just follow these 5 steps and you’ll get out of there sweat-
free, guilt-free, and risk-free.

Step 1: Block him.

Step 2: Hit up Bagel Café with your roommates instead.

Step 3: Live stress-free without the inconvenience of any man intruding on your life.
Step 4: Delete your Tinder and acknowledge that IV boys are a risk to your health.
Step 5: THRIVE.

For questions or concerns, please do not contact me; I'm busy getting out of 5 hiking
dates this week. But y’all can catch me at Bagel Caf!

Disclaimer: This tutorial does not protect you from STD’s. We are only responsible for getting you out of the hiking
part of the date. Everything else that follows is at your own risk. 'm here to “run” you through a step-by-step guide
on how to get out of these outdoorsy dates when all you wanted was to be sedentary and chill.

Woman in STEM Gets Private
Bathroom

UC SANTA BARBARA — The Californian public university has shattered the glass ceiling with
a ground-breaking decision made just two weeks ago: a woman in the STEM field has formally
received her own bathroom.

Prior to the momentous decision, the university was under fire for numerous incidents of alleged
sexual assault and harassment committed by the local Greek life community. Thus, after a long year
of deliberation in administrative meetings, the situation has calmed down enough to be continual-
ly ignored for a little while longer.

“I'm proud to be part of our community;” beams Dr. Calvin Klein, director of the chemistry de-
partment at the university. “Our department has certainly made history here today. No longer will
we have to remember the horrible things women go through in their lives, at least on this campus.
It’s a bit tiring now””

“Of course it’s just fantastic,” agrees Professor Bernard Smith, another male and an associate pro-
fessor in the physics department. “Women often face more difficulty in trying to achieve the same
level of respect that men possess in their fields, especially in the sciences. A private, isolated space
dismantles that barrier, allowing women a level of agency in their own actions that has never been
granted before”

As for the woman in question, she seemed overjoyed to the point of speechlessness; when asked
how she felt about her new private bathroom, she responded, “[OMG I love it! It’s totally not be-
cause it’s a regular women’s bathroom and I'm just the only woman in the building]”

*Some dialogue in this article has been edited for better clarification; harsh wording has been softened, and any
relevant solutions and/or questions were omitted.
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Lay’s Chip Flavor Review

@

please

Lay’s first introduced their “Do Us A Flavor” campaign in 2012, and it’s no coinci-
dence that Doomsday was also predicted to happen in 2012. Since then, Lay’s has
introduced new chip flavors that they had no right to bring into creation, such as
Everything Bagel with Cream Cheese, Cappuccino, and Caesar Salad. This cam-
paign has inspired people’s creativity for better and — I CANNOT STRESS THIS
ENOUGH — for worse. What a crazy world we live in, when you can invent the
next big chip flavor one day and run for political office the next!

Anyway, here are some more flavors that made a surprise appearance on grocery
shelves this chip season.

“4th Grade Dream Journal”
Tastes how pencil shavings and eraser bits smell. 6/10
“Shrek”
Entirely green in color. The bag has the lyrics to Smash Mouth’s smash hit
“All Star” as the list of ingredients on the back. 10/10
“Walking Into an Hour-Long Class 35 Minutes Late and then Dropping Your
Hydroflask”
Opening this bag is loud as fuck. The smell immediately fills the room to
remind everyone else that they don’t have chips and that you failed as a
person. 4/10

“Bourgeois”
Costs 2.5x more than any other bag of Lay’s. Similar in taste to Salt and
Vinegar Chips. 0/10
“The Sun”
Each chip is approximately 1.1 to 3 million Scoville units. Every bag comes
with a 37-page liability waiver from Lay’s Corporate. 1.1/10
“Christmas Spirit”
More specifically, the Ghost of Christmas Future. ¢/10
“La Croix”
This fried sliver of potato tastes like a lemon whispering “grapefruit” 2/10
“Pm Trying My Best”
Salty from tears, and let’s add some paprika because that’s fun to say. Try it.
5)/10
“Eminem”
Tastes like Mom’s Spaghetti. Do not eat on an empty stomach or before a
public speaking engagement. 7/10
“Class is Cancelled Email”
The bag is literally full of hope. And air. Mostly air. 8/10
“Movie Theater Floor Popcorn”
Smells like carpet. Tastes faintly and disturbingly of butter. You cannot
believe it’s not butter. 4/10
“3 AM Anxiety”
crunch. 3/10
“Phelps Printing Center”
The bag won't open unless you scan
the QR code on the front. 3/10
“Attendance in Lecture is Mandatory”
Each chip makes you wish that you
had bought another flavor. 0/10
“Beach Day”
Original Lays but with a fun surprise
of sand at the bottom of the bag!
And what's this, a sand flea? Crunch!
2/10
“A Single Right Airpod”
Best paired with “A Single Left
Airpod” flavor. 5/10
“Storke Tower”
Each chip is a bong. 12/10
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Resting Bitch Face:
Arbor Survival Guide

You've passed Pardall tunnel,
glided by the UCen, and are
currently approaching the right
side of Girvetz Hall. You're headed
towards the dreaded Arbor path,
and that daily dilemma starts to
conquer your inner monologue
once again - should you deny
a flyer? Or should you get lung
cancer?

Should you make the brave trek
through the Arbor, meekly doling
out “no, thank you™s like the little
bitch they now know you to be?
Or should you wind around the
path and cleave yourself to the front side of the library, inhaling secondhand smoke like the little bitch

you privately know you've become?

Did this hit too close to home? I get it. You’ve made it a habit to reduce yourself to the
private little bitch role, chest riddled with pollution, because at least you're left with an individual,

non-confrontational acknowledgement of your submission — whereas on the Arbor path, you have an
audience for your inferiority. But I urge you to lend me your ears (or eyes, I guess) for these next two
pages. If you walk, dress, and serve face like the fucking power top you never knew you could be, you
won't have to choose between these subjugations’.

So pep up, soldier, and put on some war paint. Don some dark clothes (or a wardrobe that
isn’t too inviting but is still provocative and individualistic so they understand that your individualism
renders you impervious to peer pressure’), slip in some earphones, and arm yourselves with these
tactics worthy of Sun Tzu’s® approval.

1.  Straighten your posture, and walk confidently.

Let me be clear: this is not a guide telling you how to hide. You can’t fucking hide. This is a tutorial tell-

ing you how to be frighteningly visible — hypervisible, if you will. What's scarier than someone who's
not afraid to be seen? Don’t hunch over and shuftle your feet. Tablers know exactly who to target, and
have pored through Machiavelli’s tactics to sniff out exploitative potential victims to slaughter their
BARC accounts for their own resumes’ benefit. But they are also potential subjects of intimidation, and
they will certainly divert their attention to an easier target if youre not cowering.

2. Look mean, and look ahead.

Think about all the things that make you wanna murder and let it show on your face. Not only should
you resist invisibility, but you should be incredibly visible, and sourly so. Look like the bitch that’ll ruin
someone’s day at the most minor inconvenience. Your eyes should feel like they’re popping out of your
head with how much spite you're projecting.

3.  Stomp.

Are you known for soft footsteps? Well then fuck you. This tip is less about volume and more about im-
pact. No one’s going to hear you stomp, but if you do, the visual effect’ll make you look bad as fuck. The
more bounce and destruction to your walk, the more likely they’ll skrrt to the side and just let you pass.
Whoss the little bitch now? Not you, you stomping madman.

4. Ifyou glance, glare.

So far, I've listed some ways to seem like an aloof, unapproachable HBIC, so acknowledging these de-
generate, signature-hungry tablers might seem like itd cheapen your efforts. So I guess I have to fucking
repeat myself. This guide is not about becoming invisible, and you are also not untouchable.

To rectify this dilemma of untouchability, you touch them (nothing weird or Title IX worthy, though).
This persona you're occupying isn't a lofty character and the Arbor is not your Broadway; it’s a dynamic,
organic one... one that requires a certain level of interaction and adaptive ability for this performance to
not be perceived as performative.

If your eyes lock with someone else’s, do not, under any circumstances, let your eyes light up with any
sort of bright curiosity or youthful wonder. Again, channel all your anxiety (that’s right, I know about
your anxiety) into resentment, into hatred, and let this attitude protrude through your piercing gaze and
give them the impression that they will immediately bleed
out if they even think about challenging you.

Eyes are the windows to the soul? Bitch, where? You are
not being penetrated by their desires. Instead, you are
penetrating them. Make them deepthroat your spite.

I hope this guide serves you well. If you have any ques-
tions, give a nickel to the nice man near the entrance of
Girvetz. We won't guarantee they’ll be answered.

*** DISCLAIMER: If you execute these tips badly, you’ll
look like a dumbass, thus making you approachable.

! This guide does not apply to CALPIRG. You can try
your best to stave them off, but you will never complete-
ly and/or consistently succeed. They’ll literally hide in
the bushes by Girvetz and ambush you, so they clearly
don't give a fuck

> WARNING: If you adopt a bright and fun wardrobe,
it might work against your favor. You will definitely be

invited to open mics

* He wrote Art of War you uncultured fuckhole
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You know that story in the Bible?
The one where Jesus gets his foreskin gently
peeled away by some old dude in a temple?
The one that certain unnamed artestes oddly
enjoy painting with a dutiful sense of zeal, and
later termed “blessed art”? The one where a
little baby is publicly circumcised on display
for all to see, despite already getting his name
from the day of his birth, contrary to Hebrew
tradition? Well, none of that’s relevant,
bhecause today’s poignant, widespread topic
oi discussion is centered around the more
obscure ritual of circoncisement.

Despite its titillating name, there
are physical difierences involved. Jesus may
have been crippled in the nether realm, but AS
oi the ASexual procreation of this document, it
feels like the neural region suifered a brutal
clipping oi the tweezers. In order to not cause
mass chaos in the streets of London, the formal
definition oi circoncisement iollows AS such: the circumcision of ideas. Snip, snap, snip,
snap, snip, snap. What’s leit? A shell. And within this hollow shell of a man lies a coiled
up ball of yarn from his cat, and a iew, unoriginal ideAS for a print issue article. His body
moves autonomously, disregarding the very sensation oi contemplation oi the words he’s
providing in recitation. The neurons in his brain are dilapidated like they’ve meditated on
some scary shit. His gIASses are broken like a sweaty (rip into a backwards ilip. His rhymes
are weak; he’s repeating words already: mom’s spaghetti. His leg...hAS heen swept.

Roaming the world in search oi meaning, he stumbles upon a piece of paper.
Glancing at his brethren, equally empty in nature, he picks up the paper. Without inspi-
ration, his primal urges supersede his own better judgment, and he immediately tries
putting his pen to the paper, AS if to ieel something, something that could stimulate his own
numbness. The ball on the pen, drier than most of Caliiornia, flimsily slides oii the paper
as the wielder lacks any fire or energy: nothing erupts. Looking to the archaic structures of
old, he stands gaping at the landscape below. It’s his mindscape, drowned out in a sea of
sand, weathered by years of confinement to “conciseness”: the inherent quality of all things
to remain short and to the point. A little plaque remains on a hali-covered statue oi Periect-
White-Dude, a painful reminder of what once wAS:

at works, you

AStounded by the simplicity of the words, the man pictures his surroundings. In his short tempered
outburst, he fails to comprehend the larger picture, bound by the lengths of the pages oi the

liie he’s lived. Recalling, just brieily, a moment in time when all the power of the world surged
through his veins. He breathes in deeply, and reaches for the statue. Moving just one tip requires
absolute concentration, an indomitable spirit, and a steady hand. He moves his hand over the
statue, back and forth, forth and back, barack and fourth. Happiness, he does not have.

Out of the desert, lying in his bed, he looks up at the ceiling. His keyboard lays across his lap,
blood-red with either the ketchup from 1ASt week’s Habit burger, or the blood dripping irom his
heart’s saping wound. Attempting to reach for the keys, his arms fall short. They just won’t reach!
His destiny is so close, yet so iar. I’s a torturous plot devised only by the most heinous and cruel
oi the gods, put on a display so ignoble it brilliantly showcASes the futility of revolting against the
green; green like the pAStures oi Greenland; green like the kush irom Saudi Arabia; green like
piss irom a human being devoid oi water for a iew days.

An ASs walks by, swinging the door open, and produces a shit in his room. It chuckles
hedonistically, and ASsaults the author with all the animosity of an Arbor preacher, and the re-
morse of an average Sig¢ Pi member. Feeling cornered, the author (ries to flee. Creative sanctuary.
That’s the only place to go. Yet, his legs turn to mom’s spaghetti, thinned by the coldness of his
own words. The stiiiness that corrupts his tongue, vernacular, and pen tip ultimately foils his
escape attempt. He’s a boxer without his briefs. The ASs moves in closer, taunting the author. It
neighs vehemently, placing a bucket oi green paper in iront oi the author; it dares the author
fo pave his own story using the paper. Ben Franklin winks his eye seductively, AS if motioning
the author to partake in an interesting three-way with George and Abe (not to be mistaken ior
Japanese PM Shinzo Abe, that’s for another rather sensuous night). The ASs walks away, realizing
seli-love wAS more important than ASpersive ASphyxiation.

Green fills his being, and it swells to a crescendo. Now in a garden, he peers leit and
right, looking for sustenance. A cock appears. He grabs it, and names it, Dill. Him and Dill do
cross the road to enter the Sarden — saiety first — to get to the other side. This lush garden,
once called Paradise by some, reminded him when humanity embraced full ireedom. Frolick-
ing about in the meadows, he winces... modern day clothing never existed here! Bare-naked,
the man looks down AS the rush of air seeps through his pores. Oh it’s tingly, but the sensation
subsequently flattens out, much like your average shitty can oi La Croix. Au naturel, “innocent”
ireedom! Within this boundless garden lurked iniinite knowledge, untouched hy anyone else.

A supreme heing bellows down from the sky, calling him to stand down; to sheath his sword of
virtue, and prostrate himseli beiore something greater. Something constructed irom the same
minds that brought you Materialism, (apitalism, and 1776’s blockbuster The Democratic Process.
Blinded by the green, the man concedes, torn up in his spleen. How did he become such a verbose
rhyming machine?
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But to concede what, exactly? Much like a deieated pirate aiter being captured by
Napoleon, the author’s once erect mASt on the ship is lowered and he hangs his flag in the air:
itis white. Under the guise oi “challenge”, lies the ASsASsination oi pride. Shot in the head,
surrounded by the ASS’ green, and battling for his own sanity, he reaches for his pen, or at 1eASt
what remains aiter being whittled down to a stub. It sadly doesn’t stand the test of time, it Srows
faint with age. The grip cools his hands, emanating a sense of reliei. Looking for purer paper,
unadulterated by the green, he slides under his bed and dims the light. It’s darkness. He recog-
nizes the holes of hinder paper, the roundness, the curvature, the circumierence and volume. It is
this orifice he will fill with the lust of his words.

Sitting there surrounded by the desolate wASteland oi allegory, he concocts his MAG-
NUM© opus, the pen’s ink ilowing with reckless abandon. Exchanging his oxygen ior words, he
craits his sentences, brieily dancing with sanity. Gears begin to shiit back into place, replaying the
wallz they did many years ago. Neurons, introverted irom lack of use, commence social interac-
tion once more to create an artificial semblance of functionality. His pen now matches his sword.
Smashing the pen into the paper, he bequeaths his final will and testament:

To Whon 12 M@ Concern,
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munch | became 4 jork mygael]. But Yat's Uatantly (aloe. P2 Yo ek
of ey prowess, my own wriling st wis setnd, sold away 1o
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WWW,MMMW%Z&W&M'ZMWW
%(/JZAS(/;.f%W,M'ZMASMAS%-HMWM@Wﬂ&M
per1onalily to someont wntouched by He lorrers of conciseness, and
[ g gy bat 2o Yem. Srioudly, public circoncisment s weird and
rttpy, s gotla’ go...on we'll Al go Lmp [pom s afftereffects. Se

bert's may onne, [imal working T FUCK THIS ARTICLE, FUCK CON-
CISENESS, AND FUCK MO KWEON!

YEmxXEROOe M



24 | Gaucho Marks

HEADLINES THAT DIDN'T

MAKE IT

How to Run From the Homeless Without
Marginalizing them

FMK Mary Jesus Joseph
Hegel’s Top-Bottom Dialectic
The Life of the UCEN Christian Women

Albertson’s/Costco On Suicide Watch in Midst of
Target Soft Opening

Christine I Met You in Church Please Respond

There Aren’t Enough Subways/Starbucks on
Campus

Not to be Like Woke or Anything

Local Stop Sign Such a Virgo



