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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR 

What’s In a Logo?  A Story of Inherited SPAM. 
 

 
The Editorator 

 

 

     I get all sorts of e-mails.  SPAM of course is such a problem these days that it even gets 
its own Inbox.  But getting bombarded by ads for V1agrÀ, Free College Diplomas, and 
GetOutOFDebtNow!, are actually the least of my problems.  You see, despite what might be 
implied to the left of this sentence, my name is Andrew Friedman, and as a Harvard 
graduate student in the Faculty of Arts and Sciences (FAS), I was fortunate enough to have 
been granted the privilege of not choosing my own e-mail address.  Thus, by default, I 
became friedman@fas.harvard.edu.  
 
   That, in and of itself is not so bad, considering that lastname@fas.harvard.edu seems like 
a fairly reasonable standard for FAS e-mail address distribution.  Unfortunately, for me, 
however, my surname is not unique, and it just so happens that a certain Rachel Friedman, 
a recent Harvard graduate, was also blessed with exactly the same e-mail address during 
her tenure as a student in FAS. As a result, I’ve inherited all of her e-mail subscription lists, 
and everything short of her cat.    

      
     Now, Rachel, I don’t know you, and you are probably a wonderful person, but it seems to me like you 
weren’t so savvy when it comes to the World Wide Web.  From the plethora of unwanted, automatic evidence 
I’ve gathered, it appears like you had a nasty habit of signing up for things online and including your real e-mail 
address.  Much of the SPAM I now receive on your behalf comes with a subject line like, “Re: XFHSsdnufs – 
RACHEL RACHEL get free penis enlargement Vi@gra porn @#@#@RACHEL FRIEDMAN RACHEL.!!!”  
Now maybe I’m just being naïve, but it appears like some SPAM program has your name and e-mail address in 
its database, if not your gender.  Personally, I’ve discovered that signing up for free trial software and other 
such things is best done with a fake identity.  As long as I don’t actually need to confirm something sent to a 
real e-mail address, I often use punk@ass.com for obvious reasons.  Sometimes it’s useful to get a real e-mail 
address at yahoo, hotmail, or AOL, specifically for signing up for stuff that you know is going to hit you with the 
junk bomb. But I digress. 
 
   In addition to the SPAMatization, as mentioned, I’ve also had the pleasure of being automatically subscribed 
to all your mass e-mail lists, including, amongst others, the Harvard College Democrats, the Environmental 
Action Committee, and the Harvard Pre-Medical Society. You see, I’ve tried my hardest to unsubscribe to these 
lists, but most of the time, the lists just get angrier, so I’ve just learned to live with them.  Usually, I just 
unconsciously delete the 30 or so daily e-mails that my SPAM blocker misses, but occasionally I accidentally 
read one of them…And this is where the real story begins.   
 

   One night, I happened to be playing around in Photoshop with the Harvard 
Satyrical Press (HSP) logo (above left), and putting it into an outline form (right), 
so my friend Andrew could cut that shape out of sheet metal with a high velocity 
water jet he has access to at the MIT Media Lab. (I’m not shitting you.  He’s since 
done it and it kicks ass. Andrew, it will totally go on our door once HSP gets an 
office.  And by the way, you’re the man.) 

 

 
      
     But anyway, at that very moment, I happened to accidentally read this e-mail from the Harvard Pre-Medical 
Society (HPS…hint, hint).  I’ve included the transcript below, and highlighted what caught my eye. 
 
 Date: Mon, 9 Feb 2004 00:01:41 -0500 

From: hps-list@toad.hcs.harvard.edu 
To: hps-list@toad.hcs.harvard.edu 
Subject: [HPS] Public Relations Chair and Logo Design Needed! 
Parts/Attachments: 
   1.1   OK     27 lines  Text 
   1.2 Shown   ~58 lines  Text 
   2   Shown     4 lines  Text 
---------------------------------------- 
 
IN THIS ISSUE 
1. Publicity Relations Chair needed! 
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2. Call for Harvard Pre-Medical Society (HPS) Logo Submissions 
[LINK]   
---------- 
1. Public Relations Chair Needed! 
Responsibilities include: 
-Leading publicity efforts for all HPS events 
-Designing posters for HPS events 
  
Application: 
1. Name, year, phone, email address 
2. Relevant experience 
3. Other time commitments (hrs/wk) 
  
If you're interested in applying for Publicity Chair, please submit the above 
application and email it to eshieh@fas by noon on Wednesday, February 11th.  New 
and interested members are welcome to apply.  
  
--------- 
2. Call for HPS Logo Submissions 
If you've got a knack for design or know someone who does, Harvard Pre-Medical 
Society would appreciate your help in designing a logo.  Please submit your 
design to valexand@fas.harvard.edu by noon on Sunday, February 15th.  A prize 
will be awarded. 
  
www.hcs.harvard.edu/~premed 

 
 
     Since, I couldn’t help but notice the eerie coincidence between the HSP logo I had open in Photoshop and 
the potential HPS logo they were looking for, and since I’m also a jackass, I decided to give their logo design 
contest a shot with a few slight modifications.   The progression went like this, left to right: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

     In the end, I decided just to be a little more subtle, making the whole thing bleed with Harvard 
Crimson…which I still think is just “Red”, and nixing the devil tail S, although I was tempted to keep it in there 
just to be a complete asshole.  As it went, I sent the wonderful folks at HPS the following e-mail. 
 
 Date: Mon, 9 Feb 2004 00:57:33 -0500 (EST) 

From: Andrew Samuel Friedman <friedman@fas.harvard.edu> 
To: valexand@fas.harvard.edu 
Subject: HPS Logo  
Parts/Attachments: 
   1 Shown     7 lines  Text 
   2   OK     22 KB     Image, "" 
---------------------------------------- 
 
To Whom It May Concern, 
    I'm not exactly sure why I'm on the Harvard Pre-Med Society e-mail 
list, (I'm actually an Astronomy grad student), but after accidentally 
glancing at the e-mail, I figured, what the hell...so here's an entry 
for the HPS logo design.  Cheers. 
 
Andrew Friedman 
G2 Astronomy 
    [ Part 2, ""  Image/JPEG  30KB. ] 
    [ Not Shown. Use the "V" command to view or save this part. ] 

 

 

 
     In truth, I am sure why I’m on the HPS list.  It’s because of you, Rachel.  And to be fair, if I win the 
illustrious HPS logo contest, and get my free T-shirt, stethoscope, or whatever, it will also be because of you.  It 
is in that spirit that I award you with the “Thanks For Deluging the Shit out of My Inbox Award”, from all of us 
here at the Harvard Satyrical Press.  And with that, Rachel, I wish you a wonderful day. 
 
     -Sincerely, Andrew Friedman, Editor in Chief/Warrior King of Zamunda, The Harvard Satyrical Press 
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TOP STORY 

America Accidentally Elects Dennis Kucinich 
 

 
By Doug Democracy 

   Fast forward to election night, 2004, courtesy of the Harvard Satyrical Press crystal 
ball/parallel universe digital viewing system, where our special election coverage now 
takes you live to a particularly interesting alternate reality.  No it’s not the one where 
you’re filthy rich and have a beautiful singing voice, silly.  This is the one where America 
accidentally elects Dennis Kucinich. 
 
CAMBRIDGE, MA - November, 2004 - In response to intense public pressure for election 
reform, this year, the US government has finally enacted its sweeping “Election Fairness 
Initiative” bill, in order to combat the overwhelming corruption that has always allowed 
candidates to win based on corporate financing, deliberate media bias, and other glaringly 
obvious conflicts of interest. 

     
     The bill’s major sponsors, US Senators John McCain (R-AZ) and Russ Feingold (D-WI), 
and Bill Gates (R-MIC), kindly explained their reasoning to HSP.  “We’ve been busting our 
asses over campaign finance reform for years now, but the corporations that own all the 
major media just peed in our shoes every time”, says Feingold.  “And Wal Mart also killed 
my cat,” added the much beleaguered senator. 
 
     “You see, since we knew the corporations and major media they own would never 
change, we decided to just take the media out of the loop by changing the electoral 
process itself.”  McCain continued.  “We thought the first thing to do would be to simply 
take the candidates’ names off the ballot.” 
 

 

 
     Feingold kindly elaborated.  “Under our system, each candidate is given a ‘code name’, and then described 
by a detailed but human readable summary of their positions on various issues.  In an attempt to give as little 
reference to the candidates as possible, code names this year were randomly assigned from an archive of rock 
bands, which this year included the likes of American rock gods, “Aerosmith”, alternative rock mainstays, “Nine 
Inch Nails”, and Montreal’s own, “Godspeed You Black Emperor!”.”   
 
     “We wanted to make sure that voters had the opportunity to vote largely based on the issues that will 
directly affect their lives,” said McCain.  “This was, of course, impossible under the previous system where the 
media encouraged a pick-the-winner/horse race mentality, a climate where people voted based on name 
recognition and the hyped up notion of electability, and the issues were made to seem irrelevant.  With our new 
system, voters did have a little trouble getting used to things, for example, not having a fucking clue who 
anyone’s name was, but in the end, people seemed to do OK, especially because we got rid of that whole stupid 
primary election process where Americans were given the fallacious illusion of choice between alternatives.” 
 

 
Harvard Students Against the 
Militarization of Space  
– We may be crazy idealists, but 
at least we have a cool logo. 

 
     “Alternatives my ass,” Agreed Feingold.  “It’s like being given a choice 
between a right handed pencil and a left handed pencil.  But now, since all the 
candidates from any party all got on the presidential ballot, we finally had a 
chance for reasonably fair, democratic elections.  I mean come on, aside from 
freakishly liberal, naively idealistic Peacenik groups like Unions, Amnesty 
International, and the Harvard Students Against the Militarization of Space, 
who would have predicted that Dennis Kochanek would ever win?  Seriously?” 
 
     In order to test the McCain-Feingold claim, we decided to get a little input 
from the public at how they thought the new election process worked.  Boston 
area waitress Claire Burton had this to say.  “I thought for sure I was voting for 
Kerry.  I mean CNN always said all these great things about him.  I don’t 
remember exactly what they said, but I do remember it was good.  When I saw 
that “Godspeed You Black Emperor!” had all these things that I agreed with, I 
figured for damned sure it was Kerry.  Guess I was wrong.  I had never even 
heard of that David Kucinich guy.” 
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TOP STORY 
 

     Houston resident Max Tucker, a successful investment banker and lifetime Republican wasn’t so agreeable.  
“Who does this Dennis Knudsen guy think he is anyway?  Associating himself with popular policies like universal 
health care, fair trade, and world peace.  What an asshole.  He really pulled one over on us voters this time.” 
 

 
 
    “You want to know about what I think about our new President?” said Minneapolis personal trainer Mindy 
Minkowski.  “Well, on election day, after they announced the winner, I found out that like myself, Mr. Kucinich 
wanted to pull our troops out of Iraq and end our destructive and costly foreign policy based on unjust 
preemptive war.  This surprised me a great deal because all CNN and ABC had said was that he’d dropped out in 
January and that he eats babies.  It turns out that Kucinich hadn’t dropped out of the race, it was the media 
that had dropped out of Kucinich.  Also he’s a vegetarian.” 
 
     “I actually voted for Nine Inch Nails just because I really like the band,” added Maui surf champion Marcus 
Choi.  “Of course I figured whoever it was would like never get elected because their foreign policy platform 
included “bomb the living shit out of everything”.  I’m not even sure who that one was, but it’s all good now.  I 
guess I like President Kooch.  I pretty much agree with him on everything except the gay marriage stuff.  Oh 
wait, no I forgot.  I actually do agree with him on that.  So yeah, that’s everything.  President Kooch, man, 
what a dude.  You want a hit of this newly decriminalized weed, man?”   
      
     President Kucinich himself, soon to be a very busy man, nevertheless had a 
few comments for us.  “Frankly I’m as surprised as anybody.  I never thought 
we’d get past the status quo where the corporate media pre-selects candidates.  
But I guess now that I’m President, I’ll first pull our troops out of Iraq and get 
the UN in.  Then I’ll get to work on universal health care, which should be no 
problem considering that fucking Thailand already has it. And let’s see,” 
continued the President. “There’s that cabinet level Department of Peace I 
promised, the repeal of NAFTA, the WTO, and the Patriot Act.  And oh, yeah, 
decriminalization of drugs, fighting for workers rights and human rights, 
protecting the environment, investing in alternative energy sources, and the 
dismantling of all the world’s nuclear weapons.  Anyway, I’m on that shit.”   

 

 
Whatever the problem, there’s no 
need to fear, America.  The 
Kooch is on it. 

 

     “I guess, after that, I’ll kick back a bit, listen to some polka, and maybe smoke a reefer.  I still can’t believe 
all this.  Jesus, after all this time, finally I’ll be able to give Shirley McClane back her $30,000.” 
 
     Feingold again helped to sum things up.  “I know the media always called him things like “Dennis the 
Menace”, explained how he was too short and too divorced to be president, but in the end, based on what he 
stands for, America chose Dennis Costanza, and frankly, in regard to the fundamental democratic electoral 
principles that we’ve always supposed to have had, I’m finally proud to be an American.” 
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COMMUNITY SPIRIT 

20 Years After 1984, Big Brother Claims 
He's Still Totally Watching You 
 

 
By Big Brother 

 

FROM SOMEWHERE IN OCEANIA, EURASIA, OR EASTASIA – 
After the year 1984 passed, many were keen to note that we 
seemed to have escaped the grim totalitarian fate of those 
hopelessly doomed souls described so vividly in George Orwell’s 
classic dystopian novel, 1984.  Orwell’s ominous cautionary tale, 
originally published in 1949, was named for the future year it 
was set it in, and when that year came, and the movie version of 
1984 was released, everyone who saw it was like, “Jesus, we 
made it.  Thank God we’re not trapped in that hellish totalitarian 
nightmare where Big Brother is always watching us.” 

 
   As one might have expected, this attitude greatly pissed off Big Brother himself, who 
claims he has been watching us with unmatched professional diligence for the better part of 
the past 20 years. 

 
“Well written, but 
what a downer!”--
BB, New York 
Review of Books. 

 
 

 
“It’s a toss up between Joey 
and Ross.  But Chandler 
Definitely Sucks” – BB, 
Entertainment Weekly 

 
   “This is so unfair,” claimed Big Brother.  “Yeah, I occasionally take a break to 
watch Friends or urinate, but for the rest of the time, like all I do is watch you.  
The only time I ever called in sick was because of those chili cheese fries, but all in 
all, I’d like to think that my dedication to the task has been rather impeccable.  
Sure, sometimes I have to multitask, but that doesn’t mean I’m paying any less 
attention to you, personally.   
 
   However, I do admit that it sometimes is a little too much, you know, watching 
everybody all the time.  I went through three or four bottles of Tylenol and Advil 
last month, and my doctor, who I also watch, says I might be developing liver 
problems.  Right now, he’s with a patient.  And right now, you’re reading this 
article!  I just don’t see why people doubt my ridiculously omniscient powers of 
observation. 

    
   Maybe it’s because of that stupid reality TV show that stole my name.  I’d sue them for copyright 
infringement or something if I wasn’t so busy watching people.  Reality TV sucks.  They have no idea what’s 
actually going on.  And I’m not just pulling that out of my ass here.  I actually do know exactly what’s going on.  
For example, I know how many times you’ve had to tie your shoes in public this past month.  3 plus or minus 0.  
And “plus or minus 0” is right, bitch!  Omniscient, all seeing observers like me don’t need error bars.  Error bars 
are for communists!  Of course, I also watch them too.  
 
   But anyway, I seriously know everything about you.  If you knew what I know, you’d be like, “Oh shit, Big 
Brother really knows a fuckload about me.”  For example, I know how often you sing in the shower, I know how 
much porn you watch, and I even know how many chicken nuggets you’ve eaten in your whole life.  And you’d 
be quite surprised how many chicken nuggets you’ve eaten, you gluttonous, always-watched, pig!   
 
   Pick any statistic.  You name it.  I know how many steps you’ve 
taken, how much volume of space you’ve ever passed through, 
and I’ve even kept track of how many times you take a shit each 
day.  For the record, you average 1.3 bowel movements in every 
24 hour period, and this puts you within 1 standard deviation of 
the national average, or “1-sigma”, for those statistically minded 
folks who I am currently watching while writing this. 

“If you deviate from the standard, my thought 
police will toss your ass into the Ministry of 
Truth and brainwash the shit out of you.” - BB 



HARVARD SATYRICAL PRESS ISSUE 7 – SPRING 2004 
 

www.harvardsatyricalpress.com  hsp@hcs.harvard.edu  

 
9 

COMMUNITY SPIRIT 
 

 
Copycat. 

 
   I have to tell you, this job became so much more fun when I learned to talk 
using statistical, scientific sounding terminology in my work.  You see, we really do 
need more of an objective scientific approach in the social sciences.  The concept of 
the rational, impartial observer seems to have gone the way of the dodo.  For 
example, consider your recent film, the Oscar winning, “The Lord of the Rings: 
Return of the King.”  First of all, with that guy Sauron, what a rip-off.  Yes, the 
LOTR trilogy was written by Tolkien before Orwell wrote about me, but the fact is 
that I’ve been watching your pathetic lives since before Orwell or Tolkien’s punk 
asses were ever born.  Fucking Brits.  As it is, J.R.R. over there stole my 
autobiography and placed it in the context of an ancient, fantasy world, that’s all.  
But anyway, as far as Sauron goes, what the fuck is up with that giant eye?  Yes I 
get the point that he, like me, is omniscient, but you can’t make unbiased, 
sociological observations when everyone and their mom can see your optically 
ridiculous punk ass sitting on top of a gigantic fucking tower.  And they say 
academia needs to worry about becoming an ivory tower of elitism.  How about 
being more subtle is all I’m saying.   

 
   And for the more technically minded readers, you might be wondering how I do this, you know, watch 
everyone, always.  Well, I’ll tell you.  It’s actually a rather clever network of video cameras, motion sensors, 
and Radio Frequency Identification (RFID) chips implanted in every object in your room, including your pants 
and your dental filings.  And of course, there’s also the Quantum-Wave-Function-All-Space-Collapsonator, which 
kind of gives me the true omniscient/omnipresent/omni-what-have-you part.  The other toys I really just keep 
around for nostalgia, along with my fleet of information gathering nano-drones masquerading as air molecules.  
 
     But all that aside, I have to admit that it gets rather lonely out here, 
passively observing, rather than participating in, life.  Yes, I do get a real kick 
out of passing all of my findings into a ludicrously powerful U.S. 
government/mega corporate conglomerate data base to be used for insidiously 
quashing liberty, freedom, and democracy throughout the globe – mad props 
on the Patriot Act, by the way – but you know, sometimes, I really just yearn 
for someone to talk to.  Or even to play Gin Rummy with. Or Maybe John 
Madden 2005 on my Play Station 2.  But as it is, I feel like such a pervert 
sometimes.  Hell, I haven’t even gotten laid since 1874!  Back then, I only 
watched a few people, since the world’s population was so low.  Jesus, I still 
had 20/20 back then.  You don’t even want to know what my vision is like now.  
I’m this short of legally blind.  It’s amazing I can still do my job, but I can, and 
don’t you doubt it for a minute.  Hey, you’re doubting.  I can totally see that 
shit.  That’s not cool.   
 
   But anyway, I just wanted to set the record straight for all y’all.  Yes it’s 
2004, and yes 1984 was a whole 20 years ago, but seriously, people, I’m still 
watching you.  And I plan to continue for quite some time.  You think I’d retire 
after what I’ve seen.  Social Security my ass.  That shit’s going to run out faster 
than oil.  Me, I’m keeping my cushy government job and lucrative corporate 
kickbacks.  You can have your 9 to 5 with weekends but no health insurance.  
Me, I’m set with my 9am to 9am, 24/7, and I got Blue Cross/Blue Shield 
wrapped around my middle finger.  I should go talk to my doctor again about 
my headaches after he’s done bandaging that guy’s leg.   

 
Big Brother, Keeping That Shit 
Omnipresent, as Always.  Kicking 
it BB Style.  What Up Oceania?! 
What Up West Siiiiide! 

 
   Anyway, on that note, I’ll shall say farewell, and let you know personally that I look very much forward to 
watching the rest of your day.” -- Big Brother 
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ROMANCE CORNER 

Other Planets: Terrible Places For Dates 
 

 
By Christopher Spacehead 

 
     As a planetary scientist, (and a remarkably dashing one at that), I often get asked by 
science fiction writers what it would be like to live on other planets.  I'm always happy to help, 
speculating as to how all manner of activities - eating, traveling, working, and even 
maintaining relationships - might function in such an environment.  Now, I can understand 
that they have to take some artistic license with the science for their stories, (especially if they 
ever want anything to get picked up for screenplay rights), but when I see the contortions 
they go through in order to make these places romantic, it shits me to tears!  When are people 
going to learn, other planets are simply not good places for dates.  Allow me to elaborate.   

      
     Say you're living on the moon, and you go out for a romantic drive in your “moon rover”.  Yeah, I guess it would be kind 
of nice to be able to look up in the sky at the Earth, but as soon as you look down, you've got nothing but featureless gray 
dust as far as the eye can see.  And when I say featureless, I mean that it doesn’t have any features on it.  Get it.  But even 
if you did manage to set the mood, don't bother trying to steal a kiss, because you and your date would both be wearing 
space helmets!  Unless, of course, you are both freaks and can breathe vacuum.   
 
     But anyway, space suits were not designed for intimate contact, unless we go apeshit and expand the meaning of 
intimacy to include kissing your date through reinforced, industrial Plexiglas, which would be about as reasonable as wearing 
a football helmet to school. 
 
     Well, what about Venus?  Surely something named after the goddess of love is romantic, right?  
Wrong!  How are you going to have a moonlight stroll on a planet with no moon?  Not that you could 
even see a moon through the crushingly thick atmosphere.  And what could be more idyllic than 
laying out on a blanket on Lakshmi Planum in nice, balmy 800-degree weather and picking out 
shapes in sulfuric acid clouds?  I for one can’t think of anything, but maybe that’s because my head 
is a sphere of rock with ice caps.  But I digress. 

 

 
Lame 

     Let’s try Mercury.  You might think it would be romantic to watch the sunset from the closest planet to the 
sun, but with Mercury's slow rotation rate, sunsets take, oh, about 16 hours. Your date will have gotten up and 
left long before it's over.  And assuming that you are not blinded and badly burned by the intense ultraviolet 
sunlight, once the sun sets, there's really nothing to do for the next 88 Earth days that the night lasts. 
Mercury is not known for its night life; let's just say the place has no atmosphere. 

      
     And the outer solar system is no better.  Jupiter and Saturn themselves have no obvious solid 
surfaces.  And as you and your date fall to your deaths in their hot, gaseous atmospheres, you 
would also be crushed into a very flat couple by the ludicrously strong gravity.  With Neptune and 
Uranus, you know you don’t even want to go there.  So take the moons of Jupiter, for instance. 
The gravity of the moons won’t kill you, but you’d be left with four possible date locations: Europa, 
a ball of rock-hard ice with cracks in it; Callisto, which is boring and flat except for a bunch of holes 
in the ground; Io, home to scads of sulfur-spewing volcanoes; and Ganymede, whose surface 
ranges from brown to a somewhat different shade of brown.  How can anyone consider these ideal 
romantic getaways?  They’re about as romantic as a parking lot. 
 

 
What’s Behind Door # 
Four?  Another Shitty 
Date, That’s What.   

 
Jesus, it’s boring out here. 

     Ugh, and the worst was this one author who was trying to make the recent Mars Spirit and 
Opportunity rovers into some sort of romantic paradigm.  Maybe the idea of being alone 
together on a remote world, seeking each other out in some sort of grand adventurous 
redemption quest works in novels, but you have to realize that these things can only move 
100 meters a day!  Their rechargeable solar batteries and moving parts will cease to function 
long before they could ever rendezvous, and even the solar panels themselves will become 
encrusted with disgusting layers of Martian dust.   So basically, they will never, ever meet, 
OK!  Did you actually expect Jet Propulsion Lab engineers to design something even 
resembling romance? 

      
     I know exotic locations like other planets may seem enchanting at first, but that's only until you stop to think about it. 
Come on, guys, it's time to realize that - and I think I speak with some authority here – if your date asks you to take her 
out somewhere else in the solar system, make up some excuse, and keep your ass on the fucking planet.  Stick with the 
dinner and a movie, buy her some flowers, and seriously, everything will be OK. 
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PRESS ROUNDUP 

Bad Publicity, My Ass!  You Must 
Be Taking Crazy Pills  

 

 

 
By Papa Rotzi – HSP Newswire 
 
"In 2001, while Jayceon Taylor lay in a dopehouse covered in his own blood, filled 
with five shells (one in his heart), he never thought two years later he'd be the West 
Coast's biggest prospect since Snoop.  After awakening from the coma, Taylor, 
known as The Game, decided to 180 his life via the rap game.  Taking a cue from a 
six-times platinum, bullet-riddled Aftermath labelmate, The Game first took off when 
he called in a favor from DJ Whoo Kid, quickly becoming Compton's most wanted--
and you can't be CMW and not get Dre's attention.  But why is The Game so big in 
the East Coast underground?  Having previously sold dope and been shot, along with 
Dre's seal of approval, positions him to be the next superstar." 

-XXL, January/February 2004, p. 69 

 
"Han-Na Chang '06 found herself on the verge of tears last 
year when she realized that she'd left her $500,000 cello on 
the shuttle from the Quad to Memorial Hall.  Little did she 
know that her moment of absentmindedness would turn into a 
career break.  Chang retrieved her instrument from the shuttle 
on its next pass by Mem Hall, but news of the incident quickly 
spread.  The next morning, newspaper accounts mentioned 
Chang's name next to those of Yo-Yo Ma '76 (who once left his 
266-year-old cello in a taxicab) and Lynn Harrell (who did the 
same with his $4 million Stradivarius).  That afternoon, 
renowned conductor Antonio Pappano was on the phone.  Last 
Thursday, Chang learned that her recording of Prokofiev's 
Sinfonia Concertante with Pappano had been nominated for a  

 

 
Grammy.  'I've always thought Han-Na was a brilliant musician,' said Alexander S. Misono ’04, violinist and 
music director of Harvard's Bach Society Orchestra.  'But the cold reality is, you're nobody in the cello world 
until you've abandoned your instrument in a public conveyance.'" 

-Harvard Crimson, 8 December 2003, p. 3
  

"'The really beautiful thing,' says Amy Ray, half of the folk duo the 
Indigo Girls, 'is that it was David's wife who made the suggestion.'  
Ray and her partner swear it was not their intention to be 
'copycats,' but nonetheless that's what they are, according to 
rocker Melissa Etheridge:  'Let's just put it out there.  Amy saw the 
publicity and the success that I've had, and she wanted a piece.'  
Whatever the motivation, Ray is due to deliver this summer a baby 
conceived by artificial insemination with David Crosby's sperm.  
The very public feud between Ray and Etheridge has sent record 
sales soaring for both.  'There aren't many sure things in this 
business,' says industry analyst Phil Tripp, 'but there's no question, 
if you're a lesbian and you have one of David Crosby's babies,  

you're going platinum.'  Last week's SoundScan results show that Crosby's album sales are also up.  'Did 
anyone notice,' asks Tripp, 'that it was Crosby's wife who suggested the Etheridge kid?'" 

-Rolling Stone, 14 January 2004, p. 45 
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"Jeffrey Eugenides was speaking from his heart when he told Oprah to take a long walk off a 
short pier.  Eugenides recalls his conversation with the talk-show host, who wanted to 
highlight his latest novel on her show:  'I believe my exact words were, "You can take your 
glossy medal of mediocrity and give it to Grisham, you vampire!"'  Well, you can't alienate 
Oprah and not get Jonathan Franzen's attention.  With a Pulitzer, an endorsement from J-
Franz, and Oprah blowing her nose in his books, Eugenides has high hopes for the 
paperback edition of Middlesex." 

-Publishers Weekly, 14 January 2004, p. 16 

 

 

 

 
"'Indie cred' is the latest must-have accessory for Hollywood's $10 million club.  
Julia Roberts rides along with Steven Soderbergh as he returns to his roots with 
Full Frontal.  George Clooney shows up in Coen Brothers movies.  Matt Damon 
goes back to basics with Gus Van Sant in Gerry.  Perhaps the most assiduous star 
pursuing this holy grail is Jason Priestley, who has appeared in twenty-four 
movies since 1998, none of which you've heard of (except maybe for Darkness 
Falling...no, wait, you were thinking of Before Night Falls).  Within the past six 
months he's also bought a cello at a pawn shop and left it in a cab (the driver still 
demanded full fare), screamed obscenities at Oprah's personal assistant over the 
phone, pinched David Crosby in the ass, and shot himself in the heart.  Now 
deceased, he remains best known as that guy from Beverly Hills 90210." 

-Variety, 30 January 2004, p. 38
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NHL Fans Still Angry at Bob Costas 

 
Not By Bob Costas 

 
VANCOUVER, BRITISH COLUMBIA, CANADA – Still smarting from the wounds of the 
1994-95 National Hockey League strike, this past week, NHL fans reaffirmed their anger 
in regard to the insensitive comments of one Bob Costas, then a late night sports anchor 
for NBC.  As it happened, Costas downplayed the significance of the potential strike in a 
manner that deeply angered many residents of Michigan, Massachusetts, and Minnesota, 
amongst others, and practically 100% of America’s slightly more polar neighbor.   
 
   For the record, Costas noted that: “For many Americans, a season without 
hockey is like a Happy Meal without parsley.” in response to the possibility of the 
upcoming NHL strike, sometime in mid to late 1994.  
 

   In honor of the upcoming 10 year anniversary of Costas’ remark, Calgary native Brady Anderson had this to 
say.  “Maybe you lame Americans don’t know what hockey is all a-boot, but here in Calgary, we’ve figured out 
the fundamental connection between playing/watching hockey and gaining deep spiritual insight into the human 
condition.  I don’t care if he’s just pointing out a trivial truth amongst Americans, Bob Costas is a hoser and he 
can keep his fucking parsley, A.”   
 

 

   Detroit Red Wings fan and McDonald’s manager Roy 
Littleton, also expressed his dismay. “Bob Costas should know 
that we seriously looked into adding parsley to our tasty 
happy meal combos as early as 1992, but today, it just 
doesn’t make economic sense any more, considering, 
amongst other things, the rising costs of parsley.  It’s like 
vegetable gold out there.  In any case, he shouldn’t say those 
kinds of things.  He makes it look like we don’t like Hockey, 
but my buddy Al and I always watch the Wings.”    

 
   Littleton continued.  “But at least it wasn’t as bad as that stupid electronic streak they tried to add to the 
puck, which, amongst other things, made the game impossible to watch.  They might as well have made the 
players hit the puck stuck inside the end of a very long sock.” 

 

    
   “I hear that, A” said Vancouver Canucks die hard fan, 
Kamson Lai, who leads a group of hard drinking British 
Columbians who regularly lynch Costas in effigy.  “We used 
to do it every year on the anniversary of his remark, but 
now we just do it whenever we need to let off some 
steam,” explained, Lai.  “And let me tell you, especially 
coupled with the recent shit we’ve had to take from 
America, lately, we’ve had to let off at least enough steam 
to power a fleet of small ships and maybe 6 or 7 
locomotives, give or take a few of bowls of rice.   As such, 
we’ve gone through a lot of Bob Costas dolls, which, for 
our convenience, are sold during home games right next to 
the Molson and Moosehead stands”. 
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   As it turns out, professional hockey players 
themselves, including Vancouver Canucks star 
Marcus Naslund, also still take issue with Costas.  
“I wasn’t even in the league when he said those 
things,” admitted Naslund, “but I still want to 
shove my stick up his Cost-ass and twist it until he 
recants that shit.  And how tall is Bob Costas 
anyway?  Put some skates on him and he’s still not 
even half a meter tall…oh, I’m sorry, I mean 1 foot 
8.  I know it’s not very Canadian to make fun of 
people because of their height, but in this case, I 
just really hate the fuck out of him.  I swear, man, 
throw him out onto the ice and I’ll check him into 
the boards so hard he thinks he’s Pat O’Brien and 
Jim Nance.” 

 

    
      In a gesture that some would call unwise, or even as far as “representing a serious threat to her safety”, 
San Antonio bank teller Wendy Thompson made this counterpoint during her two week stay in Montreal.  “I 
think Bob Costas should be the President of the United States.  Just look at that smile.  He would never lie to us 
about weapons of mass destruction.  As far as the parsley comment, I don’t know what people are getting so 
fussy about.  I mean, the Brits and Aussies never got pissed off when Keith Olberman said that Cricket and 
Soccer were as boring as Shakespeare, or that Australian Rules Football was about as influential as Australian 
foreign policy.  Basically, the rest of the world just has a lot of sucky sports, and they’re just going to have to 
get used to the idea of Baseball, Football, and Basketball as the only legitimate ones.  It’s nice enough for us to 
kick all your foreign asses in the Olympics.” 
 
   As of last Wednesday, Ms. Thompson’s disappearance remained unsolved, 
although her hotel room refrigerator was found to be stocked with large quantities 
of a certain green vegetable, which the Canadian authorities simply denoted, “some 
kind of garnish” in their report.  As to whether or not this represented an important 
clue for the case, Montreal mayor Jean Francois Charbonneau could only shake his 
head absent mindedly while pondering secession and softly muttering something 
about penalty minutes for high sticking in a silly sounding bastard version of 
French. 
 

 

 

 
Hating Hocky is 
Anti-Anti-American 

 
 

Check on the web for this Issue’s much awaited… 

 
 
Download Issue 7 as a full color .pdf file!

   

Look for our first year anthology someday! 

TTTTTTTTHHHHHHHHEEEEEEEE        YYYYYYYYEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAARRRRRRRR        OOOOOOOOFFFFFFFF        
NNNNNNNNOOOOOOOOTTTTTTTT        FFFFFFFFUUUUUUUUNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNYYYYYYYY    
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     In an attempt to combat the oppressively commercial nature of Valentine's day, we at the Harvard Satyrical Press deemed it appropriate 
to produce a plethora of unromantic posters with comments. In this case, a plethora happens to be 24 posters, but don't get too excited. For 
the record, these very posters were used, in real life (and quite successfully we might add) in a recent Anti-Valentines / Red Wine and 
Chocolate Party in the dorms of the Graduate School of Arts and Sciences. In ironic honor of the un-romantic theme, approximately 8 Harvard 
graduate students were fortunate to "hook up" that night, although, as you can all see, this is well short of a plethora. 
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Thanks to the Harvard 
Computer Society (HCS) 
http://frog.hcs.harvard.edu 
for hosting our website. 

 

 

 
We get our free web statistics from 

www.webstat.com 

 

 
And our free web counter from 

www.digits.com 
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  MINI NEWS 
 

John Harvard Statue Going Blind; Experts Blame Tourists  
     CAMBRIDGE, MA –  Over the years, the statue of John Harvard has become a 
familiar fixture in front of University Hall, occupying a special place in the Harvard 
Universe as countless students, professors, staff, and perhaps a dozen times as 
many Ivy League tourists pass before its knowing gaze and radiant smile. But now 
that gaze may be threatened.  
     According to Dr. Winston Storn, chief optometrist for the Harvard grounds keeping staff, the constant barrage 
of flashes from tourist’s cameras have finally begun to take their toll on the aging statue’s eyesight.  “He doesn’t 
have eyelids,” Dr. Storn explained, wiping a tear away from his own eye. “Unlike a regular person, the John 
Harvard statue can’t just close his eyes or scoot out of the way when he sees a camera charging up.  It’s 
especially brutal when those anti-“red eye” cameras flash for like ten minutes.” 
     Added the statue, “If I wasn’t made of bronze, I’d probably be in an epileptic fit right now.  I’d rather watch 
Pokemon and Reality TV than be terrorized like this.” 
     The venerated metallic figure, who also suffers from Deep Vein Thrombosis as a result of remaining in a 
seated position for the last 120 years, has reportedly had a number of insurance claims rejected, and is now 
considering suing the university, with the help of a few sympathetic Harvard Law students. 
    “It’s bad enough that the undergrads pee on me,” said the squinting statue, “But 
now I can barely see past my own pathetically immobile existence.  If I don’t win this 
lawsuit, I hope they just melt me and recycle my sorry ass into baking tins.  I’m just 
tired of this shit.  Maybe in my next life, I’ll be made out of poly-mimetic alloy and 
hunt rogue machines through time.  That would be way cool.”  
     Daniel Chester French declined to comment for this article. 

 
 

Romance Discovered in Outer Solar System  
   CAMBRIDGE, MA –  According to scientists at the Harvard-Smithsonian Center for 
Astrophysics, evidently Uranus’ moon Miranda and Neptune’s largest moon, Titan, have 
been “getting it on”, for much of the past few months.  “Yes, technically they are not in 
physical contact,” noted noted Astrophysicist Bob Kirshner, “but you’d be surprised at the 
sheer amount of practically pornographic content that can be encoded in low amplitude 
gravitational waves.”  Titan also had this to say.  “You earthly scientists should have 
figured this stuff out a long time ago.  Granted, you haven’t yet detected any remnant 
gravity waves from the Big Bang, or figured out what they mean, but come on people, it 
doesn’t take that much imagination to know what’s on the universe’s mind here.”  Mars’ 
small moons, Phobos and Deimos had no comment, presumably because no one ever 
asks them anything.  Jupiter’s largest moon, Ganymede, gave only a small shout out to 
Miranda and Titan, but he did begin hitting on Earth’s moon in earnest, indicating that if 
orbital dynamics made it possible, he’d very much like to be “the man on the moon, if 
you know what I’m saying.”  
 

Lazy Bouncer Fooled By 5 of Clubs  
   NEW ORLEANS, LA – After dealing with “more girls gone wild and stupid-drunk frat 
boys” than he ever bargained for during this year’s Mardi Gras, first year New Orleans 
bouncer Jake Carson, 24, has evidently become incredibly lazy in the past few months.  
Tulane freshmen Mandy Jacobs, 18, explained.  “I came into Tipitina’s already drunk, and I 
didn’t even have my wallet with my sister’s old California ID, but we had been playing 
drinking games back at my boyfriend’s old frat since dinner, and I happened to have the 
deck in my purse”.  Added creepy boyfriend Evan Lonergan, 26, “When Mandy pulled out 
the 5 of clubs and waved the fucking card in front of the dude’s eyes, I swear we were 
about to get our asses kicked, but the lazy ass motherfucker just waved us through, 
staring blankly into the distance.”  Carson himself declined further comment, mumbling 
something incoherent about jazz drummers as a half-finished cigarette dangled 
lethargically from his left middle and index fingers and a precariously gripped 40 of Abita 
began to slip slowly from his other remarkably lazy ass hand. 

This guy actually let 
the girl in with the 5 
of clubs. 
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By advertising with HSP, your business will have an opportunity to 
reach a large number of undergraduate and graduate students for a 
reasonable price.  See our advertising rates and distribution 
information online or send an e-mail to hsp@hcs.harvard.edu. 
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www.harvardsatyricalpress.com
hsp@hcs.harvard.edu 

 
HSP accepts submissions from both Harvard graduate and 
undergraduate students. We are also looking for staff writers, 
editors, graphic/web designers, and students with printing, marketing, 
and advertising experience. 
 

Look for flyers advertising our meetings, or check the Staff page on 
our website (www.harvardsatyricalpress.com) for updates. To be 
added to our e-mail list, submit, or inquire about joining our staff, 
contact us at: hsp@hcs.harvard.edu 
 
The Harvard Satyrical Press is an official student organization of the Graduate School of Arts & Sciences (GSAS) and is the only official 
graduate student humor magazine at Harvard.  We thank the Graduate Student Council (GSC) for generously funding our publication. 

 


