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“Biting off that
damn tongue in
our cheek.”

Go Behind The Scenes at THE KOALA!
*
*
*
*
*

See the Amazing Koala Approval Process (no patent pending, feel free to try it yourselves)
Be puzzled by the Incredible Ungettable Joke
Find out which of our staffers is your favorite
Watch in dismay as we blame everything on Brian Barton
And there just might be a picture or two of Brian...
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My photo negatives? I keep them babies locked up in a vault behind a portrait of me.

Brian’s Ed Box
Recently a really really
big black guy explained to me that I
needed to print more
material appropriate for
public display in this
public university that
embraces diversity. By
yelling at us he taught
us an important lesson.
“What’s wrong with I learned that all black
the zoom? I can’t men are not large, anget any closer to gry, and unemployed.
my picture.”
This one had a job.

because I have found a new love. My love for
hatred has been replaced with a new object of
my affection. My black beauty has perfect
curves and when I slide my fingers inside I
feel like a different man. Everytime we go
bowling I am almost positive I am going to
score. Last week I bowled a 12 without
bumpers! Expect to see lots of pictures of us
bowling in issues to come.
In fact, I’m so sure you will like the new and
cleaner issue that I’ll bet my self-portrait photo
album on it!
Special thanks to all those that told us we
needed immediate psychiatric attention.We did
lose half our staff, but at least they are getting
the help they so direly
needed. Unfortunately,
the
psychological
counseling
only
eliminated the non-racist
members. It has always
been a struggle, but we
are finally in control.
FUCK THE JEWS!

I have learned my
lesson. From now on,
THE KOALA will
refrain from making
jokes that could hurt
anyone’s feelings.
-Brian Barton

The last thing we want is to
use student funds without
promoting diversity. Otherwise, we would call ourselves the Hong Kong Student Asociation, or Asian
American Christian Fellowship, or Chinese American
Student Association, or Coalition of South Asian People,
or Korean Student Association, or Multi Asian Student
Association, orVietnamese
Student Association or Asian Regents Club or
Chinese Christian Fellowship, or Nikkei Student Union or Japanese Student Association
etc...

I am just plain sick of being harassed. Since
being editor I have been stopped by a group
of six cops from passing out issues because “it
is past 8pm.” I have been yelled at by a large
black man on library walk, and I was
threatened by three angry hispanic gentlemen.
To top it all off, my filipino roommate ate all
my cereal.
Damn you! That was the last straw! Kill my
family, take all my money, or anally rape me
(ok, not the money), but for the love of god
stay away from my Pops. Gotta have my Pops.
Anyway, you win. I have learned my lesson.
From now on, THE KOALA will refrain from
making jokes that could hurt anyone’s feelings.

Haha, just kidding. I
apologize profusely. That
was the old Koala. This
is the new and improved
Koala. Now 20% gooder!

The first article in this new style is an article I
wrote on the Tempest for class. I figured I could
kill two women...I mean one woman...I mean
two birds with one stone, and just print that so
I would have more time to make appearances
and save little bunnies.
Like I was saying, people keep telling me that
The Koala is an offensive publication so I have
changed our organization’s mission statement
from “To put the word ‘motherfucker’ into
print more than any other publication in the
world” to “To put the picture of Brian Barton
into print more than any other publication in
the world.” That’ll be hard.
And you know what? If you don’t like this
awesome issue you can take the damn photo
album. I’ll still have the negatives sucker!!!

I have also decided to stop hurting people

-Brian Barton
Can’t get enough of Bryan Barton? Want to see more sexy pictures? Join the
Brian Barton fan club! http://groups.yahoo.com/group/BrianBartons_FanClub

THE KOALA Fights Evil by
Eliminating All Good at UCSD
Editor Brian Barton says,
“With all good gone, there will
be no more evil. And isn’t that
what we all really want?”
Barton went on to point out several
advantages of his method for eradicating
evil. “Good is so much easier to find. You
know, evil is always hiding. Good is always like, ‘Hey! I’m good. Look at me.’”
First on Barton’s list of good things in
need of elimination, urinals. “I figured, I
never get any privacy when I take a leak
in a eucalyptus grove. The damn trees

are all in rows and there’s no undergrowth.
Thus, if we eliminate private restrooms,
I’ll no longer feel exposed when I piss in
the eucalyptus forests. Also, are more
than one eucalyptus tree eucalypti? As
these plurals are both difficult and evil, I
want to make ending in ‘i’ the standard
way to make words plural. Think of the
possibilities. Two skis will now be skii.
Two islands will be Balii or Haitii. Two
sush will be sushi. Obviously, Asians will
adapt to this better, but since I don’t want
to eliminate all Asians, I don’t want to say
that is a good thing.”

Behind-the-scenes:
Koala Article Approval Process
There are four editors of THE KOALA and a senior advisor that read each
submission carefully and all five need to give their approval before an
article gets published. The process is fascinating and is an opportunity for
a little bit of insight into how things actually happen at the Koala office.
Take a look.
Step 1: Our senior advisor puts a check mark in at the bottom of the
article when he approves it.
Step 2: Marissa, Associate Editor, draws a line across the check mark to
indicate her agreement with every word and idea.
Step 3: Jon, Business Editor, flags the upper left edge, pointing up and to
the right to signify that he thinks it’s good enough to publish.
Step 4: Brad, Art Editor, flags the lower right edge, pointing down and to
the left to show that he thought it was funny.
Step 5: Finally, Brian Barton, Editor-in-Chief, gives his final approval by
flagging the upper right edge, pointing down and to the right. At this
point, the article has the Seal of Approval of the entire Senior Staff and is
certified as Koala-ready.

GET THE UNGETTABLE JOKE

YOU SHOULD COME TO OUR NEXT MEETING IF YOU CAN:
So here’s a perfect example of our typical problem, we’re all super hammered after
a meeting and Skillz says something really hilarious. We laugh and laugh. Then,
Emily fesses up. She thought Skillz said, “I am the mayor of Kenya.” We all
laugh again. Did I mention we were loaded? Anyway, we laughed so hard at “I
am the mayor of Kenya,” that we fucking forgot what was actually funny in the
first place. The point is, now we’re stuck with this idiotic meaningless sentence
written down on a scrap of cardboard instead of a funny joke that we could have
put in the issue. Now you may be thinking, hey I don’t do drugs or drink. I could
be the Koala stenographer. Sorry but no, drugs and drinking are mandatory for all
except the editor. What you could do, though, is be so brilliantly funny that the
next day you can make a joke with the stupid stuff we wrote down. If you’re that
funny, come by our meeting. Yeah.

The Koala Boys

Producer: Brian Barton
Vocals: B-rad Kohlenburg, Marissa Crane, SizamSkillz, Jonathon
Severdia
Background Vocals: Dirty Mike, Jeremy Rode, Eleanor P, Charlie D,
Eugene Shaft Wu, The Milkman, Janitor Robert, Emily M, Paula K.
Went Solo: Erik Kapernick

The Frontman
The Funny One

KOALA RECRUITMENT
MEETING FRIDAY
JANUARY 23, 2004
COME BY AT 4:30

Lyrics to the hit Koala Boy song The Crazy Old Man from China: My mother she told
me to read the Koala but I didn’t wanna, I read the Koala and he started to holla, the
crazy old man from China, My mother she told me to take him to the dance, but I didn’t
wanna, I took him to the dance, but “The views expressed in this publication are solely
those of THE KOALA and our members. While the publisher of this publication is
recognized as a campus student organization at the University of California, San Diego, the views expressed in its publication do not represent those of ASUCSD, the University of California, the Regents,
their officers, or employees, nor does ASUCSD, the University of California, the Regents, their officers,
or employees even pretend to like us. Each publication bears the full legal responsibility for its content.”
In the December 1, 2003, Vol. 64, Issue 3, issue THE KOALA incorrectly omitted the above disclaimer which also applies to this issue.” And the next issue. And the one after that. And any other
issues we forget to put it in.

The Brooder
The One that The Kute One
Looks like a Girl

“It is an ugly people who do this.” Al-Khedair

At least we’ll always have our giant nuts.

Since this is the behind the scenes issue we left you with some options on your
Top Five lists. If you don’t like them cross off the ones you don’t like and read
the list again. See? It’s funny now isn’t it? No? Well okay then.
Top Five Reasons To Shred THE
KOALA
1. Much easier than just asking us to
throw away the bundles (which we would
have done if you had just asked).
2. It will be the final solution against fun
at UCSD.
3. Offended by the lack of high-quality
photos of Brian Barton.
4. It’s gone so downhill since Erik left.
5. Hitler would have.
6. Just because it’s the most popular
student paper and just because the
students pay for it doesn’t mean they
should be allowed to read it if they like.
Top Five Reasons You Failed To Shred
THE KOALA
1. Cuz evil always wins.
2. We notified the Teenage Mutant Ninja
Turtles and they kicked ass on The
Shredder.
3. It’s double-ply, fools.
4. See, a few years back, one of the old
editors had this thing going with Satan...
5. You tried to trick us into giving you
our distribution info by sending us an email? No, no, no. Koala policy is only
give real info to chicks who fuck at least
three members.
6. Cuz we have spies everywhere, you
clueless monkey-fags.
Top Five Reasons Why Shredding THE
KOALA Wouldn’t Have Mattered
Anyway
1. It’s not recyclable.
2. It’s not like you killed us.
3. The printers gave us 50 extra copies!
4. Because only one person reads the
newspaper. You.
5. It’s not gonna make it taste any better.
6. Look how crappy the issue is.
Obviously, none of us give a fuck.
7. The next day, you’d still be losers
who’ve never done shit for anybody.
8. Hmmm... what page of the Guardian
are we on? Again?
9. Because it was your hatred of us that
united you in the first place. We made
you. We own you.
10. We’ll still have our giant testicles.
11. It doesn’t.
Bottom Five Real Lines Used by Koala
Staff to Break Up with Their Boyfriend /
Girlfriend
1. Here’s $2.50. It’s your share of the five
dollar bet I won when we first hooked up
at that party.
2. So I guess a threeway with your mom
is out of the question.
3. Her name was Dana and she was
Asian. Your name is Danielle and you’re
Asian. Baby, I was drunk and I really
thought that it was you.
4. You want me to fuck you in the ass
without lube? I’m out of here.
5. You’re on your period so don’t try to
pretend like you’re pregnant later on!
Top Five Things UCSD Students Do
Instead of Going to a Bar
1. Learn to read bar code.
2. Go to Ralph’s in groups.
3. Learn to use a fork.
Sorry to 4. Eat baby.
my blind 5. Get their sushi to go.
friend.
Top Five Things Overheard When My
Blind Friend Won the Lottery
1. This is dope as hell!
2. Who’s going to take me to claim it?
3. Guys?
4. Guys?!
5. GUYS!?!?
Top Five Things the Guardian Would
Write About if There was No Koala
1. Sloshball
2. Jokes about kids who killed themselves
3. Knife rips
4. How cool it would be if there was a

paper that did crazy shit
5. Constant hate and racism; something
has to fill the void.
Top Five Ways Yoda Tells His Bitch to
Get Back in the Kitchen
1. Kitchen, ye-e-e-es, clearly I see it
now.
2. Bitch, to the kitchen you must go.
3. Go to the kitchen, bitch, you must
4. You seek kitchen.
5. A bitch uses the kitchen.
6. Strong in the ways of the kitchen are
you, bitch.
Top Five Things in the Lunchbox of a
Kid with an Eating Disorder
1. A cape
2. An empty thermos
3. A butter and mayo sandwich.
4. One stalk of celery and a picture of a
skinny kid.
5. 15 cupcakes, 13 twinkies, an apple,
27 mini-Snickers bars and a diet Coke
6. Glassy wax
7. Pack of smokes.
Ed note: If you need a picture of a
skinny kid I have provided this random
photo I found on the internet.

Top Five Reasons to Make Fun of Dead
People
1. Because they can’t do anything about it
except rise up from the dead and kill you.
2. They smell.
3. They can’t smell.
4. Cuz when you make salad of them you
get sick.
5. It’s better than making sad of them. At
least, that’s what I say.
6. Cuz even if you write a full page
making fun of Bryan H. Tran, pill popper
extraordinaire, editor Brian “Bitchly”
Barton will delete it.
Top Five Brands for the Cool Obese
1. Oscar Mayer de la Renta
2. Nestle Quiksilver
3. Louis Mutton
4. Banana Split Republic
5. Bill Mass
Top Five Reasons Not to Cheat on Your
Girlfriend
1. Too many witnesses.
2. Other girls won’t be as understanding
about HPV.
3. You both have cell phones, just break
up.
4. If she finds out, she’ll tell your wife.
5. Turns out you’re gay.
6. You wanna remain virginal til your
wedding night.
Top Five Worst Theme Parties
1. “Herpes Night” at ‘Canes
2. “Bring Your Own Pine Cone” Night
with the Sig Eps.
3. “Martyr Madness”
4. “Wear a Parka” with BOARD Club
5. “Fail To Shred THE KOALA” Day
Top Five Things Overheard When My
Blind Friend Won the Lottery
1. Congratulations! Drink this.
2. Your seeing eyewolf is here.
3. Too bad you scratched off the wrong
part. Let me throw that away for you.
4. Oh wait, that’s actually a receipt for
bean dip.
5. For a million dollars I’ll sell you a pill
that cures blindness.
6. Haha, at least I’m not blind!
Top Ideas We had for Movie Titles
1. The Fellowship of Jizzlam
2. The Two Jizzlams

Koala lists

3. The Return of Jizzlam
4. Behind The Scenes: The making of the
Lord Of Jizzlam Trilogy
5. Juzlam
Top Five Signs You Joined a Cult
1. Your leprosy has been cured.
2. They tell you Bryan Tran is Jesus.
3. Turns out you work for Wal-Mart.
4. One minute you’re eating your cereal,
hanging out with your homeys, drinking
kool-aid, and the next minute you’re on a
spaceship bound for Jupiter.
5. You sleep in the big red shoe.
Top Three Favorite Koala letters.
1. K
2. K
3. K, in that order
Top Five Things Your O-Chem Book
Does During Winter Break
1. Teaches O-chem to hot drunk chicks in
Rosarito.
2. Highlights all the sections you ignored
on how to make illegal drugs.
3. Eagerly anticipates your grade.
4. Sits on the shelf feeling used.
5. Gets on top of your P-chem book.
6. Gets a part-time job in a restaurant,
holding up a table leg.
7. I have an O-chem book?
Top Four Quarterly Publications
1. This Month Quarterly
2. Drawn & Quarterly
3. Nickel and Dime Quarterly
4. Four Quarterly
Top Six Ways to Get My Picture Into
THE KOALA as Many Times as Possible

1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

6.

Top Five Phrases in the Wigger of Oz
1. Tito, I don’t think we’re in neverland
anymore.
2. Just click your ruby red Jordans three
times.
3. Emerald city be all bling blingin and
shit.
4. Wicked witch of the east SIIIIDE!
5. We represent the grape soda pop kids,
the grape soda pop kids...
6. You’re pretty chigger for a wigger.
Top Five Things to Say to Your Virgin
Girlfriend
1. Yeah, two inches is waaaay above
average.
2. I think we should wait until you turn
thirteen.
3. I can’t wait, I heard this is the only cure
for AIDS.
4. I love you.
5. How’d you get to be my girlfriend if
you’re still a virgin?
Top Five Reasons Not to Donate Your
Reproductive Organs
1. You’ve already given herpes to enough
people.
2. A 12 inch penis takes years to get used
to.
3. You’ve got a thing for necrophiliacs.
4. You don’t want anyone to see that you
have juvenile testicular syndrome (JTS).
5. Removing your vagina just gives you a
looser vagina.
6. I don’t want to orphan my third testicle.
Call this Long Distance Number to Speak
to a Real Live Koala Staffer
1. Man-Tampons

Top Five Things to Say to Your Girlfriend
When She Catches You Cheating
1. I don’t know where that crib sheet
came from.
2. You did it at Parcheesi.
3. I’m going to investigate this matter.
4. Get back in the kitchen.
5. Didn’t I tell you I wanted to see other
people? Wait...that was my other
girlfriend.
6. It’s so like you to catch me cheating!
7. In the game of love there are no
winners or losers, so how can you cheat?
8. She told me she had cancer.
9. Oh, THAT’s where the herpes came
from.
10. I tried to call you to dump you.
11. We were never going out.
12. The editor of THE KOALA has
certain responsibilities.
Top Five Ways You Can Tell You’re
Going to Be Homeless in the Future
1. As a child you played doorway instead
of house.
2. In baseball you never made it past
third.
3. You killed your brother over leftovers
4. You’ve never grown front teeth.
5. Your treehouse was just a garbage can
thrown up in a tree.
6. When you play war, you’re always the
refugee.
7. You’re homeless now.
Top Five Things a Lazy Terrorist Does
1. Misses his plane.
2. Trys to buy a ready made bomb from
Wal-Mart the morning of.
3. Attacks Mexico.
4. Never gets around to mailing his
mailbomb.
5. Wanders around the mountains in
Pakistan and Afghanistan and sends us
videos occassionally.
6. Prays only 4 times a day.
7. Never puts the cap back on his tube of
C4.
8. Forgets to shave.
9. Asks the flight attendant to light his
shoe for him.
10. Has someone else pack his bags.
11. Kills the auto pilot.
Top Five Ways to Make Standardized
Tests Less Favorable to Whites
1. Stop stabbing minorities when they
enter the testing area
2. Start accepting scantrons where the
answers have been shot out
3. Allow cheating
4. Use the same format as the UCSD lit
department hiring procedures
5. If the grader thinks your answer is
wrong, they have to stake their job on it
6. Add an option f) on every question
with the answer, “Yo!”
7. Oh yeah, and “Yo!” is secretly
always right
8. Eliminate the “Do Not Write in This
Area” area
9. Reduce the bonus points for
selecting “White/Caucasian” on the race
box to 50.
Top Five Ways to tell if the Inanimate
Object You’re Holding is the Pope or a
Potato
1. The potato is better in the sack.
2. If it falls down in the shower and
breaks its pelvis, it is probably the
pope.
3. If you stab it with a fork and then
bake it and it sits crosslegged praying
peacefully in the oven it’s the pope. Or
a very good living potato.
4. The pope is easier to peel.
5. If you can imagine the inanimate
object having an action figure, it’s a
potato.
6. Okay, fine. There are no differences.
You say potato, I say pope.
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They asked us for a submission...

THE ANTI-ASIAN PAGE
Fahrenheit Magazine, with a whopping 30 weeks of issues behind it, came to us
looking for articles on the college scene. They wanted the “underbelly” of UCSD
and shit, but for some reason they rejected our article. They told us they wanted
100% factual “quirky” UCSD news and we gave them the EXACT article below.
Then they told us it had to be at least 80% factual. Come on! How about 70 / 30?
Fuck you guys.
We got contacted a couple weeks ago to write for this paper. Basically we write 600
words and Fahrenheit buys us a cheap keg. Not a bad deal. In fact, since this is the
first article and we’re in a good mood, we might even throw in 7 or 8 bonus words.
Anyway, when we first talked to Fahrenheit they gave us some ideas on shit to write:
Tell Us Where the Best Place to Smoke on Campus is
At UCSD there is only one place to smoke. Fuckin trippy ass shit to look at, munchies
galore, no one ever forgets a lighter, and
unlimited bud. We’re talking visual
orgasms here. All while you’re passing
the bong around with the only hot chicks
on campus. This place will blow your
mind. There’s nobody around to bother
you or say some stupid shit like, “Hi,
I’m a cop.” It feels like you’re outside
with nature and in a chill living room at
the same time. This shit is the bomb. So
what makes you think we’re gonna tell
any of you where it’s at so you can fuck
it up? Find your own damn place.
Tell Us About the Party Scene
You mean like Party Reviews? We do those. For example:
I went to this BOARD Club party last week. It seems like they know how to throw a
party worth showing up for (too bad they suck at sloshball).
I wish I could share with you all the details, but I’m saving them for a screenplay. One
star for the five kegs of Stone Brew. It’s an acquired taste, but fucks you up quick.
There were also 600+ free jello shots. Usually jello shots get zero stars as they are
standard operating procedure for any good party, but I had never seen so much fucking
jello in my life. Plus a star for the quantity and quality of women, which is always a
challenge here. Plus a star for the DJ club on the wheels of steel giving everyone a
good excuse to dry hump strangers of the opposite sex in public.
I have to give a star for the screamer I took
home that night who woke up all my
roommates while I fucked her as hard as my
drunken ass could. Plus a star for her getting
mad the next morning when she found out I
wrote for The Koala. Minus a star for the
“rockstar/groupie” theme; the only good
theme as we all know is a “naked” theme or
a “go down on all the Koala members theme.”
Minus a star for the cover. Don’t you fools Death by cover charge.
know that cover charges are the cause of all
deaths everywhere? Must you cheap bastards bring the pain and suffering to UCSD
as well?!?
I would have taken away a star for the party getting broken up around 12:30 by the
cops but since I was in the process of getting laid by that time I didn’t really give a
shit. Plus we all know I can’t add and I am just going to make up the number of stars
anyway.
Tell Us About the Dirt at UCSD
Well, the topsoil is in place firmly in most locations, but the sod below the Eucalyptus
Lounge is a bit loose. Like hell we’re telling you anything else about our dirt. Find
your own goddamn dirt.
So in conclusion, we don’t need ideas. Thanks. Oh, and here are your bonus words
chumps.

We just don’t understand it. Why didn’t they print it!?! At first we thought it was
because we made fun of all their crappy as hell ideas, but then we got an e-mail with
the following direct quote:
“The first article left us soured. Telling someone about the “dirt” below the Eucalyptus trees is loose doesn’t tell anyone about anything.
Holy fucking shit. How could you not understand that!?!? HOW!? It doesn’t make
any fucking sense. Check out www.sarcasm.org. It is all explained there. Seriously
though, one of the other ideas they gave us for an article was: “For example you can
uncover whether it’s myth or fact that fraternity pledges go and pee on the Talking
Tree during pledge week?” Hmm...I wonder why we were dogging your ideas for
articles in the first article we wanted you to print. Look, you want people to read your
paper? Print our articles exactly as we give them to you. If you really want “facts” we
can even start every article with “Koala Members Got Drunk On Friday and Wrote
the Following Article.” I guess Fahrenheit’s just going to have to fill another page
with “UCSD Student Slips and Falls in Puddle by Talking Tree.” Ah well. You guys
will read that right? RIGHT?

KOALA 4 FOR 4 FOR IDEAS REJECTED FROM
WORLD TRADE CENTER MEMORIAL CONTEST
We tried to keep in mind the three main goals of the memorial: 1) Never
forget the attacks of September 11th 2) Protect against future attacks 3)
Be obnoxious as possible!
1. One big fat tower with tv
screens on all sides constantly
displaying a looped video of the
attacks of September 11th - We
felt that there is no better way to
truly “Never Forget” than to have
it played in full every three hours
on both sides of the building,
complete with the jumpers and
the fall of the buildings. And although it is certainly very obnoxious, a big plus because hey,
we’re Americans, the rejection
letter from the Memorial Committee pointed out that it is not
very good as a preventative measure against future attacks because we wouldn’t know if it was
attacked again until the video
stopped showing the buildings
falling again.
2. World Trade Center - The
Ride. A group ride in a giant
elevator, complete with cubicles
for your sitting convenience.
Everyone files into the cubicles
and the ride begins. As the elevator rises, at some random
point, the water cooler near the bathroom explodes, killing several riders immediately with shrapnel and throwing flaming wreckage across the ‘office.’ As the
blaze spreads, the riders realize that not only
is there no fire extinguisher, but there’s no
way out. As the oxygen levels drop and the
room fills with smoke, who will jump out the
windows? Who will take advantage of the
situation to strangle that motherfucker who
cut in line? Who will spend their last moments
raping their co-workers? Will you dare to
brave the heat and hope to survive the freefall
from 86 stories? Maybe if you just jump at
the last minute... or maybe the best idea is to
stab yourself in the neck with your letter
opener. Test your mettle on World Trade CenThis ride is AWESOME!
ter: The Ride.
For only $5 you can capture the terror forever with a picture of you on the last drop of the ride
(prepaid only).

3. The Freedom Prison - Simple but elegant. We donate the site to Cuba, then
we build a prison to house all the face-less terrorists we are arresting in Iraq and
Afghanistan. By keeping prisoners there, the other terrorists are sure not to attack it. And the screams of the Cuban intelligence officers torturing the prisoners
under CIA supervision will make sure that we never forget. And obnoxious?
Boy howdy!
4. The Brian Barton Hologram - This is the best
idea ever thought of by Brian Barton, king of men.
As a symbol of capitalism, power, and just plain
beauty, I suggest we replace the WTC towers with a
giant hologram of me stretching 2,000 feet into the
air. It must also rotate to show both of my good sides.
Airplanes will be able to cruise right through one of
my ears and out the other. And hey, to further protect
against attacks why not have my eyes shoot out lasers? And like an electric magnetic pulse come out
of my astonishingly white teeth? This would become
the number one symbol of freedom! Tourists would
come from the all around the world and bring peace.
In the gift shop they could sell wallet size photos of
me, and postcards, and cardboard cutouts of me, and
even mugs with my mug! Man, once my hologram
is up, people will be happy the WTC towers came
down.

“MERRY CHRISTMAS - FROM GOD”
I found a quarter on Christmas Day and being the good person
that I am, with upright Christian values, I immediately went
home and fired off a “thank you” letter to God. I am following
that letter up with an article in THE KOALA. Fuck you God!
You gypped me out of 12 cents! Damn you to hell!

www.ucsdguardian.com

If you can pass this, you can work for Subway

The Mentally Challenging Page
Is it a bird or a man?
Circle the correct answer.

Tic

The Line Game

Circle the Correct Pronunciation:

potato

or

potato

Find all the differences you can!

Find all the items in the classroom!

Make as many words as you can
from the letters in the following
sentence:

Pack my box with five dozen
liquor jugs.

pack

ANOTHER KOALA KLASSIC MOVIE IN 3 SCENES
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What’s up Ernesto? We know you’re reading this.

THE KOALA IS GOODER GROW UCSD
This is not a headline
THAN YOU THINK!
I T I S A N O R D E R
By Brian Barton

jerked me out I realized I at least had to bash the
poor bunny’s head in with a rock to put it out of its
misery.

Are you people stupid? We at THE
KOALA all think so. Look at these pictures you sent us.

I crouched down with my single LED flashlight on
a keychain and felt around the bunny rump. It was
nice and firm. I have to admit I was kind of turned
on by it, but who doesn’t like a little furry booty
every once in a while? Slowly, but surely, I was able
to free the little bugger by straightening his legs out
a bit and working my finger into his butthole.
Talk about evil. That bunny was evil. The whole time
I was trying to help him all he did was try to bite my
fuckin hand off like in that book, which was widely
and unjustly ignored by critics, Bunnicula. Then the
bitch ass bunny wasn’t even thankful! As soon as I
got him free he bolted off into the night probably
going to tell all his bunny friends about how I didn’t
save him fast enough.
So, to conclude this tale of my heroism, I want to
remind you that I could have had a genuine lucky
rabbit’s foot. I could have had good luck, but instead I chose all the pussy I could get from all the
chicks I tell this story to. That’s right. I saved a
fuckin’ bunny.

I’m the biggest BSer on this campus. That’s right.
I, Brian Barton, am a Bunny Saver. People always
talk shit about how THE KOALA is evil. Well,
how many of you have saved a bunny? I have to
say on the scale of good, saving a bunny is at least
goo.
Anyway, I was passing out issues at Miramar College when I heard what I thought was the devil
calling me home. “EEEIGH EEEIGH!!!” It
sounded like it was coming at me from all directions. I guess the bunny could hear me coming. I
thought it was stuck trying to go under the fence,
but no, it was stuck in a single link of the chain
link fence. Come on now, isn’t that a little ambitious? Seriously, what kind of moron rabbit tries
to go through a single link?!

Since this is the Behind the Scenes Issue, we’re going to go ahead and show
how much we fucking hate all of you.
These are real pictures, real pictures you
idiots sent us. You fucking brainless
gobs of snot send us pictures of pans and
houseplants?! Fuck you, this is serious.
This section is for pictures of marijuana,
you know, the illegal drug. Not cookware.

Not houseplants. What do you think this
is, a fuckin’ joke? Stop wasting our time
with your sophomoric hijinks and send
pictures of your crops to
editor@thekoala.org.

I was going to walk away, but then I remembered
when I got stuck in a single link myself and a bunny
had to come by and save me. I recognized her as
Miss September 1997, and remembering how she

Spice up your dorm room with the

Weight Watcher Welcome Mat 2004!
New model can now distinguish between an obese woman and a pair of
fine ass females!

Weight Watcher Welcome Mat 2000
A limited quantity
of our old version
is still available!
Now priced to
sell at $19.95!

Only $29.95!!!
In-room display
lights up in green
or red to let you
know whether to
let the girl in or to
tell that fat bitch
to get the fuck off
your porch!
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2004 UCSD Video Game Reviews
January 2004 always brings out a fresh batch of video games for
UCSD students to play and we are back to review them!
For first time readers, take a look at our convenient rating system to the left
that compares these
video games to reading
your favorite books!

BOOBS!
company called Swinging Tire that branched off from
Sapcom earlier this year. With games like these they
are destined for slow and steady growth. Some of the
many actions you can perform in this game are listen,
try to not listen, listen with one ear, blink, and even go
insane.

Geisel Library
Review by: Mike Hornsby
Geisel Library is a very realistic first person reader
(FPR). If I had two words to describe this game they
would definitely be “action packed.” However, if I had
five words I could more accurately describe it as: “the
antithesis of action packed.”
Each level has a different mission which ranges from
finding a soft cover version of The Color Purple to
dodging a security guard because you don’t have an
official UCSD coffee mug. The bosses in this game
are quite novel as well. For example, on level 7 you
must challenge A Tale of Two Cities.
Besides the excessive paper cut violence in level 3,
my only complaint about this title is that it does not
include beyond the first 50 pages of the library texts,
leaving you begging for more when you get to the
literary analysis of epic poems level. Otherwise, this
video game is a tremendous leap in the right direction
for programmers out there. It will definitely keep you
busy for Friday nights and even
weekends at a time.
Graphics: 9 “The look of ‘be quiet’
on the librarian’s face was perfect!”
Sound: 10 “Awesome sound. Quiet
like you’ve never heard it before!”
Controls: 9 “The volume was easily
set from total silence to deathly still.”
Fun Factor: 9 “Just like reading your
favorite book ten times without your roommates
constant babbling.”
Overall: GREAT GATSBY

In this game the tree not only talks the talk, but it walks
the walk. Your mission is to somehow escape the
homoerotic sounds as the walking talking tree follows
you to all your classes. If you thought you couldn’t
understand your professor before, imagine a tree that
won’t shut up about knots and root rot sitting next to
you all day. The twists and turns in this game are unlike
any other. For example, when you’re in your
agricultural engineering class on the fourth level, the
tree’s ramblings actually help out, and in the next stage
you are forced to return the favor when a Sony Aibo
attempts to urinate on the T-Tree.
But don’t let the sentimental nature
of some levels fool you. This tree is
out to get you. You must convince the
tree to play some ACDC before its
chants of “your classmates are against
you!” and “Kill or be killed!” get to
you. The best thing about this game
is you win either way.

Your time is running out...

To the all the depressed UCSD students, please, stop killing
yourselves you fucking losers. I could only stave the rest of
the Koala off from making fun of you for so long...

my real ed box
You mother effers didn’t print my
real ed box last time, but I have
snuck it in this time. Haha! By the
time this gets to the printer it will
be too late to stop me. I
specifically asked for the issue to
be due by 9am so none of you
would be awake to take it! Sorry
to you students, but I have to put
in the one from last issue that they didn’t print because
I don’t want them to catch me in here again...last time
was pretty violent...
Hey Girls! Boy, I’ve only been the editor of THE
KOALA for a few weeks and I’ve already shed blood
for the (evil) cause. The welt on my head was gotten
on Halloween (see party reviews) by some punks from
Scripps research that we subsequently beat the crap
out of. When will people learn that they can’t win fights
against publishers that buy ink by the barrel?
Speaking of stirring up trouble, instead of making fun
of and then being beaten up by Muslims, I have
decided to make fun of the LGBTQIA in this issue,
because they won’t be able to beat me up, not even
six of them. If I do get beaten unconscious by six gay
guys, by taking a stool sample the next morning, I will
finally learn if I’m attractive. That sample will also
determine how torturous my suicide will be! We at THE
KOALA would like to extend a warm welcome to our
new intern...err...chancellor, CHANcellor CHANdler!
You will fit in great here CHANcellor CHANdler! We
hope you enjoy UCSD, but more importantly we hope
that you will continue the tradition started by Dynes of
giving THE KOALA a welcoming six-pack of beer (this
is true ask him). Hopefully this gift tradition is content
neutral like our funding, because our hate (giving and
receiving) has increased by 78% since then.
Speaking of hate, you would think that members
of THE KOALA would be able to keep their hate
focused outward towards awful cripples and
deservedly underprivileged minorities, Not True! They
have so much hate in their darkened souls that much
of it gets expelled onto me, I think that they truly hate
me and want me to die. They even mentioned not
putting my ed box in the proper place, thank god they
always obey me.

Finally, the most popular game of the 80s, and my
personal favorite of all time, has arrived for Paystation
and CashBox. Your game is over and you must insert
a coin. My personal best score was $487.75.

SPOILER WARNING! I
might be giving away a twist
at the end, but 2 player mode
requires double the money.

Creating a game based on the UCSD Talking Trees
has been talked about for years, but only now has the
graphics technology existed to justify it. The game
concept stemmed from an earlier idea about UCSD
students, but was abandoned in search of something
more exciting. This is the first game of a seedling

To the chick who took the 21st Birthday issue, ripped it in
half, flipped me the bird, and then walked off holding an
RQ in her other hand. Haha slut, you have just been
assimilated.

Game Over
Review by: Mike Hornsby

Graphics: 10 “Dazzling.”
Sound: 5 “The game sound is still pretty limited. Needs
more beeping.”
Controls: 10 “Only two
buttons. Push 1P for 1 Player
or 2P for 2 Player competition
mode.”
Fun Factor: Off the charts
Overall: Koala Hardbound

T-Tree: Rise of the Roots
Review by: Sean Edwards

Ed Notes:
To the MQ: quit stealing our shit. In the last issue you had
page numbers! Page numbers are our idea! Back off bitches.

Behind the Scenes:
Finals Week

Koala Recruit Says: “After we eat pizza and
drink beer tonight can you give me a ride
home? I got a final at 8:00am.”
Why I Refuse to Koala Staffer Says: “When?”
Vote For Bush
Koala Recruit Says: “About 3:00am. I think
I’ve watched three I need about 5 hours to study.”
State of the Union AdWE DECIDED to come out once and for all and say that
dresses and he still we are racists. We love racing. When I roll up to a red
has never made them light and I see a guy in a suped-up Honda revvin’ his
dyke out on national engine, it’s race time. That’s right. I’ll beat that chinky
slant-eyed zipperheaded gook bitch into the dust.
tv. You bastard.
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Subway sucks. Somebody had to say it and I guess it
was me. Every time I walk in, some fat, sandwich making chick tries to get way too friendly. Asking me how
I am and where I’ve been. Damn, I just want a sandwich! I knew this guy who worked at Subway from
high school until he was 27. When someone asked for
a sandwich he’d give them two cookies filled with ice
cream. Wait...that was Baskin Robbins. Still, the point
is all the people that work there are retards.
In fact, I walked into a fucking interview wearing boxing gloves and got the job. He asked why I was wearing boxing gloves and I told him it was because I had
a hook. Yes, Subway hires retards and the retards make
your sandwiches. Do you really want retards making
your sandwich? What the fuck are you doing!? I didn’t
ask for no retard juice on my blt!

Subway doesn’t even have the staple sandwich, peanut butter and jelly. And even if they fucking did, a

Meat

A typical vegetarian sandwich from Subway.

retard behind the counter would probably ask you if
you wanted the toppings on it. “Errr...mayonaise and
mustard sir?”
The only cool thing about Subway is that the chips
and drinks are free. What? You didn’t know that? Everyone there has a distinct job kind of like in high
school when the challenged kids are picking up trash.
One picks up cans, one picks up paper, and one points.
Similarly, at Subway one person puts mayonaise and
mustard on your sandwich, another puts vegetables,
and another puts meat (why do they even have this
guy!?) Notice that there is no Chip and Soda Guard
Guy.
Anyway, what the fuck am I talking about. Back to
how Subway sucks. The first day on the job the manager asked me where my hook went. I told him I traded
it in for a Dallas Cowboy’s jackets. “Errr...oh, okay,”
he said.
When I was working there they kept on insisting that

Glassworks kicks ass. Remember when you got so high you
saw Jesus? Go to
Glassworks and
get that high
every time.
Seriously,
they’ve got the
nicest pieces
in town.

I pay for my sandwiches. You gotta be shitting me!
Why the fuck would I pay for sandwiches when they
throw them away because “there’s too much mayo”
or “too much pepporcinni.” I just put those in my back
pocket. In fact, I just put everything in my back pocket.
So one day I wrote this letter telling them how much I
appreciated working for Subway, but they mistook it
for blackmail. What are you talking about? I’m as white
as they come. Anyway, all I said was that if they didn’t
pay me more I would contact the media and detail how
their stores were Feng Shui unfriendly.
The next day I get this note with my paycheck: “Dear
Mike, I am sorry to inform you that you have been
demoted from meat slicer to mayonnaise squirter.”
NOOOOO! But I had worked so hard for that position! I guess they were just looking for a reason to fire
me because a week later I was canned for taking meaningless shit. I took old bread, left over meats and cheeses,
a few bags of chips, and some money from the cash register. Fuck you Subway.

mention THE KOALA.

“Dur, vegetarian sure is popular this week. Hold on, I
gotta go get some more turkey from the back.”

Oh my god! What am I going to do if a customer comes in? I’m just the vegetable
layout specialist!

15% off anything when you

As soon as I warm up to the fat chick they passed me
down the assembly line. When I get to the end they
ask me what kind of sandwich I have. Even though
it’s hot and steaming and the guy standing 2 feet from
him just asked me if I wanted the double meat for a
dollar, I tell him it’s vegetarian because it’s the cheapest. Everyone and their mom knows of this trick and
yet they always fall for it. They must wonder why they
even stock up on meat.

1438 Garnet Ave.
Take the 5S to Garnet.
It looks like this.

GLASS ART - HEADY SMOKING
ACC. - CLOTHING - KNIVES
Come check out our new enhanced storefront!

Koala Elimidate with
Bikini Model Chanel Ryan

Where you’ve seen her: Howard Stern
Show, Baseketball, E!, Frederick’s of
Hollywood, Benchwarmer Trading Cards

model to Chuck E. Cheese, do not go to the one in
Mira Mesa. It doesn’t even have a ball pit and they
don’t let her stroke the mouse’s tail!
We had some pizza and she kicked George’s ass at a
variety of games including, but not limited to, Shootin
Hoops 2000. Chanel 340, George 10. And you start off
with 10 just for putting your token in.
Milk got elimidated after he kept making comments
about killing her dog and trying to steal her purse.
Milkman also lost $5 to Dirty Mike on the bet that
nothing gets girls hornier than talk of killing their pets.
Oh yeah!
Then Brian got elimidated because he wouldn’t leave
Chuck E. Cheese’s.
Chanel Ryan was supposed to meet at Jeremy’s house
at 12:30 for our Elimidate, but like any hot chick, she
ran really late. In fact, she ran two days late.
We had to reschedule once and then on her way down
from LA to kick it with us on Friday she called saying
she would be about an hour late. Pretty Boy Brad was
delighted because he knew he could use that extra hour
to fix his hair. He told us to call him when she got
there, thus elimidating him right off the bat. Sorry Brad.
We tried calling you, but I guess we had the wrong
number or something.
We had this bomb ass date planned out starting with
Chuck E. Cheese’s, grabbing a beer at the Pub, chilling in the spa at the Natatorium, and then ending in my
bed, but then Chanel tells us she has to run off to a
shoot for Stuff magazine, so we only got to hang out
with her for about two hours. That reminds me. Anyone want to buy a couple roofies and a viagra?
When she finally got there, she drove us to Chuck
E. Cheese. By the way, the next time you’re taking a

Milkman looking slick as shit, seconds from being elimidated.

poor Chanel’s face). Five minutes later she snuck out
the door and we unknowingly continued the gangbang
for 45 minutes on Brad. Sorry dude. Oh yeah, and
Jonathon won the Elimidate. His “Do nothing, say
nothing, and express no interest or desire” strategy
thrashed the opposition.

Gratuitous ass shot.

I thought I was just taking a picture of
her butt, but it was actually a crime in progress.

We jumped in Chanel’s ride and headed over to the
office for what we call “The Gangbang” portion of the
date. There we did a couple tequila shots with her (Dirty
Mike put 1/2 shot in his belly, the other 1/2 shot on

COME MEET
CHANEL RYAN
www.chanelryan.com

This Friday, January 23rd, from 4
to 7pm Chanel will be signing autographs at Tower Records:
3500 Sports Arena Blvd
Join her yahoo group and you can see pics of her. Of course if you
had joined The Koala you could have gone on a date with her.
George’s ticket wasn’t enough to satisfy the ticket-lust of
Chanel Ryan.

http://groups.yahoo.com/group/Chanel_Ryans_Club

Want to wake up to this every
morning? Buy her calendar and
you can. She’ll even sign it.
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This is going to be a little story, a little peek
under the skirt of another night as a Koala member. You know, sometimes, you feel like chillin’
and kickin’ back and other times, you feel like
fucking with people. On this evening, the two
came together like magic.
See, last time I ate weed, I came up with like
20 article ideas, some of which were good. I
rarely smoke anymore, so I was really anticipating this experience. I called up a few of my
friends and downed the brownie. My friends
came over and began wondering what was inside a lava lamp. They popped the top on the
one they fucked up last time they came over and
drained the insides, but they couldn’t get at the
wax. Naturally, they wrapped the lamp in a
brown paper sack and hit it with a hammer in
my kitchen. Nothing I like better than my drunk
friends breaking glass in my house when I’m
stoned. Then, one of my friends decided to really find out what was inside by popping a chunk
of the wax in his mouth, covered with shards of
broken glass. After slicing his mouth open, he
spit the bloody wax in the sink. Then, he passed
out in a shopping cart and another friend shoved
the cart out the front door and nearly over the
catwalk. He really came close to dying. They
decided that they should make a new lava lamp
for me using a 32 oz Miller bottle and a stick of
surf wax and some red gumballs. It was great.
The surf wax floated. Even when we turned it
upside-down. Piece of shit. Anyway, thanks
guys. Oh, and he broke my gumball machine
trying to get the red gumballs, and then he stole
all my change inside the gumball machine. Being a jew, I charged him 50% interest and he
bought me a 4x4 at In ‘N Out later.
Then, Mattie had to take off because he’d set
up an ad online where he pretended to be a chick

with herpes who wanted to find someone to lick
her cootch. He had the idea to set up the more
than 150 dudes who responded, STOP. Read that
again. 150 dudes responded to an ad asking for
someone who wanted to lick a herpes snatch.
Wow. Who knew? Obviously, Mattie did. Anyway, he sent all the folks a message saying to
meet “her” at ‘Canes in MB and wear red. Now
when I’m stoned, the last thing I want to do is
anything. So, my place clears out as the crew
heads down to what we affectionately dubbed
“Herpes Night” at ‘Canes. Talk about a bad night
to go out, eh? I’ll let Mattie take it from here.
We get there and the place was mostly closed.
There’s only one section of the bar open. As we
sat and ate, we observed the red-shirters lurking
around the bar. One dude cruised in, made a
quick pass through, muttered, “Not again!” and
left. I guess he was pissed cuz he had gotten
reddie. Man, that was lame. Em took Skillz to
puke and then he punched a car cuz it was green.
I rolled around the bar, making little suggestions
to the commie bastards like, “She stood you up
too, huh?” and “Shouldn’t you be waiting over
there?” I had a good ol’ time and we headed
back.
Mattie and the crew returned, but Skillz was
super drunk. Marissa made like a slut and put
her hand in his front packet and yanked his keys.
Skillz flies off the hook cuz he had a piece of ass
lined up later on. Marissa tossed the keys to Jeremy. Skillz started to throw chairs around and I
had to lay a hand on him. Then, Jeremy tossed
the keys to me. I’m still high as a kite but I’m
not enjoying any of it, cuz I hate violence among
friends when I’m stoned, especially when it’s
raining. Finally, I decide it’s cool with me if
Skillz kills himself and others by driving totally
fucked up in the rain on a Sunday night through
PB. Skillz rolls out, apparently scores, and we
kick back and drink a bit. I came up with nothing all night cuz the vibe was so harshed.

I knew you
would.

How I Wasted My
Pot Brownie

Did you turn the paper upside down to see my face? If you want a
right side up version of this picture e-mail me at editor@thekoala.org.
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Harish hath smoketh the hashish

Black Eye for a Queer Guy
Coming to CBS this Spring

Follow around our three homophobes
as they cruise the local Hillcrest bar
scene picking up fags. With socks
stuffed in their pants these true
blooded Americans lure fags into the
street for a bloody beatdown. Follow
them into the courtroom in the next
episode as they try out the new controversial “but he’s gay”
defense...wait a minute. This isn’t a
tv show. This is George and his two
buddies on a Thursday night. Well, it
should be a tv show.

I can just imagine what the
plants are thinking when I
show up.
“Oh shit! He’s back again.”
There’s a nursery next door “Quick! Look wilted!”
that is run by a homo. It fuckin’ “His patio is not big enough for
bothers me and it’s only mostly all the plants he’s bought.
because he’s a homo. It’s also Something’s seriously wrong!”
because I go down there and “Look, it’s true! He does have
spend $15 bucks a plant ev- a brown thumb.”
ery few weeks and take them “And not from anal thumbing,
back to my house so they can like Julian.”
promptly die.
I always take the plant hiding
This motherfucker takes great in the back of the others just
care of the plants. He waters to be mean. I feel like the
them every day! Even on Hitler of plants.
weekends. And weekdays.
With water, not pee or beer or I am seriously considering govomit or cigarette butts or ing gay so I won’t spend so
blood or anything else that much fucking money on
happens to land near the plants. Also, Julian is way hot.
plants at my house.

KOALA DEBUNKS
God Damn
Those Africans!!! THEORY Bunks hot
Once upon a time, shit was oper-

Vicente Fox Found Crossing Border Illegally
Mexican President Vicente Fox,
accompanied by over 20 bodyguards, staff members and various other Cabinet members, was
apprehended this week while attempting to cross the border
looking for a better life in
America.

W H Y I WA N T
TO BECOME
G AY

Sr. Fox was travelling with his
cousin, a Sr. Coyote, who was
helping him cross the border.
Sources tell us he may also face
charges of transporting narcotics.
His offer to mow the White House
lawn in return for clemency has
so far been ignored by officials.

DAMN HYPOCRITES
You all liked the Lion King right?
Remember that one scene where the
monkey holds Simba up to the light
and the animal crowd is all happy?
Yeah, he’s going to get the whole
kingdom some day, but his parents
repeatedly dangle him off a cliff. How
come that’s okay to do if you’re
Mufasa, King of the Jungle, but not
Michael Jackson, King of Pop?

ating smoothly in the New World.
The Europeans were running
things and everyone was happy.
The Europeans started wondering
if Africans might be well-suited to
the New World environment. So
they imported a few to be put to
work. They thought they had the
Africans under strict controls, but
they got loose. All it took was one
stupid motherfucker and next thing
you know, the Africans are running
wild in this great nation, interbreeding with the Europeans and
wreaking havoc in the streets. Unlike civilized Europeans these Africans are unpredictable and violent. They wear bright colors and
travel in gangs killing people with
little provocation. They take over
any area they can and never do any
work. In fact, even when they do
work all they do is make everyone
less productive. They’re all over
the news killing people. Someone
really needs to do something about
these goddamn African bees.

Portrait of a Happy Dream

It’s your fault this retard is
our editor. If more of you
would have voted for him
he would have been
relegated to obscurity as
AS president instead of
skyrocketed to fame and
glory as THE KOALA
editor.

female later that evening
Everybody knows the theory
that all fat chicks have hot
friends. I prefer the theory that
all hot chicks have hot friends
better. That way, if it turns out
to not be true, at least there is
one hot chick, as opposed to
a fat chick, which isn’t good for
anybody.

Iraqi Donkeys Launch Missile
Attack On US Soldiers
Damn the Iraqi resistance up un
til now has been pretty sporadic
but the Iraqi animals are really get
ting their act together They used
to be content with just shitting in
the road as an act of resistance to
the US occupation but now
they’re launching missile attacks?!
Whoa

...But we will not submit to anyone!

A Behind the Scenes Look at A Koala Meeting
A lot of bunk things have happened throughout history.
When the settlers gave the Indians chicken pox that was
bunk. It was bunk when the Germans invaded Poland. But
the bunkest thing ever was when Rob called the cops on
Brad, his own fuckin roommate.
It all began when the official Koala Keggerator was relocated
to Brad’s pad. Surprisingly, the Koala meeting quickly moved
from the office to Brad’s house as well.
Bryan had made me swear not to drink more than a couple
beers since I was his ride home. So I chugged a beer every
time he looked in the opposite direction. That’s right MADD.
The names Bombed. James Bombed. And “Danger to
Myself and Everyone Else on the Road” is my middle name.
Then we migrated out to the lawn to find Bryan and Brad
about to rumble. Shirts off, Barton starts stretching.
Seriously, you guys do not understand what a loser Barton
is. Stretching. Good Lord. As soon as Brad’s shirt is off, he
tackles Barton and throws him on his ass. Fails to capitalize
and Barton fucking takes over and chips two of Brad’s teeth.
Roommate complains about the noise and Brad can’t fight
again until he makes sure that he’s still beautiful. I swear,
they couldn’t have fought any more quietly. Bryan and Brad

fighting was so fuckin quiet “POW!” appeared in the air every
time someone got hit. So go inside, Barton realizes his back
is injured. He lays down on the couch under a blanket and
cradles a cup of water in two hands, sipping occassionally.
All of a sudden, maybe eight people show up with some
chicks and a beer bong. We don’t really know who they are
but we recognize some of the chicks from the BOARD party
a week or two ago. Fucking Barton, curled up on the couch
like a dying relative, pale as shit, and moaning sometimes.
Our fearless leader. Oh yeah, and what was the bet on the
fight? Barton would have to drink a beer if he lost. He
doesn’t like to drink cuz his grandpa was an alky. What a
pussy.
I wander outside and mention offhandedly to my buddy
Jonnie that I think the little blonde with the nice gazongas
may have a thing for me and I’m thinking about pressing
the issue. One of the dudes looks over and says, “That’s
my sister.” Whatever. Sounds like one less competitor to
me.
In my circling, the recruit asks me what my favorite black
joke is. That’s a tip for you folks who want to believe that
we’re totally racist. It’s true. We admit potential members

Lance Armstrong. This guy has problems. First of all, haven’t you noticed all these losers in the Tour
de France are riding girl’s bikes? That’s right. Take a look sometime. Girl’s bikes. All of them. Now
I know what we did to boys who were seen on a girl’s bike. It was conclusive proof that the kid was
actually a girl. Billie Robinson’s mom made him ride his sister’s bike to school back in fifth grade
when he had a flat. We saw it. The chant of “Billie is a girl” was heard as he received his high school
diploma. So, we’ve concluded that Lance Armstrong is a girl. He conveniently had so-called testicular cancer. He shaves his legs. He wears tights. It’s embarassing, cuz he’s a clansmen of mine. Neil
was the first man on the moon. And Lance... rides a girl’s bike in France. Pathetic.
And since we’re on the topic of men who look like or actually are women, (did you notice the contradictory stances taken in the first two paragraphs? No, huh? I knew it. Ha. You lose.) (Seriously,
though, haha. Get some critical reading skills, will ya? If Neil was really hardcore, he’d’ve walked
on the sun like a man, not the pussy-ass moon. Lance rides a girl’s bike and I wear women’s glasses.
And underwear, but only on Tuesdays. The Armstrong’s are fading fast. Wait a minute, we started off
wearing kilts. Fuck you, ancestors. Don’t look at me that way. You fuckers started that shit. No
wonder we are where we are. There. I made fun of white people. It was good, too. Pretty funny.
Made you laugh. And you laughed at yourself for being led by the nose. Felt good, huh? Oop, time
to end this parenthetical note. Bye.) (Good Lord, this is really gonna be a long paragraph.) I have a
buddy who’s a Cesna pilot. We flew out to New Orleans for Spring Break. Had a ton of fun, but check
this out. We meet these cops who hooked us up with some super killer beads. Big pearly ones, strings
down to my knees and I’m 6’3”. (Ha, that’s twice, in context. You owe me five bucks, Dirty Mike!)
(This is a great chance to start a new paragraph for no reason. People like paragraphs better than long
streams of text because text is scary.)
Anyway, I’m 6’3”. (That’s called throwin’ one out there for the fans, baby!) Great beads. Negotiating beads. (Meaning - Should not be given just for a flash of the boobies. Unless they’re really ...
well, you get it.) That’s what the cops told us. And we got their cell numbers so if we got locked up,
we’d be out in fifteen. (Police corruption is awesome. Make it work for you.) Before sending us out
to revel, (by the way, that’s what you do when the first vel didn’t take) (after a paragraph and a half,
this is where it’s getting to the trannie part. Ha. You read all that up there for nothing. Loser.) the
cops warned us about transvestites. We laughed. “Why do you think we’re here?” No, just kidding.
We did laugh though. We told the cops that we were pretty confident in our ability to recognize
appropriate targets for sexual advances. The cops said that there were dudes out on Bourbon and one
block off that could fool a gynecologist. We told them, “Only one that wants to be fooled.” No,
kidding again. Besides, if it can fool a gynecologist, who cares? We shrugged it off, but the seed had
been planted. (Dun dunt DU-U-UN) (Did you notice the bone I threw out to the people that actually
want to know where the trannies hang in New Orleans? Damn. And they call me a homophobe...)
Thus begins the third paragraph of this story. We’re trolling Bourbon St. Plenty of honeys, but I’m
looking for a fox. Some girl who inspires me to sing or kick my heels or pull off my pants and fuck the
beejeesus out of her. And she appears. And she’s got a hot blonde friend for my buddy. He’s 6’7” so
he screws exclusively hot blondes. (Catch the Non Causa Pro Causa? You’re getting better. But you
shouldn’t let me pretend that I knew Latin. I looked it up on the internet. But I did it for you, so you
can continue to adore me.) This girl’s exactly right. Maybe 5’10”, nice big ol’ stack o’ rack, cute face,
fantastic tan, athletic, muscular thighs that look like they could strangle a bear. She looks like about a
college volleyball player. Smokin’ hot. My kind and I know I can handle her. I swoop. She’s smiling,
I’ve got her laughing. She’s digging it. Her friend walks behind me and whispers in my ear as she
passes. “She’s a man.” GENOCIDE DEATH PANIC EXPLOSIONS DESTRUCTION WHAT?!
My train of thought has jumped the tracks and hit a goat. I scramble to recover the ball, but I can no
longer continue to smile and talk when I don’t know if this lovely creature before me has a shlong. I
babble, gasp, stumble and stutter. Finally, a comprehendible sentence emits (i.e., a sentence that
doesn’t contain the word comprehendible). “I’ll give you my string of these (by which I am referring
to my giant pearl bead string) if I can check your shorts.” I don’t suppose any of you need to be told
what the response to that offer was. (Check your shorts. Ha, like I’m an electrician or something.
Please tell me you’ve heard that before. It’s old.) She storms off, friend leading the way. Ladies,
please. E-mail me through the editor@thekoala.org account. Is this acceptable? I don’t get it and it
keeps me up at night. If it was a man, maybe the friend was just helping me out. But wait, why dress
like a chick if your friend is just going to give it away? And if she’s a chick, is the friend jealous? Is
it part of some weird plan? If she’s doing it because her friend didn’t really like me, a simple, “No
thanks. Beat it.” would have sufficed. Plus, I really do think the chick liked me. It’s never really
come up, but I know what I would do if my friend told some girl that was picking up on me that I was
actually a chick and then she freaked out and bolted. I’d sock him. Right then and there. Ladies, send
me your theories. And guys, don’t pretend to be ladies. Just because it’s an e-mail doesn’t mean that
it’s time to indulge your crossgender fantasies, all right? Besides, can’t you see I’ve suffered enough?
Gotta go get drunk. Take it easy.

FUCK YOU ALL

I went to the optometrist the other day to fill a prescription for my glasses. That’s right. I wear glasses
for driving. Apparently, I’m a nerd. They point me to a large wall, covered with glasses. I’m looking
them over, trying to find the pair that are “me.” Boom. I see them. Perfect, let’s roll. I hand the
frames to the chick who’s supposed to be fitting them for me and she throws me a weird look, halfway
between confusion and laughter. “You’re not buying these, are you?” The thought fleets in - No, you
dumb bitch, I’m only having them fitted to my face because I thought they looked crooked on the
plastic wall nose. But, in person, I am generally an easy-going guy, so I simply reply, “Well, I had
thought so. Is there some sort of a problem?” I was then informed that I had inadvertently wandered
into the Women’s section of the wall and had chosen a pair of women’s frames. This information was
delivered to me in a manner that seemed to imply that it was obvious that I would be returning to the
wall to select another pair. I asked if there was some gross difference between men’s and women’s
frames. Well, not really, style mostly, but, c’mon, you’re not going to buy women’s frames are you?
I donned the frames and asked the lady if they made me look like a woman. At 6’3”, 215 and a day
and a half of beard, she admitted that it only marginally increased my resemblance to a woman. So I
had them fitted, paid and left. End of story. Except that I notice that when I wear them, I do get more
attention from men.

I realized that a surprisingly large number of our
articles end with “Fuck you ______.” Some people
do not like that. Well, fuck you all.

A Collection of Vaguely Related Stories Part 47

based upon whether they have the same favorite black joke
as a current member. If they miss, pfffft, they’re gone.
Is it a cosmic connection? She is cute and funny. She
found a grammatical error in one of my articles. Not one to
fight the gods, I pursue.
What happens next goes down under the “A New One”
column. The cops show up, called by Rob, the roommate.
Rob used to be supercool but... anyway. The cops freak
out the hotties from State that were coming over. We
convince them to come back around after the cops leave,
but the party was harshed up.
We break up and Brad and Skillz are coming to my place
for more drinks. Recruit girl makes for Barton’s car, but we
steal her away from him. Barton’s a loser, we couldn’t let it
go down like that now, could we?
At my place, we grabbed a piece of cardboard off the floor
and decided to write anything funny we could think of on it.
Brad even vowed to drink until he got funny. Then he died.
Rest in peace Brad.
Skillz decides to give up the hunt and takes off, which had
to kill him cuz he really liked this girl. He locks himself in
my garage and I see my window. Toss Brad the keys and
tell him to rescue Skillz. On his way back, he throws my
keys off the catwalk, effectively ending my alone time with
the recruit. He swears it was an accident. Bullshit.
The recruit starts a beer fight and has to change into my
clothes. Brad decides the new clothes are too thick and
black and beers them again. A beer fight?! Brad has no
game at all. Somehow, recruit and I maintain the cosmic
connection and end up together. She swore earlier that
she wasn’t going to hook up with anyone, so we played
Scrabble. I scored a seven letter word bonus.
And, by the way, that motherfucker Brad tries my doorknob
to propose a, get this, two on one threesome with this girl.
This is the same fucknut that tries to start up a FOURSOME
while I crash on his couch. He breaks me off nothing. The
hot one ditched him to have a pity makeout sesh with me,
so apparently I’m better than a third of Brad. Yeah, he tried
my fucking doorknob. Then he writes the immortal words,
“I would chip every tooth in my mouth before I let Barton
win a fight,” and passes out.
That’s the way that a Koala meeting goes.
p.s. Recruit admits to having a crush on Barton. And, in
other news, the temperature in Hell is thirty-eight and
dropping.

PRACTICE MADE
PERFECT!
At La Jolla Piano Institute,
we don’t teach,
we motivate.
The art of practicing the piano has been perfected at La
Jolla Piano Institute. Our students learn the pieces they
love, ensuring they’ll want to play. Practicing becomes
something they look forward to; they never have to be
forced.

ENROLL TODAY!
Join us at La Jolla Piano Institute. We offer all levels of
instruction. For approximately $20 per visit, which is
comparable to traditional lessons, you will discover an
easier, painless way to learn the piano.

LA JOLLA
PIANO INSTITUTE
Suzuki Music Education
6435 Caminito Blythefield, Suite D
La Jolla, California 92037

1-858-456-1980
Call Monday - Friday, 10am - 10pm
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Webster.com? Isn’t that black midget porn?

Koala
Personals
Too all the “goody goody” freshman girls who don’t drink, I’m
gonna spike your water with the
female viagra pill and fuck you
in the eye.
Love,
Grandpa
To that huge african american
guy who yelled at the Koala because of the refereces to slavery
and the use of the word “nigga”
on library walk, right on man, you
tell Brian Barton who is 1/10th
your size whos boss. Good job
on reinforcing the angry black
man stereotype.
To the girl who I’m always looking at in Poli 12, I wan’t to fuck
you silly. -Professor Hawes
Fuck you Koala Eds. This was
once a great paper many years
ago when it was a creative work
of satire; but now all you care
about is trying make each issue
more outrageous than the last.
So to sum up: I hope you guys
die, I hope you guys die and go
to hell for ruining The Koala!
UCSD 2002 Alum
Extra drunk 22-year-old male
looking for freaking hot female
to have wild times with, start a
family and settle down in a trailer
park in Bakersfield, CA. Must be
willing to make love 4-7 times
daily. Rich family is a plus as
well as good-looking friends.
To the Poo-jabber, er, I mean
Punjab that just started Fall
quarter as a CogSci major, you
need to stop giving spase
peepole Donkey Punches, stop
asking me for blumpkins, and
stop chasing me around yelling

The Minority

“bukkake bukkake!” Now go
listen to your Bhangra SNAIL,
and answer the phone when
YOUR MOM calls.
fuck apologies, fuck the san
diego union tribune, people
need to learn to take a fucking
joke. muslim sex is just about
as good as mixed race sex,
midget sex, and 2 girls going at
it sex... ok, not as good as the
last one, but sex is sex! by the
way, if any girl’s interested in
getting ur freak on w/ my bf and
i
(i’m
a
girl),
email
asiankoala@hotmail.com
I tasted lips and you vexed the
tits.Our bodies moved to our
horney hips - And still, I didn’t
fuck you. My pussy lust from
dawn till dusk,The rythn feared
what force came near.We locked
eyes and locked thighs And
grooved our way through lovers’
lies.And in the end you seduced
my mind But not enough to
make me blind.But, damn!
You’re hot.
And I want your cock. I should
have fucked you when I had the
chance. Don’t ya just hate it
when you let opportunity pass
you by!
3rd year, caucasion, tall, good
looking, athletic looking for 1st
or 2nd year who is any ethnicity,
thin, cute, has clear skin, and
must find the Koala hilarious.
Looking for a hook-up and/or
mulitple hook-ups. - The Lonely
Skateboarder
To M.T.
When I was stealing your beer
and drinking it amongst my
comrades, it reminded me of
that budweiser commercial.
Thanks for the invite.
True.
i like to eat skunky pussy... and
babies
What the fuck is your problem.
It takes some brains to get in
here, but everywhere I go I see
you fuckers standing in line. The
shuttle, buying books, post office, price center. Goddamn, I
bet if I went somewhere and just
started standing there then you
fucks would just get behind me.
Fuck you all.

Apologies to the Milkman, but we didn’t have
enough space to fit you in the staff box so we
sent you to the back.

To that dude who fell off his
skateboard on library walk:
There was some gum on your
back when you got home huh?
That was mine.

We didn’t write these personals, but if
you send me a personal telling me
about someone who turned my picture
over on page 9, I will send you an
autographed 8 x 10 glossy of myself.
THE STUPIDEST PERSONAL THE STUPIDEST REPLY

EVER EVER
Someone at k7tran.resnet.ucsd.edu running
Mozilla/4.0 (compatible; MSIE 6.0; Windows NT
5.1) submitted:
Title: 5 Reasons why the Koala & staff suck a fat
fucking choad
Your name: UpYours
5) You guys can’t circulate your papers, so
you have to drive around on carts shoving
them in peoples’ face.
4) Your writers can’t comprehend history or
literature or philosophy, yet your whole staff
majors in these curiculum.
3) You use valuable resources to print articles
that no one reads.
2) You print your rubbish on paper that should
be used to practice science and math. Oh
wait, you guys don’t have the necessary IQ
to do that sort of stuff.
1) You’re contradictory.

Do you hate muslims or love them? asians?
jews? christians? how about conservatives
or liberals? Cause you sure as fuck don’t fit
into those two political parties. probably
facism huh? do you know what that means?
here’s a hint: www.webster.com
its a website for a dictionary, if you’ve never
used one before. oh and one more thing: by
the time you guys graduate from ucsd, i hope
that you never grow out of this koala crap
and you still live with your parents because
you can’t get a job because you majored in
philosophy. quit living off your parents and
be productive. one day people will treat you
the same way you treat others, and it will be
hell. oh i have stop writing, i forget your IQ is
still too low to comprehend what i am
FUCKING
SAYING,
YOU
MOTHERFUCKING WORTHLESS SHITS.
YOU WILL LIVE OFF WELFARE AND SSI
JUST LIKE THE PEOPLE YOU MAKE FUN
OF!! GO SOLVE A MEDICAL PROBLEM
WITH YOUR FUCKING POLITICAL
SCIENCE MAJOR, YOU FUCKING
CUNTFUCKING WHORES! please publish
my list, i’m begging you guys.... fuck you

Use this convenient space to practice
science and math kiddies!

What is this!? We don’t understand. We can’t
“comprehend.” HUH? WHAT? My IQ...why is
it so low? FOR THE LOVE OF GOD WHY!?!
Normally, we don’t print personals where
bitches “dare” us or “beg” us to print them cuz
we know your mentality. After the issue comes
out you run to your friends and say either “I
knew they wouldn’t print it because it was too
HILARIOUS and I am so AWESOME” or “I
knew they would print it cuz I dared them.”
You throw in a little “fuck you” to seem like
you don’t care. Nice. I guess that’s what I get
when I’m a psychology major. The technical
term for your condition, I believe, is
“retardism.” However, we decided to print this
solely to “waste valuable resources that should
be used to practice science and math.” That,
and I’m fuckin drunk and my mom’s in the
kitchen making me a sandwich so I’m in a good
mood. Oh, and we’ll fuckin play your dictionary
game anytime you want bitch. Webster.com?
That’s for 8th graders. At THE KOALA we use
the Oxford English Dictionary. UCSD
subscribes so any student can use it at:
www.oed.com. OED is the most
comprehensive English language dictionary
in the muthafuckin world! Over here, at least
one Koala member OEDs every week. So fuck
YOU and Merriam Webster.
Oh, and we fixed your list:
5) NO BRAKES NO BRAKES!
4) cuRriculum is singular, from the Latin curriculum, curriculae, f., course, so you are using the wrong demonstrative pronoun. ‘Curricula’ is the noun properly declined.
3) THE KOALA is more popular than Jesus at
UCSD. Guaranteed to be true or may God strike
you dead. And ten bucks says you read this
whore. Haha. You’re reading it right now aren’t
you?! Still reading? Just put it down. Go ahead.
Drop it. Not that easy is it!?
2) We know everyone at UCSD wants to know
how “stupid” we are so we might as well tell you.
We’re the most diverse group on campus. We
got a valedictorian, a UCLA transfer, a few 1500+
SAT scores, and an engineer in the top 5% of
GPAs at UCSD. And we got some dumbasses
like me. So? We got fat people, skinny people,
Mexicans, Middle-easterners, Asians, bisexuals,
jews and OH MY GOD WHITE PEOPLE!!!!
1) No, you’re contradictory!

Check it out anonymous dude!
Now you’re famous! Tell all
your friends! RADICAL!
To all the girls in the short skirts
this quarter - keep it up, and to
god, please keep the wind in full
force as I am not a jedi.
Junior guy seeking extremely attractive, moderately smart, and
well-proportioned girl with little
baggage as a hetero life-mate. I
am a strong yet sweetly sensitive guy who enjoys casual affairs and long relationships neither of which are mutually exclusive. Will accept offers via Koala Personals. Ask for J.G.
All Frat Guys,
Just wanted to let you know that
there is sale going on today at
Abercrombie and Fitch on size
small t-shirts. Oh Shit, you can’t
go though because your big
brother is calling you. He
probably wants you to come
over and suck him off while his
friend fucks you in the ass. If

I were gay and enjoyed sitting
around with other frat guys arguing over who has the biggest biceps then I would want
to be just like you guys. But it
turns out I’m straight and
would rather bang a chic than
go to mandatory gym hours.
Damn you guys are so cool.
From: Every other guy at
UCSD
Amid the gloom and travail of
existtence suddenly to behold
a beautiful being, and instantaneously to feel an overwhelming conviction that with
that fair form for ever our destiny must be entwined.... this
is love. R

Hey fools, submit your personals online. Talk shit about your
roommate and your exes to be.

www.thekoala.org

