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Why read this when you could be masturbating to it?



5) The sluttiest thing you’ve ever done is...
A) Masturbated using the handle of a toilet in the bathroom of a bar in Tijuana on video
B) Walked into a Sexaholics Anonymous meeting and bent over the buffet table naked
C) Fucked a horse while a donkey licks your asshole.
D) Bill Clinton
(All answers are worth no points)

6) The craziest thing you’ve ever done to find the father of your child was:
A) Eeny-Meeny-Miney-Mo (+7 points)
B) Go on the Maury Show (+100 points)
C) Hold a raffle (+4 points)
D) Slash your fetus for a pre-natal paternity test (+6 points)

7) You consider your greatest sexual asset to be:
A) Your tongue ring (+9 points)
B) Your abnormally small cooch (-2 points)
C) Hepatitis C (+3 points)
D) Your hefty Penicillin stash (+1 point)

8) Your legs can most often be found in which of the following angles?

Answer Key:
Now to find your e-SLUT score, take the total of the ‘Sex’ row in the above table, the 
others don’t count. If it’s not vaginal, it’s not really sex, and you’re not really a whore. 
If it’s anal, you’re still not a whore, just a good sport.  Add any additional points from 
questions as directed, and multiply by the number of Koala Staff Members you’ve 
screwed in the past two days.

0-1,650,987 pts: You are a prude. Fuck every male in the room with you immediately 
just to catch up with the rest of the population. And don’t use a condom, that’s minus 
points. They’re only for those dirty Mormons anyway. Think we made a mistake? Wee 
dontt make missdaks.  Please refer to your answer to Question #4 for how to bring your 
sluttiness into line with your peers.

1,650,987.5 pts: Congrats, you are just one act of bestiality away from whoredom. Get 
working!

1,650,988+ pts: You are the real deal, slut. What better way to celebrate your recently 
affirmed title than by attending a Koala meeting and thanking us personally? Trick ques-
tion, whore, there is no better way.

 

KOALA GUIDE TO IS THIS GUIDE FOR YOU?
(It’s a flowchart.)

Are you in a fraternity?

Are you the campus rapist?

START?

Fine, don’t.

Are your parents rich? Go to KG2 Ripping Off 
Your Parents - Page 5

Yes
No Yes

No

Yes

No

Yes

YesNo

Are Your Roommate’s Parents Rich?

No

Go to KG2 Ripping Off 
Your Roommate - Page 6Yes

Are you nuts?  You can’t 
drop out!  Where else could 
you possibly hope to meet 
hotter chicks than here?  
You better study, bro.

Do You Have Trouble Following 
Simple Instructions?

Go to KG2 Making 
Money - Page 8

No

START AGAIN?
Yes

No

Enjoy reading the Daily Aztec

Are you excited to see a 
real-life application of your 
chemistry know-how? No

Yes

Go to KG2 Making 
Meth - Page 7

Are you tired of wasting 
your time with those pussy-
ass gateway drugs?

Yes No
Wanna make some cash?

Yes No

Holy crap.  Just read it.

START AGAIN?

Go to Page 13

Yes No, but I like 
laughing at 
people who do Go to KG2 Dropping 

Trou - Page 11
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SDSU Counseling and Pyschological Services

e-SLUT
Instructions:  The e-SLUT is a short, newspaper-based survey that provides you with an 
accurate, detailed assessment of your sexual easyness.  Please fill out the questionnaire 
that follows and answer all questions honestly.  Remember that your answers are only 
visible to people sitting next to you, people who find this paper later and Superman.  If 
you write your name on here somewhere, people will know who you are and they’ll 
probably try to drunk dial you.

When completing e-SLUT, please remember that it doesn’t matter if he was cute, rich or 
holding a knife to your throat.  (Okay, half points if he was cute.)

1) Are you currently taking any prescription medications?
A)  The Pill (+4 points)
B)  Morning-After Pill (+8 points)
C)  Xanax, Zolof, Valium, Somas, Ritalin, Aderol, Ketamine, Percocet, some big white 
pills and tequila (0 points)
D)  Penicillin  (+12 points)

For the PAST MONTH, please insert the amounts for a TYPICAL WEEK OF SEX, 
BUTTSEX, BLOWJOBS, HANDIES, BODY HUMPING (TITFUCKS, ARMPIT 
HUMPS, THIGH  and/or BUTTOCK RUBS), and BUKKAKE:

                   Sunday  Monday  Tuesday  Wednesday  Thursday  Friday  Saturday
Sex
Buttsex
BJs
Handies
Humps
Bukkake
Total

2) Have you ever had sex for money, drugs or a place to stay?
A)  Yes (+1 point for each time)
B)  No (-1 point for each time you didn’t)

3) Have you ever done the Walk of Shame?
A) Of course (+1 point)
B) What’s there to be ashamed of? (+5 points)
C) Thank god for rufies; I don’t remember. (+2 points)

4) What is the sluttiest thing of the following?
A) Pick up a paper clip from someone else’s desk (+1 point)
B) Check your voicemail (+1 point)
C) Walk to class (+1 point)
D) Fuck the entire Koala Staff  (+5 points)

A) B) C)

Nine out of ten SDSU whores 
recommend being a whore.

+0 points +3 points +10 points



Top Five Ways to Miscarry Your Baby
1.  Heimlich Manuever
2.  Upside-down, by one leg
3.  Chopsticks and a Chinese man
4.  Spray some Raid into the vaginal opening
5.  Baby Shower drinking games
6.  Lazer Tag
7. Take Michael Jackson’s Baby Nurturing 
Classes

Bottom Five Things To Say To Your Accidental 
Children
1.  Hmmm, so much for stomach punching.
2.  Condoms are 99.9% effective.
3.  Did I mention that I need a liver?
4.  You look a lot like my buddy Steve
5.  Holy crap, your mom was such a ho
6.  Inheritance?  I see you have my sense of 
humor.
7.  How about a friendly game of “I kill you 
now”
8.  The Koala told me Raid would work
9. You’re mom made me do it

Top Five Reasons For Testing Positive For 
Steroids
1.  Miguel Tejada made me do it.
2.  Stepping stone to becoming Governor
3.  Should never have trusted Vitamin Water
4.  Kissed Barry Bonds
5.  Recovering from sex change operation
6.  I’m so tired of having huge nuts.
7.  Wanted to meet a Senator
8.  My brian is a mucsle
9.  The Mountain Dew just wasn’t killing my 
sperm fast enough

Top Five Reasons I Failed Bowling Class
1.  You only have two fingers
2.  You’re on strike
3.  You have no balls
4.  Write one page final paper on hockey
5.  Knock down less than six pins on the final
6.  Can’t compete with those fuckin’ Asians

Top Five Signs Your Pet Bird Is Gay
1.  It yearns to be a swallow
2.  You wake up and find him mercilessly 
beaking your asshole
3.  He has an autographed nude poster of Tou-
can Sam in his cage
4.  Won’t eat seeds, only nuts.
5.  When you say “Polly want a cracker?”, it 
answers, “Blacks are better hung.”
6.  It can whistle the entire soundtrack to Rent
7.  When you fucked your canary it didn’t tell 
you to stop
8. You found feathers in your chihuahua’s ass-
hole

Top Five Excuses For Having a Dead Body in 
the Closet
1.  Because he’s Tom Cruise and he’ll never 
come out of the closet
2.  That’s not a closet, my furnace is broken
3.  Hmmm... I have noticed a lot less screaming 

lately.
4.  Well, that’s what I get for not eating it.
5.  Uh, that’s my, uh, roommate’s closet
6.  When the sun heats up, the smell wakes you 
up better than any alarm clock
7.  Cheaper than a coat rack

Top Five Things Jesus Would Say To Lucifer 
On A First Date
1.  So, um, what’s your favorite color?
2.  Is this restaraunt Kosher friendly?
3.  That was some Apocalypse.
4.  Are you Satan?  Cuz you look like you fell 
from heaven
5.  You know God too?
6.  I’m really sorry my dad doesn’t like you. It’s 
not because you’re red either.  We have a lot of 
red friends.
7.  Is the staff of the Koala going to hell for 
writing this?

Top Five Zombie Clubs
1.  Veterans of Zombie Foreign Wars (VZFW)
2.  Zombies for the Ethical Treatment of Ani-
mals (ZETA)
3.  National Association for the Advancement of 
Colored People and Zombies (NAACPAZ)
4.  Premature Ejaculator Zombies (PEZ)
5.  Zombies R’ Us (I don’t want to be dead, I 
want to eat out your brain, cuz I’m a Zombies 
R’ Us Kid)
6.  Adult Zombie Video News (AZVN)
7.  Zombie Learning Channel (ZLC)
8.  Zealous Zombies Taking Over The Planet 
(ZZTOP)
9. World Zombie Confederation of Wrestling 
(WZCW)

Top Five Reasons I Wish I Were Black
1.  Don’t have to spend money on sunscreen
2.  To justify my use of the word “nigger”
3. To justify that use of the word “nigger” as 
well
4.  Finally have something to complain about
5.  I have a huge clock-bling necklace and no-
where to wear it
6.  So I could see the reaction on a father’s face 
when I come in as the “new boyfriend”
7.  I have an endless supply of rope I need to 
put into use
8.  I’m an Arab
9.  My stealing habit would make sense

Top Five Things The Person Who Killed JFK 
Said After the Shooting
1.  Happy Birthday, Mr. President.
2.  I bet they’ll never guess that my bullet was 
magical.
3.  Now lets go pin it on that moron Oswald
4.  I’m going to Disney World.
5.  Bullseye! Just like the CIA taught me

Top Five Heckles I Overheard at the Special 
Olympics
1.  Come back when you lose that extra chro-
mosome
2.  Next time I’ll be running in the right direc-
tion bitch!
3.  Did your mommy give you that crash hel-
met?
4.  he’s black and paralyzed? wow...
5.  You aren’t half the retard I are

Top Five Little Known Facts About Mother 
Theresa
1.  She fucked her way into sainthood
2.  She was a drug mule for the Columbians
3.  Her breakin’ nickname was Sweet 6-Steppin’ 
Momma
4.  I carry a picture of her in my wallet in case 
of emergency boner control
5.  She wasn’t a real mother, the lying bitch
6. She had a tattoo on her bald head that read “I 
wear blue panties on Sunday’s”

Top Five Mistakes of a First Time Rapist
1.  Stays to cuddle
2.  Gives his phone number
3.  Joined Rapists Nonanonymous
4.  Met victim in judo class
5.  Looses track of the drink with the Roofie
6.  Grabs a couple turntables and a mike and 
attempts to rap a girl... Only after he becomes a 
successful rap star does he remember his origi-
nal goal and quickly finds a couple women to 
rape

Top Five Things Superman Does When No One 
Is Looking
1.  Rapes little boys that have “Batman” t-shirts 
on
2.  Wears underwear on the inside
4. Goes to Church and wonders to himself why 
Jesus doesn’t just fly off the cross (possibly 
change wording?)
5.  Rolls time back until Superman 4-6 no lon-
ger happened
6.  Fantasizes about fucking Clark Kent in the 
ass
7.  Supersizes his Value Meal
8.  Punches whales
10.  Fat rails of Kryptonite
11.  Takes a plane
12.  Wonders if his cape makes him look like a 
fag
13.  Uses his heat vision to cook up crack rocks 
for hobos
14.  Races the microwave
15.  Sits around in his underwear, eating Chee-
tos and watching Tae-Bo
16.  Writes in his diary about how useless the 
rest of the Super Friends are
17.  Figures out ways for his inferior opponents 
to have a chance at beating him

Top Five Reasons Why Black Chalkboards Are 
Now Green
1.  Who cares?  Whiteboard power!

Top Five Ways to Tell You’ve Been in School 
Too Long
1) People call you by your first name instead of 
“Dude”
2) Your joints creak more than your chair
3) You can relate to your professors
4) You can’t write your in-class essay because 
of arthritis
5) When you say a wrong answer you put your 
hand out expecting to get hit with a ruler
6) You can run for congress but you still need to 
take care of that Poli Sci 101 requirement.
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 SDSU is a university with enormous resources.  You, on the other hand, are a near-homeless dropout with little or no future beyond 
the nearest Jiffy Lube or Applebee’s.  The laws of communism demand that you take them to the cleaners for doing this to you.  It’s what 
Jesus would do.  So what the hell are you waiting for, The Koala to lay it out for you step by step?  What?  Oh, yeah, I guess so.

 Alumni are just like you and me, but older and thus stupider.  They were around when SDSU was accepting just anybody that 
could walk onto the campus, unlike today when the administration has the ability to wean down the crop of thousands of applications 
and deny dozens, literally dozens, of individuals the right, nay the privilege of attending this great institution. These alumni want to be 
known, they want people to remember them for more than “That guy who makes a mean Filet-O-Fish and can hook you up with a lil’ 
blow if you ask for the ‘Super Happy Meal’”.  Steal a bunch of those tiles in front of the library with alumni names on them.  Hey, anyone 
dumb enough to pay for one of those things once is bound to be dumb enough to do it again.  Just undercut the school’s price on replacing 
the tile by a few bucks and you’re golden.  Rumor has it that there is treasure buried under one of the tiles, too.  Remember, in the Latin 
alphabet, Jehovah begins with an “I” not a “J”.  Wait, wrong movie.  TIP:  Make sure the tiles you steal are from either living people or 
from husbands to their dead wives.  Widows and children are notoriously ungrateful, and your ransom demands will just be a laugh for 
them as they traipse through the South Pacific. Now that we’ve covered blackmail, let’s move on to drug trafficking.

 Student Health Services is a bastion of SDSU luxury, with many quality products that you can resell.  You have to make sure that 
you bring an empty backpack, while girls can bring a large purse and a backpack, and fill away to their heart’s content. While you lounge 
in the waiting room, grab all the magazines that you can, Redbook, The New Yorker, Readers Digest, Highlights Magazine for Children, 
and sell them on e-Bay or Craigslist but don’t mention in the listing that they are from October 1978. As you cruise by the check-in area, 
wait until the obese nurse (no offense, Cynthia!) behind the desk waddles off, then grab all the pens and clipboards that you can.  While 
you’re at it, take her lunch because she sure as hell doesn’t need it.  In the exam room you can begin to grab the really profitable goods.  
Don’t be afraid to explore in drawers and cabinets because anything that resembles a doctor won’t be walking through the door for at least 
an hour if not two. You can walk away from your herpes test with not only a small sense of satisfaction for dodging that bullet once again 
but a satchel full of tongue depressors, band-aids of all shapes and sizes, gauze, and insulin which you can use to barter with at the lo-
cal Free Clinic in return for prescription drugs.  The syringes make great bartering material with druggies on the street in return for using 
them as actors in your upcoming Log Jammin’ Junkies video project. Of course, the climactic scene, “The Payphone Scene,” is going to 
be a bit costly if you have to continually put quarters into that bad boy. Fear not, readers, for we have the answer, read on and then see 
page 7.

 Telecommunication services have been upping the prices for long distance phone calls year after year. AT&T, currently in a legal 
battle with MADD (Mothers Against Drunk Dialing), has been noted for increasing their rates by unprecedented numbers. But for you, 
the soon-to-be-ex-SDSU student, there are several emergency phones conveniently located on campus in historically rapetastic areas. 
Thanks to SDSU’s brilliant tactical maneuver of banning hard alcohol, these blue light rape phones are hardly ever used anymore. Plus, 
they’re free! Also, they’re probably still more sanitary than the infectious herpes-carrying payphones on campus, and you can even make 
1-900 calls. Don’t get too carried away with that, though, because if an escaping rape victim runs your way, well, you’ll just be glad you 
didn’t get too carried away. Besides the obvious action this provides you, this could become your next major film: ‘Log Jammin’ Junk-
ies 2: Revenge of the Rapists.’ (“You raped my father!!!”) However, if a rape victim is waiting in line behind you...I ask of you, be kind. 
Tell her to wait one god damned minute, but don’t forget to use the word “please”. Let her know, without raising your voice, that there are 
several other blue light rape phones on campus that yearn for victimized hands, and provide her directions if necessary. Also remind her 
that the old playground five minute rule applies on both swingsets and rape phones. As long as you use the phone in an appropriate man-

KOALA GUIDE TO Ripping Off...

Monty Montezuma says: “Go 
ahead and drop out. Fuck SDSU! 
They kicked me out after 100 years 
of Aztec spirit and all I got was this 
lousy headdress and leg warmers.”
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Koala Guide To Ripping Off Your Parents



You’ll know you’ve succeeded when 
you look like a smug son of a bitch.

 Ripping Off Your Parents is a delicate thing.  
Remember, these are the people that taught you how 
to use a toilet and how to fail at college, but unless 
they also taught you how to rip them off, The Koala 
are your parents now, bitch.  Trust is everything 
here.  Your parents have to trust you so you can 
violate their trust ever more deeply.  Keep in mind, 
dropping out of school is no small thing.  It’s a new 
start.
 First, send them a letter on SDSU station-
ary that tells them that because of computer security 
issues, the school can only accept checks from the 
student enrolled at the school.  Then you call them 
up and tell them the same thing, like you don’t know 
they got a letter.  Tell them the school is threatening 
to drop you from all your semester classes because 
of a random clerical error.  Tell them that they just 
need to send the check to you, you’ll deposit it and 
write a check to the school.
 But before you do that, get more parents!  
Do some shit that makes your parents get divorced, 
and then hit up both sets of parents for tuition 
money.  Of course, you need to make sure that the 
divorce is messy so the two sets of parents are not on 
speaking terms. But hey, how hard can that be? Ev-
eryone knows that all marriages really hinge on the 
children. If your parents are divorced, you already 

If only they had this guide, this fuck-
ing show would have been a hell of a lot 
cooler. Wow, doesn’t this picture just 
scream ‘incest’ to you? Oh, and Austin 
Powers wants his jumpsuit back, whore.

Koala Guide To Ripping Off Your Parents
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Give Your Unborn Baby the Axe
With New Axe Baby Spray

Simply Open... Spray... And Voila!

Axe Baby Spray
Don’t Ask, Just Axe

know this; it was obviously your fault, whether you 
did something severely disappointing in your youth 
or simply were born at an inconvenient time. Either 
way, you can claim all the credit. If your parents 
aren’t divorced yet, it’s time to work some magic. 
Once the parents are split, make sure they remarry. 
Now stay with me here. The Koala would never sug-
gest killing your parents (not until the lawsuit from 
the last time is settled), however, now you have four 
parents, two of which are unrelated to you and hence 
are completely expendable. Simply give your new 
step parents the wood-chipper treatment and collect 
a tidy inheritance. Hopefully you can guide your par-
ents down the gold digging path and increase your 
potential earnings.
 The next step is to change your major. The 
bastard child of academic majors, yes, I am speak-
ing of kinesiology. It is a great choice for those of 

you who are athletically inclined and wish 
to increase your agility on that stripper pole. 
Kinesiology was actually the major of choice 
during the 60’s at SDSU, prior to people 
giving up their dope habits and realizing that 
kinesiology didn’t mean “heart surgeon” in 
Latin. You should have no trouble nowadays 
enrolling in the major. Few people choose kinesiol-
ogy as a major for fear of ridicule and the lack of 
well-paying jobs at anywhere besides the Mission 
Bay Aquatic Center which has little room for ad-
vancement.  
 This is a major, which requires a lot of 
classes through the Department of Exercise and 
Nutritional Science, and when translated, means you 
will be taking a lot of classes that require equipment 
(i.e. and when translated even further, for those of 
you who are already pre-kinesiology majors: you 
need shit that costs a lot of money). You will need to 

enroll in sea kayaking, beginning sailing, advanced 
surfing, and wakeboarding. Each of these classes 
demands a minimum of $200, which means you will 
have upwards of a grand to ask of your parents. If 
your family is one of those new-agey types where 
your father unwisely gave away sole control of the 
finances and checkbook there is a way to increase 
this cash haul. I’d recommend asking your mother 
between the times of 10 and 2, during the soap opera 
time slots. Your mother will be very emotional, 
God help her, which may give you an advantage in 
acquiring a larger sum than previously thought pos-
sible. As time goes by, your parents will assume you 
have been getting smarter as a result of your study-
ing habits. You must take advantage of this oppor-
tunity and pack your bags, because you’re going to 
USD! Oh…that is in the same city huh?
 SDSU student, although you have been hav-

ing a great time doing keg-stands in your birthday 
suit and having sex with loli-pop girls who don’t 
know the difference between a small dick and mine, 
it is time to move on. Your ultimate goal is to bring 
in the cold hard cash, we have spent time and fol-
lowed the trail of money back to one central location 
in San Diego, USD. The university is famous for 
its “50% off Communion Friday” specials and their 
sky-high tuition costs. These expensive expenses at-
tempt to make quality education a thing only the rich 
can afford like the sorority sluts cruising around in 
the new Mercedes convertible that daddy bought. 

 Well the Koala says nuts to this! 
We are educating you in the ways of gratu-
itous capital accretion, or in Young Jeezy 
terms, how to grabby da money.  This is 
where having m4d l33t Photoshop sk1llz 
once again is a valuable asset. If you aren’t 
so fortunate simply find your local coun-
terfeiter and get yourself some fake USD 
letterhead. Using this you can create a 
letter of acceptance to their grad school and 
have it sent to your parents. They should 
be thrilled that you got out of SDSU in a 
nimble seven years, but I’m not quite sure 
about their reaction towards the oral herpes 
you received during your journey. Now you 
can start hitting them up for money to help 
out your gigantic tuition bills (in reality it’s 
for that bounced check you wrote to Hustler 
for that butt plug, but shhh, we’ll keep that 
between you and me). Yearly tuition tops 
out at roughly $30,000 including books. 
If you find yourself draining up all your 
parents financial assets simply tell them that 
you were accepted for financial aid and they 
need only send you $10,000 for this year. 
But if your parents aren’t afraid to support 
your hard working educational ethics, push 
the limit as far as you can. Trust me, that ex-
tra money will come in handy on your next 
TJ trip when you accidentally spill Tapatio 
sauce on that fake security guard standing in 
front of the 2 cent taco stand.

I don’t think my parents 
liked me. They put a live 

teddy bear in my crib.
 -Woody Allen

If this isn’t reason enough 
to rip off all parents every-
where, well...we’ll find a 

better one later.



 You may wonder why your roommate 
deserves an entire page to themself.  And as 
you wonder, it may make you feel better to 
know that your roommate will soon be devot-
ing their life to hunting you down, trying to 
ask you the exact same question.  And you 
won’t know!  Isn’t that funny? But we digress..
 People don’t cherish the change in their 
pockets these days. They take care of their cell 
phones, wallets, and chewing gum, but when 
it comes to change, most people opt to throw 
it in ponds or at A-cupped strippers majoring 
in business. Never take hard coin for granted, 
presidents have died to be on those things.
 As the days go by, your roommate will 
inevitably come across some change that he 
does not need, in which case you must ask 
to “borrow” small change. The trick is to not 
make it noticeable. So if he happens to offer 
you three quarters one day, I know it’s tough, 
but you must refuse. The quarter is a hefty 

Koala Guide to ... 

RIPPING OFF YOUR ROOMMATE

Whether with his bat...
Or his hand...

Gumby knows how to make his 
roommate his bitch (just make sure 
he’s had his tonsil check-up)

This article was inspired by and plagiarised 
from (Pictured from left to right); Julio 
“Marsha” Iglesias, Ricky “Cindy” Ricardo, 
Antonio “Jan” Banderas, Cesar “Papa Brady” 
Chavez, and Midget “The Gimp” Morales.
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Rolls his own!Protects your stash!
Order yours today!

Looking for a new roommate? Want the coolest pet in town?

Introducing...

He’s your new best friend.
Fully trained in indoor marijuana cultivation, the Pot Monkey comes with 
a top-o-the-line HPS Hydroponic Grow System. Immune to legal prosecu-
tion, the Pot Monkey will set up his own set of discrete distributors, pay 
full rent, and smoke you and your friends out whenever. The Pot Mon-
key’s superhuman strength will ensure that no one fucks with the stash, 
and his rolling skills will match even the most practiced human stoner.

Smoke a little bud?

The         POT 
MONKEY

Just 1200 Easy Payments of $1*
*All payments must be made at time of purchase

coin, and you don’t want to draw any attention 
to your conniving. Although it may look as if 
progress is slow, soon you will have enough 
bank roll to buy three children from Sudan to 
hit up your whole floor. 
 When you aren’t whoring out your new 
child labor, take advantage of the drinking 
game ‘quarters’. Make sure this is the game 
of choice among your friends. The “game” is 
to pocket as many of your friends’ quarters as 
possible. It ends when the change machine at 
the laundry mat is empty.
 With your newfound treasures, you 
must go to a Coinstar. There is one located 
at Ralph’s. Use it, he won’t mind. This is the 
big haul.  Coinstar takes a 9% commission for 
providing the service of helping you turn your 
change into paper money.  However, if you 
put in less than a dollar, it still takes the com-
mission, but provides no service, as the receipt 
you take to the cashier only gives you a pocket 

full of change again.  You take the change back 
to the machine and try to get it to turn into a 
dollar again.  Eventually, your change is all 
gone, and then you sue Coinstar for a million 
dollars.  This is the motherload, so use this 
information wisely.
 Anyway, back to fucking over your 
roomie.  Basically, there’s a 50/50 chance you 
get more play than your roommate.  Why feel 
bad about giving them a fucking they des-
perately need?  Or, this will simply be them 
getting what they deserve for being such a slut.  
Either way, this is gonna be fun.
 Hopefully, your roommate has a regular 
piece.  Call this person from your shared land-
line and pretend to be your roomie.  Set up a 
date at your place.  Then, turn down the lights 
and buy your roommate an ice cream.  Drug 
their ice cream.  Be careful to match tastes or 
your roomie might notice the secret 32nd fla-
vor.  Dump the body in the bathroom and head 
back to the room.  When your date shows up, 
whip out the blindfold and go to town.  After 
you’re done, kick out the new ex and have 
yourself an ice cream.  
 If your roommate doesn’t have a 
regular piece, then you have no choice but to 
pretend you are them and try to pick up their 
parents.  Use their computer to access their 
e-mail account.  For girls, this is easy, because 
there’s a good chance you’re just rekindling 
old flames.  For guys, this will be good prac-
tice for when you make the move on your own 
mom.  “Dear Mom, I love my psych classes.  
We’re learning about Freud.  What do you 
think about the Oedipus complex?”  Push it as 
far as you can.  It’s a win-win.  If all goes well, 
you get to watch as your roommate’s family 
blows apart at the seams.  If not, they still get 
laid.
 For legal reasons we are not allowed 
to tell you how to kill your roommate and not 
be caught. Whatever you do, try not to end up 
here...
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Across:
1. Red phosphorus - road flare ignition caps, car
safety isle, Pep Boys
2. Pseudoephedrine - fake severe allergy congestion - go 
to student health
3. Iodine - back packing water purification pills,
Outback Adventures
4. Lye - Red Devil brand, cleaning supplies isle,
Ralphs
5. Muriatic acid - pool supplies, Home Depot
6. Coleman fuel - Outback Adventures
7. distilled H2O - water isle, Ralphs
8. duct tape - hardware isle, Ralphs
9. braided hose - bathroom supplies, Home Depot
10. heat source - electric skillet, kitchen supplies
11. gas cans - PepBoys
12. reaction vessel - sobe bottle, Aztec Market
13. plastic tubing - irrigation supplies, Home Depot
14. epoxy - adherents, Home Depot
15. fan - you have a fan right? no AC on campus
16. ice - ice cooler, Ralphs
17. pH tester - pool test strip, pool supplies, Home Depot
18. eye dropper - first aid isle, Ralphs
19. ice water - freezer + tap
20. Corning VisionsWare Bowl - Linens N Things
21. Lab - Got a kitchen, study lounge, car trunk,
trailer in El Cajon?
22. PVC pipe - plumbing supplies, Home Depot
23. shot glass - no shot glass? you suck
24. gatorade bottle - any fine SDSU dining facility
25. push-pull - made from the gas cans, tubing, and the 
braided hose
26. funnel - Home Depot
27. spigot - Home Depot

Down:
1. The catalyst mixed with pseudoephedrine and
iodine in a ratio of 2:2:1 - 1 across clue
2. The reactant you heat with Iodine on the heat
source at a 1:1 ratio - 2 across clue
3. The reactant stirred with pseudoephedrine and red 
phosphorus in reation vessel for half an hour, then placed 
on heat - 3 across clue
4. 1/4 can of this added to equal parts acid/honey and 
coleman fuel with a bit of ice - 4 across clue
5. add drop by drop to honey/lye mix to lower pH - 5 
across clue
6. added in equal portions to the acid/honey water, burnt 
off with caution - 6 across clue
7. mixed in almost everywhere, used to clean all
equipment - 7 across clue
8. used to seal all equipment - 8 across clue
9. used to link reaction vessel and push pull - 9 across 
clue
10. set at 150 degrees but no more than 180 degrees, used 
to heat reaction vessel for one half hour - 10 across clue
11. two of these plus some PVC parts make a “push pull” 
which keeps you from filling your lab with nasty explo-
sive hydrogen - 11 across clue
12. what you place red phosphorus, pseudoephedrine, and 
iodine in, then stopper tightly, it’ll contain the “honey” 
- 12 across clue
13. put it together with 11 down to make a “push pull”, 
also useful for siphoning - 13 across clue
14. should be used to seal the “push pull” - 14 across clue
15. cools down the honey mixture in a bowl on the stove 
after the reaction has occured - 15 across clue
16. put the acid honey, and colemans in here to keep from 
exploding - 16 across clue

17. lets you know when enough muriatic acid has
been added to the lye and honey - 17 across clue
18. adds muriatic acid in small increments - 18 across
clue
19. cools down the final “cracked back” product in
the Corning VisionsWare Bowl - 19 across clue
20. placed on the stove and slowly heated to
evaporate everything but your final product - 20
across clue
21. Where you do your cooking - 21 across clue
22. make a spigot and joint the two parts of your
“push pull” - 22 across clue
23. drain mixuture into this off of pH indicator - 23
across clue
24. what you put the honey into when its time to add
the muriatic acid. Poke a hole in the top to drain it
out of - 24 across clue
25. You make this by connecting two gas cans
together with the duct tape, poking holes in the
bottom, connecting these holes with the tubing, and
attatching the braided hose to the top of one gas can,
sealing it all with epoxy, and filling the bottom of
both cans with water. - 25 across clue
26. You make this essential piece of equipment out of
the gatorade bottle and a spigot. You use it to
separate the honey from the kerosene. - 26 across clue
27. Put this on Gatorade bottle, drain off bottom layer
and burn off top layer(kerosene), just honey left over,
go to 20 down clue & BINGO WAS HER NAME-O -
27 across clue
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 “Money, money, money, money,” one of 
the most famous hooks in a song (or quite possibly a 
quote from one of the most famous hookers). Whoever 
said that money can’t buy happiness was most likely 
depressed and without money. With some persistence, 
strength, and The Koala, this guide below will lead 
you to riches. If not, on 5th and Broadway there’s an 
abundance of cardboard behind the liquor store you can 
recycle in the meanwhile. As a female, one of the nice 
things about dropping out of school is that you ladies 
can quit your jobs at the strip clubs!  No more need to 
strip your way through college.  Oh wait, I forgot about 
your coke habit.  Nevermind. Keep reading.
          As anyone knows that has seen the seas of 
freshly bleached women that attempt to rush sororities 
during the first couple weeks of the semester, becom-
ing a part of a lifelong sisterhood appeals to the female. 
Sadly, not every girl at this school can be a fucking 
gorgeous sex kitten.  We have our fair share of sixes, 
fives and even, dare I say it, a few that rate a four and 
three quarters. Many of these girls have no idea that 
their chances of getting in are, well, slimmer than they 
are anyway.  These girls fall by the wayside as the 
sororities trim the fat, literally.  Opportunity! Starting 
your own sorority targeting these rejects can be a great 
moneymaker, but not an easy one. I, personally, can’t 
stand ugly chicks.
          The first thing you need to do is research.  Whoa, 
hey, BREATHE! Slowly. Breathe.  Wow! Okay, I 
apologize for that - my fault. I forgot the audience 

The Koala Guide To Making Money

Without this guide, dropout Bill Gates 
would never have made enough money 
to buy his one and only true love, Bono.

Maybe now you can afford a 
baller jumpsuit like P. Diddy

Paul Wall, Dropout Extraordinaire

there for a minute. Christ, have a little 
faith, huh? For research, I recommend 
watching the movies Sorority Sluts 47, 
Sorority Slaughter 2, and the highly 
informative Sorority House Vampires. 
Now that you have a complete picture 
of sorority life, you can move on to 
Phase II – Recruitment. This is the easy 
part.  Start handing out flyers in all the 
places that unattractive women frequent, 
engineering classes, she-male clubs, prey 
on the vulnerable at the Counseling and 
Psychological Services office who think 
they’ve already reached rock bottom, or 
female specimens leaving the financial 
aid office.  Ha!  Now you may think 
that the financial aid office isn’t the best 
place to find chicks to rip off, but they’re 
walking out of there with checks in their 
hands.  By the way, this is where we start 
making money.  Sorority dues routinely 
reach into the thousands of dollars, plus 
initiation fees. If you’re a girl and have 
any doubts thus far, look into the mir-
ror (and ignore your man-ish features). 
Chances are you’ll still be hotter than 
your recruits, so grab a Twinkie, travel 
razor, and smile!
          Keep in mind; these girls are very 
insecure about their looks.  “Help” them 
out by feeding them a free month’s sup-
ply of Accutane.  At first it will make 
you seem like a hero, until you explain 
that you cannot simply “go off” Ac-
cutane, as quitting cold-turkey is fatal!   
What you will do though is supply 
them with a cut-rate supply, which you 
purchase from Mexico.  The girls should 

be damn grateful if you provide them with this drug at 
$150 for a month’s supply.  After the first month, you 
can cut costs by simply selling them placebos.  Make 
sure you frequently comment on their improvement, 
even if you see no change.  If there’s one thing I’ve 
learned in my college career it’s, that providing a com-
pliment to insecure women is like tossing a chicken to 
a pack of ravenous wolves.
          You can also fatten the bank account by begin-
ning to enter Greek philanthropic events.  Now, in case 
you didn’t recruit enough she-males, you can continue 
to turn your pen of pigs into guinea pigs by providing 
them with steroids.  This pays off in the long run, as the 
cash prizes are awarded to the “house charity”, or what 
you’ll call ‘The ME Foundation’.  By the way, you 
should not refer to the girls/she-males as pigs or guinea 
pigs after you have given them the steroid treatment, 
unless you have already established that as your “cute 
name” for them.
          Since you have experienced some form of 
philanthropy, you should be a natural concerning this 
stage of the guide. I don’t know about me, but I know 
damn well that there are plenty of you freaks out there 
that want to see the sex lives of the homeless up-close.  
Invent a new form of pornography featuring real, live 
homeless people having sex on the streets. 
 Name it “poor-nography.” Film it yourself, set 
up a web site, and title it “Bum Fucks”. The pool of ac-
tors is limitless, and they don’t demand much for their 
work. A cigarette, scarf, or piece of blank cardboard 
with a magic marker will do. This isn’t abuse; it’s char-
ity! Putting these floor huggers to use is the Christian 
thing to do. “Bum Fucks” has the potential of uniting 

crack smokers and Communion eaters all in the name 
of a hard-on.
          Now that you have started a recognized and 
successful organization, and a web site that should win 
you the Nobel Peace Prize, you should focus on a high-
er level of education. Just because you didn’t graduate 
from SDSU doesn’t mean you can’t teach there…
          Step 1: print up false credentials using your 
buddy who majored in graphic design to whip one out 
for you. Step 2: put on a tie and suit. Why, you ask? 
You have an interview with SDSU (literally speaking, 
The Koala has not yet set up this interview; you must 
do that yourself). Recently, about three dozen teachers 
were caught cheating their way towards their teach-
ing credentials. If only they had “The Koala’s Guide 
to Dropping Out” as a companion, they wouldn’t 
have had to give up the luxurious life of fucking their 
students. This will cover your pay roll, housing (a 
classroom is like a loft, if you think about it...real real 
hard), as well as your sex life. With the voluntary ban 
on teacher-student sexual relationships narrowly failing 
to pass for the 43rd consecutive year, this will no doubt 
help you reach your students in a more intimate way. 
What more can you ask for? No, you can’t teach at a 
private all male college, queer.  However, even a queer 
job will do...
          How often is it that a man leaves a note on your 
car explaining how you fucked up and then gives you 
a deadline to pay him? Other than your dealer, the only 

other person who has done that to you 
is the fat fuck parking attendant. This is 
a great paying job that requires little to 
no skill to pull off. As long as you got at 
least a 60% on your kindergarten exam 
on pencilhandling and were beaten up 
by the big red-haired girls who hung out 
by the monkey bars, you should be well 
on your way. This is a job that demands 
a lot. You are your own boss so don’t 
pass up drinking on the job, your vehi-
cle won’t mind. Parking attendants are 
always on the run, rampaging through 
the streets in their giant stroller trying to 
find the next hoodlum that didn’t park 
within 18 inches of the curb (that’s just 
18 lengths of, well, the handiest thing 
to measure things with). Chances are if 
you look out your window, he won’t be 
in sight and this is precisely when your 
shift starts. Write your own parking 
tickets citing various penal codes you 
learned from watching Cops, or you can 
just write down the highest number you 
can count to. Don’t be afraid to ticket 
your friends and family members as 
well. This is an opportunity to get back 
at “friends” who still owe you money 
for losing your midget porn. Make 
sure the deadline is legible, as well as 
your P.O. Box. It would be a shame if 
they happened to accidentally send the 
cash to the saboteurs and assassins at 
the Red Cross who never cause trouble 
anywhere I can watch (support your 
homegrown troublemakers!).
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very sexy hat obviously). My friend Dan 
was the man and took a ton of pictures us-
ing his press pass to cut in front of every 
one in the line of waiting spectators. We 
also ran into Ron Jeremy, who was still 
hung over from the night before. Look at 
us! Witness The Past and the Future of 
Porn.

It was then that I met the girl of my 
dreams, a 36-year old ten year industry 
veteran who was going to college and 
planning to go on to law school. I will 
definitely tell you more about her in future 
updates, but for now we are planning on 
starting a production company together. 
Not to mention she is a dominatrix, can 
swallow swords in her strip act, knows no 
gag reflex and has no problem orgasming 
from anal. And she’s smart as shit. Damn, 
I was in love with my girl, Anita, already.

I had planned 
on leaving that 
evening, but 
instead Anita 
got us into 
the Penn and 
Teller show 
back stage 
with a single 
phone call. She 
also took me 
to the biggest 
swingers club 
in the world. It 
was a $100 to 
get in and she 
got me in for 
free. There was 
a porn star on 
my arm among 

all these swingers and they are eyeing us 
with their tongues licking their lips. That’s 
when she demonstrated that she wasn’t 
lying about that no gag reflex.

We went to 
the Penn and 
Teller show 
with the best 
tickets in the 
house, went 
backstage 
and met 
everyone 
including 
Ron Jeremy 
again, and I 
leave Vegas 
back to my 
parent’s 
house spent.

So that was my weekend in a 1000 word 
nutshell. But fuck you all cuz I know you 
are only here for the pictures…

Hey there Koala fans, this is a KOALA 
special update! This is Steve York, Stevie 
Why, The Whyman, better known as your 
neighborhood college student porn star. 
I recently got back from the Adult Video 
News (AVN) Awards in Las Vegas and 
it was insanity! Imagine a 10,000 person 
gangbang with porn playing on LCD 
screens and giant posters of porn stars 
everywhere!

Okay, 
now 
imagine 
it without 
the sex 
and 9,900 
of the 
people 
are nerdy 
dudes 
milling 
around 
looking 
at hot, 
almost-
naked 
chicks. 
Yep, that pretty much sums up the AVN. 
Tens of thousands of horny single men, 
girls with way too much plastic surgery, 
and the chance to wince every time you 
need to use the bathroom wondering what 
STD super-viruses are breeding after 
Rocco Siffredi’s ass touched the seat.

They really 
gayed up 
the AVN 
this year…
although I 
didn’t go 
last year so 
I have noth-
ing to judge 
it against 
but my 
fantasies. 
Anyway, 
everywhere 
I looked 
there was 
trannie porn 

and they didn’t allow any nudity on the 
floor. That’s right, 100 foot high posters 
and 10 foot across LCD displays with 

naked chicks taking it from 5 guys who 
are taking it from 5 more guys while a 
chimpanzee fellates itself in the corner are 
okay, but if we see a real live boob there 
will be hell to pay! Obviously all the girls 
adhered to the rule as they all follow a 
very strict moral code - them being in the 
PORNO industry and all.

When I got to my hotel, 
I had been in the car for 
more than six hours so I 
was horny as hell. This 
was only enhanced when 
I hopped into bed and 
saw my reflection in the 
room’s mirrored ceil-
ing. I grabbed my laptop 
and plugged it in. The 
Tropicana wanted fucking 
$14.95 so I could use 
my own laptop at their 
hotel…what the hell? 
You could get a hooker 
in Cuba for that price! I guess I could also 
rent a dirty movie through the On-De-
mand cable service for the same price too. 
Hmm. I had already seen “Hustler Cen-

terfolds II” but 
some variant on 
the MILF theme 
welcomed my 
horniness. Ten 
minutes in I 
was already 
bored. I got 
so fed up with 
it and started 
thinking, “I’m 
in Vegas and 
I’m a big shot 
motherfucker!” 

so I ordered the next MILF title…and it’s 
another $14.95 down the drain along with 
the half-hearted jizz I finally stroked out.

Alright, that story was for my gay fan 
base, but enough about me jerking it. 
Come Saturday morning I trekked to the 
Sands Expo Center with the show in full 
force. Thousands of people were lined 
up to get in and here was The Why Man 
getting his official 
Media Pass and 
bypassing all the 
lines. Life was 
good. Imagine if 
you could get a 
Media Pass like 
that at one of 
those 500 man 
gang bangs? 
That’d be awe-
some…no more 

sloppy 455ths. As I started meeting people 
at the show I quickly had a handful of 
business cards from some of the biggest 
names in the biz. I even met a girl that my 
photographer knew from San Diego that I 

think I might do a scene with.
I spent that first night going party to 
party around Vegas and everyone knew 
me. It was fucking odd and amazing. I 
found myself in a three story suite at the 
Caesar’s Palace 
being held by 
a bunch of 
people who run 
a company that 
only produces 
amateur videos. 
Tons of free 
booze and mini-
orgies break out 
everywhere. I 
even had a mini-
orgie and this 
time both of my 
hands got involved!

I got back home at 5am and three of my 
friends were in my room. Great, 
it’s now a sausage-fest. And for 
my gay fanbase - Great! It’s now 
a SAUSAGEFEST!!! Plus, they 
drank my bottle of Jager. We 
got two hours of sleep and then 
ordered $70 in breakfast room 
service and headed back to the 
show.

Holy shit we ran into so many in-
teresting people that want to talk 
to us about our porn on campus 
Freedom Fight. Max Hardcore 
(!) for example, who is best 

known for inserting speculums 
into vaginas and asses at the most extreme 
angles, double fisting (and not the “drink-
ing” practice) and lots and lots of pissing. 

Oh, and he also has the most obscenity in-
vestigations against him in America right 
now and can’t even film in the country 
anymore. God I love freedom…and Ass to 
Mouth.

“The Man, the Myth, the Max”

Anyway, we all got official GOT MAX? 
shirts, keychains, and signed posters. 
Legend Peter North was very humble and 
quiet; surprising for a guy who can ejacu-
late gallons of load at a hat’s notice (a 

Koala Guide to Becoming a Porn Star

“Me butt fucking a porn star who 
was so dumb she forgot to take off 
her pants”

“One of these things is not like the others”

“This chick is cool, not only 
because she just graduated SDSU, 
but because she wants to star in 
my next video i.e. fuck me.”

Cuban hooker for $14.95



Education is a gateway drug to suicide. Page 7April 17, 2006

Disclaimer: If for some crazy reason you were to really do this, here’s some pointers. First, tell no one. Second, TELL NO ONE. In case you weren’t aware or are just stupid, making meth is illegal. Like 5 years minimum in a federal prison illegal. So keep it quiet. And remember that the Koala in no 
way endorses you using this information. Although this is a complete recipe, it is intended to garner readership amongst the SDSU crossword enthusiasts. You should watch out for them, too, because they’re probably all tweaking right now.
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KOALA GUIDE TO

 DROPPING TROU

Rule 6: Fuck you, George.

Rule 7: Never trust anyone. It’s your ass that’s on the line, after all.

Well, that’s enough, I guess. Now go out there and gain some valuable experience. Remember, practice 
makes permanent, so go forth and make that booty last forever. And remember; hey hey hey, smoke 
weed daily.

April 17, 2006

By 
Alex “M.I.A.” T.

Aight bitchez, unless you’re retarded you know that dropping trou is a necessi-
ty in our fucked up lives. Actually, strike that, you retards aren’t excused from 
this one. Come to think of it, several of the retards I know spent half the time 
with their pants off, so I guess you guys have it figured out after all. At any 
rate, I learned at the tender age of nine just how important proper technique 

is. My dad and I never played catch, we spent our time getting baked down in the railyard mooning 
the passing Amtrak trainz and molesting hoboz. On my eleventh birthday, Dad gave me the best pres-
ent a young boy could ever dream of: a pair of buttflap overallz. From then on, I hit the streets mooning 
anyone, the cops, old ladiez, you name it, I showed it my ass. But soon I realized I couldn’t recreate the 
thrill of my early years. I tried, but I never got the rush back. I became a junkie, my life took a turn for 
the ugly. I got sloppy. Half the time, I just walked around bare-ass. My game was gone. I realized the 
cause of my problems; I had forgotten the fundamentals. That’s why I undertook the task of creating 
The Koala Guide to Dropping Trou, so that it would pave the way for you, my loyal readerz, so that the 
world may be filled with bare asses.

Rule 1: No sack. A good trou-dropping can be enjoyed by all, but when you bring the balls into it, then 
it’s personal. Keep the mouse in the house. Ladies, THIS SHOULD NOT APPLY TO YOU. Show as 
much as you like (except fat chicks).

Rule 2: Don’t succumb to the drop-and-run. Let your victim really savor the flava. The whole point of 
exposing your ass to someone is to show that you’re on top, so don’t make your escape prematurely.

Rule 3: Do unto others. If you get blindsided by an anal ambush, don’t get mad: go dirty bare-ass. It’s 
time to serve up a nice brown dish of revenge. Those pussies won’t know what hit ‘em.

Rule 4: Go prepared. Unless you have a pair of buttflap overallz, you’ll probably want to loosen your 
belt beforehand, or dare I dare it, go beltless. If you plan to surprise your foe, make sure to find a good 
place that doesn’t have a lot of low-lying, underwear-snagging brush in case you have to do the pants-at-
the-ankles double-time from the po-po.

Rule 5: Get fucked up first.

Editor’s Note: We told Alex the theme was “The Koala Guide to Dropping Out.” Alex, the staff stoner, 
laughed and told us he’d do a page for us. A couple of weeks later, he brought this page to our produc-
tion meeting. We didn’t know what to say but he was so proud that we couldn’t bear to tell him he 
fucked it up. So please don’t tell him what the theme really is. He never actually reads any of the issues 
anyway, just uses the extras to roll giant spliffs. Thanks a lot.                                               
              -George



I heard “Billie Jean” on the radio the other day.  I believe you, Michael.

Sweetheart,
You know I love you.  But your bj technique couldn’t keep steel hard.
KJ

To that ugly bitch in my Engl. 544 class:
Why do you raise your eyebrows every time you step into class? It 
would make sense if somebody was shoving a finger up your ass...but, 
honostly, I’m thoroughly confused.
-the dude that is encouraging you to start a she-male sorority

Mogli, I got you good, you Flipinegro. Eat my crumbly, pretzely ven-
geance.
Love,
M.I.Fizzle

Submit a Personal to
personals@sdsu.koalahq.com
or online at sdsu.koalahq.com.

You know we’ll print it. Just ask the people who wrote the 
Personals we printed this time.

You’ve Made It, Koala Alum!
 Dear Former Koala Student, 
Congratulations on your graduation from Koala U.  Your diploma in 
   DROPPING OUT      will likely pay for itself many times over. I would like 
to take a couple minutes of time away from your busy schedule of furious 
masturbation to amputee porn (see Fig. 1) to address this new juncture in your 
life. You may be asking yourself, “What can I do to support the institutions that 
helped me get where I am today?”  Since you are a graduate of our  
    DROPPING OUT      program, let us help you answer this question:  Pay 
us.  That’s right, you lousy cheapskate scumbag.  Pay up.  You think this kind 
of education grows on trees?  Hell no.  Okay, so it may be printed on trees, but 
the ink is entirely tree-free.
 You may be happy to learn, or not, that there are many successful drop-
outs in important positions around the world.  Bill Gates is a dropout and he 
has 4 gigabytes of porn on his computer.  Luke Skywalker was a dropout from 
Jedi School.  He only defeated the Empire singlehandedly (ha ha), plus made 
out with his sister on the side.  How’s that for the Jedi Mind Trick?  Adam, you 
know, Eve’s common-law husband, never even went to college, but he went on 
to found the entire human race.  What smart-alecky college grad do you know 
that’s done that?
 The Koala’s staff has benefited enormously from financial contribu-
tions by our alumni. Let me encourage you to continue your contributions 
to the paper. Let me encourage you again. If you didn’t pay attention to that 
encouragement how about some more? We would like to graciously remind 
all our new alumni that we will find you and coerce a donation of some sort if 
you do not give one willingly.  Don’t take this as a threat, but the reality show 
about our debt collectors can’t even be shown on Pay-Per-View.  We are still 
accepting contributions in the form of money orders, cashiers checks, travel-
er’s checks, cash and duffel bags filled with illicit drugs. Your contributions are 
of course not tax deductible.
 As  the Koala Treasurer, I would like to express a vaguely sincere 

Koala University
by authority of the Board of Regents and on recommendation of the Faculty 

hereby confers upon

You
the degree of

Associate of Dropoutity
with a minor in Withdraw/Fail

with all the rights, honors and privileges thereunto appertaining.
In Witness Whereof, The Seal of the College and the signatures of the
duly authorized officers are hereunto affixed at San Diego, California

Alex T.

Jason

Alex M.

Eric

George

the day you read this, in the year of our Koala
two thousand whenever

Kevin Costner graduated. Do you really want to end up like him? Page 12April 17, 2006

thanks to our alumni and friends who have 
provided financial contributions to us in the past 
(Enron, Hustler Store, the Colombian Govern-
ment, etc.). These generous and often legitimate 
donations allow us to continue spreading devious 
and delinquent behavior across the country.
 We appreciate your support and continu-
ing interest in The Koala.
 
Sincerely,     
The Koala Alumni Corporation Board

Figure 1

Koala Personals
We’re not going to apologize for the pitiful number of Personals.
Personals are written by you, the students.  As the Olde English 

used to say, “If ye likes to read the Personals, ya must write some.”


