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The Koala at SDSU presents RETURN OF THE KOALA
with WORLD FAMOUS KOALA LISTS on Page 3 

and THE BEST OF YOUR PERSONALS on Page 12

featuring REJECTED CHARLIE BROWN VHS SPECIALS on Page 5 * 
Full Page ROHYPNOL POSTER on Page 9 *

 LOUSY LOVERS REPORTING SERVICE on Page 10 *
with special Guest Appearances by Jesus, Stephen Hawking, Bill O’Reilly, and Osama bin Laden



September 8, 2005

Welcome back to another miserable year of partying harder than anyone else in the world.  With 
the summer training season behind us, it’s time to really take the skills we’ve been working 
on and put them into action.  The countless hours sunbathing, the sprints from the beach to the 
liquor store and back, the Kegels and the keggers.  Myself, I’ve been putting my time in down 
Mexico way.  I have returned with news from afar.  Rosarito is a God-forsaken hellhole and let 
me tell you why.

There are a number of clubs in town in Rosarito.  Most of them charge cover.  Why?  Because 
they can.  When you pay the cover, you receive a wristband that gets you in.  Around noon, 
people start coming around selling these wristbands.  They charge much less for them, but it 
gets progressively more expensive as the day goes on.  The problem is that there’s no way to 
tell whether the wristbands that you buy from these people are real or not, because the clubs 
don’t open til 10, at which point the cover charge is full price.  Also, the clubs won’t let you in 
wearing the wristband from another club.  They cut the thing off your wrist, so there’s no club 
hopping.

Okay, but how’s the scene down there?  Well, there seems to be plenty of East LA gang mem-
bers, so that’s a minus.  There’s also plenty of groups of guys who bring a couple of token girls, 
who are, of course, attached to one of the guys in the group.  And every weekend, there’s at 
least two groups of single girls who go down there and, within fifteen minutes, are hit on by 
everyone from the kid ferrying tacos in the restaurant to the huge group of boner frat boys from 
Fort Lauderdale, waving video cameras yelling, “Show your tits!”

Word to wise, by the way.  My experience has always been that girls will show their tits when 
they are having a good time in a place with a fun atmosphere.  If you want to see chicks flash 
their tits, you should try to create that fun atmosphere.  That fun atmosphere, again, my experi-
ence, is not you and six of your bros, drunkenly screaming at every chick to expose herself to a 
video camera.

On a slightly different note, one thing that you will notice about Rosarito as you drive through 
is the staggering number of gynecologist offices.  This is very scary to me.

The hotels have gotten in on the wristband action too.  The desk clerk will fasten one wristband 
on each paying guest.  They guard all entrances and exits vigilantly, which means that if you 
don’t want to pay out the ass for each additional person, you end up spending your whole trip 
smuggling your friends through the laundry room.  My friend was caught by security walk-
ing down the hallway to our room without a wristband, key in hand, and they actually tried to 
take away his room key because he didn’t have the wristband.  This policy extends to guests.  
You can’t bring the person you met in the clubs back to your room without paying $20 to get 
another wristband.  Also, they check your bags for booze.  You cannot bring outside liquor into 
your room.  If you want to drink, they want you at their bar or drinking from the mini. 

As an aside, there’s no camping in Rosarito proper.  If you don’t have the money for a room, 
you’re pretty much screwed.  Three friends and I found ourselves trying to drum up a room 
in Rosarito because every campground north of Ensenada was full (long story, ask me about 
it on your own time).  We tried hitting up some locals, but the only person we could find who 
was willing to let us crash at their house was a waiter who insisted that if we stayed, we had 
to purchase an quarter of meth from him for $10.  We offered to just give him the $10 and let 
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him keep the meth, but he would hear nothing of it and said that if we didn’t buy the meth, he 
wouldn’t let us stay.  Don’t ask me why.  Let me just repeat that Rosarito fucking sucks.

Well, I’ve covered nightlife and staying in town.  How about the cuisine?  Well, you all know 
the tacos you get in TJ, adobada, three for a buck.  In Rosarito, those same tacos cannot be 
found for less than ten pesos each, roughly a dollar.  So, if you imagine that you are hungry for 
tacos, have $5 and obviously want as many tacos as possible, there are two options.  You can 
buy five dinky tacos for five dollars and walk away still hungry.  Or you can walk down to the 
bus stop, get on the public bus to TJ for a dollar, spend $3 on nine tacos in TJ, then drop your 
last dollar on the bus ride back.  I’m sorry, this should not be possible.

I will say one good thing about Rosarito, though.  It did get me an “A” on an oral report in my 
Spanish conversation class.  Let me tell you the story.  I had to give a presentation, in Spanish, 
with the goal of teaching the class something.  It was due on Monday, and come Friday, I had 
no idea what to do it on, so I just figured I’d go to Baja and something would work out.  My 
friend, driving his newly purchased 1991 Toyota 4Runner, volunteers to drive me and a lady 
friend.  Skip ahead to Saturday, we’re in Rosarito, on our way back up, spending all our money 
on langostas.  When we leave the restaurant, our car has apparently decided not to wait around 
for us.  We head down to the police station, where we are told that they don’t have the form 
for stolen vehicles.  Let me rephrase that last sentence for clarity.  The police, aka the cops aka 
law enforcement, don’t have the necessary report form, you know, the one you fill out to report 
a crime, like, for instance, a stolen 1991 4Runner.  We are told that the form is available at the 
office of el ministerio publico, which is almost a kilometer south of town.  At this point, we 
notice again that we don’t have a vehicle.  The cops refuse to give us a ride to the office, so we 
walk.  Right now, it’s about 10 pm, completely dark, and we’re walking alongside the road, in 
the dirt, no flashlight.  We reach a little bridge that I recognize as a landmark for a horse rental 
operation.  We decide to walk on the OTHER side of the street for a while, not keen to discover 
any road apples the hard way, or should I say, the soft way.  We finally reach the office, where 
we fill out the form, but el ministerio publico doesn’t accept the form.  That’s a police matter.  
Oh, and he can’t leave his post to give us a ride back into town.  As we walk out the door, he 
asks us, in a friendly way, if the stolen car was a Toyota.  As a matter of fact ... how the fuck 
do you know that?  He simply replies that many of the cars that are stolen down there are late 
80’s, early 90’s Toyotas because apparently Toyota thought they’d save a little money on locks, 
so that basically any Toyota key opens any Toyota car.  Well, isn’t that cute?  So we walk back 
to town, where we file the form at 11:30.  Now, the three of us have $10, which simply isn’t 
enough to get a room in Rosarito at 11:30 on a Saturday night.  Not in the mood for meth, we 
decide to try and get home.  The buses have stopped running by this time, so we pick up a 
cab.  The driver feels sorry for us, so he gives us a deal on the ride, $2 a head, except that he 
can only take us to the south end of TJ.  We have to catch another cab in TJ to the border, for 
a buck a head, leaving us one green US dollar among the three of us when we cross back into 
America.  Which brings me back to how this got me an “A” on my presentation.  It is at this 
point in the story where I actually teach the class something, which is this:  If you are in Ro-
sarito and you get your car stolen at 10 pm on a Saturday night when you have only $10 among 
you and two friends who can’t speak Spanish, the very first thing you should do is go to a bar 
and buy yourself a $1 shot of tequila cuz you’re gonna fucking need it.

Anyway, the moral of the story is Rosarito sucks and I hope you enjoy the issue.  Give us some 
feedback at our webpage http://sdsu.koalahq.com.    -Ed

Midterm Exam: Taoism
Lao Tzu (Chapter 71)

“To know that you do not is best: To pretend to know 
when you don’t is a sickness. Only when we are sick of 
our sickness can be cease to be sick” (chapter 71). Dis-
cuss the meaning the significance of the above passage. 

I don’t want to pretend to 
know cuz I don’t know shit 
about this. Oh, and I’m sick 
of this class. 
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Rosarito - A Great Place To Live And Visit



Top Five Ways To Tell Your Gay Friend Is A 
Closet Heterosexual
1.  He “practices” anal sex on your girlfriend
2.  He’s never seen Queer Eye For The Straight 
Guy because it’s on at the same time as Monster 
Garage
3.  He spends his time in gay bars watching 
straight chicks make out
4.  Yeah, he’s in the closet, all right, jacking off 
to your Hustler collection
5.  Frequently misses the shot down the line of 
scrimmage when watching the game

Top Five Signs That You’ve Hired A Bad 
Nanny
1.  The spit up on Junior’s jumper is not his
2.  She waits until footsie pajamas are entirely 
full before changing baby
3.  The lazy, limey bitch can barely handle three 
of your freakish septuplets
4.  You often come home to find baby with a 
diaper pinned to his head and a pacifier jammed 
up his butt
5.  The peculiar toddler-shaped hole in the 
third-storey nursery window

Top Five Things Your Professor Says When He 
Hands Back A Test
1.  Failure is a learning experience
2.  Boy, you kids suck the biggie
3.  I am forced to grade on a curve
4.  The mean was two
5.  Why don’t you all drop?

Top Five Least Intimidating Fighting Words
1.  My fists are the marshmallows and your face 
is the s’mores
2.  Just try it man, I’ve got a yellow belt in Tai-
Bo
3.  I learned how to fight from my ballet 
instructor
4.  You’re gonna do some SERIOUS jail time 
for how bad you fuck me up.  SERIOUS!
5.  Stay out of this, bro.  This is between me and 
your kid sister.

Top Five Most Paranormal Events of All Time
1.  A “ghost” keeps on pissing all over your 
girlfriend’s toilet seat in the middle of the night
2.  A “phantom” left lipstick on your collar and 
stripper glitter all over your lap
3.  A “poltergeist” keeps leaving eerie skid 
marks in your underwear
4.  An “evil spirit” leaves supernatural messages 
on your windshield after you parked for seven 
hours in a 20 minute zone
5.  A “presence” keeps calling your ex-girl-
friend’s cell phone and hanging up

Top Five Reasons It’s Better to be a Cowboy 
Than an Indian
1.  Ten gallon hat ... cool.  Feather ... gay
2.  Teepee sounds like peepee
3.  People actually wonder where all the cow-
boys are
4.  Skimpy loincloths don’t cover my hairy ass
5.  “How” is way lamer than “Howdy”

Top Five Signs Your Boyfriend is a Little Too 
Jealous
1.  He steals the batteries out of your vibrator
2.  He takes the dog with him when he leaves 
the house
3.  He makes you wear a pad instead of a tam-
pon
4.  Installs a LoJack in your vagina
5.  Only lets you watch midget porn

WORLD FAMOUS KOALA TOP FIVE LISTS

Stupid Pic of The Month:

My buddy Tom took a summer school chem lab and received a couple of low scores on his 
lab reports.  Tom asked the TA if his grade was in trouble.  The TA told him not to worry 
about it and that 95% of the students in the class would receive an A or a B.  Tom ended up 
with a D.  Tom decided to show the TA that although chemistry isn’t his strong suit, he can be 
a pretty creative artist.  He calls this one, “D Relief”.

Top Five Woes of Being a Ninja
1.  Eye slot, but no peepee slot
2.  All-black outfits are a bitch to accessorize
3.  Hard to remember if you’re a good guy or a 
bad guy
4.  Everyone just treats you like a flawless in-
strument of silent death instead of a real person 
with real feelings
5.  Confusion between ninja and ninjitsu even 
worse than Muslim/Islam
6.  Next to impossible to tell he-ninjas from 
she-ninjas
7.  Crappy pay, no pensions, no free agency
8.  Can’t decide whether to send ninja kids to 
ninja home schooling or ninja-garten
9.  Ninja star elbow
10.  No safe vacations because ninja mask tan 
lines are too recognizable

Top Five Games That Failed Before the Mind-
Boggling Success of Whack-A-Mole
1.  Knock-A-Ferret
2.  Bonk-A-Cat
3.  Club-A-Lemur
4.  Strike-A-Marmoset
5.  Watch-A-Mole

Top Five Signs That Creepy Guy In Your Math 
Class Is About To Go On A Murderous Ram-
page
1.  After faking it for five minutes, he finally 
takes off the safety
2.  Gets his test back, and instead of the usual 
“Your day will come” he mutters, “Deep breath 
a-a-a-a-and ...”
3.  He jumps up and shouts, “Goddamn it, it’s 
1800 feet per second and I’ll prove it!”
4.  All of his free moving body diagrams in-
volve cannons and your classroom.
5.  He asks you if you have any extra 9mm 
magazines for your TI-83.

Top Five Ways To Tell Your Roommate is a 
Robot
1.  Always kills chicks you’re about to hook up 
with
2.  Weed hookup is Optimus Prime
3.  She dumps her boyfriend for a vibrator
4.  Comes back from a beer run with a case of 
WD-40
5.  You thought it was only in pictures, but they 
really do have red eyes.
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Top Five Things I Like About My Psych Prof
1.  Cares less about the class than I do
2.  Gives half-price lap dances at office hours
3.  Solely responsible for the “Jell-O shooters 
for Well-Hung Kids” program
4.  Pays me back for all the smokes she bums in 
class
5.  Always bumping GNR

Top Five Lies Told By Physics Professors
1.  Yeah, I was at Woodstock
2.  Obviously ...
3.  Here’s an interesting example ...
4.  If you rub your penis with a piece of fur, it 
will become charged and lightning will shoot 
out of it
5.  Glrxbt munglob hblau phee (yeah, we don’t 
really understand them either!)

Top Five Things Jesus Said While On The 
Cross
1.  Could someone scratch my nuts?
2.  I can see this whole scene making a really 
great necklace
3.  That walking on water thing?  Yeah, that was 
done with mirrors
4.  Denver Broncos, world champs!!!
5.  Okay, guys, this isn’t funny anymore

Top Five Advantages To Being Dead
1.  No longer have to worry about the high cost 
of living
2.  Nobody ever tells you that you need a hair-
cut
3.  Worms don’t bitch about how you taste after 
they eat you
4.  Shed pounds like crazy
5.  Never have to hear the White Stripes sing 
about a doorbell ever again

Top Five Reasons You Should Join The Koala
1.  Because you’re way funnier than we are
2.  100% sure it must be a front for a drug run-
ning operation
3.  We promise not to make fine young men and 
women out of you
4.  You know why Los Panchos is now Senor 
Pancho
5.  Someday you could be in charge and turn it 
into a religious cult newsletter



Fuck THE KOALA... ADVERTISE IN THE BIBLE ... and reach billions of potential customers!

Highly successful ‘In context” ads
Genesis 3
[12] And the man said, The woman whom thou gavest to be with me, she gave 
me of the tree, and I did eat.
[13] And the Orange Growers of Florida want ye to knoweth that oranges are a 
good source of dietary calcium and magnesium and ye surely shall not earn the 
displeasure of the Lord our God nor be expelled from the Garden of Eden for 
eating of them.

Genesis 6
[13] And God said unto Noah, The end of all flesh is come before me; for the 
earth is filled with violence through them; and, behold, I will destroy them with 
the earth, and start a new garden, this time using Miracle-Gro Shake ‘n Feed All 
Purpose Slow Release Plant Food, available at Rite-Aid, Sav-On and other fine 
retailers.

Genesis 19
[24] Then the Lord rained upon Sodom and upon Gomorrah brimstone and fire 
from the Lord out of Heaven
[25] And He overthrew those cities, and all the plain, and all the inhabitants of 
the cities, and that which grew upon the ground.
[26] But his wife looked back from behind him, and she became a pillar of salt, 
which Thadeus Morton discovered in 1910 and which, to this day, is the source 
of all of the Morton’s Fine Iodized Table Salt sold in the US.

Romans 6
[23] For the wages of sin are death, but a DeVry graduate earns 30% more death 
on average than a sinner with only a high school diploma.

I Samuel 17
[9] If he be able to fight with me, and to kill me, then we will be your servants; 
but if I prevail against him, and kill him, then shall ye be our servants and serve 
us.
[10] By the grace of God, there was a Big 5 in the marketplace, wherein David 
purchased a fully calibrated 12 gauge Remington autoloader with a handcarved 
walnut stock and integral sling swivel studs that was on special.  A much better 
option than a piece of shit sling when you have to deal with some motherfucker 
named Goliath wearing a five thousand shekel coat of brass.

“Traditional” Advertising and Endorsements Also Available

To advertise in the next edition of the Bible, 
call 1-000-000-0000 right now!
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KOALA INFORMATION SESSION

Thursday, September 15th
 

2pm and 3pm

at Starbucks in Aztec Center

The blank space above is provided for doodling in class.  You 
should doodle a Koala and then come to our information session.
Or just doodle a little doodle of your butthole and keep it.

1465 Garnet Ave
San Diego, 92109
858-273-7501

6166 El Cajon Blvd
San Diego, 92115

619-265-1410
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If there was one thing PEANUTS creator Charles Schultz loved besides drawing the 
same re-hashed comics for fifty years, it was making money. Towards the end of his life 
he proposed and produced a number of specials which certainly weren’t on the level of 

“The Great Pumpkin” or “A Charlie Brown Christmas.” In an effort to branch out to new 
audiences and a more “urban” crowd, these Holiday Specials were a little...eccentric. The 
crack investigative team at THE KOALA snuck into the CBS Archives in Burbank, Cali-
fornia to expose these rejected specials on an ancient format known as VHS cassettes and 

deciphered them for you, our reader. Enjoy.

PEANUTS HOLIDAY SPECIALS
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EFFIN’S now serves HARD EFFIN ALCOHOL!!!

Now with
FULL LIQUOR

VOTED BEST STUDENT
HANGOUT IN SAN DIEGO
  - The Reader’s Best 2003

619 - 229 - 9800
6164 El Cajon Blvd.

BEST EFFIN FOOD 
IN TOWN!

BEST EFFIN FOOD 
IN TOWN!

THE BEST EFFIN FOOD IN TOWN!
Beer & Cocktails

Pizza, Wingas & Other Appetizers

Pool Tables

Rockin Band
 
Steve Langdon

Check out our coupon 
in the Dollar Stretcher!

DOUBLE
CHECK!!!

DAILY SPECIALS

Wake up after partying on 
Saturday and come have break-

fast at Effin’s.

It’s the best breakfast in the 
college area.

Sunday specials all day!
Opens at 9:00am

SUNDAY BRUNCH

NOW SERVING HARD LIQUOR

WING
WEDNESDAY

   Hot & Spicy
        Wings
    “The Best in 
         Town” 

35 C
THURSDAY

Party with Steve Langdon!
    “It’s an Effin Tradition!”

MONDAY
MADNESS

X-Large Pizza
with a Domestic
Draft Pitcher
4pm - 10pm 

$14.95

TACO
TUESDAYS

       “Great Big  
      Effin Tacos.” $1.50

FRIDAY
1/2 Off

Appetizers
from 4-7pm

SATURDAY
Saturday Night Live

(with Steve Langdon)



Pot Monkey

Herpes-Free Dildo
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It don’t have to feel like this!
When you shop for HYDROPONIC GEAR at IGS 

HYDRO, we take the pain out of shopping for your 
GROWING NEEDS.

www.IGShydro.com     858.578.IGS7(4477)
7922-B MIRAMAR RD.   San Diego, CA. 92126

Copyright Puff N Stuff 2005
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People always talk about how the first child always gets everything, 
how the first child is the favorite and has it the best. That’s bs. I was 
the first child and I am messed up. The first child is the test child. 
“Hmm...I wonder how long we can leave him in the hot car while 
we’re in the store? Should we try it with the windows up? Don’t baby 
food and dog food both come in a can? I wonder if beating him with a 
stick will make him quit crying?”

Everyone has seen the Lion King right? 
Remember the scene where the monkey 
holds Simba up to the light and the ani-
mal crowd is all happy? Yeah, he’s go-
ing to get the whole kingdom someday, 
but his parents repeatedly dangle him 
over a cliff. How come that’s okay to do 
if you’re Mufasa, King of the Jungle, 
but not Michael Jackson, the King of 
Pop? Didn’t he do the exact same thing? 
It’s not that he doesn’t know how to 
handle his kids. It’s that he doesn’t 
know how the handle the firstborn.

So I’m pretty messed up, but there’s a 
reason I am the picky eater I am. I am a 
vegetarian, who doesn’t like vegetables, 
but eats plain all beef hot dogs from 
Wienerschniztel, but those don’t count 
because I only eat them when they come 
with the kids meal so I can get a toy. 
And I only eat one kind of cheese. You 
know how on those old Kraft singles 
commercials they have this diagram of a cheese slice that shows it’s 
like 90% milk and 10% oil unlike that off brand of cheese? Well, I only 
like that off brand. The one that comes in a two ton slab at Costco. It’s 
90% oil, and 10% food coloring. You would think my parents would 
think, “damn, this kid has a problem,” but instead they took a baggy 

with the cheese in it everywhere I went. We would go out to eat, I’d 
order grilled cheese, and out comes the baggy to hand to the waitress.

I used to take a peanut butter and jelly sandwich to school everyday 
and one day the lunch lady caught me throwing my sandwich away so 
she called my parents. The other kids are getting calls home for steal-
ing lunches and my parents get a call telling them I am throwing mine 

away and what do they do? Pack me TWO 
sandwiches. You would think there is nothing 
more obvious than your son throwing away the 
one staple lunch food in America. Well how 
about this for obvious? I started carrying a 
cape to school in my lunchbox instead of food. 
No sandwich, no apple juice, no carrots, just a 
Superman cape. I was the coolest 20-pound kid 
in the 4th grade. Let me give you guys some 
advice. When your kid starts taking a fuckin 
cape to school in his lunchbox, he has an eat-
ing disorder.

My brother is 6’3”, benches 350 pounds and 
played on the football team. I played badmin-
ton. Huh? My parents learned a lot from the 
firstborn. If your son every comes up to you 
and says “Dad, I want to play badminton,” 
sock him in the face.

Since my parents messed me up, I’m always 
trying to better myself. In fact, just the other 
day I started reading this book called The Pow-
er of Full Engagement. It’s about how you need 

to learn to focus completely on one task to get it done. I could tell it was 
the perfect book for me four or five pages into it because that’s when I 
stopped reading.  I wanted to read it so I could learn to write more cohe-
sively and not just run out of things to say and then stop writing.

I can still beat up my little brother.

This is me in that stupid Koala mask my parents 
made me wear to school everyday.
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Is your boyfriend or husband bad in bed?  For-
get the g-spot, does he have trouble finding the 
hole?  If you love him, but not his lovemaking, 
report him to Lousy Lovers, Inc.  Lousy Lov-
ers is a confidential service that will discreetly, 
but effectively, deliver the message that perhaps 
a little change might be appreciated.  Do it for 
yourself or maybe just for the next girl.

Does your partner suffer from any of the follow-
ing short comings?

September 8, 2005 Page 10I don’t know about an ambulance, but I’ll chip in for a taxi.

Stamina?

Monotony?

For the last time, NO!

General Knowledge?

Physical Fitness?

Grooming?

Equipment ‘Shortage’?

Geographical Familiarity?

Lousy Lovers Reporting Service
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Can you guess which of these
“celebrities” are still alive?

Doomsday:  This dude killed Superman.
Let me say that again.  This dude killed
Superman.  Have you seen or heard from 
him lately?  Shouldn’t he be fucking shit up?

Dead or Alive?

Osama bin Laden:  What’s a guy 
gotta do to get some notoriety
nowadays?  This guy sure as hell 
tried, but where is he now?

Dead or Alive?

My neighbor:  He’s 84 years old.  
You know that old person smell?  
That’s not quite the smell coming 
from his house anymore.

Dead or Alive?

The boulder from Raiders of the Lost Ark:  Is it a member of 
SAG?  It must have a real lousy agent cuz I haven’t seen it in 
ANYTHING since that movie.  Maybe like a 10-10-something 
commercial.  Is it broken?  I imagine it auditioning for a part 
like “Falling Rock #7” in the Lord of the Rings, but the cast-
ing director just shakes her head saying, “You’re too round.  
It’s not believable.”  It’s just a shame that it’s been so typecast.

Dead or Alive?

Billy Idol:  His rise to fame knew no 
bounds, yet now Google asks me if I 
misspelled ‘silly bible.”

Dead or Alive?

Stephen Hawking:  Hawking 
made a name for himself as one 
of the foremost theorists of all 
time, but he has been lying in 
a gutter in Logan Heights ever 
since his wheelchair got stolen. 
Is he dead or alive? I think I 
saw him move, the other day, 
but I don’t know.

Dead or Alive?

Bill O’Reilly:  Since getting fired from Fox for sexual harassment 
and divorced for sticking a vibrator up his butt and trying to con-
vince another woman to get drunk and screw him in the Tropics 
while his pregnant wife was at home with his four year old daugh-
ter, he’s been hiding out ... oh wait, he’s still on?  Nevermind.

Your favorite lines from this issue will be here next month - Go to our webpage and click on Feedback



For nick c in EE, 
Now that you screwed things up with your girl-
friend, can i fuck her?

To the slut who was letting that jock finger your 
slit in Chem today,
it was better than the usual porn I watch on 
my laptop in the back row ... keep up the good 
work.  ps - shave your snatch you dirty bitch
The guy who kept dropping his pencil by you 
“on accident”

Remember Gary?  What a shithead.
Dispenser of Serious Wisdom

to the people at McDonalds,
When are you guys going to fuck up and give 
me an extra nugget one of these days.

god will punish you all for being so hateful 
and hurtful.  your publication should be more 
like the world around us, where everyone loves 
each other and no one has to deal with insults.  
I complain because i am better than every-
one, and my shit don’t stink, see?  smell my 
finger(s).

TO THAT DUDE WITH THE FUCKED UP 
SKIN THING ON YOUR ARM,
HOLY FUCK DUDE, DON’T SIT NEXT TO 
ME.  THAT SHIT LOOKS CONTAGIOUS 
AS HELL, EVEN THOUGH I KNOW YOU 
WOULDN’T DARE SIT NEXT TO ME WITH 
SOME CATCHY SKIN SHIT.  GO BACK TO 
CHERNOBYL, TROLL MAN.

Rehab is for quitters
-B

J.H. 
- I’VE NEVER HAD MY SALAD TOSSED 
LIKE THAT.  YOU MUST LIFT WEIGHTS.
-RANDY

there’s a lot more white suburbanites walking 
around in black jackets with punk patches all 
over them these days.  you’re rich, you go to 
class, you probably have a high GPA.  ok, ok, 
so maybe it’s sociology classes, but STILL.  
PUNK RAWK.

To the guy with the “near-hawk” and dick 
bigger than the corndog, I love you too.  Not 
seriously.

To the boy with a BIG vocabulary and LITTLE 
dictionary
... you’re not shit, and you need to be tested you 
dirty fuck!

First off, I want to say that taking 2 hits of 
primo acid fucking rocks.  What doesn’t rock 
is having my cinema TA try to grab my schlong 
after class and call me “Lollipop Lillian”
-I don’t even know who the fuck I am

To that bitch that farted in my kitchen and 
didn’t take up the chance to blame it on the 
squeaky chair.
Don’t you know that a beautiful girl farting is 
worse than a greek in heat?  You sexy giggling 
bitch

How come pretty girls can’t give good head?

to the fat bitch who was in my Chemistry class 
last semester,
Everytime you raised your hand I wanted to 
jump across the room and stab you.  Your stupid 
ass repetitive questions were so fucking annoy-
ing.  And why the fuck did you wear that stupid 
fucking tiger print shirt/poncho everyday.  Get a 
new shirt, Tiger Lily

If I knew then what I know now I still wouldn’t 
know
Someone needs to hire a rabbi to take care of 
the front end of those new Mustangs

Sperm donor wanted to help infertile women.  
$20K compensation for the right man.  Mini-
mum 6 feet tall, athletic body composition.  E-
mail nude photos to larry_stuarts4@yahoo.com.

We are all slaves to the shotgun-cannonball

To Erin M.  
If you post on Craigslist to get laid, please fol-
low through instead of flaking out.  you are cute 
and i’d like to get in bed with you.  you should 
have no problem getting a guy.  have a good 
day.
-sierraSD 20-

Eric: Stop bitching.  If you really want more, 
I’ll give you more

To everyone who has had class in Hardy Tower:
A few Tuesdays ago two people had sex all 
over the lecturer’s desk culminating in a giant 
jizz pool being rubbed into the table.  So if you 
have class there and have seen anyone set their 
glazed donuts or drink up spilt coffee from the 
table, please ridicule them

I got a bump on my head and my mom made 
me go to the doctor but I don’t have time to get 
it removed because I’m too busy curing cancer.
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Personals can be submitted either 
through our network of on-cam-
pus bags or on our webpage at 
sdsu.koalahq.com.  Go ahead, 
give it a try.

To that fine ass chick in the lecture after mine 
at Storm.
Can I hit it one time?  Just one time, that’s 
all I ask.  I won’t end up stalking you or 
anything, as I don’t want to hit it twice or 
even three times, just one good time.  In fact, 
if you let me hit it, I guarantee you’ll never 
hear from me again.  Just one time ... think 
about it.  Thank you for your consideration.
-The one hitta-quitta

The 2005 Fall Issue 1 “FUCK ME” 
PERSONAL OF THE MONTH IS ...

The 2005 Fall Issue 1 “FUCK YOU” 
PERSONAL OF THE MONTH IS ...

This is only for myself, which is like 213 
people,
NICK MAGS.  Fuckin’ grow up!  No wonder 
your dick is so small, you act like youre 10.  
youre the worst sex ive had and first time i 
had to fake it.  I slept with an EE student the 
next day just to spite you.  P.S. ive heard the 
wrong name in bed, but never a guys name
-sex addict blonde

Marsha Marsha Marsha-
Lay down, and tell me what’s on your mind.  
What exactly did he do this time?  Well, I will 
be your comforter, I will make it right.  He cast 
a shadow on your heart, and I will bring you 
back to light.
-I will comfort you!
-ARION

To that red-headed asshole, Matt, that’s in all 
my history classes, Eat a dick.  I’m sick of all 
the sorrority girls jocking you just cuz you 
can write Homeric Greek.  You think you’re a 
baller, but you ain’t shit.  I ever see you cock-
blocking my action at Moondoggies again I’ll 
run your Nizzan off the muthafuckin’ road, 
yatch.
-NAL

Neel,
You monkey-mother-fucker, why do you always 
look so fucking wtupid when your drunk? Oth-
erwise, we’d probably get on you
Lindsey, Mary, Sara

To that fucked up looking geeky-haired short 
shit Charles on 4th floor,
don’t even fucking think that you’re the most 
desirable guy around here when all I ever think 
of when I see your pimply, pre-pubescent chip-
munk face is about how many times your mom 
must have fucked her quadrapelegic brother to 
get a bastard like you

Kat- you know this little habit of yours could 
result in a speech impediment

Brett baby, Thanx for being my burrito buddy!  
Let’s do dinner soon!
Love, D-baby

Cannon, We saw Emily, she’s rad, How come 
you only talked with her on your date.  You’re 
laggin buddy ... not the scammer we thought 
you were: F plus.  Sex Ed Department

Kim, Pictures, Pictures, ...lets see some pictures 
...Maria

Jenifwhore & Dimwhore-
What’s on your mind when the tongue’s in the 
pussy?  Is it marriage?  I love you.  Let’s get a 
bonfire & smowhores, marshmellhoes.
Love, Claudiwhore

Blood clot, we smoke pot

Brian,
You’re real gay.  Don’t worry about it, though.
From Your Friends

TA Laura _____ is a TOTAL BABE

Sometimes, you need to send a Personal.  Why?  Because pulling out is only 35% percent effective.


