
   

  

Volume 1, Issue 1 

Winter 2014 

BORBORYGMI 
A humor magazine 



   

 

BORBORYGMI 
Editor in Chief 

Executive Editor 

Associate Editor 

Assistant Editor 

Art Director 

Photo Editor 

Copy Chief 

Web Editor 

Proofreader 

Photographer 

Human Resources 

Psychiatrist-on-Call 

We Don’t Really Know 

What She Does, But She’s 

Here Every Day 

Marketing 

Editorial Interns 

Indentured Servant 

Indentured Servant 

Chelsea and Katie Leu 
Katie Leu 
Chelsea Leu 
Katie Leu 
Chelsea Leu 
Katie Leu 
Chelsea Leu 
Katie Leu 
Katie Leu 
Chelsea Leu 
Chelsea Leu 
Chelsea Leu 
 
 
Katie Leu 
Chelsea Leu 
Katie and Chelsea Leu 
Katie Leu 
Chelsea Leu 
 

Borborygmi was founded in fall 2014 by Chelsea and Katie Leu in a fit of desperation 
born of postgraduate ennui, and it aims to make its readers’ lives slightly more amusing 
(mostly through schadenfreude).  Borborygmi is a quarterly magazine; a new issue is 
published every time one of us plunges into existential crisis.  Borborygmi is not only a 
nonprofit but an unprofit organization, sustained mostly by handouts and indentured 
servitude (see above). Donations, in the form of cash, love, food, or surprise backrubs, 
are greatly appreciated. 
 
Circulation: 20 
Headquarters: Where the sun don’t shine 
 
We live on the internet at issuu.com/borborygmi. 
 
For comments, questions, inquiries, confessions, or directions to the nearest public rest-
room, don’t call us.   



   

  

Contents 

Departments: 

  

   

Letterbox 
 Apartment Therapy 

 Filthy Lucre 

 Type M for Monkey 

 Santa Claus Goes to Town 
Editors’ Note 
 On borborygmi 
How-To 

Hack your life, one puppy 

at a time 
Seven habits of highly  
ineffective people 

Ask Ms. Morningdew 
 Traumatized by Trikes
 What to do when they 
 come after you   
Review 
 Spelunca Bad 
 A pre-art-historical  
 perspective 
Quiz 

Geographical landmass 

or poop? 
Guess which! 

Potpourri 
 Poop, poetry and pollices 

12 

Features: 

2 

4 

5 

6 

13 

14 

An Immovable 

Feast 
Page 8 

 

 

 

 

Horn o’ plenty more where 

that came from 

How I Learned the 

Mexican Hat  

Dance 
Page 10 

 

 

 
 

A jolly good time 



2  

 Letterbox 

 

Dear residents of apartment #340, 
 
This is a notice that we entered your apartment 
at 1:30 pm today to perform our yearly routine 
inspection.  Your apartment is up to code, and 
we thank you for your cooperation and your 
residency here at Sunrise Villa Apartments.  
 
However, we also couldn’t help but notice that 
your apartment’s walls are painted a beige that 
just screams “frumpy,” and that when we 
checked your bedroom for inspection purposes, 
we discovered such a shocking lack of color 
theory that our maintenance guy had to leave 
the room.  And you really should consider reup-
holstering that couch. We think a nice, dusky 
lavender velvet would really set off the room. 

 
Please, let us know what we can do to 
help!  We’ve taken the liberty of replacing all 
your linens with Martha Stewart’s “Regal Dam-
ask” set and installing tracks of recessed light-
ing in your hallway, bathroom, and under-sink 
cabinet. We’re also currently in the process of 
obtaining two large and highly attractive 
Swarovski chandeliers, to be placed in your 
apartment at a later date.  We believe these 
changes were warranted, and we hope you 
agree.  We’ve added the charges to your next 
month’s rent.   
 
Thanks, 
Sunrise Villa Apartments Management   

Apartment Therapy 

Filthy Lucre 
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Dear Mr./Ms. M, 
 
Thank you for submitting your manuscript to The Simeon Review.  We regret to in-
form you that after careful consideration, we have decided not to accept your piece, 
“mmmmmmmmmmmmkffffffiooiwaKingLearOIOsnmu,” for publication in the maga-
zine at this time. 
 
We were impressed by the occasional brilliant flashes of clarity in your piece, which 
evinced wit, character, and a deep familiarity with the collected works of William 
Shakespeare.  But we have to admit that the vast majority of your piece, consisting of 
letters typed seemingly at random (though with a heavy emphasis on the letter “m”), 
left us scratching our heads.  The editorial committee was deeply divided over 
whether your piece was a stunning work of truly avant-garde literature or a statisti-
cal artifact of being an intelligent creature with opposable thumbs in the near vicinity 
of a typewriter.  Unfortunately, we ultimately decided that in either case, your piece 
was not quite the right fit for The Simeon Review.  We thank you for your interest in 
The Simeon Review and hope you will consider submitting again in the future. 
 
Please find enclosed a return copy of your manuscript.  We couldn’t help but notice 
that it smelled overpoweringly of bananas. 
 
All best, 
The Editors 

Type M for Monkey 

If you’re ever in the Northeast Region of Brazil, 
you should head on down to  

Serra da Capivara National Park! 

Dear little Janey, 
 
I am deeply sorry to hear that you did not enjoy your Christmas 
present of several thousand historic red-brick buildings and 
churches, a lovely river, a university system, and approximately 
450,000 panicked French citizens.  I did receive your letter earlier 
this year saying that you wanted a “dollhouse,” but I thought it said 
that you wanted a “Toulouse.”  Please accept the enclosed lump of 
coal as a token of my sincerest apologies. 
 
Ho ho hope your penmanship improves next year, 
Santa  

Advertisement 

Santa Claus Goes to Town 
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 Editors’ Note 

Dear readers, 
 
Hello!  We are Chelsea and Katie, and this is our attempt at serialized literary humor 
in the form of a magazine written, edited, illustrated, designed, and funded entirely 
by us (with a generous contribution from the Leu Parental Fund).  If you’re reading 
this, you probably know us “in real life.” And you’re about to get to know us even 
better, if ya know what we mean. ;)  Wait! Don’t put down the magazine. We’re 
sorry, please come back. We won’t do it again. 
 
You may be wondering, “What does ‘borborygmi’ mean? And how do you pronounce 
it?”  It is not a word we made up, we promise. In his towering work of fiction “Alas, 
Poor Maling,” Graham Greene defined the term as “tummy rumbles.” Wikipedia tells 
us that the word is of Greek origin, and that the Greeks probably “onomatopoetically 
coined the word.”  That’s adorable!  Don’t take that as gospel, though; a citation is 
needed.  And it’s pronounced “bor-buh-RIG-mee.” 
 
We could say that we decided to call our humor magazine “Borborygmi” because our 
humor is metaphorically akin to stomach rumbles: a natural by-product of our exis-
tence as living, digesting beings. Or, we could say that the term summed up nicely 
our particular brand of highbrow potty humor.  Mostly, though, we just thought the 
word sounded funny. 
 
In conclusion, we hope you enjoy this magazine.  We shed blood, sweat, tears, and 
various other bodily effluvia in the process of creating it, and we’ll continue to do so 
long after you cease to enjoy it. You can take comfort in that. 
 

 We tried,  
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With the information overload of today’s fast-paced business world, sometimes it can feel 
like there just aren’t enough hours in the day to get all your work done. These fail-proof tips will 
boost your productivity, maximize your efficiency, and make you into a better worker in no time. 

Pro tip: Power users should switch 

to reading only picture books. If a pic-

ture is worth a thousand words, that’s 

about 50,000 words per minute, a 

blazing fast word-to-information ratio. 

Hack Your Life, One Puppy at a Time 

To improve concentration, all you need is 
a small handheld Taser. Whenever you 
find your mind wandering to idle day-
dream, like determining the best way to 
tunnel out of your cubicle without your 
co-workers noticing, simply administer a 
series of minor but invigorating shocks to 
your temples, chest and groin. 

Studies show that surrounding yourself 
with art enhances creativity. Transform 
your office into a cradle of innovation by 
filling it with the works of art that 
inspire you most. Like, say, Michel-
angelo’s David.  Or maybe the na-
tionalistic triumphalism of Napoleon 
Crossing The Alps gives you brilliant 
ideas about how to manage 
your own subordinates. Using 
reproductions would be set-
tling, though, so you’ll just 
have to find a way to obtain 
the real thing. Accept no sub-
stitutes. 

Feeling unmotivated? Give 
yourself a jump start by taking 
a brisk walk in the woods. This 
will increase your chances of hap-
pening upon a pack of slavering 
wolves, which, if you’re lucky, will 
take small chunks out of your legs 
as you dash frantically through 
pines and Douglas firs. Once you 
return home and, sobbing 
raggedly, disinfect and bandage 
the wounds, channel that same 
sense of urgency into all you do.   

For a hassle-free Christmas shopping ex-
perience, buy in bulk and give everyone the 
same gift.  We suggest puppies. Everybody 
likes puppies! 

Using the written word to communicate is 
so six millennia ago. You’ll save precious 
time and energy by hiring a personal illus-
trator to read the text you’d normally 
spend hours struggling through and con-
vert the information into colorful, easy-to-
digest pictures.  Reading Romeo and Juliet? 
Don’t bother acclimating yourself to Eliza-
bethan English—instead, here’s a drawing 
of two dead people holding hands. Writing 
an angry email? You’ll get the message 
across much more clearly if you send your 
artist-lackey to the target of your ire with a 

picture of an angry face with your name 
under it. 

Unproductive people sleep. You’re 
not an unproductive person, are you? 

Wean yourself off food.  It’ll be a 
gradual process, but we suggest 

subsisting on refined sugar and sticks 
of butter.  It's the quickest way to get 
calories when you want calories: 
now. Only suckers spend time me-
tabolizing. 

With these tips, you'll have time for the stuff that really matters, like fending off enraged art histo-
rians, having sudden fainting spells, and managing your new puppy mill. Then, it’s time to get 
back to work. 

How-To 

1.  4. 

5. 

2. 

6. 

3. 

7. 
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Dear Ms. Morningdew, 

 

Every day when I walk home from work, two chil-
dren—all curls and big blue eyes—are wheeling 
around on tricycles in the courtyard of my building, a 
courtyard I have to pass through to get to my apart-
ment.  Usually this isn’t an issue: I walk a little more 
briskly; step around them, plastered to my face the well
-meaning smile one wears when one looks at children 
in order to persuade the world that one isn’t a raging 
psychopath who hates babies.  And they usually just 
carry on, blithely pedaling around, and nothing hap-
pens.  
 
But lately, I’ve started noticing something: the kids 
don’t get out of my way when they see me coming.  In 
fact, they do quite the opposite.  When they see me ap-
proaching, they gradually—but distinctly, in slow 
swerves and swoops—begin pedaling toward 
me.  When I step one way, they pedal that way.  When I 
step another way, they pedal that way.  They shriek 
with laughter as I hop around them trying desperately 
not to trip over a stray training wheel and topple onto 
the pavement, crushing a toddler in my wake.  This is 
some kind of game for them, I realized with dis-
may once as I hurried away from them after a particu-
larly harrowing incident, their giggles ringing in my 
ears.  Ms. Morningdew, am I to be these pint-sized 
hunters’ hapless quarry, to be chased for mere 

sport?  I’d like to think that I’m more dignified than 
this.  But who wouldn’t lose their cool if a five-year-old 
was barreling toward their shins on a chunky plastic 
Fisher-Price three-wheeler? 
 
This has gone much too far.  This morning I stepped 
out of my apartment and stopped short: the kids were 
on their trikes again, at an unprecedentedly early 
hour, making slow turns on the pavement.  We made 
eye contact but the children did nothing, just kept cir-
cling.  Circling, like vultures who’ve just seen an ante-
lope collapse for the last time onto the savanna’s dry, 
cracked earth.  Just you wait, those big, vacant blue 
eyes seemed to say.  We’ll get you.  I gasped and, 
backing away, made a mad dash for the office, sensible 
high heels and all.  They gave chase. I made it into my 
office in the nick of time, but even from the safety of my 
8th-floor cubicle, I could still see them circling around 
the entrance of the building. 
 
Ms. Morningdew, I’ve been holed up here in this office 
for 16 hours and counting, and the tots below still 
haven’t stopped circling.  If anything, they’re looking 
even more rabid.  I write this letter as an urgent plea 
for advice, assistance, anything to get me out of here 
unscathed.  Could you call their mothers? 
 

Traumatized by Trikes 
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In my day job as a kindergarten teacher, 
my night gig as a bouncer, and my dec-
ade-long stint in the Coast Guard, I’ve 
seen your case before. These kids are 
your classic pre-pre-teen rebels, smoth-
ered by the intolerable strictures of pre-
grade school society and itching to take 
their blind, suppressed rage out on 
someone who isn’t their own parents. 
To deal with them, you’ll need a three-
pronged plan of attack. 
 
First: five-year-olds may be amoral, mer-
ciless, and drawn to the smell of fear like 
polar bears to a wounded baby seal, but 
they are not smart. They’re easily be-
guiled by colorful objects, so lure them 
away from the entrance of the building 
by throwing lollipops and Lisa Frank 
backpacks.  Once they’re busy slipping 
on their new rainbow leopard-adorned 
bags, gorging themselves on candy, and 
squabbling amongst themselves for the 
largest share of the kill, quickly fashion 
a makeshift rope out of rubber bands 
and your co-workers’ abandoned swivel 
chairs and rappel down the side of your 
building. 
 
Once you’ve sprinted back to your 
apartment, you’re not out of the woods 
yet, private.  Soon they’ll lose that subtle 
but unmistakable scent of fear on the 
air, realize you’re not in the office any-
more, and pedal back to the last place 
they saw you—your apartment build-
ing. Which is why the next stage in the 
plan is grand theft tricycle.   
 
By morning, their parents will pick 
them up and take them to school, where 
the little twerps will be taught their 
multiplication tables and coloring and 
how to count to 100 in Spanish. You 
know they won’t remember how to say 
setenta y siete by the time they hit pu-
berty, but you still have to keep repeat-
ing it to them, smiling encouragingly as 
they stuff plastic objects into their ori-

fices. Think this job is rewarding? I’d 
like to see you keep 30 wriggling quasi-
people from releasing bodily fluids and 
smearing them on themselves and every-
one around them.  
 
Anyway, now’s your chance to swoop 
in. Ignore the niggling worry that you’re 
actually committing property theft, and 
also those niggling burglar alarms that 
go off when you jimmy the lock on the 
screen door, snatch the tiny vehicles, 
and pedal quickly away on one while 
balancing the other precariously on your 
extremely low handlebars. The ends jus-
tify the means here, sister.   
 
Good. Now they’ve lost their means of 
attack.  The third and final stage is a 
counter-offensive using good old-
fashioned shock and awe: sap them of 
their mental fortitude and they’ll never 
have the willpower to pedal trikes or 
challenge your dominance ever 
again.  To do that, you need to speak 
their language. When you next see them 
toddling along (not so tough without 
their trikes now, are they?), roar out 
from your hiding place behind a small 
ficus and circle around them menac-
ingly, revving extremely loudly on the 
biggest, most threatening motorized 
trike on the market. Don’t break eye 
contact.  Hiss harsh truths at them, like 
“Adulthood isn’t all it’s cracked up to be,” or 
“Your future marriages are statistically likely 
to end in failure,” or “Santa isn’t real” (works 
every time with new Coast Guard re-
cruits).  Don’t stop until they’re sobbing 
and stomping their feet in petulant 
rage.  Then you can ride triumphantly 
back to your apartment, smash through 
the wall (you can patch up the gaping 
hole later) and enjoy your new, toddler-
free life. 
                                                                            
                        You’re welcome, 

Ms. Morningdew 

Dear Traumatized, 
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My parents visited my sister and me in our 
new apartment last week, partly because they 
missed us and mostly so they could make sure 
that their two newly-semi-independent 
daughters weren’t slowly asphyxiating 
under unwashed dishes, dirty clothes, and 
heaping piles of our own hair.  Intent to 
prove that we could in fact fend for our-
selves, my sister and I did laundry and ran 
the dishwasher.  My sister even made her 
bed. (Not mine, though.)  We noticed 
that our fridge was looking barren (the 
only things inside were three unopened 
jars of pickled vegetables and one forlorn 
spinach leaf), so we trekked to Trader 
Joe’s and, to make the inside of our fridge 
look like we weren’t just subsisting on 
stale, veggie-scented air, bought more 
produce than you even knew Trader Joe’s 
stocked.  But we needn’t have worried.   
 
Our parents arrived on Saturday, overjoyed to 

see us and bearing the bounty of a thousand 
Trader Joe’ses.  No sooner had they hugged us 
than our kitchen counter began to overflow 

with pears, grapes, clementines, apples, 
bananas, ooples, and boonoonoos.  Our 
cabinets teemed with more Ziploc con-
tainers than you’d need to doggie-bag a 
seventeen-course meal.  I opened the 
refrigerator to pour myself a cold glass 
of Trader Joe’s godawful soymilk and—
what farm-fresh hell is this?—my gaze 
fell upon bags of mushrooms, a carton of 
Lactaid, bunches of Chinese spinach, a 
jar of kimchi, two whole cases of yogurt, 
frozen dumplings, a luxurious loaf of 
wheat bread, containers of curried 
chicken, towers of tofu, boxes of blue-
berries, some shucked shrimp, three 

French hens, two turtle doves, and dozens 
upon dozens of Grade A, large white cage-free 
eggs.  I closed the fridge door and drank some 
Tylenol instead. 
  

An Immovable Feast 
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Not satisfied with the hulking cornucopia 
they’d made out of our kitchen, our parents 
were eager to sample the fine dining in the 
area.  We endured excruciatingly long wait 
times and brusque service to feast upon 
chicken innards on sticks, salad composed of 
whole leaves instead of chopped ones, and, 
though my parents chafed at the price, a 
whole crab.  But while my parents gnawed on 
crustacean claws, worry gnawed on my mind: 
I can’t possibly eat all of these leftovers myself.  And 
my stomach may explode right here in this restaurant 
if I don’t take a shit STAT. 
 
 “You brought more food?!” I deplored 
one morning when my parents walked in car-
rying brunch leftovers from the rustic yet 
tony Provençal place across the street. 
 “Yes! You don’t have any breakfast 
food.” 
 “Yes we do!  We have Joe’s O’s.”   
 “What are those?” 
 “They’re Trader Joe’s’ version of 
Cheerios, but they taste even more like card-
board.  They’re terrible.”   
 “Why don’t you just throw them 
away?” 
 “Well...”  I’d taken to, on weekend 
mornings, crunching through a bowl of stale 
Joe’s O’s with a kind of grim, ascetic satisfac-
tion.  “I like them?” 
 My dad gave me a confused look and 
pushed toward me a plate heaped with fluffy 
oatmeal raspberry pancakes. 
  
My parents extended their influence beyond 
the kitchen, too.  I didn’t step into my apart-
ment once that week without finding myself 
in possession of a new, life-improving piece of 
furniture.  They started small: on Sunday, a 
new soap dish.  Monday, a new 
clock.  Tuesday, a shoe rack.  By Friday, they 
were carting in a baby grand to nestle along-
side the new Jacuzzi and the cast-iron, life-
size sculpture of a giraffe they assured me that 
I simply could not do without.  And each day, 
I found each of these items in a different place 
than I’d seen it the day before.  Where’s my hair-
brush? I’d wonder. Oh, there it is—perched on our 
new dish-drying rack.  Or What happened to my mat-
tress?  I don’t see it anywhere, but apparently now I 
have a flatscreen TV.  Clearly, my parents had 

been experimenting with different furniture 
configurations, as if playing an apartment-
sized game of Tetris.  (Heaven knows how 
they found the energy to move the two-ton 
giraffe sculpture, but hey, my parents can be 
very resourceful.)  Confronted with these in-
novations, I felt like a rat in a maze: Has this 
wall always been here, or is something much 
bigger than I am moving things around and 
laughing at me? 
 
On the last day of my parents’ visit, my mom 
decided to teach me, once and for all, how not 
to starve.  At her behest, I observed as my 
mom marinated meat and chopped vegeta-
bles.  Arrayed before her on the counter was a 
bewildering selection of sauces and cooking 
oils, which she splashed into the frying pan 
with practiced abandon.  She tossed some 
green onions into a sizzling pot, and when she 
uncovered the pot a few minutes later, it sent 
up thick billows of smoke.  Our apartment’s 
smoke detector promptly emitted a series of 
piercing shrieks.  “At least we know that it 
works,” my mom muttered while I pried the 
window open, clambered out, and scaled the 
fire escape, hyperventilating all the while.  I 
was ready to end the lesson there, but un-
daunted, my mom pressed on.  She turned out 
a quantity of food that would be unrivaled by 
another thousand Trader Joe’ses. 
 
After my parents had finally left, I relaxed on 
the couch and heaved a sigh of relief, relishing 
my newfound freedom.  No more cooking les-
sons, no more household additions, no more 
being told how to arrange my apartment and 
live my life.  Forty-five minutes later, I was 
cramming leftover oatmeal raspberry pan-
cakes into my mouth and sobbing for my 
mommy and daddy. 
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Mexican Hat Dance 

Dear diary, 
 
Today at school we started learning something called the Mexican Hat Dance. 
Ms. Tapatio said that the kindergarteners perform it every year for the Cinco de 
Mayo fiesta. Then Amy asked what a fiesta was, and Ms. Tapatio said it was a 
big party, and then everyone started screaming at the same time.  Ms. Tapatio 
had to send Kristy and Jonathan to the bathroom for wetting themselves in ex-
citement.  Our emergency security blanket will never be the same again. 
 
After that, Ms. Tapatio had us all stand in a circle.  With the infinite grace of a 
normal, reasonably athletic adult, she showed us how to kick and clap simulta-
neously to music. Then she turned the music on again and made us try it our-
selves. We kicked our left legs. We kicked our right legs. I kicked Sticky-Hands 
Jimmy in the shins. 
 
“I don’t know how it happened, Ms. Tapatio,” I pleaded, as she dragged me out 
of the circle and into the time-out chair. “His leg appeared out of nowhere.” 
 
She gave me a warning and then took away the giant pile of Jolly Ranchers I had 
been hoarding in my desk for weeks.  I cried like a preschooler. 

Dear diary, 
Today we learned more of the Mexican Hat dance, 
and things are not going well.  This time, Ms. Tapatio 
taught us how to skip in a circle with a part-
ner.  Today, my partner was Luke. 
 
Now, Luke is a fine partner. He might be a little con-
fused about how subtraction works and he doesn’t 
have an inside voice, but we’ve had some good times 
tearing out pages of books together.  When the music 
started, I kicked and clapped and then went in to 
link arms with Luke.  Somehow, I ended up punching 
him in the stomach.  He doubled over, a look of pain 
and betrayal passing over his round features, and 
threw up.  I decided to skip in a circle by myself in-
stead.   
 
Afterwards, I spent a good hour in the time-out chair 
brooding over the Jolly Ranchers Ms. Tapatio had 
taken from me.  Then I smeared glitter glue all over 
my face and that made me feel better. 

April 4th 

April 11th 

How I Learned the 
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  Today I decided to try to dance the Mexican Hat Dance right.  Partly because Ms. Tapatio had 
threatened to send me home with an angry note about my behavior, but mostly because 
spending time in the time-out chair was making me think too hard about my lost Jolly Ranch-
ers. 
 
I kicked. I clapped. I tried my hardest not to mix up left and right. Then I linked arms with my new partner 
(Luke’s mom had refused to let him come back after the punching incident), and I ran with the zeal I normally 
reserve for being first in the lunch line. We spun wildly.  Then I slipped on the Mexican hat on the floor and 
bowled into Natalia and Philip, who were decorously prancing in time to the music.  We formed a tangled, 
struggling mass that careened around the classroom and left most of my classmates sprawled on the floor.  It 
was kind of like naptime, but with more crying.   
 
Soon it was just me, sitting in the time-out chair, and Ms. Tapatio, grading our illustrated essays on the Mexi-
can War of Independence and taking long swigs from a curved metal container.   
 
There was a long, uncomfortable silence. 
 
“Ms. Tapatio,” I ventured, “will I ever be able to dance the Mexican Hat Dance?” 
 
She looked at me with the world-weariness of a woman who has led a thousand field trips to the post office.   
 
“Only time will tell,” she said. 

Today, in a moment of despair, I looked 
around at my classmates as they danced, 
vacant-eyed and mechanical.  Bobby was 
picking his nose as single-mindedly as a 
diver plumbing for sunken treasure, and 
yet he was still executing the steps like 
he’d been born and raised in Guadala-
jara.  I looked down at my traitorous, 
stubby legs in contempt. 

Catastrophe. Mommy has executed a purge of all 
my secret Jolly Rancher stores—in my pockets, 
my light-up sneakers, and the large hole I dug in 
the backyard in the dead of night.  In desperation, 
I found some old cough drops in her purse. 
But they were gross, so I spat them out 
and then cried.  These are dark times. 

3:06pm 
The dance is tomorrow. I tried practicing with my 
dog Barky, but he whimpered and ran away when I 
brought out a tiny pair of Mexican Hat pants for 
him to wear.  
 
8:45pm 
What’s wrong with me? Did I anger the Mexican 
Hat gods?  Can I write a letter to them, like that one 
time I wrote a letter to Santa asking him for a bag of 
Jolly Ranchers as big as my head?  Where is Mexico, 
anyway?   
 
11:26pm 
My five years of existence have not prepared me for 
problems like these. I’m never going to graduate 
kindergarten.  I’m never going to become a jolly 
rancher when I grow up.   

We performed the dance today. It went okay. Only one kid fell off the stage, and it didn’t 
even hurt that much.  
 
But then, at the fiesta, there were piñatas.  I whacked one of them with a stick and Jolly Ranchers poured 
out from the papier-mâché donkey like colorful, artificially-flavored manna from heaven. As I stuffed as 
many of the sticky hard candies in my mouth as it could hold, I thought to myself, Maybe the Mexican Hat 
Dance isn’t so bad after all. 

May 2nd 

May 5th 

May 4th April 25th 

April 18th 
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Van Gug, best known for experimen-
tal cave painting, is current darling of contem-
porary art world.  If you no hear of van Gug be-
fore, you must not live in cave or some-
thing.  Prehistoric Times call van Gug “voice of 
Stone Age.”  Troglopolitan say van Gug paintings 
“deftly explore psychology of thrill of hunt and 
capture collective effervescence of cherished 
rituals.”  Van Gug open exhibitions at Lascaux 
and Altamira, and win prestigious Grunt 
grant.  So when Crum hear van Gug showing 
work two caves down in exhibition call Spe-
lunca, Crum let out primal roar of excitement.  

But Crum primal roar of excitement 
turn into primal roar of rage and confusion 
when Crum go see exhibition.  Crum no like 
van Gug painting.  Crum find van Gug work so 
crude as to be absurd.  In “Ritual Procession,” 
van Gug depict what look like ritual proces-
sion.  But composition sloppy and disjointed—
parts of painting have no relation to other 
parts.  And figures in procession look more like 

insect than human. When Crum see painting, 
Crum first instinct to smash bugs on wall.  But 
then museum guard tell Crum to stop hitting 
painting with rock.  After Crum thrown out of 
exhibition cave for defacement of art, have time 
to ponder meaning of painting: do van Gug say 
we are like insect when we perform ritual? Do 
he think ritual insignificant like insect?  Do he 
think we insignificant?  Crum no like this idea, 
so Crum no like painting. 
 In Crum view, only real strength of ex-
hibition that van Gug insightfully comment on 
different meanings of cave, and think about 
cave itself as experiential exhibition space.  As 
viewer progress deeper into exhibition cave, 

painting become more and more abstract, 
harder make sense of, as if take trip through 
van Gug psyche.  And van Gug place many 
childbirth image right next to exit of cave, in 
clever play on cave birth canal imagery.  As 
viewer walk out of exhibition, viewer feel as if 
reborn into real world with fresh perspective, 
after  “gestation period” of time viewer spend in 
exhibition.  But while van Gug intention theo-

retically inter-
esting, execu-
tion in exhibi-
tion lack-
ing.  Van Gug 
no consider 
technicalities 
of exhibiting 
art in cave: 

exhibition cave chilly and damp, it too dark to 
see paintings good, and cave still inhabited by 
bats.  At one point when Crum visit, bats wake 
up and fly out en masse, which cause 
havoc.  Crum find another bat in hair today.   

Even van Gug less abstract paintings no 
make sense.  In “Herd Mentality,” seven (or 
eight? It unclear) deer run one way, but two 
deer run other way.  Which way herd trying to 
go?  Herd can hardly expect to get anywhere if 

not run in same direction.  Herd obviously con-
fused—just like Crum, when Crum look at van 
Gug painting. 

So while rest of herd heap praise on van 
Gug for van Gug amateurish, illogical sketches, 
Crum think for Crumself and run other way: 
away from exhibition cave, and toward home 
cave.  Even if it mean van Gug hit Crum with 
rock tomorrow. 

Spelunca Bad   by Crum 
Review 
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  Geographical Landmass or Poop?  

We give you an outline, and you tell us if it’s the outline of a geographical landmass or the out-
line of a piece of fecal matter!  Bonus points if you can identify the geographical landmass in ques-
tion.  (Answers given upside down at the bottom of the page.) 

Answer Key:  1. Geographical Landmass (São Miguel Island, of the Azores). 2. Poop.  3. Geographical Landmass 
(Taiwan).  4. Both—I shat out something a few days ago that bore an uncanny resemblance to New Zealand.   
5. Poop.  6. Poop.  7. Geographical Landmass (Cayman Brac and Little Cayman, of the Cayman Islands).  8. Poop.  

1.  2.  3.  

4.  

5.  

6.  
8.  

7.  

Quiz 
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Potpourri 

Rejected names for this magazine 
 

Res Poo-blica 
A “Leu”mor Magazine 

Peristalsis 
I Need to Use the Leu 

Readers Digesting 
Poop!: the magazine 

Farts Illustrated 
Number Two  

Annals of Scatology 
Proceedings of the Organization Of Poop Scientists (POOPS) 

Scat Fancy 

Decouplet 
 

My man went and left me for somebody cuter; 
He stole my heart, so I took his computer. 

The Making Of: The Cover 
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The Chelsea and Katie Leu Relief Fund contributes 100 per-

cent of its proceeds to needy children to help them feel a little 

better about themselves and their complete lack of employ-

able skills. 

Help us combat youth unemployment.  

Donate now.  

 
Call 1-800-HELP-LEU to make your contribution today. 

Every year, two young people find themselves facing crushing 

debt, a shortage of food, and a lifetime of unemployment 

stretching ahead of them. 

Advertisement 

The Chelsea and Katie Leu  

Relief Fund 
For the relief of Chelsea and Katie leu 

Disclaimer: Phone number does not actually reach The Chelsea and Katie Leu Relief Fund.  Con-

tact your local representatives for details. 

But you can help.  
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$0.02 or your first-born child 


