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- Jack May,
Unemployed

REAL JOB POSTINGS FOR SENIORS
 If you’re a senior who handles your responsibilities like me, you’ve probably 
just realized over winter break that you actually have to do something come this 
May. Fear not! I hear the job market is great, or something, I don’t know. Maybe 
that’s just something people tell me because they don’t know how to tell an English 
major he’s made a terrible mistake. Well anyhoo, here are some SUPER cool REAL 
jobs that you can apply to RIGHT now. Thank me later. 

Custodian, MIT (Cambridge, MA)

That’s right! You can follow in the footsteps 
of the highly-praised Matt Damon perfor-
mance. Just keep a keen eye out for any 
unsolvable equations on chalkboards. How 
you like DEM apples?!

Oscar-Mayer Hotdogger (Multi-State)

This is not a bit! Oscar-Mayer is looking for 
college graduates who are willing to commit to 
a year travelling cross-country via Wienermo-
bile. Guys I’m not even joking this is real.

Be on Oprah! (If engaged)

Did I find this one Craigslist? Yes. 
Does that make it any less awesome? 
No.
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THE BULLSHEET DREAMS FOR YOU
 Now that we are all back on campus and ready to learn it is important to remember that pro-
ductivity is key. Regrettably, however, a large part of our life is spent sleeping and dreaming—times 
where it is nigh impossible for any of us to contribute to society. In order to remove life from the 
pesky little thing the reds call work-life balance and boost productivity, The Bullsheet will now—for 
a small fine of course—dream for you, so that you can be the productive little worker you were des-
tined to be! Our menu includes such great dreams as: 

 You are sitting in a wingbacked chair in front of a little fire place that is crackling cheerfully. 
Opposite you there sits a shadow—you cannot look at it because you know that if you do it will go 
away, but from the very depths of your heart all you want to do is see it, be seen by it. In the corner 
a carved statue of a native American—the type you see in front of cigar stores—is watching you. 
Things are safe when he is around. He is meant to keep you safe. You stand up and look through a 
glass wall to down by the shore of a small lake, where a moose cow and her calf are chewing on 
something. Nearby a fisherman has set up his camp, he’s missing though. Those are definitely not 
moose… something has left claw marks in the statue, its broken. You are no longer safe. You wake up, 
look at yourself in the mirror and the face that you see is not yours,

 You are visiting the tide pools looking for some sort of little creature that hides among the 
rocks, say crabs or something. Suddenly I appear and start chasing you while making perfect Chew-
bacca noises. You run as fast as you can out to sea, eventually the rocks give out from under you but 
you keep running, skimming over the surface out to where the continental shelf drops off into the 
abyss. There you trip and hit the ocean face first and you are walking through a library that has long 
been forgotten, dust lines the shelves and the curtains are made out of pulsating clouds of moths. One 
detaches from the group and lands on you. It is a smooth pale gray with black spots. It melts into 
your skin.

 You go back in time to the medieval period. In order to blend in you take a brick and break out 
all of your teeth so that people wouldn’t be able to tell that you are a time traveler by your impec-
cable dentistry. You sprout wings and fly off to a small house on a sandbank in a shallow, stony river. 
You fly in through the attic window and peck around for a bit and add a few sticks to your nest. You 
go downstairs and your dad is sitting at the kitchen table with a smile in his eyes. He’s happy to see 
you. It’s your birthday after all. You both eat the cake that was on the table. It had one candle on it.

 You are sitting at a desk in a library. Opposite you there is a fireplace, above which hangs the 
head of a moose. There are scars around the eyes—deep jagged lines. In a wingback chair by the 
fireplace sits an older man, there is a smile in his eyes. He speaks to you. “Do you know why moths 
fly towards the light? It’s because they know there is an even deeper darkness behind”. Opposite 
him another old man speaks up, “but then again, sometimes a cigar is just a cigar.” A tooth falls out 
of your mouth, it hits the desk bounces twice and then falls towards the floor. It turns into a moth. 
By now it is too late to stop them, they crawl up out of your throat eating everything in sight. Gone 
is the fireplace and the moose’s head, the wingback chairs and the old men, gone is your desk and 
you. Only the books remain, sitting upon their shelves. Something falls from the ceiling and hits the 
ground with a wet thump.

 You wake up. -William Kelsey,
RIP
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