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Founded in hell, the Badfly is a stu
dent newsmagazine distributed to 
over 600 countries across the nation. 

Opinions expressed within are the 
sole responsibility of the Badfly un
less otherwise stated. We take articles 
if they're good, and sometimes have 
to turn some down. Sorry about that. 
The Badfly meets every day, all day. 
We always need fresh meat to satiate 
the Great Ancient Ones. 

Articles should never be submitted. 
They should be carefully thought out, 
and we will take them directly from 
your brains. 
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From the Editors: 
We are so sorry Feli. Last 

issue we had an by 
Felix Organa. We made a lot 
of mistakes when spelling the 
name of Felipe Rogaine. He is 
a great man and an IT angel, 
this Frampus Ragonos. He 
has been a good friend to the 
Gadfly, our loyal contributor, Mr. 
Ruggalach. So if you are reading 
this, Flipper, know that you are 
appreciated. 

New B 
fo b--e I 

As we all know, the College has been under a lot of pressure lately to cut 
costs without cutting quality, and because of this pressure, a lot of inno

vative measures are being implemented next year. In order to keep food costs 
down, since feeding four hundred plus people is quite expensive, all students 
will eat home-grown protein bars (a la Snowpiercer). The company that will 
be working with us to gather enough roaches from Paca to create these bars is 
called "Gr8 Eats!" and is an accredited CCC business! I've reached out to the 
company, and I was even greeted by a hold-tone and then some high quality 
piano rendition of "Blurred Lines" by Robin Thicke. No one picked up, but it 
was nice to see that "Gr8 Eats!" has a "gr8" taste in music! 

Our quad is lovely, of course, but it's only a lot of unused space when you 
really think about it. In order to raise more funds, the College has decided to rent 
out the quad to people watchers who want to know what it's like it be a John
nie. Don't you just love being awkwardly watched by prospies in seminar? Well, 
now you can even enjoy this experience when walking to classes or talk
ing to friends. Don't worry, the renters have to sign a contract that says that they 
can't record what they hear in any way, shape, or form, so your secrets are safe 
with your friend and those three other observing strangers. 

Finally, the biggest change for the college is a measure which has been touted 
as "the most innovative idea to ever occur to someone since Buchanan and Barr 
lit the light bulbs over their heads and came up with the Great Books Program." 
I know that we all love tutors, and we love how they toot. I know that we all 
love our hard-working kitchen and cleaning staff. The only time that B and G 
ever failed me was when I had lost my window and my roommate to a snow
storm and the glass pane was replaced with plywood for a few months. As great 
as all these humans are, humans are expensive to take care of. Think not only 
about paying them, but their pensions! And vacation days! The college with a 
couple million in working deficit simply cannot afford to keep humans around! 
After realizing this, the bigwigs at corporate promptly used the 50 million dol
lars donated to the College to purchase multi-use robots by NAUGHTSCETCH, 
a German-based company that has a solid BB Some of these robots will 
hand you your protein bars in the dining hall. Others are programmed to judge 
you silently when you smoke within 25 feet of dorm entrances. 

The most technically challenging creations to program were the tooting 
robots, which will take the place of each and every tutor you love and even 
those you don't. These robots, called the NuTuuts, are preprogrammed with over 
200 touchstone questions and important philosophical quotes. Some samples 
include, "What exactly is at stake?" and "I'm sorry, but we cannot talk about 
feminism in this class as it doesn't affect most other students. Please wait 
until you leave St. John's to consider the real ramifications of the program and 
its failings." 

These NuTuuts are also programmed to go to lunch with you and cram 
a protein bar into their two-inch orifice that looks something like a mouth if you 
squint! Please remember that short-circuiting a NuTuut with questions like "Is 
__ a teachable thing?" is a finable offense; but most of all, please remember 
that the College cares about your positive learning experience more than any
thing else! + 
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Cigar-brand ls corporate stereotype to be named president 
of St.John's 

M onday morning, the St. John's Board of Gover
nors announced that noted businessman Cheff 

Bilme has accepted the presidency of the college start
ing next semester. "That's Bilme as in, 'Bill me later,"' 
Bilme clarified his acceptance speech. "It's my name 
and it's my motto. Also slogan and registered trade
mark of Bilme Enterprises." 

Mr. Bilme has enjoyed a distinguished career serv
ing as CEO of various corporations between 1933 and 
1962. Since then, he has become an author, business 
educator, and advocate for heartless corporate greed. 
His classic, Money Can Buy Anything and Love Is 
Saps, as well as What's Nature Done for Me, Anyhow? 
and Sexism in the Workplace: How-To have become 
staples corporate 

Monday afternoon, Mr. Bilme held a press confer
ence in which he laid out his plans for the future of 
the college. "Now listen up, people: it's game time, 
and that game is money. Money's falling from the sky, 
and all we gotta do is take our hands out of our tweed 
pockets and grab those dead presidents by their little 
green lapels. Questions?" 

The Q&A period began with tutor Blush Sheff ord: 
"What is your preserving integrity 
Program in a global culture that's become increasingly 
hostile to a liberal education?" 

Mr. Bilme brandished his cigar at Mr. Shefford, 
"See, that's problem one right there. Words. 
Too many of 'em. From now on, the only stacks of 
paper we read at this school printed by 
Government." 

Next, tutor Assad Blanketfield asked, "All the great 
thinkers we read on the Program have agreed that 
wealth is the lowest aspiration for man. How do you 
reconcile this with your new priorities for the college?" 

"I'll tell ya how. Ya been snookered, that's how. 

them writers been playing ya this whole time. Hell, 
Plato was the best damned conman I ever seen. He 
wrote down some baloney about a cave, and all 
you saps thought he was the cat's pajamas for two 
thousand years. Ifhe was alive, he'd be running 
Wall Street. But that game's up. Books are on the 
next train to yesterday, and we wanna be on the 
express to tomorrow." 

Despite Mr. Bilme's reassurance, many tutors 
and students remain concerned about the changes 
he is proposing, such as the "sale-minars" that are 
to replace the college's traditional seminars. At 
a school-wide meeting attended by over a dozen 
students, several expressed worries. "He's a 
Platonic tyrant, nothing more," said sophomore 
Pennald Duff, "We should have Public Safety tar 
and feather him." Another student recommended 
throwing him into the pendulum pit, and letting 
Earth's rotation do the rest. 

Jaded seniors, however, different feelings. 
"Honestly, I know I won't be popular for saying 
this, but I think it's a good thing," 
Wocky told reporters. "The administration is over-

for a change. Like this one I requested an 
organic air filter for my room, and the administra
tion took nearly a whole day to respond. And then 
when they finally did, they gave me just a regular 
air filter that was probably with pesticides. 
They expect me to literally breathe poison. Thanks, 
St. administration! Seriously, I think anyone 
is better than who we have now. Even if it's some 
kind of freakish misogynistic 193 Os stereotype 
pulled from a time machine." 

One thing both tutors and students agree on 
however: "Damn that's a suit."+ 

Heaters on front campus work for first time in 37 years 

They work. It is a miracle. It hap
pened. Thanks to a generous dona
tion from Exxon Mobile, the heat
ers will now work in front campus 

for the duration of the year. Recent 
complaints and letters to the super 
corporation had convinced them to 
donate a shocking 50 dollars to the 

school. The sum was previously 
unattainable. But now it appears as 
if heat has been given to us. We are 
beyond grateful. + 
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On Santaphobia and Tutorphilia 
I am terrified of Santa Claus, and I know that it's about 

to be the time that statues of him will be all over the 
place. How do I deal with the upcoming holiday season? 

Well, first things first: have you tried exposure therapy? 
I found that the easiest way for me to get over my fear of 
Santa (recovery was vital, so that I could run the SJCarolers 
without panicking every time we went out on the town) was to 
embody him for a little while. Being Jewish, this was a little 
harder than I imagined it would be, but after I grew a beard 
and kidnapped some reindeer from the local zoo, I started 
to feel a lot better about the whole Santa thing. If you don't 
want to commit any felonies, though, you could always just go 
into hibernation for the next three weeks, until New Year's 
Day washes away the detritus of Christmas! A good way to do 
this is to drink a gallon of eggnog, eat an entire gingerbread 
house (preferably homemade, though any kit from Trader 
Joe's should do), and find a nice warm cave to sleep in where 
you can be sure you won't be disturbed by feet crashing 
around on your roof. 

If even that is too much for you, maybe learn Santa's 
weaknesses? It's difficult to be afraid of a representation 
of something you're not scared of, so! Just a few to get you 
started: Santa is afraid of commercialism (no one tell him 
what his holiday has come to mean here, it would break his 
giant heart), industrialism (all his toys are elf-made, authen
tic North Pole products), and materialism (it is, in fact, the 
thought that counts). 

Good luck! 

What do I do if my tutor asks me to marry him/her? 

While I usually never reveal the provenance of my ques
tions, it is important, I think, that this one be explained. It 
was written, presumably rhetorically, on a chalkboard in the 
common room of Spector 3rd (I think, though the details are 
vague), and I took it - as I do every rhetorical question I en
counter - completely seriously. Written underneath it was the 
phrase "Say yes?" but I think that it depends on a few things. 
Consider that it's only halfway through the school year. How's 
your class dynamic thus far? Have your had your don rags yet? 
The difficulty of planning a wedding can put a lot of stress on 
a relationship and you don't want to negatively influence your 
don rag report (or your in-class discussions next semester) 
just because you and your tutor can't agree on a color palette 
for the bridesmaids' dresses. 

There's also the worry that your home life will necessarily 
involve daily existential crises and the knowledge that your 
children can only ever attend St. John's or Shimer (but ... why 
would they go to Shimer?) 

Apart from that, I'd say you do you! Keep in mind that as a 
tutor spouse you'll have to acquire a lot more tweed and learn 
how to speak at least enough Aramaic to get through your 
wedding vows. Invite me to the wedding! 

Editor's note: This column does represent the official 
views of St. John's College on our fellow liberal utopia, 
Shimer College. + 
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An Exhortation to a 
War on Cereal 

There is a very important problem facing our society 
today, and that problem is the consumption of cereal. All ages 
are affected by this problem, but our children are especially 
vulnerable. Some of these packaged comestibles have been 
with us for centuries, going back to the Age of Discovery, when 
Europeans first brought back Cheerios from the New World, 
after the natives at Jamestown taught them how to grow it. 
Cheerios are now known to be addictive and cause cancer, 
with secondhand Cheerio exposure affecting even non-users. 
Nowadays, we have led a successful campaign to keep our kids 
Cheerio-free, as well as encouraging users to quit, in spite of 
massive opposition to Cereal Legislation from General Mills and 
others in the Breakfast Lobby. However, at present a far more 
dangerous substance is lurking in high school and college 
campuses and impoverished inner cities across America. 
I am talking, of course, about Rice Krispies. This terrifying pro
cessed grain product is often freely available, and a shockingly 
high percentage of Americans have admitted to experiment
ing with Rice Krispies at some point in their life. This cereal is 
known to have hallucinogenic effects, and is often consumed 
alone or within popular marshmallow-based baked goods. As 
if that were not bad enough, this popular cereal is a gateway 
substance, with its users often becoming users of other, more 
addictive and lethal cereals such as Lucky Charms, Cinnamon 
Toast Crunch, and Froot Loops. Every year, South American car
tels make millions in the lucrative trade in Lucky Charms and 
other cereals. Previously available to only the wealthiest junk
ies, Lucky Charms are now ubiquitous in poor neighborhoods 
in America's largest cities in a highly addictive street form. Cin
namon Toast Crunch, much of which is grown and processed in 
remote areas of rural Afghanistan, is a highly addictive narcotic, 
and deaths from overdose have reached record proportions in 
this country, leading to the "Cinnamon Toast Crunch Epidemic:' 
Now is the time to turn the tide against cereal consumption in 
America. Most states levy a hefty excise tax on Cheerios, but a 
few, such as Colorado, have actually legalized recreational Rice 
Krispies consumption, leading to increased teenage use as well 
as an increase in cereal-related traffic fatalities. I encourage 
parents everywhere to explore healthier breakfast options for 
their children, and educators need to take a harder line against 
cereal consumption in schools. Right now, I urge all of you to 
contact your senators and petition for harsh mandatory mini
mum sentences for cereal dealers. We need to turn our country 
around, because we have become far too permissive a society. 
We must instill values in our children if we expect to combat 
cereal consumption in America, and parents, teachers, and 
law enforcement need to get involved if we are going to have 
a cereal-free America. Dealers need to be brought to justice, 
and users need to be rehabilitated. Now is the time, my fellow 
Americans, to declare war on cereal.+ 


