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THIS IS A THREAT
Apply to the Bullsheet.

You should email  bullsheet@denison.edu  and ask for an application.

 If you:

 -have a pulse

 -have a spirit that is still vaguely attached to a physical form

 -are susceptible to any kind of necromantic magics

 -were present at the Hindenburg Disaster 

 -survived--or didn’t--the sinking of the Titanic

 -are willing to sit down for a nice chat and tell me a bunch of stuff about what it’s like to be   

  dead. Like really what’s the whole deal? Also, is there like a spirit convention   

           or something? If so could I be your +1? I kinda want to have a chat with Pontius Pilate.

 -have tried Tayto’s brand potato chips. (I haven’t I just saw a bunch of ads for them in Bel  

  fast and they looked kinda cool)

 -or honestly just really feel like it

When finished, send your application to the following emails: bullsheet@denison.edu, 

schwei_c1@denison.edu, kerrig_k1@denison.edu, and whitne_j1@denison.edu ! Can’t wait to hear 

which editor you think will be the first to die!!      -William Kelsey, (He washes his hands of this)

HELP I FORGOT HOW TO ADD IMAGES TO INDESIGN!

Hi, you guys know me, it’s William, the friendly Bullsheet writer and temp edi-
tor that crawls out of the nasty little hole that I live in--some people call it Ebaugh 
Pond--in order to spread joy and good cheer to all the people of the world.  There 
is just one thing that has been a metaphorical (and literal) thorn in my side for 
quite some time now: I have no idea how to add images to InDesign (our editing 
software). Also Macintosh Computers scare and confuse me. 
Is this a problem? Yes, yes it is. There were a pretty good amount of submissions 
today, but they all had pictures so instead you just get a thousand words, I guess.

William Kelsey, Lud-
dite and Swamp Thing
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Staff “Tasty Plants” Box

MEDIEVAL THINGS WE SHOULD BRING BACK

     -William Kelsey, writer

Do NOT eat 
poisonous 

plants

A CONVERSATION ABOUT KERMIT

-

PERPETUAL SOUP
That’s it, that’s the list.

Perpetual soup is cool because you basically just throw a pot on the stove with whatever you 
have on hand and over time it boils down into a sludge so you just add some more water and 

more ingredients until eventually the entire town dies of the plague, because this soup can and 
will outlive you. It fears nothing and consumes all. A rat fell in the soup? How sad, Alexey play  
Palaestinalied. If you give it enough time the rat will boil down, bones and all, and become a 

part of the soup.
Also medieval peasants really knew how to party with all the fun and sexy herbs that could 

maybe kill you (as in 100% will kill you). Like did you know that both Deadly Nightshade and 
Henbane are psychotropic aphrodisiacs? If ingested you will most likely die, but at least you 

will die with visions of--as one scientist stated:
“animals which looked at me keenly with contorted grimaces and staring, terrified eyes; there 
were terrifying stones and clouds of mist, all sweeping along in the same direction. They car-
ried me irresistibly with them. Their coloring must be described - but it was not a pure hue. 
They enveloped in a vague gray light, which emitted a dull glow and rolled onward and up-

ward into a black and smoky sky. I was flung into a flaring drunkenness, a witches’ cauldron of 
madness. Above my head water was flowing, dark and blood-red. The sky was filled with herds 
of animals. Fluid, formless creatures emerged from the darkness. I heard words, but they were 

all wrong and nonsensical, and yet they possessed for me some hidden meaning.”
Now that is nightmare fuel

William Kelsey, who definitely doesn’t 
eat random plants he finds in the woods

There is a truth that I recently stumbled upon--with the help of Jack May and Lena 
Hanrahan. That truth being; Kermit is a bottom. Kermit straight worships at the feet of 
Mrs. Piggy, like he is wayyyy into the whole Femdom thing. He has spent the vast major-
ity of his career with a hand up his ass, homeboy has a pegging fetish. Also, what’s with 
the whole relationship dynamic between Kermit and Mrs. Piggy, are they dating? Mar-
ried? Divorced? What is going on? Like seriously Kermit, if you weren’t so busy getting 
stepped on you could’ve actually done something to save your marriage. 

AN APOLOGY

Sometimes I write things that are cursed, and may not be something that 
anyone ever wants to read. If you or a loved one has ever been diagnosed 
with reading one of my articles I would recommend one of the following 

steps:
unread the article

get new eyes
frame the article

contemplate what the article means to you
fall in love w/ the article

William Kelsey, Thanks to Lena & Jack


