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HOW I SPEND MY FINAL DAYS Carter Seipel,
Finally done editing this

You wish you 
could commit 

to the bit as 
hard as 

Malcolm did!

As my old friend Jim Morrison once said, "This is the end, beautiful friend/This is the end, my only 
friend." Crazy he got away with rhyming friend with friend.

By "this is the end," I am of course referring to my last Bullsheet... as a sophomore. I'm afraid it's 
true! It's time I hatch from my cocoon and evolve into the majestic junior I was born to be. You 
may be wondering, how am I spending my final days?  And by final days I am of course referring to 
the days in which I take my finals. 

Well let me tell you how I spend these precious final days of mine...

Giving up all of my earthly possessions - Don't you see it? All of these expensive "school sup-
plies" are weighing us down. We must shed our material objects and free our souls! What I'm trying 
to say is, I stopped taking my bag to class. Who cares anymore? It's the last week! All I need is a 
pen, my phone, my phone's charger, some gum, preferably a cup of coffee, my water bottle, and 
maybe an umbrella.

Pep talk in the mirror - I sit down on a small wooden stool placed in front of a full body mirror. 
I'm holding nothing but a microphone and a glass of water. I make intense eye contact with myself 
for a full minute before jumping into my best tight five. This is meant to cheer me up, but my best 
tight five is anything but funny and I always end up getting heckled.

Promoting the Bullsheet - You know that guy who wanders around campus mumbling "Have you 
read the Bullsheet today?" That's me! I'm the feared "Sheet Spreader." I just love shoving fliers into 
people's faces! So, have you been keeping up with the sheet? It's not too late! There's three more 
sheets to go!

Outlining my final essay, over and over again - Look, outlining is an important part of the essay 
process. I owe it to my professors and my academic peers, to create a strong outline before I can 
start on my essay. So don't mind me, as I outline my final essay for the tenth time. Am I procrasti-
nating? No, I don't have the time to procrastinate! I'm too busy outlining.

Looking for a job - My bank account? Stolen! Some rat coward ran off with my piggy bank. So 
much like the Bullsheet, I'm out of money. This means I have to enter the "real world" and get a 
job. Despite this tragedy, I was optimistic in my ability to find someone who would be willing to 
pay for my labor in this economy. I thought my niche skill set would be impossible to pass up on, 
but it turns out satirical newspaper writer isn't an "employable trait." I guess I always have my    
private investigator side-hustle to fall back on?

MALCOLM'S DOOR!!! Carter Seipel,
A door-k

Why on Earth did you even flip to the back of this Bullsheet?! Did you see that picture on the 
front? Did you stop and take the time to appreciate it like you would a work of art? Because that's 
what it is! "Malcolm's door?" more like "my phone's new lock screen!" According to Malcolm, his 
door holds a copy of EVERY Bullsheet from the 23-24 academic school year. 
Malcolm, I don't know you, but I wish you happiness, success and wealth. And if none of those 
things happen, you can rest easy knowing you have great taste in Granville-based publications.
Enjoy the picture of your door on your door! (A joke Malcolm already made in his photo's submission)


