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BREAKING: THE FUN 
POLICE RAID LIBRARY 
BATHROOMS

CHAMBERLIN 
THREESOME IN 
SEARCH OF A FOURTH

FOUND: A PAINFUL 
REMINDER OF MY 
PAINFUL DIVORCE 

EISNER IN SEARCH 
OF A NEW PIANO

“Where else would it go?” one detained student asked.

I was outraged by this offensive note lampooning my 
very messy and public divorce. I stormed into Campus 
Safety’s HQ and demanded an explanation. Turns out 
my rage was severely misplaced. A ring really did go 
missing, but not the kind you’d think. Inside a hidden 
drawer full of damning evidence and confiscated fidget 
spinners sat a lost Ring Doorbell camera. How does 
one lose an item attached to their house? We don’t 
know. Will my wife ever come back? This we also 
don’t know... We do know that I’m so so sorry and I 
miss her so very much and if she could call me back I-

Ahem. Apologies. If you or someone you know is 
missing a Ring Doorbell camera, please pay a visit to 
Campus Security and reclaim it before they try to jerry 
rig a homemade body cam with it.

“Our lawyers have advised us not to disclose the gory 
details on why we need a new piano, but we are indeed 
in search of a new piano. If any Denison students, 
alumni, or faculty members would like to donate an 
old piano, please contact the music department. If you 
do not have an old piano lying around, please consider 
sending us money. Just slide an evelope stuffed with 
cash under the Bullsheet’s door! They promised to pass 
it along to us. In unrelated news, the orchestra is in 
search of a new cello player. The previous cello player 
unfortunately passed away. But we can all rest easy 
knowing he died doing what he loved. Being surround-
ed by musical instruments.” 

- A trustworthy Eisner representative

After losing one of our roommates in a freak accident 
involving a piano, gravity, and a poorly placed puddle 
of grease, we have decided to use the Bullsheet to 
search for a replacement roommate!

Benefits of being our roommate include:
- A room!
- Weekly dinners (you pay for all of us)
- Hearing Carter’s half-baked ideas for jokes

As our newest roommate you will be expected to:
- Do all of our dishes. It’s a rite of passage.
- Decipher our complex chore wheel written in Latin.
- Avoid pianos at all costs!

To make this transistion easier, please do your best to 
match our previous roommate’s physical description:
- 6’3. No taller. No shorter.
- Wears glasses only occasionally
- Brown hair. (You may dye yours)

Brownie points will be given to candidates who:
- Can make us brownies
- Read the Bullsheet daily
- Clean when stressed

Interested in this once in a life time offer? Email 
Bullsheet@denison.edu! You can also submit your 
funny articles to that email, but you already knew 
that! 

Please note we are primarily interested in men, but 
we are open to a New Girl style situation should the 
right candidate apply. 

All reporting on this page has been done by Managing Editor Carter Seipel
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FUCK NOVEMBER. Lilly Andrews,
Putting the “no” in November

Carter Seipel,
Telling a Tale with Ducks

Oftentimes on The Bullsheet we write about many of our divisive opinions. Ex: Fuck Halloween, I 
love Halloween, Jonathan Bailey is a sexy beast, etc. (That last one isn’t an opinion, though—it’s just 
plain fact). So I decided now’s the time to let you guys know about MY opinion, which is:

Fuck november!!!!!

I’m not just saying this for fun. I can sniff out a lot of shady stuff, okay, and there’s a sinister quality to 
this month. Maybe it has something to do with my everlasting hatred of Christmas (I can feel it bub-
bling up now, oh boy…). Something about that evil twist on Nov. 2nd, when everyone starts singing 
carols and hugging each other and kissing under mistletoe!!!!! EW! I pose a new theory: November 
itself is inherently evil. The month is an omen for stupidity and cruel, cruel games.

Ominous things that have happened to me so far this November:
•	 A Curtis worker came up to me and said “You’re gonna die. I know it” while I was playing Crossy 

Road.
•	 I subsequently died in Crossy Road.
•	 I stayed up on daylight savings without remembering its evil tricks. The clock went back in time to 

1, and I was aghast. Time travel???
•	 I keep forgetting to put on my watch. (more inconvenient than ominous) 
•	 The wind whispered evil spells into my ear. 
•	 The Huffman soup was mislabeled so I missed chicken gnocchi day.
•	 A mysterious cape appeared in my laundry.
•	 My seat got stolen in class. 
•	 I somehow woke up to the piano riff alarm—not by choice. 
•	 I got a blister on my ankle. 
•	 Someone sprinkled a little cheese into my water bottle, and I drank it.

And we’re only a week in!!! Need I say more? I hope I’ve converted at least a few of you Novem-
ber-lovers. Now, I’m sure you people can see that November is a terrible curse, and we’re all destined 
to its wrath.

DUCK NOVEMBER.
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