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THE END IS NIGH William Eddleman,
Doomsday Prophet

Wow. I am swamped. With what, you might ask? Well, when it rains, it pours. Sometimes, when I sit down at an unrea-
sonably late hour to get a Bullsheet ready for Friday morning, I find myself frustrated that there are no big happenings on 
campus to write about. This week, on the other hand, there were not one, not two, not three, but FOUR that I thought needed 
attention. Why so many cataclysmic events? There can only be one explanation: the end of the world is approaching. Judge-
ment Day. Armageddon. Ragnarok. It goes by many names. (Oh wait, those might be action movies actually...) Anyway, the 
Bullsheet is here to help inform you on the four horsemen that are sweeping through our campus. Enjoy.

 ☣ ☣ ☣ ☣ P E S T I L E N C E ☣ ☣ ☣ ☣
	 And, as I watched, there was a white horse. Its rider was wearing a suit. He was given a podium, and he went off 
pontificating. (Revelation 6:2)

Can you hear it? The buzzing. The relentless buzzing. A plague has come. Not of locusts, but of flies. The First Horseman, 
Mike Pence. (Article by Anna Crum, Sophomore Writer)

Former Vice President Mike Pence visited Denison’s 
campus to present to two classes and speak in Swasey, 
but his actions told us much more than his words (which 
didn’t tell us anything). Sitting in the audience, I felt like 
a baby bird getting the same bland regurgitated points 
that Mama Pence feeds to all her children. It seemed that 
rather than educating the youth and promoting political 
tolerance, Pence’s true focus was on the next chapter in 
his life following his messy divorce from Trump. After 
witnessing his interactions with Professor Orhan and Pro-
fessor McWard, his lingering touch, twinkling eyes, and 
demure smile suggested that Pence was looking for a hot 
new date rather than an educational debate. 

After setting his eyes on two professors from Deni-
son’s very own PPA department, Pence wasted no time 
signalling his interest. Our analysts counted at least 5 
arm-touches for McWard and 4 for Orhan. Even later on 
in the night, during his Swasey talk, it seemed as though 
his mind was on a little more than politics. Perhaps this 
is why the politician on the decline couldn’t give straight answers. 

Still, who hasn’t been distracted by a crush one time or another? And all things considered, he did well; he even managed to 
avoid comparing the blue of Israel’s flag to that of McWard’s eyes when calling Israel “our most cherished ally”. 

While we at the Sheet respect Pence’s attempts, his confidence in his ability to pull these PPA professors may be misplaced, as 
students frame-mogged him in every picture. 

  ⚔ ⚔ ⚔ ⚔ ⚔ ⚔ ⚔ W A R ⚔ ⚔ ⚔ ⚔ ⚔ ⚔ ⚔
	 And another horse went out, fiery red this time. Its rider was given permission to take peace away from the campus, so 
that inboxes were flooded with student government emails. He was given a great sanctimonius poster. (Revelation 6:4)

As the most die hard Sheetheads know, the long gayness feud between William and Leah reached a peaceful conclusion after 
Leah’s heartfelt offer of a ceasefire earlier this week. But as one war ends, another begins. The Second Horseman, DCGA 
Elections. 	 What can be said that hasn’t been said already? It’s 

been a long, brutal electon season. The campus is complete-
ly polarized. Lines have been drawn. The whole campaign 
been filled with viscious debates, controversial issues, and 
shocking scandals - in both parties! This election has been 
described as “a battle for the soul of our nation,” as every 
election in America for the past several decades has been. 
The nation remains souless.

Be sure to get your vote in before the deadline. Whether the 
winner is Naomi or Emmanuel, you can be sure that 
Denison University will never be the same. Even the ghouls 
and sociopaths of the Board of Trustees must answer to the 
DCGA president. As for me, I’m going to write in Nathan 
Graves. It could happen. You never know.

Oh yeah, and people are running for other DCGA positions 
too, I guess!
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        F A M I N E     
	 As I watched, there was a black horse. Its rider held a pair of tickets in his hand. I heard something like a voice coming 
from the midst of the students “A pack of ramen for a flex dollar!” said the voice. “And a dining hall plate for a meal swipe! Why 
is nothing open?” (Revelation 6:5-6)

It’s that time of year again! Today, as we emerge from the tail end of the icy, barren winter, our cellars are as empty as our 
stomachs. It was a bad season, and the students are starving. Those searching for a meal search in vain, as they will be met 
with only a “CLOSED” sign. The Third Horseman, Aestavalia.
	 Tonight, the annual ritual 
begins. The Rusty Shackelford 
common will be transformed.
Cookouts, games, and stages will fill 
the entire area. Artists you’ve kind of 
heard of will flock from all over the 
world to entertain the masses of
students with their songs and
ballads. The not-at-all-inebriated 
(*ahem*) students will feverishly 
dance to the melodies (stand and bob 
their heads to the rhythm, maybe sway 
their arms if things get REALLY wild). 
You’ll awkwardly smile and wave 
across the field to that one friend from 
the first two weeks of your freshman 
year that you completely lost touch 
with. Revelry shall ensue.
So why is Aestavalia appearing as The Third Horseman, Famine? Because everything will be closed, of course! That’s right, if 
the festival is at all like it was last year, all the dining halls and markets will be shut down for the duration. You can either go to 
the Aestavalia cookout behind Slayter, or you can go hungry, peasant! 

Seriously though, Aestavalia seems like great fun, no shade to the arists or the organizers. It’s really funny though, since if you 
can’t attend Aestavalia, can only see part of it, couldn’t get a ticket, or big noisy crowds just aren’t your thing, you’re kind of 
screwed for dining options for that night. Sorry. It is the apocalypse, after all.

             D E A T H         
	 As I looked, there was a pale horse, and its rider’s name was NEEEEEEEOOOOOOOOOWWWWWHHHWWWHHH. 
EEEHHEEERHP EEHRP EEHRP EEEHHEEERHP followed along behind it. They were given authority over our eardrums, to 
cause our phones to go off, and warn us of the impending danger. (Revelation 6:8)

It was a dark and stormy night. Suddenly, the sound of Gabriel’s Trumpet (a tornado siren) filled the air. The screams of a 	
thousand tortured souls (smartphone energency alert sound effects) followed immediately after. A prophecy, a vision, a vivid 
fortelling of doom and destruction appeared before our eyes. The Fourth Horseman, The Tornado Warning.

There I was, on Olin 3rd floor, minding my own business. I was about 
halfway through finish a lab report due in negative three days. Then, the hell 
sirens started. I was told to go to the basement, or death was sure to follow. 
I’ve never felt more nonchalant. It’s possible that Ohio weather has final-
ly just broken me at this point. I just gathered all my things and leisurely 
strolled down to the sturdy, secure Olin basement and continued working on 
the lab report. I did see down there a physics student and professor, working 
on the same problem, both seeming like they wanted to go home, but were 
now trapped in the basement with their equations. I felt a little bit silly doing 
my basic algebra to find stuff out about rock samples. 

Since I lived to tell the tale, Death did not claim me that night, tornado or no 
tornado. But the campus did have a brush with The Fourth Horseman that 
night. Had weather patterns been a little bit different, we might have had 
more than just an annoying warning about the spinning air tube of Death.

There you have it. The Four Horsemen of the Bullpocalypse. The real victim 
of having all this stuff to write about is my sleep schedule.

P.S.
You should scan the QR code below! Scan it! Or face the final judgement!


