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RUB A DUB DUB 

HERMIONE SPEAKS OUT:  Harry’s hand was resting on my breasts and there was still a slimy puddle of after-sex on my 
belly. I ran my fingers through Harry’s messy raven hair and I kissed his forehead, just to the left of his lightening-bolt scar.
His hair smelled of apples. He stirred and lifted his head.  

AMEN FULL OF WRATH
T&A Holy Trinity

In order to season and broaden the 
minds of the few competent English 
students on campus, a Jackass-in-
Residence will be welcomed by the 
spread-eagle legs of annoying liter-
ary theory know-it-alls and stuck-up  
professors.

“It was one thing when he was 
nailed in the anus with a jai alai ball,” 
says Frederick Skuulbum, graduating 
with a BA in English Literature next 
semester. “That was an interest-
ing exercise in postmodernism. But 
when he stapled his testicle to his 
thigh, new ground was undeniably 
being treaded upon. I know I’ll be 
inspired, and that I’ll end up find-
ing a job doing something English-
based.”

Imagine Skuulbum’s surprise, 
though, when the Jackass-in-
Residence this year was announced 
to be none other than Steve-O, icon 
of self-destruction and scatology; to 
XXX, this was his one chance to com-
pare notes and maybe make a con-
nection with the man that inspired 
his writing career as a teenager.

“When Steve-O’s nipple was 
gnawed off by that alligator, it was 
like that scene from Almost Famous 
when the kid is staring into the 
candle,” XXX recalls. “Only, I was 
staring into the bleeding nipple of 
a balding nigh-albino. The moment 
has come to define my life, really; 
from that point on, there was no 
turning back.”

Steve-O’s term on campus will 
require him to give workshops to 
eager graduate classes, even if they 
consist of unnecessary screaming and 
yelling. Or ejaculating onto the soft 
fur of kittens.

“Hopefully, we’ll see some scro-
tum and some blood,” says Professor 
Macintosh. “The rumour is that 
he’s going to do the testicle-stapling 
act, and show us how a true master 
would really do it. Only, apparently, 
he’s going to use a nail this time. 

We’re all really excited.”
In fact, Professor Macintosh has 

admitted to honing his craft in time 
for the Jackass’ arrival, mainly so 
he can one-up those fucking Film 
Studies hipsters.

“I used to only drink a bag of urine, 
oh, once every four days,” Macintosh 
confesses. “Now, I’ve got myself to 
the point where I’m almost devel-
oping a case of gout. I’ve also been 
experimenting with other stream-of-
consciousness feats, like biting down 
on metal files and pulling them out 
of my mouth so my teeth become 
little stubs. I’ve been pushing other 
boundaries in the name of theatre 
too, like using a catheter to fill your 
bladder with tequila and pissing it all 
out in the mouths of your friends. My 

colleagues are really impressed.”
But like a true artist really coming 

into his craft, Film Studies student 
Rak Alak Alak is humble, yet confi-
dent, that his surprise left-field attack 
on the delicate fingers of unsuspect-
ing English students will disable them 
for life and win the respect of Steve-
O. From his perspective, English stu-
dents need their fingers to smoke, 
drink and auto-fellate because they’re 
too frigid to find a mate. 

“I think Steve-O’s really going to 
be impressed by my Drano-snort-
ing capabilities as well,” Alak Alak 
confides. “It’s just going to be really 
tough to be in the shadow of such 
a genius. My whole class shares my 
sensibility; we’re all just beyond ner-
vous, really.”
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Steve-O instates himself as University of               Jackass-in-Residence. Say wha?

WHY WHY YOU

SUCK IT UP, PRINCESSES If I stick my cock in your mouth, you blow. Okay?


