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Jill got the MUMPS.
Then Jill partied with her friends. 
Poor Jill.
Now all her friends 
hate her.
Mumps means 9 days of no parties, no friends, no classes.

Intense pain in cheeks and throat. 

Difficulty chewing or swallowing. 

Weakness. Fever. 

In some cases, severe testicular pain and swelling.

Mumps can cause sterility, meningitis and deafness.

Protect yourself against the mumps 

Get IMMUNIZED

For information about the free mumps immunization, 
your eligibility and clinics in your area, please call: 
Calgary Health Link (403) 943-5465 
Capital Health Link (780) 408-5465 
Health Link Alberta (toll-free) 1-866-408-5465 
or visit: www.health.alberta.ca

Adapted with permission from Province of Nova Scotia.
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Boys have penises, girls have vaginas
Bitches don’t know how great having a man-rod is A vagina is a great place for you to store your drugs

Malachy 
O’Finnigan

 
 
 
 
 

Point

N o matter what way you look 
at it, cocks are the best damn 
things below the waist. 

They’re simple, easy to use, and effi-
cient—much like a fist 
that’s made of meat. 
On the other hand, 
the vagina is the 
Swiss army knife 
of genitalia, only 
instead of useful 
tools like a saw or 
can opener, it only 
has a bottle opener 
and pencil sharpener.

The donger is also 
great because of 
its sleek, uncom-
plicated design. 
The vagina, on 
the other hand, 
has a frighten-
ing makeup that 
has more flaps than 
a gaggle of geese and 
is more complex 
than trying to solve a 
Rubik’s cube while being 
attacked by wolves. It’s like a 
bloody Sarlac pit, and if you forget to 
wear a condom, your boys will spend 
the next 1000 years being slowly 
digested. However, if you were to 
peel a wiener like a banana, it would 
look exactly as you might expect. 
There’s no crazy bells or whistles—

just a series of tubes that get the job 
done.

When it’s not bleeding, farming 
yeast, or having a baby come out of 
it, the vagina doesn’t have much use 
other than as a cock holster. A dick, 
on the other hand, also functions as a 
snow writing tool, a source of physi-
cal comedy, a mood indicator, and a 
percussion instrument.

If you still haven’t hopped aboard 
the correct train to Rightsville, pause a 
second and listen. You can’t hear any-
thing because print is not an audible 
medium, but right now I’m tapping 

my schlong against the table with 
a definitive “schlop.” That’s right: 

my meat hammer doubles as a 
goddamn gavel. You can try to 
argue, but I can’t hear you over 

the meaty tapping 
of righteousness.

To have a 
penis is to 
know what 
God feels like 
when he looks 

at his penis: 
satisfied and 

e m p o w e r e d . 
Think about 
it: what are 
the two stron-
gest things 

in the world? 
Superman, and 

Superman’s dick. You 
can’t mess with it. And unless you’ve 
got some kryptonite condom lying 
around, his love shot can take down 
an aircraft carrier. Wonder Woman’s 
vagina, on the other hand, is hardly 
capable of fighting crime, and is 
nothing but a reinforced catchers 
mitt at best.
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Cunt-point

I t figures that a guy that would 
be the one to start slagging on 
the vagina. After all, they say 

the female form makes many men 
uncomfortable. I once knew a girl—a 
painter chick—whose art was 
described as “strongly vagi-
nal,” and it bothered 
some men. The word 
itself bothers some 
men. Vagina.

But once you 
get beyond the 
fact that men are 
intimidated by the 
word vagina and 
really delve into it, 
I think you’ll find 
that they aren’t 
so bad. I mean, 
if it weren’t 
for vaginas, 
men would 
never get to 
have sex—
unless they’re 
homosexual or 
can convince the 
girl to take a shot to the 
brown-eye. After all, once 
you get past the labia majora and 
the labia minora and all those other 
pieces of anatomy that I couldn’t iden-
tify on my eighth-grade biology test, 
the vagina is nothing more than a 
hole—a warm, moist, incredible hole. 

Masturbation is great and everything, 
but sex is better—even when it’s  
bad. 

So what if the closest I ever want my 
head to be to a vagina is the first time 
it passed through it? It doesn’t mean 
that I don’t respect the places I’ve 
come from, so to speak. If monthly 
bleedings and 36 hours of labour are-
what my girlfriend has to go through 
so that I can pass along my name, my 
blue eyes, and my knowledge of the 
batting averages of the 1993 Toronto 
Blue Jays, then so be it. That’s a sac-

rifice that I’m more than willing 
to make.

Moreover, the vagina, 
unlike the penis, isn’t 

a glaring weak spot. 
Any dude can be 

taken down with 
a swift kick to 

the junk. 
V a g i n a s 

offer no 
such secu-
rity.

I’m not 
saying I’d 

want one of 
a ny t h i ng ; 
it’s too 
much fun 

wiggling my 
penis around 

after getting out of 
the shower. I’m just saying 

that there are some good things 
about vaginas too, I guess. I don’t 
know. I mean, my wang is pretty 
great. It’s like the little buddy that 
never leaves your side and always 
shows you where the hot ladies are. 
But I guess that’s not very conducive 
to my argument, is it?
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Anecdote

W ell, I don’t know much 
about penises or vaginas, 
but I had this really cool 

friend, see—I met him about, oh, I 
think it was in grade 10. We didn’t 
really know each other back then, 
but like, I met him, and a bit later 
we started hanging out once I started 
listening to the Smashing Pumpkins. 
He was a pretty cool guy I guess, 
but we kind of lost touch after I said 
Melancholy and the Infinite Sadness 
would’ve been better as just one 
disc.

He was all like, “fuck you, the whole 
thing was brilliant.” And yeah, I guess 
that was the last time we really spoke.

That is, until a couple months ago, 
when he added me on Facebook. He 
sent me a message saying “dude check 
out Zeitgeist, the pumpkins are back 
and better than ever.” I was like, 
“Man, that album sucks. Corgan can’t 
rock without D’arcy.” And then he 
totally unfriended me.

I’ve never been dissed like that 
before, so I asked my other pal why 
he was being such a dick about this. I 
think he misinterpreted my question, 
because he told me that it doesn’t matter 
if you have a penis or a vagina—what 
matters is what’s inside your chest, not 
your pubic region. Then I was like, 
“dude that’s so deep,” and he was like, 
“no, I mean it.” So yeah, huh. What 
were we talking about again?

I once knew a guy...

Dyke MeDkriCk


