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Allison, Sophomore: 
I’m 20% sure that my family is 

Irish, so my break pretty much 
consisted of  getting ready for St. 
Patrick’s Day and then, afterwards, 
recovering from the mayhem that 
ensued. I don’t remember the night 
very well, but I’m 30% sure that I 
got laid. All in all, good break!

Eric, Junior: 
Break was decent, but St Patrick’s 

Day was AWESOME! My mother’s 
great aunt is from Wales, which is close to Ireland, so 
I have mega alcohol tolerance on St. Patrick’s Day. 
I must have consumed at least 28 GUINNESSES 
and around 200 shots of  whiskey.  Oh, oh, and 8 
and a half  Jägerbombs.  Obviously my memory 
is a little fuzzy, but I’m 70% sure I fucked that 
sophomore Allison.

Cindy, Freshman: 
My break was pretty low key. I don’t even 

remember what I did really. I think I went home, 
hung out with my family, just kind of  relaxed. I 
don’t think I did anything particularly fun rea—

WAIT! I almost forgot about 
St. Patrick’s Day! That shit was 
awesome! I got so fucked up that 
I realized it was time to get out of  
Ireland.  I bought a plane ticket 
from Dublin to Portland, but 
by the time I got to the airport 
I realized I had actually been in 
Detroit the whole time!  Despite 
that debacle, I still LOVE that 
holiday!

Connor O’Connor, Freshman:
 I had a pretty bad break. I’m from Ireland, so 

I did what any self-loving Irishman living in the 
United States would have done: I hid from all of  the 
fucking idiots in this country who “celebrate” St. 
Patrick’s Day for no reason except to drink stupid 
amounts of  that terrible beer Guinness and wear 
tacky green clothing. Because of  them I spent the 
entire break hiding in the vents of  my dorm room.  
Also, my Mom died.

Patrick, Senior: 
LOOK AT MY NAME! WHAT DO YOU 

THINK I DID? YEAHHH!!!!

SPRING BREAK RECAP

Beloved local convenience store owner Donald 
Schauser, 56, died today in his shop. Schauser was 
known for his time served in Vietnam as a medic 
and for his “exact change only” policy.

His wife, Elizabeth Schauser, announced that 
his death was likely a result of  complications from 
being shot several minutes beforehand.

“Oh my God, oh my God, what have you done? 
What have you done to my husband?” Elizabeth 
said recently in an interview.

Donald was born in Perryville, a small Missouri 
town of  approximately 8,000. He met his soon-
to-be wife Elizabeth and they planned to marry, 
but he was drafted in 1971. Before leaving, they 
exchanged promises to always stay together.

“He was so sweet when he was alive,” reported 
Elizabeth, rocking her dead husband’s head, “Oh, 
my Donald.”

Schauser returned from Vietnam a changed man. 
He had seen things that no man should see. He 
married Elizabeth and moved to Portland, Oregon, 
where he was forced to steal from local shops to 
support his wife and his family. Donald lived in 
shame every day, incredible shame. The kind of  
shame that attracts people interested in looking at 
the dregs of  humanity.  That’s when Donald met 
a friend who would make life far more interesting 
for him.

“What? How did you know that? We never told 
anybody about the stealing. Nobody knew!” said 

Elizabeth in her interview.
Soon Donald realized that he could earn more 

by actually working at a convenience store than by 
stealing from them. After getting his conveniencer’s 
license he applied for a job. His dark past was 
over. Whitewashed. Everything bad was to be 
whitewashed for Donald Schauser.  Donald’s new 
friend knew that that was no good.

There was an evil little man lurking inside 
Schauser. One that desperately needed to get out. 

Only his new friend knew how to get him to do 
it, and he did.  Donald began sneaking out late 
nights to go to bars, to sleep with other women. He 
would spend nights in small rooms with strange 
women in beds next to open windows that just 
about anybody could look through. His life was 
debauchery and incredible pain. It was truly the 
most delicious part of  his story.

“Wait, don’t I recognize you?  Yes!  You were the 
one who he met under the bridge!  I always knew 
you were no good!” cried Elizabeth in exquisite 
agony.

And so Donald spent his years in drudgery and 
despondency, truly a prize for the connoisseurs of  
the human condition. Only recently did he begin 
to stay in more, to recant for his sins, to sit on his 
bed and recite to who he must have thought was 
nobody, “I love my wife; I need to make myself  
better.”

“Please, let me go. I promise not to tell anybody. 
Please just let me go, you’ve already taken my 
Donald,” said Elizabeth in the concluding words 
of  her interview.

Donald’s death by a mystery assailant is likely the 
result of  some admirer who wanted to make sure 
his life of  misery was not tainted by the forces of  
redemption and regret.  Truly Donald’s best friend 
is also his greatest savior.

DONALD SCHAUSER: A PROFILE IN COURAGE

Donald Schauser:I know his secrets.

OFFICER SHELTON: Drop that knife, or I’ll tase 
you!
SUSPECT: I’d like to see you try…
OFFICER SHELTON: O.K., you literally asked for 
it! [shoots taser]
SUSPECT: Ha ha!  Your little toy had no effect!
OFFICER SHELTON:  Whaaaa???
SUSPECT: Hand over that taser, Shelton.  Good.
OFFICER SHELTON:  Wha—what do you want 
from me?
SUSPECT:  I want to tell you a story about a little boy, 
a taser-happy cop and an alley just like this one.  The 
year was 1998, the boy was me, and the cop was you, 
Officer Shelton.  Perhaps you recall that first time you 
tased me behind the Bowl-a-Rama?  Or the three times 
in 2001 or those fifty-eight times from 2003-2007?
OFFICER SHELTON:  So what?  It’s a non-lethal 
tactic!   
SUSPECT:  That doesn’t mean you can tase people 
willy-nilly!  All of  that tasering deadened my nerves—I 
can no longer feel my mother’s soft caress, the coolness 
of  iced tea..
OFFICER SHELTON:  My God!
SUSPECT: On the plus side, 20,000 volts of  electric-
ity coursing through my body now feels like little more 
than a kitten’s scratch.  Your beloved taser is useless:  
The force you so frequently abused to suppress me 
planted the seed, which blossomed into my ultimate 
triumph!
OFFICER SHELTON:   No!    
SUSPECT:  Yes! Cities will fall; the world will bow be-
fore my unstoppable might.  And you, Mr. Taser… you 
will be my sex slave.  I am invincible to tasers!
OFFICER SHELTON: I will not stand to live in 
such a world!
SUSPECT:  Oh yeah?  What are you gonna do about 
it?  Tase me?
OFFICER SHELTION:  You forgot that I have an-
other trick up my sleeve. [Draws his gun.]  
SUSPECT: Huh?!?
OFFICER SHELTON:  [Shoots himself  in the head.]

TASER JOKE


