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Hey Berkeley students, Gossip Squirrel here. Your one 
and only source into the scandalous lives of Berkeley’s 
average folk. Take a look inside of the illustrious pages 
of this celebrity-soaked Squelch issue for the latest info 
on all your favorite Berkeley babes.

Will Chancellor Christ wear a power blazer? Will the 
real mascot behind the Oski mask be revealed? We’ll be 
watching.

And which squirrel am I? That’s one secret I’ll never 
tell. You know you love me.

XOXO,

Gossip Squirrel
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words from the top
Dear Reader,

Well, well, well, look at you. You picked up this Squelch copy 
and now you’re looking to bust a chuck. Go ahead, read this 
introduction. Maybe it’ll make you laugh, maybe it won’t. I 
don’t care. Most people don’t even read the longer articles. 
Although…I’m starting to think that maybe you’re different. 
You’re more intelligent than your friends. You’re clever and 
you still have the patience to read the full paragraphs. You’re 
better than the average reader. Smarter. Wittier. Sexier. At 
least you think you are. As far as I can tell, there’s only one 
way to prove it: keep reading. After all, you’ve already read 
this far.

Looking at all the funny pictures and words in this magazine, 
I bet you think it’s all been fun and games for us, writing 
our little jokes, laughing our little laughs. But it hasn’t been 
all fun and games. Spending our nights hunched over our 
laptops and slaving away over the perfect angle to photoshop 
acrylic nails onto a squirrel takes its toll. I don’t even think I 
can put this on my resume. A lot of sweat, blood, and tears 
have gone into this issue (not literally, stop licking the page), 
but truth be told, despite the complaints, it’s our pleasure to 
put a smile on your face, you morose bastard.
 
When I was first searching for a campus group to join, I 
wanted to find a place where I would feel welcomed and 
appreciated, where people could openly express their 
comedic creativity without fear of silence or condemnation. 
But Turning Point USA eventually kicked me out and that’s 
when I went with my second choice. But then The Free 
Peach also kicked me out, claiming that if I was interested 
in writing comedy, I was in the wrong place. With nowhere 
left to go, I found myself with a friend who would lead me 
to a basement room occupied by only three dudes, a laptop, 
and an odor. From that moment on, I watched The Squelch 
run the gauntlet of the last few years, from slowly building 
up members and readership, to learning how to move online 
during the pandemic. What a nightmare it’s been. 

Now before you dive into this copy, or stop reading this 
letter, I want to thank you as well. Whether you just took this 
issue from some sickly Squelch member flyering on Sproul 
to get them out of your face, or if you’ve been a long time 
follower of our “comedy,” you are the reason we continue 
to make new content, so this is also your accomplishment. 
Some might even say it's your greatest accomplishment. I 
would probably say it’s your greatest accomplishment (I 
don’t anticipate us having a very impressive readership) </3

Anyway, sometimes The Squelch might tickle your fancy, 
sometimes it might not, but I guarantee it will tickle 
something. And if nothing else, maybe it at least helped you 
learn the word “heuristic”. Finally, though I’m embarrassed 
to say, The Squelch is something I will miss dearly, and 
although this letter is addressed “Dear Reader,” it’s also for 
my fellow members. I’ll miss you!

Illiterate and Inconsiderate,
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s Sorry, I Also Fucked Freud’s Mom

By Daniel Murphy, on a Superego Trip
It has taken a lot of consideration, 

conversations with friends (shouts out 
Sally Rooney, you’re boring and so is 
the modern age), and many unanswered 
prayers to find the courage to tell my 
story: I also fucked Sigmund “Professor” 
Freud’s mom. That’s right, ole ‘Siggy 
Freud isn’t the only one to have had 
disappointing sexual intercourse with 
his mother. Oh boy did I give her a round 
of the penis, the cock, and the supercock 
(this is a very funny reference to Frued’s 
id, ego, and superego—c’mon, laugh; 
please; I really can’t do this anymore; 
I’ve been having a tough time recently 
and the only time I feel validated is 
when people laugh at the things I say; I 
think it all started in high school when 
I didn’t know how else to make friends 
you know? And I’ve built up this whole 
image of myself as a self-deprecating guy 
and I think my outer image spread to 
my inner world at some point and now 
I just hate myself. Anyway, I shouldn’t 
be telling you this—forget I said any of 
that. Bitch! HIPAA! Laugh!). Much to 
the dismay of Carl Jung, this means that 
every single sexy theory Freud developed 
about psychoanalysis is empirically true. 
You ever read that idiot and think, “Yeah 
this is definitely the only guy who does 

this,” well, now there’s two guys who 
do that—fully completing the scientific 
method laid out by Albert Camus in the 
17th-century. 

I’m sure you’re probably wondering 
what it was like, deep in the mountains 
of Austria (her name was actually 
Clarisse), sweating in that little hut 
where Freud grew up, copulating with 
the grandmother of 20th-century 
psychoanalysis. I’ll describe it in one 
word: really quite disturbing. The whole 
time she kept saying, “If you have a 
dream about this you should definitely 
write a book about how everyone wants 
to fuck me,” which was admittedly 
strange, but I’m not one to kink shame. 
I, of course, did not even come close 
to helping her come close given my 
absolutely dreadful sexual performance 
(although I certainly didn’t help myself 
when I kept saying, “Sigmunuts”—see 
the joke here is that “Sigmunuts” is a 
play on the name “Sigmund” and I’m 
saying it to his mom; laugh! Seriously 
it’s such a terrible reality because I’m 
not even that funny but my entire life 
is devoted to making people laugh. 
Thank you for understanding, I really 
enjoy talking with you. I feel seen). 
She also kept putting glasses with tiny 

lenses on my face, which again I failed 
to understand. 

When Clarisse and I were finished, 
me literally and her metaphorically, we 
laid in bed and she read me Ulysses. She 
kept pointing at me and playfully poking 
my nose when Leopold would jerk off at 
the beach because she said it reminded 
her of me— a completely unfounded 
accusation. As I was saying, I have this 
idea for a field of science that concerns 
something I like to call the unconscious. 
Basically the gist is that whatever you 
dream comes true and also you have to 
fuck my mom (wait, what? So like I’m 
stuck in this whirlwind of playful self-
effacement and realistic self-hatred and 
it’s reached the point where I can’t really 
tell which is which anymore. Laugh! I 
swear if you don’t laugh I’ll straight 
up LOSE MY 'FOOKIN MIND 
BRUV. ILL BE PROPER FOOKIN 
CHAFFED YE DAFT COONT. 
AAAHHHHHHHHHHHH). Once 
again I would like to thank my friends 
and family for inspiring me to share my 
experience, but most of all I would like 
to thank Clarisse, for being nice when 
I kept crying and teaching me how to 
safely put stuff in my ass. 

California Abortion Laws Influenced by New Arby’s Slogan: “You Haven’t 
Lived Til’ You’ve Tried Our Fries”
By Mike Barach, Fourth Term Abortion

Sacramento, Calif - Governor of 
California, Gavin Newsom announced 
at televised press conference that the legal 
window for abortion has been extended 
until the party in question (fetus) has 
tried Arby’s new Fully Loaded Curly 
Fries™ as prompted by the fast food 
chain’s new slogan “You haven’t lived ‘til 
you’ve tried our fries.”

“After years of contentious debate 
among legislative officials, it has been 

determined that life doesn't begin at birth 
or conception as previously believed, but 
rather after consumption of Arby’s new 
Fully Loaded Curly Fries,™” reports 
Newsom. 

The fries, topped with bacon bits, 
Parmesan-peppercorn ranch, and 
house made cheddar cheese sauce, have 
been found to be so good that they 
permanently usher the consumer into a 
new heightened state of consciousness, 

irreparably dissolving the ego, thus 
creating spiritual unity with nature itself. 

Due to the stark contrast between 
tose who have tried the fries and those 
who have not, it has been determined that 
those who have not, do not experience 
what the scientific community now 
recognizes as “Life” and therefore are 
eligible for state sanctioned abortion at 
the discretion of their biological mother.

I N  O T H E R  N E W S :
America’s Sweetheart Mason Ramsay In Critical Condition 
After TikTok Dance Gone Awry		  Page A14

Op-Ed: Greek Life Isn’t Oppressed. What If We Tried 
Harder?		 Page G47

"I'm In Your Walls. I'm In Your Walls. I'm In Your Walls. 
I'm In Your Walls." - 	 Page WA11

Confused Student Tries To Cum Loud	 Page 69

"Do Ketamine And Play With Ferret" Not A Euphemism	
Page B3
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Op-Ed: Ladies, Stay Out of Politics
By Ava Guardino, Future Mrs. Crenshaw

Ladies, I know you hate to hear 
it, but politics belongs to the men, and 
your presence is ruining the whole vibe. 
I understand the frustration of wanting 
to feel empowered, and you feel like 
political influence is the way to achieve 
that, but what you don’t understand is 
that the female influence on politics is 
what’s making it crumble. Politics used 
to be a coveted space where the brightest 
and most rational minds could discuss 
the future of our government; it was 
unsullied by the focus on sex appeal 
and drama that a woman audience 
brings. Think Bill Clinton and JFK as 
strong male figures that bravely led us 
into the future without letting their 
oozing sex appeal corrupt their political 
campaigns. Candidates used to have 
this natural musk to them that made me 

feel calm and protected. Now, though, 
since women have become important 
in campaigns, all male candidates have 
become sirens. Every time I turn on my 
TV, it’s like my canyons are immediately 
flooded; every sense is overwhelmed and 
I proverbially throw myself off the ship 
like I’m in some damn subspace. How 
the hell am I supposed to debate other 
men now that they’ve been taught that 
eye contact makes my knees go wobbly? 
My half mast has been raised to full 
mast, pinned under these male vixens. 
This would not have happened if women 
had just stayed in the kitchen. 

Take Dan Crenshaw, for example. 
That man is dangerous! His deep, sultry 
voice is full of so much promise that I’d 
vote for anything he told me to. It can’t 
be my fault that, if given the chance, I 

would ride him CPR-style in the middle 
of the House floor without hesitation. 
Plunder my treasures you wiley, 
wiley man! Crenshaw was raised in a 
generation where it was important to 
appeal to females, and the rest of us have 
been swept up along the way. I fall to my 
knees like a good boy every time Texas 
Representative Dan Crenshaw advances 
to the mic, and I am unable to pay 
attention to his words because the only 
thing I can think about is how badly I 
want to be that mic. It’s destroying me, 
it’s destroying America, and I’m sure 
that this warm man with an eye that 
commands your pulse to quicken will 
be the herald of the apocalypse. And it 
will all be women’s faults.

Investment Banker Protects Immigrants and Houseless People
By Sage Alexander, Incoming Financial Analyst at JP Morgan Chase

When UC Berkeley admitted 18,000 
students this year, Bill Trollvsoy knew 
the real loser was the working man. Like 
ants, students had been crawling into 
the homes and businesses of Berkeley 
residents, hurting low income people 
and Immigrants. Trollvsoy himself 
experienced students replace his employer, 
JP Morgan Chase, with a Cal merch store. 

Trollvsoy described a time in which he 
single handedly blocked a student from 
dismantling a makeshift shelter in People’s 
Park.

“I had never been angrier my whole 
life! A middle aged man wearing body 
armor and a badge, probably some kind 
of student worker, was ripping through 
people’s park with a weed wacker. I ran up 

to him and yelled, ‘STOP!’”
Over 1,000 people in the city of 

Berkeley are living without shelter, 
something Trollvsoy blames on high 
density, affordable housing. 

“If the city would build more 
single family houses and prioritize low 
occupancy vehicles, things would be 
much better,” he said. 

ROTC Moves Training To Memorial Glade
By Joseph Cohn, Level 4 Half-Elf Rogue (Arcane Trickster Specialty)

UC Berkeley’s ROTC announced they 
will move their on-campus training from 
the field near Hearst Gym to Memorial 
Glade. Students will not have to leave 
the glade during ROTC training. In fact, 
ROTC has encouraged them to stay.

LTC Michael Volpe, professor of 
military sciences, spoke on the need to 
train America’s future heroes in “more 
realistic settings.” According to Volpe, 
Memorial Glade offers an ideal place for 
learning to handle the complexities of 

urban, asymmetrical warfare. (children 
with rocks… or frisbees; misidentification 
of cellphone as weapon; peer audience 
(for accountability), 20 year olds fighting 
20 year olds; US military decision to 
shift warfare to target civilians; diverse 
community perfect for reflecting 
environment they will be operating in; 
“they will get to experience other types 
of people on the glade”) Rather than 
meeting combatants on an open field, 
today’s warriors must be ready for combat 

in settings like Memorial Glade, “where 
there’s families around… or, you know, 
people are on the ground, and you can’t 
really tell if they’re reading or sleeping or 
dead, so it’s better to assume they’re alive 
and have a gun.”

Volpe also added that Memorial 
Glade’s name made it a perfect choice for 
ROTC. “If there’s an accident in firearms 
training, you know, they won’t have to 
change the name.”
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Girl's Guide to the Battle of Agincourt
By Lemony Joseph

	 As a scholar of medieval warfare, it appalls me when young girls express hero-worship for Jeanne d'Arc (in our 

tongue, Joan of Arc) without an understanding of the context of her time. Unfortunately, most popular discussion of the 

Hundred Years’ War has centered around Joan of Arc, a figure who, while significant in her own way, played a mostly 

symbolic role in the inevitable decline of Lancastrian rule in France. Far more important to any discussion of this historical 

moment is the Battle of Agincourt, a true turning point in the course of the West.

	 It was the untested King Henry V, only recently the boyish Prince Hal, who chose to gamble his army in a bold, 

fiery assail of France. After seizing Harfleur and marching to Calais, disease and poor supply forced King Henry to turn 

back his army. Amid a grand, ambitious retreat, his army of 6000 found itself cut off by a French army twice its number, 

staring down certain death outside a small farming town named Azincourt. 

	 Night fell upon an English army waiting behind sharpened wooden stakes, ready for a morning of combat and 

certain death. Then, fortune smiled upon the English, and it began to rain upon Azincourt. The long stretch between the 

camps turned to mud. In the morning, the French charged.

	 As the French knights crossed the mud, horses bucked and reared, throwing the cream of the French army to 

the earth. Weighed down by armor and weaponry, many French nobles were drowned or trampled in the mud. Then, the 

English unveiled their own secret weapon: the longbow. 

	 Hailing from Wales, the longbow was a revolution in medieval warfare. Able to pierce a metal breastplate across 

an unprecedented distance, the longbow was a formidable weapon. Equally significant, the longbow did not require a 

knight’s life of training. After a few short months of training, a peasant could deftly wield a longbow and topple a French 

knight with ease. 

	 At the end of the fighting, 6000 Frenchmen, most of them nobles, lay dead near Azincourt. The English, on the 

other hand, lost only 600 men, and they continued their retreat to Albion. This battle cemented what would become 

decades of English dominance in France. More importantly, this battle marked the end of the knight’s heyday, ushering in 

an era where missile weapons would dominate the battlefield. By the time Joan of Arc came around, the world of medieval 

warfare had changed, already giving way to intricately arranged pike and shot armies. I urge young girls to read my book 

on this topic: Small Arms, Giant Deeds. The rest, as they say, is history. 

(L) A poster from the 1944 adaptation of Shakespeare's Henry V, starring Laurence Olivier. Funded in part by the British government, it was dedicated to the 

"Commandos and Airborne Troops of Great Britain the spirit of whose ancestors it has been humbly attempted to recapture." (C) A map displays the battle lines 

and troop movements from the Battle of Agincourt. (R) A longbowman who would have made up the bulk of the British army and played a key role in the defeat 

of the French army and its outdated tactics.
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McGee, Balls is a big boy at The New Yorker. He writes big Boy™ articles. His social security 
number is 061-82-1442.

Letter to the Editor

Anyways, I have the smalllllest balls. Ooo boy 
they are so small they’re like blueberries but 
smaller. I smashed them in a dictionary. Yeah 
that’s right, when I was little I put my balls in 
a dictionary and smashed em and I smashed 
em good. Now they are sooooooo small. Just 
kidding, they were always this small. They 
are sooooo tiny I swear to god and if you even 
think of taking them from me I’ll kill your 
entire family. 
	 Fuck you Jimmy Fallon! Yeah that’s 
right. You remember that time when I went on 
your show and you and Steve Higgins and the 
Roots made fun of me for having the smallest 
balls in the world? Shut up! I hate you! 
Ohhhhhhhh boy I can feel em in me pants 
roight now me teeny balls are click-a-clackin 
aroond in me boxer breefs. Mmmmmmm 
slurp slurp slurp look at em they’re floatin in 
the bath now and I’ve got em all soaped up 
and slimed. They look even smaller in the 
water and ooooo boy are they small already. 
	 What the public doesn’t know is that, 
given Jimmy’s affinity for shame-play, he and 
I had sweet sexual intercourse after the show. 
Get this, Jimmy has small balls too! Of course, 
they’re not smaller than mine which are 
incredibly small, but they’re tiny nonetheless. 
Ultimately, I believe that Jimbo is just jealous of the bravery with which I approach life, the absolute conviction 
that my tiny balls are a blessing and not a curse. Thare loike likkle pebbews and thay floop and floop aroond whan 
I tahke me jeens off. Soomtoimes all goo tae thee stawr and all forgeet to wehr mee underpoonties and thaill rest 
perfectly in between my legs while I walk. Fuck you Jimmy Fallon I hope the Heuristic Squelch puts shit in your 
bed and then your wife blames it on you and then divorces you and you only get to see your kids once a month and 
Rockefeller Center blows up with Steve Higgins inside it and you lose your job and some kid shoots out your eye 
with a bb-gun like Jackson C. Frank and you die terribly of heart disease. 
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NFTs 4 GirlsNFTs 4 Girls
Hey ladies! Ever wanted to own a picture of a person? Like really possess the intellectual 

property rights to the image of another human being? Well, you’re in luck. Say hello to 

The Heuristic Squelch’s brand new NFT collection for girls, Slayyified Squelchies™. We are 

bursting with excitement to offer these beautiful images to your personal blockchain thing. 

Remember: if you purchase one of them, you own it—if anyone tries to steal it, you are 

legally allowed to kill them. Happy bidding!

LEA MICHELLE 
HAS THREATENED 

TO SUE US FOR 
COPYRIGHT 
VIOLATIONS 

FOR USING HER 
LIKENESS IN OUR 

NFTS.
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