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In recent news, a village in Serbia has claimed 
that a vampire by the name of Sava Savanovic 
has returned and now lives in the woods out-
side their village. According to villager testi-
mony, though, this al-
leged vampire doesn’t 
sparkle, stalk teenage 
girls, whine about hav-
ing the skin of a killer, 
or play baseball dur-
ing thunderstorms, 
so readme can’t help 
but feel these villagers 
are taking some seri-
ous liberties with the 
vampire mythos. They 
admit Savanovic prob-
ably doesn’t wash his 
hair, though, so points 
for that.
The villagers believe they can use the vampire’s 
existence for the sake of increasing tourism, thus 
proving once and for all that mankind really is as 
stupid as the nameless victim in a horror movie. 
readme, for its part, sent its loudest and most 
obnoxious field reporter, Skeptic McDeadmeat, 
over to investigate. “Well, obviously, this ‘vam-
pire’ is a hoax,” McDeadmeat asserted smarm-
ily upon arriving in the village, “Nothing more 

than silly native superstition. And the safest way 
to prove this will be to head over to the place 
where he lives all by myself in the middle of the 
night with no weapons or other ways to defend 

myself.”
“According to the vil-
lagers, it’s important 
to remain calm and 
never make fun of [Sa-
vanovic],” McDead-
meat continued douch-
ily, “Which is why I’ll 
start flailing my arms 
wildly the moment 
I enter the woods 
screaming about the 
fatness of Savanovic’s 
mother. Surely, that will 
improve my chances of 
surviving the night.” 

readme has yet to hear back from McDeadmeat, 
which is odd because it’s been a week since he 
was supposed to report in, but we’re sure he’s 
totally fine and not lying in the woods some-
where, his corpse exsanguinated by a pissed-off 
vampire. If he doesn’t call back soon, readme 
will just have to send its other field reporter, in-
nocent ingénue Purity Blondechick, over alone 
to investigate.

Serbian Village Claims Return of Vampire

Bing was dead to begin with, 
as dead as a doornail. This one 
thing you must remember, or 
everything that follows will 
seem pretty damn pointless. 
Ebenezer Scroogle, a covet-
ous old search engine was sit-
ting in his office, counting his 
piles of ill-gotten web search 
blood money when he was 
suddenly visited by a familiar 
face.
“Bing Marley, my old busi-
ness partner!” Scroogle said, 
springing up from his seal-
pelt swivel chair, “I thought 
you were long dead!”
“You and the rest of the Internet,” Bing replied 
mournfully, “But I am here to warn you to repent 
and embrace the Christmas spirit. You must not 
rank shop search results based on paid advertise-
ments. It ruins the integrity of online shopping. 
Repent, or you will fade into obscurity as I did.”
“But Bing,” Scroogle told him, “Online shoppers 
are intelligent enough to search around for low 
prices. This new policy is pure economics.”
“Ah, but Ebenezer, you were not always so driv-
en by profiteering. Remember the days when you 
were just a simple college research project?” Bing 

Marley asked.
“I was a boy then,” Scroogle 
said, “Now I’m a company, 
and we have to make profits.”
“Not so, Ebenezer,” Bing 
told him, “There are many 
search engine companies that 
care nothing for profits.”
“Like?”
Bing Marley thought about 
this. “Can I get back to you 
on that?” he asked. Scroogle 
got up to leave. “Wait!” Bing 
cried, “What about your 
beleaguered assistant, Bob 
AskJeeves and his sickly son 

Tiny Tumbler?”
“Tiny Tumbler’s fine,” Scroogle said.
“But if you don’t repent, millions of users will 
flock to my web service, disillusioned by your dis-
honest practices!” Bing told him.
“Somehow, I’m willing to risk that.”
“But I have three other search engines on standby! 
AOL is playing the Ghost of Web Searches Past!” 
Bing yelled at Scroogle as he left to his island 
mansion built on the skulls of dead orphans. In 
the end, Scroogle continued to rack shop results 
based on advertisements, but did agree to change 
the Google homepage to something more festive 

A Christmas Ringtone

Which publication are 
you? Take this quiz to 

find out!
1.What super power would you have?
a. Being able to pass your finals
b. Invisibility, but only when it snows
c. Spontaneous loss of  body heat
d.  Ability to make my parents love me

2. How do you know if  your boyfriend is 
cheating on you?
a. He’s working out at the gym (no doubt 
to attract other ladies/gents)
b. He won’t answer your phone calls, in-
sists you were never in a relationship, and 
asks you to stop following him home
c. He’s been dead three weeks (cheating 
with Death, the ass!)
d. He’s making out with your sister right 
now

3.What would your ideal date be?
a.Poking dead things with a stick
b.Fighting zombies (together <3) 
c. Long walk on the beach while drink-
ing wine
d. Wait, that was date? Oh shoot. 

4. When do you feel your best?
a. In the morning
b. During the afternoon
c. At night
d. During the Apocalypse

5. How do you walk?
a. Fairly fast with long steps
b. Less fast with my head down
c. I’m in a wheel chair, you asshole
d. Slowly

If  you answered:
Mostly A’s – you’re readme! Congrats!
Mostly B’s – you’re readme! Sorry :(
Mostly C’s – you’re readme! Even more 
readme that the A’s are.
Mostly D’s – you’re not a paper. Imposter!

Skeptic McDeadmeat: Last (?) Known Photo 

Bah, Spambot!
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‘Twas the night before finals, when all through 
the school

Not a student was sleeping, not even the tools.
Their textbooks were strewn ‘cross the floor 

without care,
With hopes that the winter break soon would be 

theirs.

The CS kids nestled, all snug in the cluster,
While Dietrich was typing as fast as they’d 

muster.
And Mellon with his dead eyes, Carnegie with 

his heart,
Had just settled in to watch all fall apart.

When out on the Cut there arose such a clatter,
I sprang from my dorm to see what was the 

matter,
Away to the Fence I then flew like a buggy,

Wearing naught but my sweatpants, a shirt, and 
my Snuggie.

The caffeine in my heart and my sleep-deprived 
mind

Gave the luster of  bad acid trips to my find.
For, what should my wondering eyes then have 

brought me,
But a miniature sleigh, and eight tiny Scotties.

With a little old driver, so wasted on kegging,
I knew in a moment it must be Carnegie.
More rapid than eagles his colleges came,

And he whistled, and shouted, and called them 
by name!

“Now, Dietrich! Now, Tepper! Now, Purnell and 
CIT!

On, Heinz! On, Mellon! On, Donner and 
Mechies!

To the top of  the Cut! To the top of  the spire!
Now, dash away! Dash away! Dash away, higher!”

As dry leaves before Sandy hurricanes fly,
When they meet with an obstacle, walk to the 

sky.
So up to the statue the courses they flew,

With the sleigh full of  finals, and Carnegie, too.
And then, in a twinkling, I heard atop Hunt

The woofing and pawing of  each doggy runt.
As I entered the building and turned right 

around,
Down the stairs sir Carnegie came with a bound.

He was dressed all in tartan, from toes to his 
ears,

And his clothes were all stained with his poor 
students’ tears.

A bundle of  essays he’d flung on his back,
And he looked like a proctor just opening his 

pack.

His eyes, how they twinkled! So sadistic, so cruel!
It caused him such joy that we toiled in this 

school!
The sides of  his mouth, oh how upwards they 

tapered,
And his beard was as white as a blank essay 

paper.

The stump of  a bagpipe he held in his teeth,
Making sound like a yowling cat when he 

breathed.
He had a broad face, belly round like the moon,

That shook when he laughed and he said the 
word: SOON.

He was chubby and plump, an obnoxious old elf,
And I scowled when I saw him, in spite of  

myself.
A wink of  his eye and expression, so shrewd,

Soon gave me to know that fuck, I was screwed.

He spoke only once with, “My heart’s in the 
work.”

While a student behind me said, “God, what a 
jerk!”

And laying his finger aside of  his nose,
He nodded, then up the elevator he rose!

He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a 
whistle—

After taking a picture to be in the Thistle—
But I heard him exclaim, ‘ere he drove out of  

sight.
“Happy finals to all!” Ha, thought all, yeah right.

‘Twas the Night Before FinalsUpdating the Universe

With the end of the world approaching fast, 
we’re going to need a new universe soon. 
Since this crappy universe is obviously 
defective, readme is making the following 
changes:
1. No more cilantro
2. Pluto is a planet
3. New religion: Hypnotoad
4. Cilantro is back
5. Up and down quarks are now lemon and 
lime quarks
6. Cancer gives you the power to fly
7. Goddammit, get rid of the cilantro
8. All horses can dance
9. Jupiter is made of bakclava
10. Fuck you #7, cilantro is delicious
11. Firefly is back on the air
12. Upvotes/Downvotes work in real life
13. FUCK YOU #10, CILANTRO IS AW-
FUL
14. All dogs go to heaven
15. All cats can rot in hell
16. CILANTRO IS ULTRA-AMERICAN, 
#13. WHY DO YOU HATE AMERICA?
17. Fuck you
18. No, fuck you
19. No, fuck YOUUUUUUUUUUU
This list has been stopped due to technical 
difficulties. It will resume when these two 
assholes finally resolve their differences, 
which is never. Wait, did we get rid of the 
eventual heat death of the universe? We 
didn’t? OH SHI-

I accidenty the whole galaxy

Editing & Writing Staff

Passing: Rachel Bullen, Ivy Krislov, Vis Subramanian, Joe Selinger, Jule Pattison-Gordon
Failing: : Karpur Shukla, Taerim Kim, Alex Wachsman, Jeff Kurish, Jay Woo Kim, Jake Reid, 
Fernando Torre, Michael McGinnis, Rachel Bullen, Marisa Breitfeller, Fielding Watson, Old Toby, 
Veronica Ebert, Tom Zhang, Niteesh Sundaram, Vivek Nair, Adam “Bubbles” Leibowitz, Sally Gao, 
Kalyani Srinivas, Albert Brown, Tim Broman, Angelle Guyette,  Tom Shen and introducing Cholera!
What is readme? Well, it’s funny and it’s useful. And free. And a high source of  birds with arms
Who makes it? readme is printed by the Activities Board, sponsored by your student activities fee.
Where do I get it? readme is handed out in front of Doherty Hall on Thursday and left in stacks around campus.
How do I help? Email ikrislov@cmu.edu. We need writers, Photoshoppers, pizza-eaters and girls.
And remember: To be the Greatest Gatsby you can be!

activities board

cmureadme.wordpress.com



12/5/12- 1/23/13Issue 17,000,017 - readme p. 4 -
This is the Cheatsheet section, where we tell you how to cheapen your life

Henry V – He’s the king

Great Gatsby – He’s just okay. Green lights 
and death

Scarlet Letter – SHHHAMMMMEEEEE

Ethan Frome – Winter sucks. Kill yourself.

Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire – it stops 
existing

King of Havana – Have an awesome penis, 
then you become a necrophile and get eaten 
by rats

Hemingway – Women suck, people die

The Awakening – Don’t cheat on your hus-
band or you’ll kill yourself

Frankenstein  - Whoops

Twilight – Don’t fuck dead people

50 Shades of Grey – Just google porn

World War Z – Zombies, life sucks

Heart of Darkness – White man’s burden awe-
some & non-awesome

Death of A Salesman – Sales sucks

Huck Finn – They don’t get off the boat. Also 
racism.

Hunger Games – Nobody eats anything

Sound & Fury – Fuck if I know

As I Lay Dying – My mother is a fish or a 
horse

Great Expectations – B-, did not exceed expec-
tations

Oliver Twist – Directed by M. Night Shyma-
lan.

The Odyssey – Men can’t ask for directions

The Epic of Gilgamesh – MY FRIEND IS 
DEAD!!!!

Beowulf – Punch the keyboard, pretend it’s 
olde English

Macbeth – Scottish people are sociopaths

Pride & Prejudice – Too prideful and preju-
diced to review

Merchant of Venice – Burnt flesh doesn’t bleed

King Lear – 2/3rds of all daughters are bitches

Midsummer – Fairies are into kinky shit

Jekyll & Hyde – If you can’t be the best, tram-
ple children

Summaries of Famous Books

Recently there’s been a bunch of whining 
about the expansion of Christmas into No-
vember, encroaching onto the wondrous 
stuff-your-face holiday of Thanksgiving. 
Some argue this is because of people becom-
ing prematurely filled with the Christmas 
spirit, making them want to bake cookies 
(good), put up Santas everywhere (OK), and 
throw tinsel fucking everywhere (if you do 
this, fuck you). In fact, this Christmas expan-
sion is part of a growing conspiracy powered 
by a true enemy of the US: Barack Obama. 

You see, since President Obama is a secret 
atheist Kenyan commie Muslim, he does not 
celebrate Christmas. However, he under-
stands that Americans love Christmas, and 
will vote for anyone who promises to make 
Christmas come early. So, using his mystical 
Kenyan voodoo magic and his evil hunch-
backed sidekick Joe Biden (the cameras hide 

it so well), he allowed Christmas to grow 
and expand into November. Within days, 
Christmas expanded so rapidly it started be-
fore November 6th, allowing the voters to 
experience an early Christmas and assuring 
his reelection. 

But it worked too well! With Christmas no 
longer constrained by the month of Decem-
ber, it’s expanding into other months with-
out bound. Soon New Year’s Day will be 
completely eclipsed by that jolly red bastard. 
Then what? National Handwriting Day? In-
ternational Volunteer Day? PENCIL DAY?! 
Is there no end to this yuletide carnage? Our 
only hope is that Christmas gets stupid and 
devours Martin Luther King Day, thus turn-
ing Christmas into a hate crime and allow-
ing the military to officially declare a War on 
Christmas. Well shit, I guess readme owes an 
apology letter to Bill O’Reilly.

Christmas Is Taking Over the World

Suck it, Facebook!

This Expression Property of readme
In the response to the new Facebook 
guideline, readme hereby declares that its 
copyright is attached to all of its personal 
details, photoshops, bad puns, LOLcat 
collections, and desperate letters to the 
Tartan, etc. (as a result of her dumping it 
like a shallow bitch).

For commercial use of the above readme’s 
written consent and massive cash royalties 
are needed at all times.

By the présent communiqué, readmoi 
notifies le Facelivre that it is strictly for-
bidden to disclose, copy, distribute, dis-
seminate, or take any other action against 
it on the basis of this newspaper and/or 
its contents (especially lawsuits. Can we 
please take lawsuits off the table?). The 
aforementioned prohibited actions also 
apply to employees, minions, mindslaves, 
and/or any unholy abominations under 
Facebook’s direction or control. The con-
tent of this newspaper is private and con-
fidential information (which is why we 
distribute it to as many people as humanly 
possible on a biweekly basis). The viola-
tion of readme’s privacy is punished by 
law, it thinks (at the very least, by bears).

Facebook is now an open capital entity, as 
opposed to before when it was just an ob-
scenely popular social messaging site with 
thousands of apps you could pay money 
to use, we guess. All newspapers are rec-
ommended to publish a notice like this, 
or if you prefer, you may copy and paste 
this version (editor’s note: ha, lol, we use 
pdfs, bitches!). If you do not publish a 
statement at least once, you will be tacitly 
allowing the ghost of Andrew Carnegie 
to come into your dorm rooms and steal 
your soul. Remember: SOON.

TL;DR
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This is the Confessions section, where we tell you how to love me again.

Dear 2012 election,

 It’s readme. I’m sure you remember 
me. How could you forget, given the way 
I treated you? You were a joke in my eyes. 
I mocked you, belittled you. Every second 
we were together, I made you feel like you 
didn’t matter, in the grand scheme of things. 
So it only makes sense that you’d leave me 
sooner or later. And I know, after everything 
I’ve done to you, I have no right to say this. 
But I want you back.

 Everything feels so different with 
you gone. It’s like the world has lost its 
laughter. Conservatives have stopped mak-
ing ludicrous statements about rape and fe-
male birth control. Fox News has stopped 
whining about skewed polling tactics. Even 
Rush Limbaugh has stopped saying that 
America is dead because Obama’s been re-
elected. And I miss that. I miss you. All we 

have now are outdated jokes about the end 
of the world and the ‘fiscal cliff’ and I—I 
don’t know if I can cope with that alone.

 Please, 2012 election, I took you for 
granted. We’d been together for so long, I 
thought you’d stick around forever. But you 
didn’t. And I know there are other fish in 
the sea, more elections yet to come, but I 
don’t want them. I want you. We’ve had 
some good times, haven’t we? Remember 
Akin never learning to shut his mouth when 
talking about women? That was great. Or 
everyone’s constant obsession with winning 
Ohio? Oh, how we laughed. The point is, if 
we could do it again, this time I’d treat you 
right. Sure, sometimes it’s annoying when 
you’re all everyone talks about and, sure, 
sometimes I need to do stuff on my own 
without you butting in all the time. But that 
doesn’t mean I have to act like you don’t 
matter. That doesn’t mean I have to turn 
you into a punchline. And I promise, if you 
gave me another chance, I’d never make you 
feel any less important than you really are.

 Again, I have no right to ask for you 
back. And I understand if you want nothing 
more than to never see me again. But if you 
could find it in your heart to forgive me, I’ll 
do whatever it takes to make you happy. I 
miss you.

 Sincerely,

 readme

readme to Election: “I want you back.”

As the US government grows increasingly 
fucked up, a new problem has arisen: the fis-
cal cliff. Since readme honestly doesn’t give a 
shit about monetary policy, we have to assume 
the worst: President Obama has built an ac-
tual cliff  made entirely out of  $100 bills and 
is threatening to push people off  of  it. Since 
the current US deficit is approximately a bajil-
lion dollars (give or take $27.50), the cliff  must 
be approximately 2000 feet high and littered 
with the bones of  crushed interns and Alan 
Greenspan. 

The cliff  has existed in one form or another 
since the 1930’s, when the US Government 
built it to protect themselves from the poor 
people overthrowing them. There were a few 
casualties during its original construction, 
most famously FDR who tripped on a stray 
$50 bill and fell several hundred feet, break-
ing both of  his legs (I mean really, polio? 
That’s not even a real disease). After WWII, 

most politicians used the cliff  for strictly rec-
reational purposes. Nixon was known for sky-
diving off  of  it, Carter enjoyed swimming in it 
Scrooge McDuck-style, and Bill Clinton usu-
ally lounged around on it, surrounded by hot 
female interns. For your own health and safety, 
you should probably never touch any money 
in the pile from the Clinton administration. 

President Obama, however, has decided to 
use the fiscal cliff  as a method of  intimidation 
rather than intimacy. His most recent ultima-
tum to the Republican-controlled House reads 
as follows: “For every day taxes are not raised 
on the rich, I will throw a puppy off  the cliff. 
When I run out of  puppies, I’ll start throw-
ing war veterans off. You don’t want to know 
what happens when I run out of  war veter-
ans. PRESIDENT OUT, BITCHES.” The 
constitutionality of  this ultimatum is probably 
debatable, but honestly we’re too scared to 
question it. 

The Fiscal Cliff Looms

Witty Caption

Join
readme
We need funny writers, 

non-funny writers, photo-
manipulation artists, and 

your mom.

Meetings @
6:30

Wednesdays
in UC 306

ikrislov@cmu.edu

WHERE CAN 
I GET 

MORE OF 
THESE FINE 
ARTICLES?

readme will be handed 
out on Fridays next 
semester in front of 
Doherty, and can be 

picked up 
in the entrance of 

Doherty, Baker, Hunt, 
and the 

UC, and at Tazza D’Oro, 
Resnik, Skibo, the UC 
foodcourt, and Newell-

Simon eatery



Events and Things On and Off Campus
Ballroom Dance Club Lessons
Mondays & Wednesdays, 8-11pm, Rangos Ballroom
With Salsa Tuesdays, 8-10pm, Morewood Activities Room
$5/Salsa lesson, $25/semester, 1st lesson free

Talk Back!
Radio show by WRCT
Tuesdays, 9pm, 88.3 FM or podcast at WRCT.org

Free Improv Comedy Workshops
With the No Parking Players improv troupe
Thursdays and Sundays, 8pm, PH A18B
No experience necessary!

AB Skibo presents - Arlo Aldo
Wednesday, December 5 @ 7:30pm
 Skibo Cafe
Free to all

AB Special Events - Winterfest 2012 
Friday, December 7 @ 2:30 - 6:30pm
 Wiegand Gym
Free to all 

School of  Drama Presents -  Angels in America
Dec 6,7,8 @ 8 - 10:30 pm
Dec 8 @ 2 - 4:30 pm
Philip Chosky Theater, Purnell Center
Purchase @ School of  Drama website

Also In This Issue....

We’re all so fucked for finals.

Homophobic guys accidentally convince women not to be 
into guys

Scotty dog is official Sexiest Dog of the Year

Do you have events?
Do you like FREE advertising?

YOU DO?!
HOLYSHITFINALS!

E-mail ikrislov@cmu.edu with your event information 
two Mondays before the week of your event. Include a 
description, the time, date, location and cost. We will 

include it in this event listing ABSOLUTELY FREE! Be-
lieve it or not, people actually read this thing.

I mean, you’re reading it, and you’re a people, right?

HOW CAN I JOIN THIS
FINE ORGANIZATION?

We meet at 6:30pm every Weds. at 
UC318G, 

or e-mail us at :
post+assocs.readme@andrew.cmu

Warm Bodies -- Advanced Screening
Thursday, Dec.6 @ 8 pm
UC McConomy
Free to all 

Fight Club
Friday, December 7 @ 7:30pm, 10pm, 12:30am

The Hunger Games
Saturday, December 8  @7pm, 10pm, 1am 

The Princess Bride
Sunday, December 9 @ 8pm, 10pm, 12 am


