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After A Successful Round 
of Seed Funding, w’ere

Editorial Staff

You must read word each word on ev-
ery page that we publish. To ensure you 
follow through, there is a message you 
must text us hidden in every issue. We 
will know if you don’t find it. 

You must give us more money each 
year. We will give none to you.

Failure to conform to these terms will 
result in your immediate removal from 
all equity-based profit-sharing syner-
gistic schemes we may conduct in the 
future. Also we’ll just take all of your 
money. Cool?

Dear SAC and PubCo, thank you for con-
tributing to our GoFundMe / pitch competition 
prize / embezzlement fund / whatever bizarre 
mechanism we use to suck money from you 
each year. As stated in our Shark Tank appli-
cation, there are several criteria for becoming 
a ground floor Punch Bowl Investor. Here is a 
quick referesher: 

You must have NO CONTACT with other 
joke-based institutions on Penn’s campus. 
This includes, but is not limited to, most se-
nior societies, “middle-tier” fraternities, and 
the Office of the Provost. 
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Dear Fetuses,

I am a woman of simple pleasures.  I enjoy long walks along the tar sands at 
sunset.  I canoodle with my lover under the Button.  I giggle with glee as I 
count my millions.  I dance.  Sometimes, when I’m feeling extra naughty, I’ll 
even meddle in a foreign election.

But, if there is one thing I hate more than anything in the world, it’s children.  
I can hear their cries in the distance when I sit in business class, and they don’t 
even have a savings account.  Babies cannot hold seats in Congress, nor can 
they take care of their own feces.  Children, therefore, are useless and annoy-
ing. 

I myself have brought life into this world only once, many years ago.  Her 
name is Abigail – or Alice, or Angela, or maybe it’s Roger.  I think it may be 
Roger.  Many decades later, I thought I was pregnant for a second time, but in 
fact it was my silicon breast implant which had – unbeknownst to me – mi-
grated from my chest to my abdomen.  That was the last time I ever got plastic 
surgery (between my neck and belly button)!

While I was driving my Tesla Dual Motor All-Wheel Drive Model S P100D 
with Ludicrous Mode, I thought of the ways in which Penn has brought couples together, couples which would even-
tually marry and produce legacy children.  And those children would grow old, and those children have children, and 
such is the cycle of life.  Then I vomited and crashed into a stop sign.  The thought of future tuition dollars was the only 
way I could justify aiding and abetting the vile and disgusting production of new human life.  I hope you think of me 
whenever you choose to procreate, and that you choose to – rather than make babies – make your checks out to “Amy 
Hildegard Gutmann.”

To the babies of campus, the freshmen, I hope that your year has been all that you had surmised by reading the Official 
Unofficial Squirrel Catching Page and more!  To the senior citizens of campus, the seniors, congratulations you old 
farts!  In a sense, all of you are my children, though none of you will ever have the great honor and privilege of emerg-
ing from my nether-regions. 

I do not read this publication, but my associates tell me that this edition is based on a long-running children’s magazine, 
found in dentists’ offices across the country.  For legal purposes, the magazine cannot be mentioned directly by name, 
but I’m sure if we HIGHTLIGHT it, you’ll get the point.  You’re Ivy League, after all. 

Live Free or Die Hard,

 

 Amy Gutmann
President Amy Gutmann
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