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Special Feature 

Year  of the Heckler  - The Inaugural Year  in Review 
By The Georgetown Heckler Staff 
     2003 was a year ripe with social, economic, and political turmoil.  In all the madness, one literary beacon of 
wisdom shone through the darkness, a constant in a time of great uncertainty.  It was not such respected 
publications as The Economist, Newsweek, or even Hustler who captured the nation's hearts, minds, and souls, but 
rather a fledgling periodical known as The Georgetown Heckler.   
     On January 13th, the world of journalism was unequivocally changed.  Soon after its initial publication, students 
and world leaders alike were drawn to the sometimes amusing and reliably depraved humor for which The Heckler 
has become renowned.  Like many of its socio-political discourses, "Cafeteria to Begin Serving Asparagus: 
Students Debate Value of Tip vs. Shaft," was cleverly disguised as entry-level penis humor. 
     The second issue of The Heckler established that its initial brilliance was no fluke.  Billy Zabka's stinging Op-
Ed, "What the Hell are People from Foreign Countries Talking About" was a tongue-in-cheek attack on the 
arrogance and xenophobia of heartland conservatives.  The clever social satire was cited by the Bush administration 
as a prime influence for proposed sweeping reforms in immigration policy aimed at easing some of the legal 
barriers for undocumented workers.  "I was completely blind to the injustice and prejudice that immigrants face 
until [Chief of Staff] Andrew [Card] showed me Mr. Zabka's article.  It was both witty and informative," said 
President Bush during one of several phone conferences with the Heckler staff.  The magazine and staff are now 
consulted regarding most major policy issues.   
     Over the course of the year, The Heckler continually proved to be an extraordinary agent of social change.  Two 
articles concerning reality television shows seem to be the sole explanation for their continued success.  In fact, 
several Heckler staffers auditioned for spots on Average Joe, but were deemed too unattractive.  The fashion world 
was not immune from this whirlwind of social upheaval, either.  After reading Corky St. Clair's fashion review, 
"Saddam Gets Serious About Looking Great for Spring," the recently deposed dictator decided to grow out his 
beard, going for the I've-been-living-in-a-hole-for-nine-months look made famous by Jacobin Mugatu's Derelicte 
fashion line.  "The review was actually very flattering," a made-over Saddam told his American captors, "but that 
damn beret made my face look fat." 
     Speaking of which, when we last saw our founder and former editor-in-chief, he was Harvard Law bound, 
dreaming of a career as a lawyer for the homeless.  Due to flaws in his personal hygiene, as well as a number of 
failed attempts to produce cheap, synthetic mayonnaise, Droms has dropped out of law school.  He now works as a 
janitor at MIT, where his efforts at solving the mathematical proofs left in the hallways for grad students have 
repeatedly failed, reflecting his minimal grasp of seventh-grade algebra.  
     In short, it was a good year for the Florida Marlins, The Georgetown Heckler, and this ugly, weird guy upstairs 
who just started hooking up with a model.  It was a bad year for Saddam Hussein, our former editor, and, 
apparently, the model who, for whatever tragic reason, is sleeping with Star Trek dude.   
     In closing, we at The Heckler would like to thank you for your support.  Hopefully your constant loyalty will 
join the few undeniable truths in these crazy times: that every politician on TV, every neo-Nazi in the B-frat, and 
every moron in a Hummer is, and always will be, a shithead.   

 
 
 
 



Point / Counter-Point 

Your  Reign Over  I raq Represented Some of the Most Heinous  
Cr imes Against Humanity in History 
By Ahmed Chalabi, Member, Iraqi Governing Council 

Saddam Hussein, your tenure as dictator of Iraq was soaked with the blood of the innocent.  In your 
war with Iran from 1980 to 1988, you used chemical weapons, summarily executed thousands of 
prisoners-of-war, and committed other unspeakable war atrocities.   
     In 1988, you killed roughly 100,000 and displaced nearly one million Kurds. In addition to the 
Kurds, you massacred, imprisoned, or tortured hundreds of thousands of Shia Muslims in northern 
Iraq, Marsh Arabs in southern Iraq, and ethnically cleansed "Persians" and other non-Arabs.  Your 
rule has been a horrific catalogue of evil against humanity and God. 

 

I t's OK, I  Had Subway for  Lunch 
By Saddam Hussein, Vicious Tyrant 

Sure, I gassed the Kurds, invaded Kuwait, and inflicted countless horrors on my own people.  
But it's OK; I had Subway for lunch.  With Subway, you can feel good about being good, and 
OK about being inhumanly evil. 
     The Kurds?  They were thieves.  Nonetheless, I'm sure many of them compensated for 
their behavior with tasty Red Wine Vinagerette Turkey Subs: less than six grams of fat!  (Six 
inch sub, no cheese, mayo, extra meat)  Once the Kurds went on the Subway diet, I could fit 
twice as many of them into rather small gas chambers! 
     Just ask my sons, Uday and Jared.  They're not dead.  They just lost so much weight on 

the Subway Atkins diet that nobody recognizes them anymore.  They tortured hundreds of Iraqis, from political 
dissidents to underachieving athletes.  Don't worry, it's OK; they ate the Subway's Atkins Friendly Turkey Bacon 
Ranch wrap, which cuts out carbs just like Uday and Jared would cut out the intestines of a still-living  
student activist. 
     I'm not that bad.  Kim "Extra Cheese" Jong Il and the Big Mac Ayatollah?  Now they're bad, but not me. When 
you eat fresh, it's OK to belong to the Axis of Evil.   
  
Opinion 

Wear ing Your  Collar  Down is for  Poor  People 
By I.M. Adick, III 
     When my ancestors came over to this great country 400 years ago, they had a vision for a utopia, free from 
minorities, liberals, poor people, homosexuals, and immigrants.  There are few today who share such lofty ideals, 
but we're easy to find: Pastel polo shirts, loafers without socks, tucked-in shirts, but most importantly, collars up.   
     Call me a douchebag.  Call me an arrogant little cocksucking dickhead.  Beat the shit out of me if I'm not with 
fifteen of my B-frat friends (unlikely).  But just know this: I interned at Smith Barney this summer.  Where did you 
work?  A Blockbuster?  That's right you insignificant sack of dogshit; I'm going to be your boss.  So take your t-
shirt wearing, financial aid, blue-collar ass over to Blockbuster and get me a copy of Old School.  Do you even own 
a tuxedo? 
     Look at my girlfriend.  You think she'd go for someone who didn't have his collar up?  I don't think so.  I 
remember the night I met her.  I bought her so many $9 drinks she couldn't even walk.  So I drove her home in my 
BMW 328ci, but not before I took a few "liberties" with her.  The next morning I took her to brunch and went to the 
mall, where I bought her some blouses.  You assholes don't know the first thing about being a gentleman.  You 
probably don't even know how to sail.   
     When I get out of business school, I'm going to be making $120,000 a year.  Add that to my trust fund, and I can 
buy a country club membership, a ski house, and still have enough money to go barhopping around the city in my 
designer clothes and shit-eating grin.  Maybe I'll offer you a hundred bucks to flip my collar up for me.  I earned it 
you middle-class fuck up.  I bet you went to public school.  
     You're so predictable.  I bet I can guess your political party just by looking at you.  My cronies and I range from 
elitist northern liberals to heartless conservative bastards.  I've wasted enough time with you.  Get some rich 
parents, an internship, and a pink polo with the collar up, and then maybe I'll let you hang out with me.   
 



Georgetown Heckler Top Ten 

Top Ten New Year 's Resolutions for  Georgetown Students 
10.  Vomit less often after drinking 
 9.   Vomit more often after eating 
 8.   Stop killing hookers 
 7.   Construct chicken madness effigy of Craig Esherick, eat it 
 6.   Obtain copy of legendary Madeleine Albright sex tape 
 5.   Receive more fellatio 
 4.   Convince cheerleading squad to lift restraining order 
 3.   Become Grand Wizard of something 
 2.   Adhere to Megan's law and introduce self to neighbors 
 1.   Develop an audience for struggling on-line humor magazine   
  
News 

DeGioa Calls for  Castration of All Jesuits 
Hopes to Avoid Future Lawsuits 
By Tim Madrid  
    Today, Georgetown President Jack "Giggles" DeGioa shocked a press conference audience when he called for 
the prompt castration of all Jesuits employed by the University.  The seemingly unprompted plan, which Dr. 
DeGioa has named "GU: The U is for Eunich", is largely due to the recent outpouring of allegations against 
Catholic priests across America.   
     President DeGioa spoke candidly and rather coldly in reference to the plan, "Look, this is strictly an economic 
issue.  This plan will practically eliminate the possibility of future lawsuits against the University from students 
claiming molestation or sexual harassment.  Plus, what do these guys need their balls for?" 
     Members of Georgetown's Jesuit community reacted with mixed opinions on the issue.  Fr. Stephen Williams, 
S.J. argued that the decree is both inhumane and contradicts scripture.  In response, President DeGioa sarcastically 
responded, "Hell, the Bible says a lot of things.  How can anyone keep track of all the stuff that's in or out of line 
with [air quotes] Scripture?"   
     Other Georgetown Jesuits like Fr. William Karver, S.J. and Fr. Sean O'Brien, S.J. are resigned to following 
Giggles' order.  Said beloved Fr. Karver, "At least it'll make bathing easier.  My grundle will be a lot cleaner now."  
O'Brien nodded his affirmation, "Yea, I guess we did take a vow of obedience and chastity.  So we don't really need 
our love sacks. I... I guess."   
   
News 

Helicopter  Crash in I raq Claims 7 L ives 
High Score Obtained 
By Jed Bartlet    
     Tragedy struck again this afternoon in Iraq when an OH-58 
Kiowa Warrior helicopter went down near the northern city of 
Mosul. Two pilots and five Marines onboard have been 
confirmed dead by Coalition authorities.  According to 
witnesses, the crash was caused by several large green blocks 
seemingly suspended in mid-air.  After making a number of 
evasive maneuvers to avoid the pixelated objects, the 
helicopter apparently lost  altitude and crashed.   
     While Coalition official Paul Bremer admitted they did not 
yet know the precise cause of the crash, he expressed anger at 
the possibility that insurgents caused the fatal accident.  "We don't know how those blocks got there, but you can be 
sure that we're going to find out, and those responsible will be punished severely."  So far, there have been no 
arrests in connection with the incident, although similar rectangular blocks have been reported in airspace outside 
of Tikrit and Baghdad.  
     The Kiowa went down while carrying out a mission to beat the previous high score of 955 points.  That score 
had, in fact, been surpassed at the time of the crash with a new high score of 1140 points.  In his last radio 



transmission, the pilot requested that the initials SEX accompany the high score.  The Marines in back could be 
heard chuckling in response immediately before their aircraft exploded in a searing ball of flame.  The men aboard 
are being lauded as heroes for their efforts and no further attempts at the high score are being planned.  "I think it's 
only right that we let this score stand for the ages as a testament to the courage and fortitude of these men," said a 
tearful Sgt. Tom Krepman.   
     This was not the first high score-related accident to happen to Coalition troops since the start of the war.  Several 
Army minesweepers were killed in July when they foolishly attempted Expert mode at the goading of fellow 
soldiers who claimed that any mine count under 99 was "purely amateur".  The Coalition Provisional Authority has 
since prohibited all minesweeping save a few pre-approved configurations in Custom mode, which are "totally 
lame" according to Pvt. Phil Winters, "I can beat it in, like, 5 seconds."    
   
Opinion 

Hey, You're Ugly 
By Eli Cash 
     Hey random-chick-who's-staring-at-me-during-Finance, you're freakin' ugly.  Cut it out.  I mean, granted, this 
class blows and I'd rather be thinking about pretty much anything in the world.  But that certainly doesn't include 
you.  I understand what you're trying to do.  You look at me and think, "Hey, that's a fine piece of man."  It makes 
sense.  But trying to get me to think about you naked?  Not going to work.  I would rather stare at Professor Wang's 
pocket protector.  In fact, I'd rather think about Jack DeGioa wearing nothing but leg warmers and a Star Trek fan 
club pin.  I'll go one step further and say that I'd rather be on the wrong end of a Japanese snuff film. 
     You might ask yourself, "Who the hell does this guy think he is?"  I'll tell you who I am, Eli Cash, the guy who's 
pretty sure your Dad is definitely not a plastic surgeon, or at least a good one.  What was that?  Did you just wink at 
me? Oh, that's fucking it.  Put the calculator away, stop blowing kisses at me, and just look at the blackboard. Now.   
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