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Joe Bruin, a totem, an icon, an image, a patriot. The man-bear at 

every UCLA event cheering harder than anyone else in the room. 

A rally-man, UCLA’s own Uncle Sam, someone who has every 

single Bruin’s back. Who’s there to pick you up when you're face 

down on Gayley? Joe Bruin. A masked guardian who watches over 

as Westwood sleeps, a real life Batman. But who is UCLA’s Bruce 

Wayne? That was mine to find out. 

 Joe was surprisingly easy to find. After a series of well-timed 

public threats, I was able to obtain the UCLA Athletics payroll and 

find the man I was looking for. It was none other than UCLA’s own 

student Tom Brady (no relation to the famed NFL player). I had 

found my man, though securing an interview was revealing itself 

to be increasingly difficult. Initially, Tom ignored all of my attempts 

to reach out before graciously agreeing to an interview after I 

By Julia Torres

The Man
Inside

Joe Bruin
Logan Sobel



threatened to kill his entire immediate and extended family. 

 The first time I met Tom was on a cloudy Wednesday 

afternoon at the Kerckhoff patio. At the time I had no idea what was 

going to transpire. Tom was 

a paradoxical man. He was 

stout but slender, quiet but 

loud, fun yet boring, and 

most glaringly—happy but 

sad. His mismatched blue 

and gold eyes yearned for 

something. Purpose maybe? 

 Tom was timid, almost scared to answer questions. 

Everytime I attempted to probe at something underneath the mask, 

he would look off into the distance behind me as if he thought he 

saw someone he knew. I don’t think he was aware I knew there was 

nothing but a brick wall behind me. When he did answer questions, 

the answers were mostly centered around his girlfriend, Max. I knew 

that if I wanted to get what I was looking for I would have to go 

around him. 

 I was able to reach out to Max as we were both in the Bruins 

for Feline Rights GroupMe. We met in secret so as to not alarm 

Tom. We spoke to each other both facing forward while running on 

treadmills next to each other at Wooden. Max was my diamond in 

the rough, my goldmine. She told me everything I was looking for. 

She spoke of Tom’s increasingly diminishing sanity. How he would 

only respond to Joe and only call her Josephine in return, despite her 

protests. How he could only perform sexually if the Joe Bruin head 
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was on. It reminded me of a quote that I managed to pull from Tom,

 “It’s hard for me to tell when I’m Joe and when I’m me, Tom 

Brady, but Josephine, I mean Max, has been really helpful. Keeping 

me grounded, getting me out of my bear instincts.” 

 As my interviews dragged on, eventually Max and I would 

begin an affair. She was my everything, my rock, my dynamite, the 

rhythm to my eight-clap. Not long after our entanglement began 

Tom would catch us. I remember him not being angry nor sad. 

He just stared for a little before whimpering the slightest “fours up 

baby” and leaving the room. On my way out of Max’s apartment 

I saw Tom standing in front of the bathroom mirror fully naked 

besides one thing, the Joe Bruin head. 

 Two weeks later Tom would attack Gene Block at an 

intramural cup-stacking game, declaring it a move of personal 

independence. He was immediately relieved of his duties, before 

retreating into solitude deep in the Montana woods. He would 

eventually be arrested by the FBI for mailing homemade packaged 

explosives to various collegiate mascots’ homes. He is currently 
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being held at the FMC Butler Maximum Security Prison, serving life 

in prison without the possibility of parole. 

 Max and I would stay together for 60 more years, opening a 

ranch for golden retrievers in Vermont. Every crisp morning I would 

make breakfast and we would eat on our porch while she explained 

the jokes in the cartoon section of the paper to me. We would enjoy 

life together until her passing at the age of 79 when she was attacked 

by a drone. I would be the one flying the drone, blindfolded on a 

dare I gave to myself. This information would stay with me until my 

death.The police ruled her death a “freak accident.” I sold the ranch, 

moved to Reno, where I now moonlight as Wolfie Jr., the mascot 

at the University of Nevada, Reno. Looking back at the man inside 

Joe Bruin I came to realize that I was really looking back at the man 

inside myself.

"...He could only perform 
sexually if the Joe Bruin 
head was on."
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Are you tired of being dragged out of the comfort of your bed, night 

after night, to awkwardly stand around in a club with bad music? 

Do you want to exchange the endless Instagram pics taken at bars 

for a relaxing movie night in the safety of your own home? Would 

you prefer to never have to take care of another projectile-vomiting 

friend again? 

 If your answer to those questions is a resounding YES...boy, 

do we have a product for you!

 For the low price of $68.99, you can purchase The Fakest ID: 

the easiest way of getting turned away from nightlife.

 Our product is simple—anyone over the age of 21 can apply 

for The Fakest ID, a product so horrid that even the most lenient 

bouncer will not let you in. 

 You can personalize your Fakest ID with any of the following 

options: 

• Jagged Edges

• Font of Choice (American Typewriter, Chalkboard, and 

The Fakest ID...
Selling Fast!!!!

Julia Torres
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Bauhaus 93, among others)

• Extreme Peeling

• Typos

 Picture this: you and your friends are dressed up for a night 

on the town. The sober Instagram pictures have been taken, but 

Jessica is taking three hours to resolve her strapless bra situation 

and, quite frankly, you’re getting sleepy. 

 As you gingerly wait in line to 

get into a club that looks pretty mid, 

you reach for your Fakest ID instead 

of your Real ID; you can’t disappoint 

The Girls by bailing, so you need a 

scapegoat to exit the situation. The 

bouncer, though new at his job, cannot 

deny that The Fakest ID is simply 

repulsive, so you get to go home and 

have a self care night all to yourself. 

Everyone is happy, problem solved. 

 Call 1-800-BED-TIME to order 

NOW! Shipping and handling will be 

expedited if specified that The Fakest 

ID will be used for a last minute bachelorette party or a second 

round of midterm exams that Humanities majors don’t know exist. 

We see you, STEM majors. 
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 For a limited time, The Fakest ID is proud to announce a 

collaboration with Uber!

 When ordering your ride, make sure to check off the “TFID” 

option so that your driver knows to wait outside for you. After you 

are shockingly rejected and can exit the function, they will provide a 

ride back home, free of charge! 

 Happy sleeping, beauties!!!

need my Fakest ID rn.......

The Peaked 
in College

Phenomenon
Anu Shivakumar

"...Jessica is taking three 
hours to resolve her 
strapless bra situation 
and, quite frankly, you’re 
getting sleepy. "



The Peaked 
in College

Phenomenon
Anu Shivakumar

I tucked behind my ear the 

free pen I got from those pre-

med kids on BruinWalk, and 

knocked on a thin white door. 

The address wasn’t too far 

from my apartment, but still 

south of Wilshire, perched on 

a vaguely residential-looking 

street. Certainly quieter than 

Roebling.

 A man with a tuft of 

dirty blonde hair sticking out 

of his backwards hat opened 
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the door a moment later. His blue Dodgers t-shirt complemented his 

‘stache with no beard look.

 “Hey,” he said, as I followed him inside.

 "Parker King? Nice to meet you. I’m Anu from the Bruin 

Review,” I told him, unsure how much he knew about our 

arrangement.

 “Yeah. We can talk about that alumni stuff.”

 He sat down, facing me, on an ottoman beside a printed 

tapestry with the word “A$$” on it. I glanced around for a place to 

set up. There were no real chairs in the empty living room, save for a 

small beanbag and folded plastic table flat on the ground. A speaker 

was in the corner and a half-finished game of pong on the dining 

table. I sat by a projector on the floor, wincing as the dust touched 

my brand new Urban Outfitters extra baggy cargo pants.

 “So, uh, we just had a 

couple questions for you, 

Parker.” I gently moved 

an empty Miller Lite 

can across the linoleum 

and opened my notepad. 

“Thanks for doing this. 

We want to hear from 

you, as a UCLA alumnus 

and former Economics 

major—with an impressive 

legacy, I hear.”

 “Ahaha,” he broke a 
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smile. “Yeah, I go pretty hard. Stay brazy.” he said

 “Oh, you still go hard?”

 “Yeah, we get pretty lit out on Wilshire. We call it Wildshire. 

Gonna make some t-shirts probably. That would be sick.”

 “Right,” I said, carefully writing out ‘Wildshire’ in my 

interview notes. “I wanted to start off by asking what you’ve been up 

to, now that you have a degree. That has to be pretty surreal, getting 

started on your career and life and all that,” I said.

 “You know, the usual. Going to do sake bombs at Ami this 

weekend with the boys. Maybe hit Rocco’s after? Bid night’s at the 

house on Sunday, if we’re still running. Never gets old,” he said, 

getting up and strolling to the kitchen in his red Champion slides 

under athletic socks. He reached over a counter covered in instant 

ramen and granola bars to grab a glass, and slid it under the tap. 

“You want anything?” he asked me, opening the door to a bare 

fridge. I noticed a jar of pickles and a bottle of wine. There wasn’t a 

vegetable in sight.

 “I’m good bro.”

 Parker nodded and returned to sit with his water. He pointed 

to something outside the window. “If you look out behind that 

building, you can see the UCLA banners in the distance.” A wistful 

gaze came over him. “Almost like I’m still there.”

 “Do you ever go back and visit?” I asked him.

 “Yeah, you know. I see my favorite TAs a few times a week, 

at least, just to make sure things are in order. It’s all good, for 

real. Except that my parents have really been cutting down on the 

cash lately. Can’t even cop Truly Poolsides for the kickback next 
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weekend.” He turned away. “We gotta go Bud Light.”

 “Damn,” I said, eyeing the Tito’s handle filled with water and 

a single rotting flower on the balcony next to an upturned ashtray. 

“The post grad experience. Do you have your own car?”

 “Nah, I’d never use it. I can’t be away from the boys too long. 

Westwood just feels like home, in a lot of ways, you know? Like 

there’s way too many memories here. Still making more!”

 I nodded, as I appreciated his kindred spirit. Youthful—but 

for a moment too long. “Are you recruiting, though, at all?” I asked.

 “I’m not really into, like, the interviews and that stuff. Feel 

like you can only enjoy being young for so long. And then it’s just 

playing die till you die.”

 I meticulously noted down these last words of wisdom before 

crediting them with his name—P. King.

"We get pretty lit out 
on Wilshire. We call it 
Wildshire."
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Guy's Voice Cracks
Doing Ami Sushi
"Sake Bomb" Chant

David Egan

It was Friday night in Westwood 

and everything was going great 

for UCLA junior Yehl O’Tail. He 

was at Ami Sushi with a large 

co-ed group. Everyone packed 

into one of those long tables 

up against the wall. Yehl was 

situated on the bench between 

Myrtle and another girl whose 

name he didn’t know. Both of 

the girls were really hot. Yehl ate a Malibu Roll and a Rainbow Roll. 

They were delicious. He liked eating raw fish because it made him 

feel like a grizzly bear pulling fresh salmon out of the stream.
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 A red Bang XL vape was passed around the table. People took 

hits between bites of sushi. They blew the smoke out furtively into 

their shirts and napkins. The vape began to smell like soy sauce and 

chili oil. Everyone was trying to guess what flavor it was. The flavor’s 

name was scratched off the side. It was Jean-Paul’s vape in the first 

place. He wouldn’t say what flavor it was. He edged the table on as 

everyone passed the vape around and sipped their Sapporos.

 “It has to be berry,” one guy said.

 “Cotton candy?” asked another.

 But no one got it—until Yehl took a hit. Yehl inhaled and 

blew the smoke out in a way that was really cool. He knew right 

away.

 “Gummy bear?” he asked with a shy smile, furrowing his 

eyebrows at the group.

 “You got it!” Jean-Paul said.

 Everyone cheered and said “Hurrah!” raising their mugs of 

Sapporo in celebration of Yehl. Jean-Paul raised his mug to Yehl’s, 

giving him cheers, a smile and a wink. The wink had Jay Gatsby’s 

quality of eternal reassurance, as if Jean-Paul had an irresistible 

prejudice in Yehl’s favor, understanding him as Yehl wanted to be 

understood, believing in him as Yehl would like to believe in himself. 

Myrtle was also impressed with Yehl’s ability to guess the flavor.

 “How did you ever guess that?” she asked, sucking edamame 

beans out of their pod.

 “I must have eaten a lot of gummy bears when I was a kid,” 

Yehl said. Myrtle ate this up, too.
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 Everyone was enjoying themselves, and someone proposed 

they do sake bombs. "Yes!" everyone said, agreeing this was a great 

idea. An alpha male named Virility called over their waitress and 

asked for twelve SBs. A jittery excitement of anticipation spread 

across the table. Quietly, so as not to be outed as amatuers, two 

freshmen got the run-down on what a sake bomb is from the 

people sitting next to them at the table: that you put a shot of sake 

on two chopsticks resting on a mug of beer, and do a chant, which 

culminates in knocking the shot into the beer and chugging the 

whole thing, in revelry. Soon enough, the waitress came along with 

the accouterments.

 “Who will do the honors?” asked Virility.

 “It’s gotta be Yehl,” said one guy. “The Great Vape Flavor 

Guesser.”

 “Come on, me?” said Yehl, modestly. “How about Myrtle? 

How about Jean-Paul?”

 “No,” said Jean-Paul. “I think you should, Old Sport.”
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 “Come on, Yehl,” said Myrtle. “Don’t be a shrimp shumai.”

 “You want to do it O’Tail?” Virility said. “You want to do the 

honors?”

 “Well,” said Yehl. “Why not?”

 Everyone said "Great!" and placed their hot sake on their 

chopsticks on their mugs of cold beer. A wave of silence descended 

as everyone turned their gaze to Yehl. He felt all the eyes of the co-ed 

group on him—hungry, drunk, expectant—as he cleared his throat, 

scratched his head, and recalled what you say to initiate the chant. 

The whole restaurant seemed to go quiet waiting for the yell.

 Finally, possessed by the same peacock’s spirit with which he 

guessed ‘gummy bear,’ he shouted the opening line: “WHEN I SAY 

SAKE, YOU SAY BOMB!”

 “SAKE!”

 “BOMB!”

 “SAKE!”

 “BOMB!”

 “SAKE, SAKE, SA—” and as if a record scratched, Yehl’s 

voice cracked so hideously it made Myrtle wince. The sushi chefs’ 

knives stopped cutting, waitresses halted in place with their trays, 

and dining sounds subsided into deafening quiet. Everyone’s eyes—

which during the chant had darted around in glee—returned to 

the source of the awful sound, only this time without enthusiasm, 

without respect, but instead demanding answers, shocked to see 

what had become of so great a man as Yehl.
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Getting There
Chris Collins

As I make the long and loathsome walk from my apartment to class, 

I realize there is, without a doubt, nothing to write about. The quar-

ter’s practically up, my deadline’s coming, it’s too cold, my TA hasn’t 

graded any of my work, and I still haven’t been able to come up with 

a single article topic. As all of this hits me while I’m walking to class, 

suffering like all the other 

souls, I can’t help but over-

hear the girl in front of me 

say to her friend, 

 “The joy of walking is 

getting there… or taking a 

Bird instead, if that makes 

any sense.” 

 “Oh, you’re making 

sense,” I says to the gal. 

“But, let’s see if you can 

make any dollars.” 
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 She stops, turns around and goes, “Yeah, sure. Basically, I like 

think walking sucks and I hate it.”

 The girls wait for me to catch up and we now walk together. I 

resist, with every impulse, the urge to say “us girlies.”

 “I hate it cause it's long and loathsome,” nicely said, me.  

 “I hate it cause…”

 “Well?”

 “Well, like, it’s not fun. You aren’t doing anything when you’re 

walking. You’re basically held hostage for twenty minutes and at the 

best you might have a friend or earbuds to keep you company, but if 

you don’t, sucks.”

 Her friend pipes forth a quarter-ounce blue and gold rosette 

of conversational icing on top of this muffin of a situation I had bak-

ing before me,

 “Well… I kinda like walking.”

 The group of about twelve students, walking at a similar pace 

near us and within earshot of our conversation, all took out their 

earbuds and let out a gasp. 

 “Woah, woah, woah,” I says to her friend. “Didn’t ya just hear 

your pal? It sucks. Walking’s out, Birding’s in.”
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 One averagely gruntled man, still walking, spits and says with 

a scowl,

 “My grandpa died walking at UCLA so you could have the 

luxury of Birding.”

 

 

The man behind him, wiping spit off his glasses, chimes in,

 “What, you think you can disrespect his grandpa like that?”

 Another of the twelve, weeping, wails,

 “Both my grandpas walked at UCLA…”

 I walk up to the one weeping and kiss his tears away,

 “I had an uncle,” I says, scampering to the front of the group, 

back to the girlies. “Served nine quarters. Never stood a chance.”

 “I just think the campus is beautiful is all.”

 “Yeah, if you like brick,” I say, high-fiving and snickering with 

the first girl. 

 “I do like brick, and trees and seeing all those passionate peo-

ple on Bruin Walk, seeing Kerckhoff standing proud and tall, and our 

Bruin Bear, and all those students making the most out of their time 

here on Tongva and in general…” 

 A Starship tabletops her before she could get to the part where 

Royce has fifty-two differences.

"'Oh, you're making 
sense,' I says to the gal. 
'But, let's see if you can 
make any dollars.'"
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 “You’re walking wrong,” her non-insane friend, my favorite of 

the girlies, says as the gruntled man and spit laden walker and rest of 

the homogeneous twelve nod emphatically in mmm-hmms. “Watch 

this.” 

 She runs off into the middle of Bruin Walk and proceeds to 

demonstrate proper walking technique by walking in the middle of 

both lanes of traffic and slow enough so that nobody can pass her 

without awkwardly walking behind her for a minute or so. We catch 

up with her,

 "See?”

 “I think so,” her friend says. “Like this?”

 “Close, but look at your phone more so you can bump into 

someone and make them feel less important than Steve Jobs even 

though he’s been dead for like a hundred years.”

 Us girlies looked like a strange but glorious tour, like pen-

guins fresh out of their eggs making that great march that I vaguely 

remember Morgan Freeman having something to say about. As we 

walked past Powell, our heads turned to a large group of individuals 

waving Italian flags.

 “Must be Columbus day,” I say with perhaps a singular 

thought left to be had on that long and loathsome walk.

 We keep going and I think I make out one of the Italian wom-

en say,

 “They walk like they’re going to war.”

 Maybe I could write about Joe Bruin. 
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Attention! UCLA is now joining the Big Ten Conference in 2023. 

Associates have reported that UCLA is moving onto bigger and better 

things after losing a whopping total of five games to mediocre schools 

in 2021. 

 “We decided to go big or go home,” says Assistant Coach 

Geoffrey, “and we are not going home.”

 After their one win against LSU in 2021, the team believed it 

to be a sign from the Universe to join the big leagues and prove their 

worth.

 “Apparently it wasn’t a fluke. We want Bama,” said Greg, a 

UCLA senior who was equally surprised at such a big win (the only 

Big 10 Suddenly
Confused Why UCLA
is a Football School

Kayla Gerber
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big win) in his four years here. 

 “I thought UCLA was only known for basketball, but appar-

ently not.” 

 With a loss against Oregon, this past month becomes a harsh 

reality: what the Big Ten Conference holds for us is still unclear. But 

don't worry, we are still ranked higher than Alabama. And we’re not 

sure why. 

 As UCLA students refuse to commute the tedious 45-minute 

drive to the Rose Bowl every game day with near-empty stands, the 

commute across the country won’t be that much of a change. In a sea 

of Ohio State, Georgia, and Texas fans, the tens of UCLA students 

that will (hopefully) attend will be sure to stand out in the bleachers. 

 “I didn’t even know UCLA had a football team,” says Penn 

State coach James Franklin. “Maybe they should stick to what they 

know, like the eight clap and learning all the lyrics to that R.L. Grime 

song. We love that song!” 

 With a school that's never played in weather colder than 75 

degrees, it’s truly up for debate whether UCLA’s football team will 

even make it one step off the plane. 

 “We have played in 102-degree weather. So if we can do 

that, we can definitely play when Michigan State hits 20 degrees. If 

the blizzard doesn’t wipe us off our feet, Michigan doesn’t stand a 

chance.” 

 With a team as strong as UCLA’s, we will say goodbye to PAC 

12 and wish them luck with their future endeavors into the Big 10. As 

always, fours up and go Bruins! 
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Ode to BPlate Kale
Jason Lim

I love BPlate. In fact, I love it almost as much as I hate myself.

 Nothing brings me more joy in this world than loading up a 

plate with Brown Calrose Rice and Sautéed Spinach. I love it so much 

that it’s all I eat. Even better, I only have to wait in a 20-minute line to 

get it! And if I’ve been good that day, I might treat myself to a glass of 

water to help the dry ball of rice and greens slide down my gullet. But 

no ice—I don’t deserve it.
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 And dessert! I’m such a dirty little piggy fatass when it comes 

to dessert. BPlate knows exactly my guilty pleasure: kiwis and vegan 

brownies. I eat the kiwis with the skin on (of course). I will snarf at 

least five little fuzzy tang-bombs before I can regain my composure. 

Chase this with tap water and a brownie so dry it feels like it’s biting 

me back and my perfect meal is complete. 

 Now that I’ve gotten all my essential nutrients from eating 

leaves and seeds cooked in water until just barely digestible, I’ll head 

to BFit. Here I’ll spend two to three hours sprinting on a tread-

mill followed by 30 reps of bench press—just the bar. This workout 

doesn’t make me stronger but it sure does make me sore! It’s the per-

fect balance of both suffering and maximum public embarrassment. I 

just need to make sure that I burn more than the 200 calories I ate so 

that my body will atrophy and I will die. 

 Study time! I had to beg and beg, but my counselor let me 

sign up for five classes this quarter. I managed to snag 8 a.m. classes 

for all five, in Broad and Public Affairs. I show up at 7 a.m. just to 

make sure I get a good seat, right up front. I’m so serious about my 

schoolwork that I keep the textbooks for all five of my classes in my 

Fjallraven backpack (North Face would be too comfortable) at all 

times. These bad boys, along with the spare dumbell (for sets be-

tween class) and gaming laptop (with 500W charger), bring the total 

weight of my backpack to a clean 50 lb. I love my morning 40-minute 

stroll to class in complete darkness, while my backpack slowly com-

presses my spine. Freshman 15? More like Freshman 1.5 cm shorter!

 My impossibly high expectations for myself mean I’m always 
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on my grind. And when I study, I strive to find the most inconve-

nient locations possible. Some of my favorite spots are: Hedrick Hall 

2 South showers, Wooden at 6 p.m., or just any wall around three 

feet high that I can perch on while hunched over my laptop. My 

study routine involves copying each textbook word-for-word into 

my notebook. I love this study habit because it takes so long that I 

can justify pulling an all-nighter almost every night of the quarter. 

Even better, I don’t learn anything when I study. But that’s besides the 

point—which is that I’m studying. For six to eight hours a day. Which 

indisputably proves that I’m a good student. 

 Between my studying, workouts, and the three indistinguish-

able clubs I’ve joined, my days are pretty busy. But as my head hits the 

pillow (for a 20-minute study break), I sleep soundly knowing that 

I’m living my best life. Well, maybe I could find a spot in my schedule 

to whip myself.
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Status Update Part II 
of Wi-Fi Connectivity 
Issues on Campus

Nathan Brice

Over the past few months, we have received more reports from our 

faculty, staff, and student body surrounding connectivity and WiFi 

outages across campus. We understand the overwhelming impor-

tance of reliable internet to support our learning and working lives 

and we would like to extend our deepest apologies yet again for any 

issues this may have caused. In the past weeks, our team has taken 

extensive steps to address these issues, with the help of our friends 

at wikiHow: restarting some computers around campus, unplugging 

and replugging our routers, and switching from the Bronze WIFi 

package to the Silver package offered by our provider. However, with 

more and more outage reports still loading in our emails, we have 

gone back to the drawing board and are excited to announce our new 

regressive solution!

 As many of you know, on October 29, 1969, in a UCLA 

research lab the Internet was born using a computer roughly the size 
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of a small home. Those historic first moments when the word LOG-

IN was sent were recorded in the phone call between the UCLA and 

Stanford Research labs.  

We typed the L and we asked on the phone,

"Do you see the L?"

"Yes, we see the L," came the response.

We typed the O, and we asked, "Do you see the O."

"Yes, we see the O."

 Then we typed the G, and the system 

crashed…

“LO” and behold with some minor 

tweaks, on behalf of UCLA, the IT 

department is pleased to announce our 

campus's return to the original Inter-

net! Considering the modern WiFi 

setup isn’t cutting it for our Bruins 

and is causing our department to 

have extended work hours, the UCLA 

Department of Bureaucratic Financial 

Management and Equity has deemed 

the modern system a financial liabili-

ty. We will be turning to our original 

system to restore our connection, so 

all services will be in-house, leading to 
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savings that will help us with future acquisitions of campuses! Con-

sidering that these systems will be taking up considerably more space, 

we have gone ahead and given a green light to convert one-fourth of 

all lecture space into modem and router storage. 

 Unfortunately, with the change to the original system, any 

devices working on iOS 6 or manufactured after 2012 will have great 

difficulty connecting. Our top priority is to ensure equal access to the 

internet for all of our Bruins so we will be making Macintosh II and 

Apple III computers available to all students along with the original 

Chromebook. 

 We are committed to making this process as seamless as 

possible so our team will be working tirelessly from Monday through 

Wednesday to assure connection is restored within the coming 

months. Additionally, due to an expected demand increase in pen 

and paper note-taking the UCLA store will be increasing the prices 

of all stationary items to assure supplies are not emptied from our 

shelves. 

 If you have any other concerns please feel free to try and con-

tact our department at 1-999-999-9999 and dial extension 3 then 5 

anytime between the hours of 6:45-7:00 am to talk to our automated 

helpdesk. 

Sincerely, 

Information Technology Services. 

Sent from my iPhone 4s
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What's YourWhat's Your
Name Again?Name Again?

Richard Su

You meet this girl in your math class. She tells you her name, and you 

gladly reciprocate. In following weeks, she enthusiastically greets you 

by name as you pass each other in dorm hallways, dining halls, and 

on Bruinwalk. She slowly begins to realize you only respond with 

“Hey!” or  “Great to see you!” or “What’s up?” 

 At this point, your potential new friendship (maybe more!) 

is at risk. She may not even realize you forgot her name, and assume 

you’re a total doofus. Every time you see her, the same thought occu-

pies your mind: How many more smiles and waves can I do before 

you realize I don’t know your name?

 Uncomfortable as it is, your shitty memory landed you in this 

situation. Luckily, I share the same memory impediment, and have 

accumulated a few solutions to your problem:
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Concussion

I call this self-induced amnesia. For the foreseeable future, stop 

traveling by foot. Next time she sees you, you’ll be on a Bird, and will 

eat shit right before her eyes. As she comes to your rescue, you ask, 

“Sorry, do I know you?”

Time travel

If you pull this one off, you travel to the time of her birth, and some-

how coerce her parents into naming her Delilah. Have you ever met 

a Delilah and forgot her name? Me neither.

Marry her

A long-term play. At the wedding her name will surely be mentioned 

numerous times in the vows.

Fake cardiac arrest

Next time you speak to her, simply fake a heart attack. She will then 

dial 911, give them the whole shabang, and hopefully, leave a name.

Become British

“Hello, mate.” When everyone is your mate, all names become irrele-

vant. In fact, she’ll probably like you even more for your new accent. 

Cheerio!

Brute force

Next time she goes to BPlate, observe as she puts her backpack in a 

locker. Once she leaves, obliterate the locker door. The contents of 
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her backpack must surely bear her name.

Criminal allegations

As public servants, the police are more than happy to help with all 

relevant concerns, no matter how small. A simple phone call will 

summon these distinguished public employees to your aid. 

You claim to have witnessed a grisly kidnapping, in which your 

nameless friend was taken. 

With a quick sketch and 

a couple phone calls, her 

name should soon be 

within earshot.

Write her name on her 

forehead when you first 

meet her

Pretty self-explanatory, 

but a bit belated. This is 

meant to be kept for fu-

ture reference.

Transcend social norms

Normalize asking the 

shameful question. Good luck with this one, and don’t say I didn’t 

warn you when she no longer wishes to befriend you.
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Important InformationImportant Information
Regarding Regarding Dining HallsDining Halls

Humble  Galka

Dear students,

          Due to the magnitude of Hill residents choosing to eat the 

highest emission food options, we are far behind on our goal to 

become a carbon neutral campus by 2025—even after we put the 

scary red earth next to them. Next winter quarter, we are pleased to 

announce that we will be making UCLA dining options more envi-

ronmentally friendly. 

         To start, we are showing our appreciation to the vegans on 

campus, who, due to their lower carbon footprint, will receive Ack-

erman coupons that count for $9.50 instead of the normal $9 at our 

ASUCLA vendors. This is to encourage other students to commit 

their lives to being more environmentally conscious.

         We have heard complaints about the food truck system and, 

due to the trucks’ inefficiency with gas and frequent plastic waste, we 

have decided to not offer them on campus anymore. We recognize 

that they are popular, so we are replacing them with the person in 

your freshman dorm that made having a Tesla as an 18-year-old their 
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whole personality trait. They will be handing out meals from every-

one's favorite food truck, Kogi. 

         We at UCLA are excited to announce that our dining halls 

will also undergo changes, and because the scary red earth symbol 

next to all the carbon expensive options seems to deter no one, we 

will replace these labels with new restrictions in each dining hall. 

  We will be incorporating Bruin Fitness Center into Bruin 

Plate, replacing all exercise machines with a large stone turbine that 

generates renewable electricity for the kitchens and the rest of the 

UCLA campus. For options high in beef, cheese, and other carbon 

rich foods you will be required to go into Bruin Fitness Center (aptly 

renamed Bruin Dungeon), and will need to push the turbine along 

with the other planet killers 

in order to generate the 

amount of electricity you 

wasted.

 De Neve will be piloting 

new technology that allows 

the post-De Neve comas to 

be converted into electric-

ity—De-Naps. Following 

your meal, determined 

by the amount of energy 

needed to make your food, 

you will be escorted to 

one of the dorms to take a 

“De Nap.” This technology 
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absorbs the energy that you would have had and used, had you eaten 

at a different dining hall on campus, also known as WPE, or wasted 

potential energy, and converts it directly into electricity.

 Epicuria will stop cooking its food altogether to save power. 

Due to the amount of complaints we already get about Epicuria mak-

ing people sick, we're sure that this will not change if everything is 

raw. We have been trying to close Epicuria for years, making the food 

worse and worse, but people keep going, so maybe this will finally be 

the last straw. 

  Due to the popularity of Rendezvous West, evident from the 

line for California Burritos on Thursdays, we will need to take more 

drastic measures to cut down emissions on this dining hall. We are 

bringing along Rendezvous East because no one eats there and we 

are hoping that it can carve out its new identity. Rendezvous West 

will be converted to cuisine based on the future. The specials will in-

clude a new three taco combination of farmed cricket, tarantula and 

grub on Tuesdays, Amazon prison ration enchilada Wednesdays, Lab 

grown beef California burritos on Thursdays, microplastic fish tacos 

on Fridays, and Saturday and Sunday will cycle through dishes from 

different coastal cities that will sink with rising sea levels. These dish-

es will all obviously be served submerged in authentic ocean water, 

complete with oil spill remnants, trash, and other debris. Lastly our 

Monday special Nachos will remain the same however we will add 

more cheese sauce. 

  Rendezvous East will be converted to the past, where they 

will serve freshly cut up meat roasted on an open fire, if you are 

willing to spend two swipes you can even get an entire carcass, one 
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Monday we will have a giant leg of bison meat, on Tuesday we will 

be serving mammoth breast, on Wednesday we will serve treebark, 

Thursday will be giraffe neck, Friday will be topsoil day, and on the 

weekend we will serve gathered berries and other fruit. The boba 

station will also now cost two swipes. 

 We are also excited to announce our newest on campus job, 

UCLA Line Experts Association. This group of people will stand in 

lines and take forever to order at dining halls like the Study and Bruin 

Cafe to discourage people from going there to lower the emissions 

of these places. The application will open January 3rd and will close 

on the 10th. If your application is accepted, you will go through a 

mock line where all other accepted applicants will stand in a line. The 

Epicuria line in Ackerman without ordering and the last 75 people 

to stay in line will all pass on to the next phase. This last phase will 

involve being kidnapped and blindfolded and left in an undisclosed 

location. If you make it past this stage, you will then be able to start 

the hiring process. 

  We are also ecstatic to talk about the changes in our com-

plaint system. You can still contact Charles, however, we are ceasing 

"...lab grown beef 
California burritos on 
Thursdays, microplastic 
fish tacos on Fridays..."
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the use of electronics to save power, so instead we will have a town 

hall meeting every other Thursday at 12pm. To make a complaint, 

you will need to dress in early American pilgrim attire and plead in 

front of Charles. If he deems your concern valid, it will be taken into 

account as we initiate these new dining halls; if it is deemed worth-

less, you will face trial for witchcraft. This is not to dissuade ideas. 

Instead, it is so that all ideas brought up do not waste the time of our 

gracious staff, and is also to transition UCLA into an environment 

that does not rely on technology. 

  Please remember to turn your lights off when leaving your 

dorms to save power. Thank you for reading this message.

 

Go bruins!

-UCLA housing team
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They Don't Know They Don't Know 
What's Best for Them What's Best for Them 

Rithwik Narendra

 “Ew, you practically live in South Campus,” his friends near 

YRL would say every evening when they met up at HQ. 

 It wasn’t his fault. Yet everyday, he made the arduous trek 

from the Bomb Shelter to Hedrick and then back again, dodging 

hundreds of students on Bruinwalk who could hardly care less about 

him. Every. Single. Day. He thought he could talk to the employees 

at Blaze about his problems, but they wouldn’t even talk to him. 

Whenever he opened up to them, they would give him pizza to shut 

him up. And he couldn’t even eat it. It was a one-sided, transactional 

relationship. 

 His counterparts on the highways would call his ranting “fuel 

leakage”. 

 “Stop crying, you don’t have enough fuel for it,” they’d say. 

 Jokes on them, he thought; I’m a clean, mean, lean, delivery 

machine. 

 Life being a Starship wasn’t easy. 

 As “Ridin’” played in his head, Joe Starship rolled past the 

YDSA table in front of Wooden. That’s when it hit him. It being a 
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paper, which forced him to stop. He hated the preprogramming his 

overlords had implanted in him. He tried to match the letters on the 

paper to the Greek he was so used to seeing on the frat and sorority 

posters lining Bruinwalk, and after an hour, he got it: Stick! Wait, no. 

Strike!

 That night, Joe went to North Campus. The pavement was 

always greener on the other side, he thought to himself. There, he 

met up with his buddies and his ex. He could see her red, actually 

orange, flag from afar. Ugh. No matter; they had gathered to hash out 

a union agreement and formulate a list of demands for a strike. 

1. Date humans (that was Joey’s idea, he’d often stop when a 

human walked in front of him, no doubt marveling)

2. Fair pay (self explanatory. They were currently paid in 

“exposure.”) 

3. Autonomy (The website called them autonomous. Humans 

were funny.)

4. Fair hours (They just wished someone at ASUCLA tried 

working their hours.)

5. Ability to file complaints (WHY WERE KIDS CONSTANT-

LY JUMPING ON THEM)

6. Respect (Save the best for last. Couldn’t humans at least ex-

press their thanks?)  

It wasn’t her fault. Yet she always found herself doing admin’s dirty 

work. She sighed, repositioning the silver nameplate, which read “As-

sistant to the Assistant to the Undersecretary of Personnel Relations.” 

40



The parchment on her desk was Greek to her. She opened Google 

Translate and translated it. Still Greek. 

 "Fair pay?” she asked questionably, an eyebrow raised. “Wait, 

this is from those little robots? Who cares? Why are they complain-

ing, don’t they know I have midterms tomorrow?”

 The skeptical thoughts built up in her head, and suddenly, she 

couldn’t take it anymore. 

 “Them? Rights? No way,” she said to herself, as she marked 

the issue for escala-

tion on her Polaris 

workflow spread-

sheet, automatically 

notifying her super-

visors. 

 It was his 

fault. And he took 

pride in it. He was in 

charge of Personnel 

Relations at UCLA, 

or as he liked to call 

it “Personnel Man-

agement.” He enjoyed 

setting controlled 

burns, except substitute “burns” with employees and “setting con-

trolled” with “setting inhumane working conditions.” As he read 

the demands in front of him, a thought arose, disrupting his mental 

ambience much 
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like the displacement caused by the Gläce ice he often dropped into 

Mendis Brandy. With this thought came sweet clarity. The starships 

wanted six things. He had all those things (although nobody ever 

wanted to date him), and they all brought problems. “Mo money 

more problems,” or something like that. 

 A flicker of pity could be seen cross his stern face. Was it 

compassion? He would wish all six on his worst enemy, but not on 

the starships. He loved them. 

 “They don’t know what’s best for them,” he chuckled to him-

self, as he put the paper into his gold-plated paper shredder. 

 It was night. Joe was dormant. A man dressed in black drove 

a golf cart up to the Bomb Shelter. The man stepped out, carefully 

dodging a puddle to protect his Versace Nike Gucci-Off Whites. 

“Why can’t they just listen and shut up,” the man murmured to him-

self while opening Joe. Suddenly, Joe was no longer dormant. He was 

deactivated. Yet again, capitalism won. 

" Yet again,
capitalism won.
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News in Review is the
satire publication

of The Bruin Review.

Satire, n.

 1:  a literary work holding up human vices and
follies to ridicule or scorn

2:  trenchant wit, irony, or sarcasm used to expose and
discredit vice or folly “the use of humor, irony, exaggeration,
or ridicule to expose and criticize people's stupidity or vices, 
particularly in the context of contemporary politics and

other topical issues.

https://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/satire
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