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Tanvi “One with Nature” KulkarniAnna "Just a Quick
Nibble" Little

Aidan "He's Not Even That
Much Older Than Me" Elie

Arjun "Allowed To Do This"
Vohra

Ari “Hetero Erectus” Ophir Morgan “Stoner Age” Starnes

Claire “Mummy” Marchand
and Leo “Duddy” Reale

Elena “Eat the Flower It Will Be
Funny” Sabin

Letter From the Editors

Dear Reader,
In a turn from our traditional humorous content, we are
proud to present Spokesonian, a serious archeological
study of the rich history of Emory University. In this
issue, our team of journalists excavate the truth,
covering everything from the history of frat boys to the
geological stains left behind by frat boys. As you examine
the ancient and natural wonders this beautiful campus
holds, we hope you come to learn of the past that makes
up our tumultuous present. As we say at the Spoke,
‘Question everything, fear something, make anything, be
nothing.’

Enjoy the magazine!
Leo and Claire
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Lola “Touching
Grass” Cooke 

Caroline "I Ate the
Wrong Mushroom"

Hansen

Alex “Bigfoot 
(He’s a size 15)”
Vasilakopoulos

Andrew “Cougar Prey”
BurchettEmily “Grass” Chea

Jace “Megasus Twinkas”
Cooksey

Maya "Twink
Anthropologist" Vizuete Carson "Lover of

Priapus Statues" Stone
Harison "Homo Erectus"

Rudnick
Frankie “Doesn’t Mind

a Bush” Corrado

Von "Yakub's Unpaid
Intern" Stroud

Sarah "Lying in the
Brary" Fleshman

Riley “Allergic to Long
Paragraphs” Dowell

Lorenz “Hit it From the
Frontier” Nazzaro Ivy “Danger: Ivy,

Leeches” Leach

Jason "Woodwork"
Dement

Jerry “Pronouns:
Hunter/Gatherer” Halsey

Leiana “Lean Wit It Rock
Wit It” Vaughan

Fiona “Go Down on
History” Ferguson

Katelyn “Tree Humper”
Miller

Annika "Leaf No
Trace" Cunningham

Ella “Who’s Your
Mummy Now?” Abend

Zoe "Would Bone a
Neanderthal" Bailey

Malhaar  “Perfect Pitch,
Perfect Bitch” Nair

John "All Natural"
Cross

Palmer "Mary Jane
Goodall" Strubhar

Alex “Actual Cave
Dweller” Valdivia
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                 Membership is grueling— they even keep hostages. Ripped from their physical bodies,
their souls trapped in an electric artifice they refer to as a “Zoom Call”, are their most silenced
and ridiculed cult members: those banished to the Aucksfyrd. These members are shunned from
the “pitching” ritual, except on rare occasions when sympathizers take pity upon these poor
creatures and point out their virtual raised hands. 

As time progressed, I grew more fearful of being discovered. I was guilty of the cardinal
sin among Spoke members: being straight. If Aucksfyrd outcasts are doomed to such a fate, I can

only imagine the punishment for being a heterosexual. Even the bangs I grew will not last long-
soon they will ask me why I haven’t gotten my septum pierced yet. I can no longer continue, and
my identity will soon be unearthed. I must fake my own death. Perhaps I will seek refuge amidst

the Spoke’s enemy tribe, The Wheel, or retreat to Aucksfyrd and free the trapped souls - they may
know how to defeat this foe. Readers beware: the Spoke is a feral cult, and one should not join 

unless they wish to relinquish their seat in the Kingdom of Heaven. 

 

            You may have heard of “The Spoke.” This mysterious ‘writing’ society has slowly garnered a
cultish fanbase with dedicated followers even in the faraway reaches of the rabid Georgia jungle
known as “Aucksfyrd”. How did the Spoke claim so many faithful? As a Creative Writing major who
occasionally walks past the anthropology hall - therefore a qualified anthropologist - I took it upon
myself to uncover their secrets. 
             The first step was infiltration. I embodied the spirit of a blunt-smoking, hippy degenerate with
too many friends, and applied with the most disgusting tale my head could conjure: two gay
roommates smoking drugs in the roach-infested ceiling tiles of Dobbs Hall, discovering Narnia in the
process. The Spoke licked the bait right up (like those boys probably licked each other after) and
soon enough the day came for my first Spoke meeting. 
            I was right to be scared: they were debauched like the gay Narnia explorers— except they
certainly weren’t conducting their adventures in any closets! The meeting centered around a most
peculiar ritual known as “pitching.” As a straight woman, I wasn’t sure how I’d be “pitching” given
my lack of certain anatomy - and all the men here were “catchers”. I found that “pitching” was a
verbal sharing of even worse depravity. A Spoke(n Word) Orgy, they howled and hooted at one
another’s ideas, and I was forced to join in celebration as they indulged in repetitive ‘jokes’ about
the male penis. Yucky. 

Being undercover was grueling. Every Monday at 6, the cult leader’s whip cracked: 
“Pitch, pitch, pitch!”

” Please finish your articles so we actually have stuff to post!”
“Sign up to do graphics so there are more than two people doing them!” 

Xoxo,
Indiana Spones 

I Infiltrated the Spoke – What I Found Shocked Me 
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DCT Chicken Carbon Dated to
Mesozoic Era

Reconstructed fossil of Tasteslike shiticus on
display at Michael Carlos Museum 

Today at the Dobbs Common Table,
history was (literally) made. After comments
and complaints from hungry students,
scientists were called in to sample the “grilled
chicken” served at The Luncheonette. Weeks
of laboratory testing revealed that the DCT
isn’t just the wrong place to serve such slop,
but also the wrong time. This strange
overcooked meat (typical for the DCT) is not
a dish you can prepare in your microwave at
home, as it appears to be 60 million years old,
dating back to the Mesozoic Era.
 This catalyst for this discovery came
in the form of a student complaining about
how the dryness of the chicken gave it an
ancient, prehistoric, and “older than white
hall”-like quality. A biology professor, who
was in the

 DCT at the request of an overly eager ECS 101
student, overheard these comments and, in a
time where research grants are up in the air for
legitimately important topics, decided to tackle
this hypothesis and apply for funding.
Naturally, it was approved.
 This chicken-like species, now
scientifically described as Tasteslike shiticus,
has been carbon dated to around the time of
Pangea. Business majors have also been known
to call this time period “what is that?”.
Scientific visualizations show this early species
growing to be 2.5x the size of the
Tyrannosaurus rex and having a numerous
population. These astronomical stats led
researchers to one obvious answer: animals
didn’t want to eat this thing either! 

However, the story goes deeper. Those
who have attempted to cut this substance we
generously call food know of this creature's
resilience. An asteroid, continental drift, and
Michelle Obama’s school lunch reform couldn’t
force this creature into extinction. Ancient cave
paintings and hieroglyphics from what is now
North Decatur, Georgia, reveal a group of
cavemen called the DCT (roughly translated to
the Dark Cave Tribe) who once fiercely hunted
this foul poultry. The recovered meat, while not
eaten, was highly sought for its rubbery quality,
allowing the cavemen to build the first crude
trampoline. 

Since the discovery, Emory University
has raised the price of their meal plans, citing
students' unique opportunity to literally take a
bite of history and just maybe swallow it. 
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The Fossil Dig that
Brought Back the
Dead... or the Undead

 
“We didn’t really care if our dig was disruptive” 

“What’s another administrative disturbance?
The students can just deal with it the same way
they deal with everything else–by complaining on
Fizz.” 

A historian working on the project.

    Upon discovery of this elusive fossil, it was
clear why it had taken the team so long and
been such an arduous task. The Spirit was
buried under six tons of soil and was lodged in
bedrock.
“Once we found the School Spirit, we knew we
didn’t need to dig further. Everyone knows what
happens when you dig past bedrock” a
paleontologist explained, miming a person
falling out of the universe with her hands.
“We’ve all played Minecraft before.”

 

 

     For years, the fossil dig at Emory in the dead-
center of the quad has been ongoing. Disrupting foot
traffic, graduation photos, and protests, all of this time
and effort has finally proved to be worthwhile after the
paleontology team’s rarest finding yet: Emory School
Spirit. 

       Closer biological research revealed
that while Emory School Spirit appeared
long dead, it was actually responsible for
several of the cold shivers and apparitions
students have been reporting around
campus. 
“I went to one of the tailgates and I was one of
the only people there, so I got a free
Playstation,” a freshman shared. “I wanted
to leave so I wouldn’t be forced to watch the
sport thing it was for. Then I saw the saddest
looking transparent man, dressed in a
shredded suit. I thought it was the weed.” 

He wasn’t alone in his experiences. 

        “I can’t believe I’m saying this, but for a
moment, I was possessed. I started talking
about how much I love going to the DCT

and how beautiful our quad is to sit on,” a
junior stated. “When I woke up, I was a tour

guide, shirt and all. I can never go back.”

        Luckily, these instances are rare, and
most students remain unaffected. The
School Spirit appears to be severely
malnourished due to decades of neglect. 

   “Please kill me again,” the Spirit begged
when interviewed before vanishing into the
swimming pool, the last place on Emory’s
campus with pride. 
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Archaeological Discovery in
Kappa Alpha Chapter Room

 

For many decades, the Kappa Alpha fraternity 
has been denying non-members entry into
their chapter room, stating that the room
contains the secrets of their brotherhood.
However, archaeologists at Emory have been
trying to gain access for years, claiming that
they believe an important discovery lies
inside. Finally, under threat of losing their
charter, the brothers of Kappa Alpha granted
permission to the archaeologists.
    They discovered the cryogenically frozen
body of Confederate General Robert E. Lee
concealed within the chapter room. The body
was lying within a gold-encrusted casket
situated in the center of the room, with a
game of beer pong set up on top of the casket
lid. Additionally, portraits of the general were
discovered on every wall, most with words of
admiration and little mustaches drawn on
with Sharpies. 

“It’s not what we were expecting to find,” the
head archaeologist replied when prompted by
journalists. “I mean, we thought they’d be hiding
the bodies of small animals they’d killed or fossils
their pledges had stolen from the Carlos Museum.
Frankly, this whole cryogenic body thing is much
more work than we signed up for.” 

“We’re just hoping this saves us from losing
funding next year,” said another archaeologist on
the project. “Surely this discovery stops Emory
from replacing our department with a TV playing
Antiques Roadshow 24/7, right?”

 “That makes sense,” said one
AEPi member living in the
KA house, when he heard
about the discovery. “Why
else would they not let us in
there? After I got yelled at for
peeking in once, I figured it
was either a lot of cult stuff or
the cryogenically frozen body
of Robert E Lee. Couldn’t
really imagine any other
reason for the secrecy.”
  The Emory Administration
permitted archaeologists to
take the body, much to the
chagrin of the Kappa Alpha
brothers, who have
announced that they will     
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complete a ritual to bring
the general back to life if
his body is not returned to
the chapter. Nevertheless,
the archaeology
department is holding 

onto the body and plans to run
tests to check if the body
suffered damage by way of beer
vape smoke leaking into the
casket.

Above: The uncovered artifact. 
Right: The “hiding spot” of

the coffin



 

Seven Wonders of Emory UniversitySeven Wonders of Emory University

Machu Picchu, PeruMachu Picchu, Peru
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Petra, JordanPetra, Jordan

Chichen Itza, MexicoChichen Itza, Mexico

Roman Colosseum, ItalyRoman Colosseum, Italy

Great Wall of ChinaGreat Wall of ChinaChrist the Redeemer, BrazilChrist the Redeemer, Brazil

Taj Mahal, IndiaTaj Mahal, India
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Ah, so let this matter be settled! Look
upon the leaf that covers my limb of
desire not with doubt, nor mockery, but
with respect to my hard stature–both in
form and spirit.  

Ah, you there! Yes, you.  Though I stand silent and unmoving, I feel your
pointed gaze. I hear your whispers, your laughter, your mockery. Each day,
you pass before me, we make eye contact briefly, and then you look down, a
fleeting moment but sti l l  your eyes l inger for a second too long. Sometimes
you even stoop and you squint. Have you no shame? 

So consider this:  is  a man’s worth found in the size of his form or
in the depth of his wisdom? Is the measure of true essence found in
one’s physical manifestation and not in one’s intellect and soul?
Would you deem a man great only by the breadth of his brawn or
by the quality of his thoughts? Surely, it  is  a crude and foolish
thing to concern oneself so entirely with the matters of flesh while
neglecting the cultivation of virtue and thought! 

That being said, I do wish to address a certain grievous
misconception. The artist who fashioned my likeness had grown old
by the time of my commission. He was no longer the renowned
sculptor he once was - now, just an old man, his sight fail ing, his
hands unsteady (some whisper that he had been indulging a l ittle too
freely from Dionysus's cup). In his confusion (and likely dementia),  he
egregiously erred in his portrayal of a certain vital aspect of my form
and GREATLY underrepresented me. 

Perhaps a number of you will  protest,  “But surely, O beautiful one, you
were sculpted by one of Crete’s finest artists,  master of form and
proportion.” Nay! Even Zeus himself has relations with the wrong mortal
every now and then, thus even the greatest of sculptors falter.  Indeed, I
remember the moment well—he stood before me, brow furrowed, realizing
his error. Embarrassed, he sought to disguise it  as intentional and
accurate, for when I questioned him “You must be missing at least 5 to 6
inches of clay, oh wise one,” he faked utter confusion. Evidently a
desperate attempt to conceal his folly at my expense. 

Yet, let no man question my confidence, for I,  being wholly secure in
masculine prowess, have no need to concern myself with matters such as
these. And if  you doubt the truthfulness of my word, I beg you to consult
the fair women of the Polis (all  of whom I have flashed due to the nature
of my toga), and they shall  tell  you the truth. And, if  any of them say
otherwise, it  is  important to keep in mind that many of the
aforementioned fair maidens are drunks or going
blind or so maddened by desire they seek
to dissuade other women.

OPEN LETTER FROM STATUE IN THE READING ROOM
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*In accordance with Trump’s Project 2025 bans of controversial words and
phrases, edits have been made to censor Emory’s less than perfect history.

The History* of Emory University
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longevity as the incomparable,
iconic, and archaic Cher. While
news sources like The New York
Times have claimed, “If there's a
nuclear war, only two species will
survive: the cockroaches and
Cher,” nobody actually believed
that the Twitter icon was centuries
old because that would be fucking
stupid. However, historians have
recently found evidence suggesting
that when the singer claimed she
could turn back time, she meant it.
“It really is amazing to lead the
discovery of a lifetime – CherMan is
real,” said the Chief Director of the
Cher Historian Project. The primary
piece of evidence that supports the
idea of a caveman Cher, known as
CherMan, is a slab of rock with
prehistoric inscriptions on it – this
passage is known as CherMan’s
manifesto. “Unga 

Depicted on the cave paintings
found alongside CherMan’s
manifesto, an old-looking
humanoid creature with a black
middle part celebrates one of their
friends in something akin to
contemporary birthday
celebrations. Pictured next to
CherMan is a young blonde
woman in front of a slab of rocks
and a sign that reads “Wunda inda
Madonna” – translating to
“Happy birthday, Madonna.”
When the Emory Spoke contacted
Madonna for further inquiry, the
singer commented, “The word
primadonna was 

oonga boonga CherMan, yabba
dabba doo they/them,” which
either translates to “My name is
CherMan and I use they/them
pronouns,” or “My name is
CherMan and they/them pronouns 
aren’t real.”
disagrees with this potential
sentiment and believes that
they/them pronouns are real.

originally pre-Madonna.” The Cher
Historian Project also found
startling evidence that Cher was
alive during the Salem Witch Trials.
In one of the wooden huts,
scrawled on a piece of parchment,
reads “Hey, it’s me, Cher! Do you
believeeeee in life after love?”
Historians have been scrambling to
determine what this could mean:
Did a witch claim to be Cher, or was
Cher actually there in person? The
question was answered when

another piece of parchment next
to the original note was
discovered, reading, “Yes, I am
Cher, and I wrote that note *flips
hair* do you believeeeee in life
after love?” Historians are still
trying to figure out why she wrote
out that she flipped her hair.
“Literally who is Cher?” asked
former Emory Spoke writer who
got fired for asking stupid
questions.
Cher refused to answer any
questions regarding the findings,
claiming that “she is a changed
person who regrets the person she
used to be – she would never
wish Madonna a happy birthday
now.”

The Emory Spoke 

No pop star has as much

T.H. Matteson, Examination of a Witch, 1853, possibly showing pop star Cher 

Photograph of recently
discovered Sumerian cave

paintings that possibly hint at
Cher’s ancient provenance, 

Smithsonian archives, 2025

Public domain via Wikimedia Commons
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(clockwise from left) Migrant Mother, the Cottingley Fairies, Al Capone’s mugshot, Girl With a Pearl Earring, Assassination of Lee Harvey Oswald, The
Roaring Lion, Lunch atop a Skyscraper, Mona Lisa

A pack of wild freshman found at Mags watering hole. Submitted by a reader from Atlanta, GA.

Subscriber Wildlife Photography Contest Winner
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Fun Fact! 

Fun Fact! 
My BF isn’t the
only closeted

meat eater on this
web! 

Fun Fact! 
I am venomous

and toxic! 
I hunt using
botulinum
toxin, known as
Botox! It’s
found naturally
in my skin 



Picture this: you’re a non-white student at a
PWI. You’ve managed to find yourself a diverse
friend group, and wow, there’s just one of every
kind of you! You’re standing on the quad with
your pals as your white friend, Kyle, is telling
you about how much he likes Kendrick, and
then the last time he punched a hole in his wall.

There’s a bright flash. Your eyes are dazed,
readjusting to the light. You look to your
friends who are just as confused as you. But you
shrug it off as now Kyle is telling you about the
last time he called his mom a bitch. It’s days
later. You’re walking across campus when you
see it out of the corner of your eye:
it’s you and your friends plastered on a
pamphlet advertising your school. You can’t
recall a time you’ve ever looked so happy in
your life. This is sure to recruit a lot of
students, and shows how inclusive your school
really is. But how did this happen?
Skulking through the grass, there’s only one
beast capable of hunting so quickly and
quietly… 

The campus diversity photographer.

 They come in many shapes and flavors, but all
are perfectly evolved to capture the likeness of
students of color at any given moment. At the
library with your friends? BAM. Gettin that
slop at the DCT? BAM. Taking a massive
dookie? You get the idea.  The Emory campus
is habitat to the photographer called Ted (This
is actually the name of the photographer who
took pictures of me and my friends, this is not a
joke). A 46 year old male from the Caucasus
mountains, his brittle knees allow him to drop
to the grass and take a picture at a moment’s
notice. His fingers, extra long to reach the
shutter button on his camera (but that still
didn’t stop his wife from leaving him). Some
even say he’s so dedicated to the job he ONLY
sees color. But not in a racist way.  The
diversity photographer has upwards of 3,000
captures of students who look happier than
they actually are. And now you’re one of them,
immortalized on your college’s diversity ad
forever. Just another victim to this elusive and
dangerous creature.

World's Greatest Hunters:
Diversity Photographers

Did you know?di·ver·si·tynoun: the state of
being diverse;variety.Prolly not.
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MeeOoow!MeeOoow!
Meow. Hello. If you have ever seen a black cat wandering around

campus, usually in the Dobbs-DCT area, then you saw me. Maybe you
thought I was a sign of bad luck. However, I am just a normal cat
who does normal things. Let me give you a rundown of one such day.

The couple of humans who go jogging in
the morning pass by my bush close enough

to startle me awake. Drats.

I become hungry. I start to hunt for the
Dobbs roaches. They are easy to find but

very tough to kill. How annoying.

I clean myself with my tongue after my
meal. It feels very “circle of life” to
me. How beautiful. I am quite the

stunner, after all.

6:00 AM 

6:10 AM 

6:45 AM

7:00 AM

8:00 AM

1:00 PM

1:05 PM

9:10 PM

Wait, sorry, I forgot to introduce

myself. My name is Kevin. I am a

sexy and gorgeous feline.

I reward myself with a nap and
dream of “My Talking Angela” sexy

styles.

The food trucks have started to arrive.
I spend the next couple hours darting in
and out of bushes trying to steal scraps of
people’s variations of cheese sandwiches.
It’s the closest thing I think I’ll get to

milk around here.

With it being a little past noon, naturally, I
go on an adventure. I stick to the shadows,
my black fur keeping me hidden. I rustle

through the leaves onto a street full of brick
buildings. I lick my paws and follow my nose

to a trash can by the side of one of these
large brick buildings, referred to by the

humans that live there as “KapSig”. I follow
the scent I have picked up on to a trash can
on the side of the structure. The trash can
is knocked over. There are little scraps of

paper with bits of white stuff on them. I am
curious. What is it? I lean over and sniff it,

and it gets into my nose! 
Five minutes pass, and my body starts to

uncontrollably shake, and I start running
around their yard for what feels like an

eternity.

I am exhausted. I pause my running to
take a nap near the trash can. This time,

I dream of “My Talking Tom.” I don’t
discriminate on my sexy cat dreams!

That pussycat can get this pussycat riled
up, am I right, folks? Meowwwww.

Purrrrrrrr.

I wake up? What the meow? I am going
back to my bush now.

Thank you for tuning in!
Yours truly,

The Fuckass Cat26
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