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Borborygmi was founded in fall 2014 by Chelsea and Katie Leu in a fit of desperation 
born of postgraduate ennui, and it aims to make its readers’ lives slightly more amusing 
(mostly through schadenfreude).  Borborygmi is a quarterly magazine; a new issue is 
published every time one of us plunges into existential crisis.  Borborygmi is not only a 
nonprofit but an unprofit organization, sustained mostly by handouts and indentured 
servitude (see above). Donations, in the form of cash, love, food, or surprise backrubs, 
are greatly appreciated. 
 
Circulation: 20 
Headquarters: Where the sun don’t shine 
 
Our new home on the Internet is borborygmimag.wordpress.com. You can also find us 
at issuu.com/borborygmi. 
 
For comments, questions, inquiries, confessions, or directions to the nearest public rest-
room, don’t call us.   
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 Editors’ Note 

Dear readers, 
 
In a grudging attempt to drag ourselves into the modern world, we made Borborygmi an 
official, honest-to-god website, which you can visit at borborygmimag.wordpress.com. 
Be careful: don’t go to borborygmi.wordpress.com, because that URL was taken and the 
blog hasn’t been updated since 2010. Also because it is a dark, sad place, and half of it is 
in Filipino. But we worked hard on our website and we think it will facilitate more rapid 
assimilation of our humor into your brains, so visit at your own risk. 
 
In honor of our website, this issue’s theme is technology.  You might be wondering how 
we worked poop into the topic of technology, but don’t worry, we did. (Let’s just say 
that our grasp of how computers work is, well, shitty.)  We talk apps, texting, trouble-
shooting, and the Internet, all with a healthy dose of rank ignorance and a sprinkling of 
Luddite contempt. 
 
Discerning readers or the anal-retentive will also note that this summer issue of the 
magazine is really late. Mostly, it was because we realized early on that technology isn’t 
actually that funny. Everyone’s a humorist on the Internet, startups were too easy and 
too obnoxious of a target, and new technology develops faster than our stubby little fin-
gers can type. We aren’t early adopters here. (Nothing about our lives could possibly be 
described as “early.”) Instead, our philosophy regarding new technology is something 
like “wholesale rejection, handwringing about the fate of society, and clinging to old 
technology on the verge of obsolescence.” 
 
And this is why the website is and will always be a sad shadow of the magazine, which is 
still way better in print than in any other format.  If print is dying, we’re probably going 
to go down with the ship.  Borborygmi’s finances are already underwater anyway.  

Also, today is our birthday.  
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Dear Ms. Morningdew, 

 

This girl won’t stop calling me.  She calls me at work, she 
calls when I’m brainstorming cute names for the pets I will 
acquire someday, she calls during my daily ritual of drag-
ging an empty leash around the block; she even calls dur-
ing dinnertime.  And whenever she calls me, she always 
says something like: “What are you waiting for?  Dog beds 
are now 50 percent off at Pet Bed Pet Bath & Pet Be-
yond!  Hurry in now!”  At which point I drop whatever I’m 
doing and rush into Pet Bed Pet Bath & Pet Beyond and 
buy a dog bed or three.  But now my tiny, petless flat is full 
of dog beds, and I’ve had enough! 
 
It all started when I answered a call from Pet Bed Pet 
Bath & Pet Beyond advertising their pet grooming ser-
vices.  Entranced by the image of little puppies and kittens 
getting the spa treatment, I “mhmm”ed my way through 
the entire marketing spiel before the telemarketer asked 
me if I’d be interested in using one of their services, and I 
had to shamefacedly admit that I had no puppies or kit-
tens, or even a pet rock.  Then I hung up the phone, lay on 
the floor, and pretended to cuddle a few guinea pigs while I 
sobbed stormily about the fact that my apartment didn’t 
allow pets. 
 
A few hours later, I received another phone call.  “Hi, this 
is Petunia again, calling from Pet Bed Pet Bath & Pet 
Beyond.  I just needed to hear the sound of your voice 
again.  And I wanted to follow up on our previous call 
about doggie baths.” 
 

Okay, that’s a little weird, I thought.   
“I’ve fallen passionately in love with you,” she continued. 
“And I think you’d fall passionately in love with this new 
promotion we’re having.” 
“What’s this new promotion?  And wait, how are you even 
in love with me?  We’ve spoken once, and I’m pretty sure 
we discussed animal feces!” 
“Well, I can just tell by the way that you didn’t immedi-
ately hang up on me, cuss me out, or lie about your iden-
tity to get out of talking to me that you’re someone I’d like 
to spend the rest of my life with.  And also, someone who 
would be excited to hear about our new shipment of kitty 
litter.” 
“Oooh!  Tell me more!” 
 
After I’d purchased several extra-large tubs of kitty litter, 
I vowed to be less susceptible to good deals the next time I 
answered the phone. 
 
“Hello?” 
“Did you know that Pet Bed Pet Bath & Pet Beyond is 
having a sale on catnip toys this week?  Twenty-five per-
cent off all toys, and if you buy one mousey toy, you get 
two free!  Order one in the next 24 hours, and I’ll even 
throw in a free candlelit dinner at a restaurant of your 
choice!” 
“Listen, I’m not interested in this offer.  Or you, for that 
matter!” 
“But think of what you could save on mousey toys and 
awkward getting-to-know-you date conversation if you 
order one now!” 
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“Oh—well, that does sound tempting.  I was just thinking 
this morning that I could use a few more mousey toys to 
stare at longingly while I imagine an adorable kitten play-
ing with them.” 
“Great!  Remember though, this is a limited time of-
fer!  Act fast or it’ll pass!  SEVEN-THIRTY TONIGHT 
AT CHEZ PANISSE!” 
 
This clearly wasn’t working.  For a while I tried just not 
answering the phone, but then Petunia started leaving me 
voicemails telling of increasingly sweeter deals on scratch-
ing posts, gourmet dog treats, and spaying and neutering 
services.  Then I tried disconnecting all of my phone lines, 
but soon my mailbox began to fill with love notes scrawled 
onto Pet Bed Pet Bath & Pet Beyond coupons.  I received 
emails with subject lines like “SEXY ANIMAL-LOVING 
SINGLES IN YOUR AREA” and “HERE’S THE 
PROMO CODE TO MY HEART,” and at one point a 
flock of messenger budgies flew in through an open window 
in my apartment and deposited, on my living room floor, a 
large sculpture depicting two human figures holding hands 
while sitting astride a pair of Great Pyrenees strolling 

through the doorway of a Pet Bed Pet Bath & Pet Be-
yond.  To escape the constant barrage of romantic over-
tures and pet supply deals, I began camping out in an 
abandoned doghouse in someone’s backyard.  But I soon 
discovered that it wasn’t quite so abandoned after all and 
moved back into my own apartment, resolving to turn 
down whatever my overly-solicitous solicitor next hit me 
with.  Which was this: 
 
“Congratulations—you’ve won a prize from Pet Bed Pet 
Bath & Pet Beyond’s adoption event raffle: an all-expenses
-paid trip for two to Hawaii!” 
“AWRIGHT!  WOOOO!  How do I redeem this sweet 
prize?” 
“You meet me at the airport, and we fly away together 
across the Pacific!  My treat.” 
 
Help, Ms. Morningdew!  I want to claim this Hawaiian 
vacation, but I don’t want my new caller to come with 
me!  What should I do? 
 

Telemarketer’s Pet  

Dear Telemarketer’s, 
 
Forget the Hawaiian vacation.  This is a war—one 
conducted through fluffy animals and deals the 
likes of which I’ve never seen, perhaps (50 percent 
off dog beds? What a steal!)—but a war nonethe-
less. Somehow, you need to convey to Petunia in 
no uncertain terms that she should never contact 
you again. Hiding in a doghouse was a good first 
step—but instead of domesticated animals, why 
not wild? Train a whole battalion of feral creatures 
to answer to your beck and call. That’s what we 
did in the Coast Guard back in the day: when en-
emy vessels encroached on our waters, we sent our 
pod of genetically enhanced flesh-eating manatees 
to teach them a lesson.  (We use those same sea 
cows to rattle our opponents in my kindergarten’s 
annual kickball match.) 
So you should do like-
wise: send flocks of con-
dors, the budgie’s natural 
enemy, to ruthlessly 
pluck Petunia’s messen-
gers out of the sky. Get a 

herd of elephants to 
stomp on your an-
swering machine—
no one’s leaving 
messages on that 
baby anymore. Car-
penter ants, to shred 
her love-laden cou-
pons into tiny bits. And, a crack team of chimpan-
zees and bonobos trained to recognize her email 
address and reply with a string of gibberish (and, 
on occasion, the next great American novel). It 
may be a long, long process to locate these animals 
and gain their trust—years, if not decades, of con-
servation biology coursework, making soft cluck-
ing noises, and the occasional lost limb. But this 
way, you’ll get your fix of animal interaction with-
out the responsibility of keeping them in your 
apartment; just be sure not to contract rabies. And, 
after you’ve successfully rebuffed Petunia, you 
might consider making friends with some hump-
back whales if you’re still dying to take that trip to 
Hawaii.  
   

  

You’re welcome, 
Ms. Morningdew 
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Killer App 

If Paperweights Were Never Invented 

An Assyrian priestess tires of clay 
tablets and invents paper.  But before 
she can use it for anything, a gust of 
wind blows it into the Tigris, where 
it disintegrates.  She decides to stick 
to using clay tablets.  

The Chinese invent paper, but a 
strong gale flings it into the Yellow 
River, and it disintegrates.  

The Chinese invent paper again.  This time 
it's a muggy summer day with no breeze.  

674 BC 154 BC 278 AD 

We’ve all been there before: one of your 
associates turns traitor and snitches to 
the Feds about your lucrative potato 
trafficking scheme, and you’re stuck 
searching for a hitman who can do the 
job you have in mind. But with MOBile 
App, the Mafia’s first mobile app, hiring 
a mercenary, cold-blooded killer to ex-
act retribution for you has never been 
easier! The app delivers customizable 
whacks on demand in just four simple 
steps. Field-tested, don approved. 
(Yakuza version still in beta.) First, fill in details on 

your intended target. 
You treated that man 
like a brother, so this 
part should be easy.   
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The Second Continental Congress convenes to approve the Declaration of Independence.  John 
Hancock stands with his quill pen poised above the parchment, but as he dips the nib into an 
inkwell, a small updraft lifts the document into the air and wafts it out the window.  Hancock 
makes a grab for it, but it slips from his grasp and is borne along on an easterly breeze until it 
falls into the Delaware River and disintegrates.  The would-be American statesmen, watching 
aghast from the window, let out a collective groan.  Thomas Jefferson dashes the inkwell against 
the floorboards.  George Read thinks quietly to himself that maybe independence isn’t such a 
great idea after all.  

The Paperweight Collectors Association is 
not founded.  

A Venetian glassblowing factory 
worker invents the paperweight, but 
is laughed off the premises. He jumps 
into the Adriatic and disintegrates.  

A tiny tornado in Johannes Gutenberg’s work-
shop scatters the newly-pressed pages of his 
Bible all over the floor.  When the Bibles hit 
bookshelves, it is discovered that they’ve been 
printed backward, starting with the Book of 
Revelation and ending with Genesis.  While 
church elders are scandalized, preachers 
across Germany begin to warn their flocks of a 
post-apocalyptic future in which only two hu-
mans remain on the earth: Adam and Eve.  

1453 AD 1776 AD 1837 AD 1953 AD 

Our innovative sliders allow 
you to customize the hit to 

match the extent of their trans-
gressions. Want to send a 

strong message, but leave 17% 
of his bodily functions intact? 

We can do that. 
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Silicon Valley startups revolutionize the “paper control” market.  One startup produces tiny 
grips that can be attached to pieces of paper and adhered to a desk.  Another company 
manufactures special paper with weights embedded in it, although the company is quickly 
sued over concussion injuries inflicted by spitballs.  And one wildly-popular app, operating 
under a “pay-per-paper” model, enables users to enter in their location and call for someone 
to come and hold down their papers for them.  

Following a rash of freak papercut inci-
dents, the President of the United States of 
Britannica calls flying, unsecured paper “a 
public health hazard” and establishes the 
Department of Paper Security.  

2003 AD 2016 AD 2562 AD 

A massive, cross-continental windstorm whips seas and paper 
stacks into a frenzied whirlwind that even the Department of 
Paper Security can’t handle.  Catastrophic flooding obliterates 
infrastructure, mass papercuts decimate human populations, 
and millennia of literary culture are lost to the waves.  Human 
civilization is reduced to a sodden heap.  The only people who 
survive the wreckage are the crazies in sandwich boards, 
who’ve known all along that the beginning was nigh.  

Choose any one of our 
crack team of hardened 
killers to complete the 

job… 

…sign our non-
disclosure agreement… 

…and, of course, there’s the all
-important matter of pay-
ment. Choose the method 
that’s most convenient for 

you. Just remember that once 
the job’s done, there are no 
refunds. Only exchanges.  
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Raven W. 
 
 

The service at this place SUCKS!!  I waited 
twenty minutes for a glass of lemonade because 
my server had to run out to “take a potty.” When 
I confronted him, he started crying and yelling for 
his manager, who, weirdly enough, was named 
“Mommy.”  Definitely not worth the 10 cents I put 
in the jar.  Plus the lemonade was that weak-ass 
powder stuff.  Pathetic. 
 
Kristina O. 

 
 

The first thing I notice when I walk up is that the 
decor is super tacky: the storefront sign is hand-
drawn, but not even by anyone competent—it 
looks like it was drawn by a three-year-old.  Then 
I notice that the place isn’t just tacky; it’s 
filthy.  There are flies everywhere, and the floor is 
actually just dirt, with a few blades of grass pok-
ing through.  The store also lacked walls, a ceil-
ing, or any kind of structural element.  In fact, it 
looked just about as stable as an upside-down 
cardboard box on a sidewalk.    
And, the servers didn’t even wash their hands.  I 
swear I saw one of them pick her nose and then 
proceed to pet the dog that was slobbering on 
everything, pull up a few tufts of grass for no ap-
parent reason, and then stuff her fist into her 
mouth before grabbing my money and handing 
me my glass of lemonade.  The other server was 
completing a finger painting behind the cash reg-
ister.  Did these guys even go through a restaurant 
inspection??  They should be shut down immedi-
ately!  That, and the place has no climate control 
whatsoever—no A/C, no outdoor misting fan, not 
even someone waving a palm frond. Just the sun, 
thanklessly beating down on everything. 
ALSO, warning, no public toilets.  I had to pee in 
some bushes behind the store and wash my hands 
with a nearby hose.   
 
Abraham L. 

 
 

These guys completely messed up my bill.  They 
said it was ten cents for a glass of lemonade, but I 
only had a quarter.  When I gave my quarter to 
the cashier, he scrutinized it carefully and 
scrawled a few calculations on his finger paint-
ing.  Then he gave me a grubby paint-stained 
penny.  When I asked for the proper change, he 
began wailing and threw a second penny at my 
head. 
 
Rich B. 

 
 

These guys completely messed up my bill.  The 
sign said that the lemonade was ten cents, but I 
only had a twenty dollar bill.  So I gave it to the 
cashier and asked for the change back.  The cash-
ier took the cash, but didn’t seem to know what 
to do with it.  After a moment’s contemplation, 
she crumpled it up and stuffed it into her 
mouth.  By the time I had pried her mouth open 
and retrieved my money, the cops had arrived.  I 
didn’t even get my lemonade. 
 
Tanner A. 

 
 

When I visited this establishment, my expecta-
tions were high. The line was down the block, 
and I heard other customers gushing about how 
cute the servers were, so I just had to check it 
out.  But I didn’t think the lemonade was really 
worth the hype.  It was way too sweet (I prefer 
my lemonade on the tangy side, garnished with a 
sprig of mint and a dollop of agave nectar) and it 
wasn’t even squeezed from organic non-GMO 
hand-picked gluten-free free-range lemons.  It’s a 
shame; I really would have liked to support this 
local business, especially since they make small-
batch lemonade, but they only served one flavor, 
and there was no alcohol. When I told them they 
should make mocktails, they looked at me as if 
they didn’t even know what a mocktail was. I 
mean, seriously, what does a person need to do to 
get artisanal fruit-infused water around this resi-
dential neighborhood? 

The Market for Lemons 
Review 
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Wait, did Jared just text you? Okay, don’t freak 
out. You got this. If you want, I can try and help 
you respond.  I’ve spent two years overanalyzing 
texts, both literary and SMS, and it hasn’t failed 
me yet. So I like to think I’m pretty good at figur-
ing this stuff out. 
 

He’s really coming on strong here.  You can tell 
because there’s no punctuation or capitalization: 
that signals that he’s trying really hard to act cas-
ual and not look too desperate. Even though he is 
totally, totally desperate, which is why he wants 
to hide it so much. So don’t make that mistake! 
You don’t want to sound desperate, even if his 
picture is plastered all over the inside of your 
locker.  

Texting is Such Sweet Sorrow 
How-To 

Ethel “Hornblower” C. 
 
 

I heard about this place from a random kid who 
was tricycling across my lawn straight for my 
bougainvillea. After I lectured him on the basics of 
private property ownership law and the historical 
punishments meted out to those who would defy 
it, he squeaked through my full nelson that there 
was a great lemonade place down the street that I 
should check out. “Come to think of it,” I said, “I 
am feeling a bit parched.”  So I set the little va-
grant organizing 92 years’ worth of mortgage pay-
ments and headed down to this establishment. 
 
The first thing I notice is that “lemonade” is 
spelled wrong. It’s spelled with a backwards “E” 
and the “M” and the “N” are switched, and some-
how a few “Z”s have made it in there, too. But 
even more egregious is the fact that these jokers 
are selling lemonade for 10 cents a glass. Highway 

robbery! Back in my day, you could buy a house 
for 10 cents, and I did. So I marched up to the pro-
prietors of the joint and gave them a good talking-
to about the principles of Friedmanian free mar-
ket economics while they fruitlessly attempted to 
evade my suplexes. Then I bodyslammed the card-
board box and left. 
 
Uriah P. 

 
 

The lemonade was okay. 
 
FYI, the kids across the street are selling lemon-
ade at half the price of these guys: just 5 cents. It’s 
a little tepid and I have a sneaking suspicion it’s 
actually pee bottled up with some ice. But if 
you’re looking for an alternative to the “real” stuff 
(and don’t mind the taste of urea too much), I rec-
ommend it.  

hey  
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Nice. The exclamation point makes you seem 
simultaneously friendly and excited to hear from 
him, but still polite and not too all-up-in-his-
business.  And asking “What’s up?” keeps your 
conversation direct. You’re not assuming that he 
wants to hear about your day or anything, you’re 
showing that you’re keeping this conversation 
business-like, at least at first.  He’ll notice and 
respect that.  

Hmm. It looks like he’s keeping things fairly am-
biguous—interesting choice. It seems like a sim-
ple enough question on its face, which we get 
from its structure (your classic inverted subject-
verb). But if you think about it, the sense of the 
question collapses pretty quickly. I mean, he 
doesn’t specify what class the homework is for, 
when it was assigned, when it might be due—it’s 
all very vague. So I think it’s safe to take this as a 
general expression that he wants to talk to you, 
hidden under the flimsiest of pretexts. Get it, 
girl!  

This is a good strategy—play along with his 
game and prolong the conversation so that, even-
tually, you both can achieve the desired end: 
MAKEOUTS!  Let’s see where he takes this. 

Ookay, so he’s not exactly the best conversation-
alist. Maybe stringing together long sentences 
just isn’t his thing, you know? He’s more 
the...silent, stoic type. Which, hey, more power 
to him, I guess? I do wish he’d added an “h” at the 
end—unless he’s trying to signal that he’s a fan 
of traditional participatory democratic proce-
dure. In which case he’s a total catch!  

Wait, that’s the assignment? Oh my god, why 
didn’t you tell me? This is the perfect opportu-

nity to get all up in his business! And his previ-
ous texts make even more sense now: he wants 
to be paired with you for this assignment! He 
knew what it was all along! “A pair of star-
cross’d lovers do their homework!”  
 
Well, what are you waiting for?  Ask him to be 
your partner!  

Good, gooooood.  You’ve given him the perfect 
opportunity to profess his ardent desire to sum-
marize R&J with you—and implicitly, his 
love.  And, just saying, you guys would be so cute 
together. 
 
Has he responded yet? I thought he’d respond 
right away. 
 
He must be indisposed or something.  I’m going 
to go read Emma.  Let me know when he re-
sponds. 
 
Austen is a genius. Wait, he seriously hasn’t re-
sponded yet? It’s been like, 4 hours! Maybe he 
lost his nerve.  

FINALLY. 
 
Wait, what?! What a jerk! Listen, you are way, 
way too good for this meathead. The guy can 
barely even construct a complete grammatical 
sentence. He doesn’t even have the decency to 
tell you “no” outright! He’s not responding to you 
on your terms; instead, he leaves it up for inter-
pretive work, which betrays his total lack of con-
cern for the reader: you! And this is also clear 
from the fact that he uses no clarifying punctua-
tion: he’s even too lazy to give you the courtesy 
of an apostrophe!  You should rip the pictures of 
that clod off the walls of your locker and into 
little pieces.  You’re better off without someone 
who doesn’t know how to subtext.  

working with someone else 

do you want to work together? 

yea 

for mrs. nilsson’s class? 

whats the homework 

hey! what’s up? 

she wants us to read acts 2 and 3 of 
romeo and juliet, and then get into 
pairs and write a summary of them 
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  It’s Terminal 
Quiz 

An unexpected error has occurred! Your computer’s CPU, graphics card, 

trackpad, power switch, CD/DVD drive, thumb drive, pledge drive, Mulhol-

land Drive, speakers, battery, motherboard, and the “F” key have all 

ceased to function. Press any key to continue. 

>F 

>All keys at once, with your fists, repeatedly 

>Key West 

>Control-Alt-Delete 

 
This crash troubleshooter will attempt to determine the source of the 

problem, and offer possible solutions. Please select your computer’s oper-

ating system. 

>Windows 1492 

>Gears and a hand crank 

>The everlasting power of true love 

>Spit and prayers 

 
Please select the noise your computer is currently producing. 

>”You’ve got mail” over and over again, each time higher-pitched than the 

last 

>A death rattle, and then silence 

>Asthmatic wheezing 

>The 1812 Overture performed entirely on a cannon 

 
The problem has been identified. It appears that while you were attempting 

to download the complete oeuvre of David Foster Wallace, a malicious virus 

infected your hard drive and converted each file to one of the 365 criti-

cally-acclaimed episodes of Teletubbies. How would you like to proceed? 

>Attempt to administer prescription antiviral medication via USB port 

>Shut down and restart 

>Shut down and refuse to speak to anyone 

>Cower in a corner at the sight of Tinky Winky, Dipsy, Laa-Laa and Po 

 

The virus has spread into your mouse and is now clicking rapidly on things 

of its own accord, mostly pop up ads for hot singles in your area. Addi-

tionally, it has liked all of your ex’s Facebook pictures and purchased 

30,000 copies of “Computing for Dummies” on Amazon. 

How would you like to proceed? 

>Attempt to throw the mouse across the room; recoil when it rebounds 

into your face 

>Prepare for your 528 impending dates 

>Press Control-Alt-Delete 

>Consult your copy of “Computing for Dummies”  
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Potpourri 

Names for things: 
 

Sex Flags: Magic Mountin’: A sex-themed theme park 
 
Painforest Cafe: BDSM-themed eatery inside said sex-themed theme park 
 
Half Nelson: A screamo band where half of the members are named Nelson, possi-
bly with regular gig at Painforest Cafe 

 

A scan of your computer has revealed that 78.3% of your computer’s files 

have been deleted, including your baby pictures, your financial records, 

the almost-completed manuscript of your 8,000-page novel (working title: 

Infinite Chest), and some rough sketches from a possible sequel (Infinite 

Vest). How would you like to proceed? 

>Alternate between pleading and shouting at your computer to return the 

files; fall into a deep sulk when it refuses 

>Attempt to recreate the baby pictures by staging elaborate photoshoots of 

yourself in swaddling clothes 

>Develop a deep distrust of anything with a hard drive 

>Give up on Infinite Chest and begin scribbling down script ideas for a 

made-for-TV exposé of the Mafia, Consider the Mobster 

 
If you were wondering about the smoke billowing out of 

your computer’s vents, your computer is currently run-

ning at 2362 degrees Celsius. As a result, most of the 

components within your computer have fused into a 

smoldering mélange of silicon, plastic, and neodymium. 

How would you like to proceed? 

>Pour water on it 

>Stop, drop, and roll 

>Pop, lock and drop it 

>Grill some nice ribeye steaks and maybe a few ears of 

corn 

 
The crash troubleshooter has finished. Are you satisfied with the help you 

have received? 

>Yes 

>Yes 

>I am currently on fire 



 13 

  

When you donate to The Chelsea and Katie Relief Fund (for the Relief of Chelsea 

and Katie Leu), we gratefully recognize your contribution by adding your name 

to our esteemed list of donors, which is spray-painted onto the wall of the alley-

way across the street.  In addition, you’ll receive an amazing gift as a token of our 

appreciation for your support!  Your contribution will be recognized under one of 

eight tiers: 

Advertisement 

 

The Chelsea and Katie Leu  

Relief Fund 
For the relief of Chelsea and Katie leu 

Penny on the Ground: 
Donate $0.01 and receive 

nothing. We don't need 

your chump change! 

Supportive Cousin: 
Donate up to $16.00 and 

receive two copies of 

Borborygmi’s latest issue, 

stuffed hastily into your 

pants’ pockets when you 

aren’t looking! 

Tax Refund: 
Donate up to $149.00 and 

receive 10 copies of Bor-

borygmi’s latest issue, 

wrapped around a brick 

and tossed through your 

window! 

Holiday Gift Card: 
Donate up to $200.00 and 

receive 50 copies of Bor-

borygmi’s latest issue, 

each folded into a whim-

sical origami animal of 

your choice! 

Guilty Ex: 
Donate up to $576.89 and 

receive 100 copies of Bor-

borygmi’s latest issue, sent 

to you through the mail 

one by one! 

Minimum-Wage  

Internship: 
Donate up to $1225.00 and 

receive 1000 copies of Bor-

borygmi’s latest issue, 

dumped unceremoniously 

onto your desk! 

Entry-Level Job: 
Donate up to $2472.37 and 

receive 10,000 copies of 

Borborygmi’s latest issue, 

molded into a solid papier

-mâché ball and rolled 

willy-nilly into your 

abode! 

Parents: 
Donate up to $3000.00 and 

receive 1,000,000 copies of 

Borborygmi’s latest issue, 

wadded into tiny spitballs 

and flicked at you wher-

ever you go! 
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$0.02 or your first-born child 

PPPOOPOPOPOOOPPOPOPPO 

OOPOPOPPPPOPOOPPOPPOP 

POPOPPPPPOOPOPPPOOPPO 

OPOPOOPOOPOPOPPOPOPOP 

OPOOOOPPPPOOPPPPPPPPO 

POOPPPOPOPOPPPOPOOPPO 

OPOOPOPPPOPPPOOOOOOOO 

POPPPPOPPOPOOOPPPOOPP 
POOPOOPOPOOOOOOOPPPPP 

OOPPOPOOPOOOPOPOPOPOO 

POOPOPOPOPPPPOOOPOPPO 

OPOPOPOPPOOOPPOPOPOPP 

POPOOOPOPOPOPOPOPOOPP 

OPPOOOOOOOOPOPOPOPPPP 

PPPOPOOOPPPPPOPPPOPOO 


