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Peter Gabriel Insists He is Not Leader of Raelian Sect 

Luther Defeats Sprinter Guy in Staring Contest 
e*pivstreyon e*piV tw/' qrovnw/.”   
Sprinter Guy apparently lost by 
flinching at what he thought was a 
s t a r t e r ’ s 
pistil, but it 
turned out 
to be a car 
backfiring.   
“I think it 
was one of 
the profs’ 
cars,” said 
S p r i n t e r 
Guy.  “I’m 
used to 
being al-
lowed one 
false start 
per contest, 
but that stupid Kraut won’t allow it.”  
After his victory dance, Marty cele-
brated by enjoying a glass of 
Schell’s Bock beer.  As of Tuesday 
night Marty has returned to his ped-
estal and is awaiting the next staring 
contest challenge.  When asked how 
the victory might change his life, 
Marty responded, “Ich komme 
besser in der Cabbage dafür.”    

THE MALL—Students awoke to a 
unique sight Tuesday morning as 
Marty performed a victory dance 

down the 
mall.  The 
l i fe-s ized 
replica of 
the great 
G e r m a n 
c h u r c h 
r e f o r m e r 
d e f e a t e d 
the scantily 
c l a d 
s p r i n t e r 
just before 
7:30 on 
T u e s d a y 
m o r n i n g , 

roughly eight and a half years after 
the staring contest began.  “Ich habe 
gewonnen!” exclaimed a jubilant 
Luther as he danced down the mall, 
his robes flowing majestically in the 
breeze.  As the church father ap-
proached his defeated pagan oppo-
nent, he shouted repeatedly, “Wer ist 
ihr Vater jetzt?”  Sprinter Guy at last 
responded dryly, “Ei^ , nu Vn 
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LONDON, ENGLAND—Multi-platinum re-
cording artist Peter Gabriel is dismissing accusa-
tions of his involvement in the Raelian sect, a 

group that recently 
has made un-
founded claims of 
two successful 
human clones.  
Gabriel is best 
known for his 
portrayal of “Rael” 
onstage during 
Genesis’s The 
Lamb Lies Down 
on Broadway tour 

from 1974 to 1975.  This memorable perform-
ance, Gabriel believes, is the cause for the mis-
taken identity.  “I am not Rael,” said Gabriel.  “I 
have no connection whatsoever to the Raelian 
sect.  I don’t even believe in aliens.”  The Raelian 
sect has received wide coverage in the media 

since it claimed late last month to have cloned a 
baby girl named “Eve.”  The fact that Gabriel 
released a CD-ROM of the same name in 1997 is 
helping feed speculation that he is connected to 
the Raelian sect, whose members believe that the 
human race was created by aliens.  Gabriel is 
quick to point out that even though The Lamb Lies 
Down on Broadway—widely considered the best 
album of all time—was released in 1974, just one 
year after the Raelian sect was founded, he was 
not aware of the group’s existence until recently.  
“The Lamb is not about aliens or anything like 
that.  I used ‘Rael’ because it’s an anagram of 
‘real.’  The album deals with a vision that sort of 
blurs reality, you see.  I had never even heard of 
this other nut….plus he sometimes spells ‘Rael’ 
with one of those dew-hickeys above the ‘e,’” said 
Gabriel.  Despite the eerie coincidences, progres-
sive rock fans still insist that the inanity of popular 
music today is still scarier than any alien-
believing cult.      

MLC—Four people reportedly un-
derstood the Hans Blix reference 
last week when a certain parody 
newspaper reported that the 7-UP 
Bottling Company chose the chief 
United Nations (UN) weapons in-
spector as its new spokesperson.  
The report referred to the soft drink 
as the “UN-Cola,” a delicious pun 
of the former 7-UP slogan, “the un-
cola.”  While the joke caused an 
uproar of laughter among only four 
people, it did cause countless others 
to search various news media in 
order to become up to date with 
current events.  “Oh, now I get it,” 
said junior Beth Chase.  “I should 
really watch the news more so I 
understand more jokes.  Then I’d 
even get the George Ryan joke to 
my right.  I love J. Lo.” 

Gabriel as “Rael” in 1974’s              
The Lamb Lies Down on Broadway, 

the greatest album of all time 

Popularity Contest 
 
 

Michael 
Jordan 

George 
Ryan 

J. Lo 

That cute  
guy in  

cellblock D 

(data compiled from poll of  
Illinois death row inmates) 

32% 16% 42% 10% 

Marty Luther Sprinter Guy 

Raël, founder of 
Raelian sect 

Four People Got 
Hans Blix Joke 

Marty was last defeated by the ever-
stoic Professor/Men’s Tennis Coach 
Arlen Koestler in 1987. 



PAGE 2 THE CABBAGE VOLUME VI ,  I SSUE 2 

NAME/AGE 
POSITION IN LIFE 

 

CHALLENGE #4: What is your new year’s resolution and what is one excuse for breaking it? 

Adam Reinhard, 23 
Staff/SEM, 6th year 

My new year’s resolution is to lay off the Krispy Kreme donuts.  I mean, like for real, I just look at one of those 
things and my butt gets bigger.  (You know those love handles nobody loves :(  etc. etc.)  I thought getting onto 
this island would help me lose weight, but of course they built a Krispy Kreme shop right next to my grass hut.  
I haven’t been getting very good sleep lately because the funny little man with the mustache and paper hat 
keeps waking up at dawn and mumbling, “Time to make the donuts…” 

Jonathon Scharf, 27 
23rd Grade, Greek,       
Hebrew, and Religion    
Instruction Major 

My new year’s resolution:  I resolve to never publicly insult or even insinuate non-flattering things about anyone 
this year.  One excuse for breaking resolution:  Ehlke (I realize that I’m being a little harsh with the guy, but 
come on!  He keeps spelling my name wrong.  I  mean, seriously, who transliterates a patah with an “o”?!?!?  
(Editor’s Note:  any split infinitives present are those of the contestant) 

Kim Springstroh, 21 
MLC Senior, SEM 

My New Year’s resolution is to give all that I have to be a great teacher and role model for my students.  An 
excuse for breaking it?  Well, let’s be honest, are kids that important anyway? 

DAVE ADAM KIM JON SUE TIM DAN SETH ZACH 

SURVIVOR II: LAKE OLSEN, WEEK FOUR 
 
 

1,562 wave to Dave as he exits the island.  Who will be next?   
Go online and vote at: TheCabbage.s5.com. The Cabbage Online   

offers more in-depth Survivor coverage and exclusive online content! 
 
 

Just a reminder:  please, no wagering.  
 
 
 

NEXT WEEK’S CHALLENGE:  If you could have one fictional 
character with you on the island, who would you choose and why? 

Dickens’s love of children permeates his corpus of 
literature.  From the naïve Oliver Twist to the 
resilient David Copperfield to the heart-wrenching 
Tim Cratchitt, Dickens exalted the innocence and 
beauty of youth.  ‘Tis a pity when youth does not 
repay the favor in kind, as was the case in this 
latest, poorest stage version of Dickens’s immortal 
classic “A Christmas Carol,” here performed as 
“A Holiday Carol.” 

Marley was a Hispanic girl, to begin with.     
There is no doubt whatever about that. 

With this confusing opening revelation to the 
somehow impressed audience, the Washington 
School Players commenced their latest unintended 
parody of a literary classic, thereby cementing the 
growing opinion that their performances have 
become passive, showcasing commercialism in the 
guise of high art. 

In the original version of the novella, Ebene-
zer Scrooge is shown his miserly trek from past to 
present to possible future by three ghosts.  
Through these revealing third-person visions, 
Scrooge has a glorious reformation and begins to 
commit time and money to those less fortunate. 

That was the original “Christmas Carol” that I 
know and love.  The “Holiday Carol” that I was 
forced to trudge through contained constant ill 
compromise, poor character choice, and even an 
ignorant audience.   

I am bored 
Compromise is the grease of politics, and the 

anti-grease of art.  Kwanzaa and Chanukah cele-

brations in Victorian England.  Anti-grease.  
‘Christmas?  Bah, humbug!’ echo the assembled 
masses weary of compelled religion and keen on 
doublespeak, asserting that just because the au-
thor writes “Merry Christmas!”  doesn’t mean we 
have to hear “Merry Christmas!” and infringe on 
our own personal belief systems.  Anti-grease.  
Casting Santa as the Ghost of Christmas Past.  
Anti-grease. 

. . .  it was the worst of times, 
The egregious casting of the “minority” char-

acter Marley was only the beginning in a long list 
of horrible decisions made by an obviously unin-
spired, blind director.  At least two extras were 
obviously allergic to the snow substitute used 
throughout the opening and closing scenes.  The 
bedraggled Bob Cratchitt, a man routinely ridi-
culed and paid mere pittance, somehow could 
afford preventative orthodontic work.  And his 
son, Tiny Tim Cratchitt, was played by a child 
with an automatic wheel chair.  An Automatic 
Wheel Chair!  As if the twelfth son of a bank 
clerk making fifteen shillings a week in eight-
eenth century England could afford an automatic 
wheel chair! 

The Pickwickians 
What little enjoyment I might possibly have 

rescued from the somewhat elegant portrayal of 
the Ghost of Christmas Present and the sturdy 
Frosty the Snowman was shattered by the overly 
encouraging spectators.  At the appearance of 
each character, ejaculatory cheers erupted and 

THEATRE REVIEW:  Not Worth the Price of A Carol  
     Ellen Verstegen, The Cabbage Theatre Critic 

Mr. Trite Conversation 
Starter of the Week 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

***Clever ideas to break the ice and 
make that great first impression*** 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“Man, Christmas break was short.        
My (sister/brother/friend/        

neighbor’s cousin) who goes to      
(any college other than MLC) has 

off till (a date long time from now).”    

flashbulbs popped, effectively halting the already 
stilted dialogue.  Even the worst of performances 
(Bobby Taylor as King Herod takes five minutes 
to stutter his six-word phrase “Find the turkey 
and kill it!”) was met by thunderous applause, 
once again failing to encourage mediocrity.  
Thankfully, the throngs of home video makers 
kept the play moving toward its own termination. 

Santa Help Us, Every One! 
Amidst the standing ovation that ensued, I 

lamented the plight of the real theater.  I hoped I 
would find some solace in this long-anticipated 
event, but this hope was ground to a halt by anti-
grease.  Somehow, I guess I had greater expecta-
tions from the fourth grade class of Washington 
Elementary School.  

(performance date:  12/19/02)   


