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It’s Been 

 0 

Days Since an Alum 

Wrote for Us 

Eternal Worm Comes Back to Houghton 
Wormfood 

    Erupting from the wretched ground of 

Lot 17 behind Wadsworth Hall last 

Friday, The Eternal Worm marked Its 

prophesied return to Houghton. 

Preceded with a flurry of locusts and a 

thick fog, residents of Wads described 

The Worm as “the second most unholy 

thing they’ve ever laid their eyes upon, 

after the dining hall’s chicken cordon 

bleu. Maybe the third most unholy thing 

if you want to count the gender neutral 

bathrooms in McNair.” Administration 

sent out a very rushed and obviously not 

proof-read email shortly after The 

Worm’s appearance outlining that 

classes would resume as normal, since 

there’s no real protocall for Eldritch 

Beings threatening to end all life with it’s 

loathsome maw. They ended the email 

saying “in other news we have some 

business to attend to in the secret 

underground steam tunnels right now so 

we won’t be avaible [SIC] for a week or 

so.” They obviously are not aware of the 

dreadful Worm’s propensity to burrow. 

    Despite the grim outlook for our 

limited future, spirits have remained 

high on campus, whether it be from 

gallows humor or a complete 

misunderstanding of our impending 

painful deaths. Discussion on the popular 

anonymous posting app YikYak 

regarding the worm has included “would 

you smash,” “assembly of the 

sacrilegious worm meeting tonight at 6 at 

the husky statue,” and “fighting for my 

goddamn life in the fisher bathroom can 

the worm just KILL me already.” Multiple 

Eternal Worm based cults have started 

forming around different parts of 

campus, however so far none have 

registered to be an official student org.  

St. Al’s has also already put out table 

tents advertising an End of Times Mass 

for all those who may want to repent 

before The Eternal Worm consumes us 

all. The Daily Bull has attempted to send 

out reporters to interview The Eternal 

Worm, however nobody wants to. Not 

because we’re scared or anything, just 

really busy with homework. And stuff.  



 

 

 

    The Don took another drag from his cigar and glared meaningfully across the table, the 

rigatoni forgotten. The new guy, Tony, held eye contact but felt a trickle of sweat on his 

brow. 

    "Tony, Tony…" spoke The Don. "You come to me and my family, at such a tough age, 

and expect to be welcomed with open arms. This isn't a cheap operation. Tell me, what 

do you have to offer us?" 

    Vito looked back and forth between the two, ready to act at a moment's notice. Michael 

held up a hand, halting the parmesean.  

    Tony gulped. "I'll pay my fair share. Promise, not like that screw-up Al." 

    The Don took a sip of his nameless red wine supplied by a smiling 16 year old. "Times 

are tight lately. Expenses have gone up, you understand. New competition. I'm afraid we 

can't allow you onto our family plan without paying your fair share of Hulu and Crunchy-

roll." 

    "That's not fair-" started Tony, cutoff by a motion by Vito. Calmer, he stated "I don't like 

anime, and Hulu hasn't had anything good in years." 

    The Don steepled his fingers, only interrupted by the waitress asking him to put out his 

cigar. "It takes a lot of courage to speak to me like that. Even my most trusted advisors 

know when to hold their tongue." He stood slowly, was jostled by somebody walking to 

the bathroom, and stood in front of Tony, who was sweating profusely. "But I'm willing to 

look past that." He extended a hand, a small smile of approval on his face. "Because when 

you're here, you're family." 

Welcome to the Family  

Nuns on Ripple 


