


PAGE 2 - THE TOIKE OIKE, VOL CXVI

B740 Sandford Fleming
10 King’s College Road
Toronto, ON M5S 3G4

tel: (416) 978-2917
fax: (416) 978-1245

http://toike.skule.ca
http://porn.skule.ca

e-mail: toike@skule.ca

VOLUME CXVI — ISSUE II —  October 2026

Greetings, young de-
tectives. I see that you 
have come to try and 
solve our little mys-
tery. 

We were so confused 
as to how to make 
it, so we hope you’re 
less confused than 
we (still) are. We de-
cided to go on a tour 
of all the dingy plac-
es on campus, so you 
should be grateful 
that we risked our 
lives for this. 

I even asked Verity to 
help us, but bro didn’t 
know the answer (I 
got this idea from 
some chud at TMU). 
It’s so crazy that even 
bro couldn’t answer 
anything; isn’t that 
like what he’s known 
for???

Remember that ev-
erything the Toike 
tells you is always 
very true and factu-
al, and that there are 
absolutely no red her-
rings for the entirety 

of this issue. I prom-
ise you that every-
thing is directly rel-
evant to solving the 
mystery.

Best of luck (you’re 
going to need it),

Ayana Bansal
SSW 2T6-2T7
ArtSci 2T9

COLONOSCOPY
Every year, the brightest and best from the Toike congregate to figure out who 
murdered Oliver (8T0). They fail every time, but fortunately manage to coin-

cidentally create a bunch of articles and graphics for the next edition anyways. 
The printers who put these wonderful concepts onto paper do unfortunately 

use blood, much like how rules are written. We cannot guarantee that the wag-
on used to then deliver these papers has never run over an innocent pedestrian.

WHAT HO? 
The Toike is written by lovely engineers who have never: stabbed, shot, set 

on fire, smashed with a hammer, bludgeoned with a textbook, run over with 
an e-scooter, or doused with sulfuric acid any other human being. Definitely. 

Please do not pursue legal action against themr for any of these allegations, nor 
for any of the words contained within this paper.

DISCLAIMER  
The opinions in this newspaper reflect those of the Engineering Society and 

the University of Toronto. In fact, they even reflect the opinions of the writers. 
NOT! If you are offended by anything in this issue, please don’t sue us. My 

kidnapper is holding a very sharp looking sword and acting erratic, and I don’t 
want anything to set them off. Please and thank you.
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Hello readers! 

Welcome to our Oc-
tober ... or, err ... No-
vember issue? What-
ever. thog don’t caare.

If you’re reading this, 
you’ve presumably 
figured out that you 
can highlight text on 
the online-only PDF. 
What a smart cookie 
you are! Unless I’m 
talking to no one right 
now, which would be 
embarassing. Please 
don’t embarass me. If 
you’re actually read-
ing this, email me a 
picture of a cool leaf 
at toike@skule.ca. 
You won’t gain any-
thing but it’ll make 
my day. 

Anyway, I hope you’re 
enjoying this Toike 
issue! We’ve recent-
ly found out that 16-
page Toikes aren’t 
that much more ex-
pensive than 12-page 
Toikes, so this ver-
sion is particularly 
voluptuous. How lux-
urious!

Whodunit Toike was 
a labour of love, yes, 
but lowkey more a 
labour of avoidance 
than anything else. 
Can you believe this 
was supposed to get 
published before 
reading week? I want 
to say I was busy but 
that’s probably not 
true. 

Anyways big shoutout  
(again) to Matthew, 
my Managing Editor, 
for helping me get 
unstuck with the ARG 
stuff and pestering 
me into doing my job. 
thank you my goat. ily

Also shoutout to 
Christina, my over-
seeing officer, for al-
ways answering my 
five million Discord 
pings and pedantic 
questions. also for 
supporting 16-page 
Toike. ily my other 
goat

Also x2 shoutout to 
Heidi, for being the 
inspiration for the 
VSC. Sorry about the 
accident bud

HUGE apology to 
Melanie, one of my 
Social Media Manag-
ers, for misremem-
bering her last name 
in the masthead of 
the last issue, despite 
having known her for 
multiple years. Genu-
inely embarassing for 
me. 

Also apology to ev-
eryone who was in 
my general vicinity 
during the Skule™ 
Kup pumpkin carv-
ing event. The num-
ber of sword injuries 
has NOT increased 
since Purple Sunday 
though, so basically I 
stay winning.

Anyways, I’m going to 
go back to being dead 
now. See you all in 
LinkedIn Toike!

   |\__/,|   (`\
  _.|o o  |_   ) )
-(((---(((--------
^ ASCII art i stole 
from asciiart.eu

Selena Li
Editor-in-Chief 
2T6-2T7
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The Toike SSWs
Very Commited Journalists

One day, I was bored and wait-
ing for a Toike meeting in the 
stupid Galbraith building, so I 
started walking around. Some-
body mentioned a fifth floor 
but there was no button on 
the elevator, so we walked up 
some eerily long stairwell from 
the fourth. Finally, I made it 
up to the top and saw this door 
to a lab with a suspicious-look-
ing sign: Trespassers will be 
reported to campus police.

Now obviously, this sign was 
too good to resist and like any 
good journalist, I went right 
in. I’ve trespassed into many 
research labs during my ex-
tensive tenure at the Toike, 
and none have ever had this 
sign. So this must definitely 
be some juicy, top-secret re-
search intelligence operation. 

It was very dark, and papers 
were strewn everywhere. So 
many flasks and coloured 
solutions lining the walls I 

thought it was a meth lab. But 
then, I saw this pinboard. Red 
strings, all leading to one cen-
tral name: Northrop Frye Mc-
Donald’s. 

I decided to take a closer look 
at the notebooks, and it was 
this mess of crazy chemical 
structures, all designed for 
one purpose: poison. I flipped 
further, and there I found it: a 
very long log of names, all with 
red strikethroughs, notably all 
those recent disappearances 
from campus. The heading? 
Those who know. I decided I 
had enough information, and 
got the hell out of there, and 
brought this to the Toike. 

So now, we present this case 
to you. What can we solve 
from this, and why does the 
Northrop Frye McDonalds do-
ing R&D for poisonous food 
mean people around campus 
are disappearing everywhere? 
We need your help.

BREAKING NEWS: 
Extremely Sketchy 
Research Lab in Galbraith

helpful anon
Friendly Neighbour

We’ve all pondered on the hy-
pothetical situation of commit-
ting a murder and considered 
the pros and cons of various 
methods to “get the job done”. 
But in this hypothetical situ-
ation, the hypothetical ques-
tion that naturally follows is: 
how do I get rid of the body? 
This article takes a hypotheti-
cal approach to answering that 
hypothetical question – hypo-
thetically, of course.

1. 	 Clear the Crime Scene
The cops are on the way! The 
first thing to do is to remove 
the body of the person you (hy-
pothetically) killed from the 
scene of the crime. If you can’t 
completely get rid of the body 
right away, stashing it nearby 
is a great idea. Tip: look for 
bushes, cabinets that lock, or 
other non-obvious places.

2. 	 Research a Burial 
Location

Choose the location carefully; 
you want a low traffic location 
so less people have a chance 
to discover the (hypothetical) 
body. Somewhere in the wil-
derness is a great idea, but 

picking somewhere accessible 
by roads is good for, hypothet-
ically, transporting the body. 
Consider a place where a body 
could decompose or could nat-
urally move away as well. For 
example, a river could carry 
evidence away.

3. 	 The Grave
Remember to bring a sturdy 
shovel to your hiding spot, and 
read up on wikiHow-to-dig-a-
grave. Put the (hypothetical) 
body inside, and cover the lo-
cation with dirt. Cover the lo-
cation with local foliage to dis-
guise it. Tip: If the dirt looks 
too out of place, pick up some 
plants and flower seeds from 
your local garden store. This 
transforms your crime into a 
hotspot for wildlife. Choosing 
endangered/protected plant 
species could discourage the 
body from being dug up.

Remember: This is a com-
pletely hypothetical situation! 
wikiHow does not endorse 
murder or any criminal ac-
tivity. That being said, if you 
want to contribute to my (hy-
pothetical) body stashing 
place, go to these coordinates: 
43°39’42.1”N 79°23’42.6”W

wikiHow to 
hypothetically hide a 
body (hypothetically)

B.J. Reporter
Sports Columnist

It is with deep sorrow that we 
announce that on Septem-
ber 23rd, the Toronto Blue 
Jays careened off course and 
missed the postseason follow-
ing a fatal two-run shot by Bal-
timore’s Pete Alonso. They are 
survived by the High-A Van-
couver Canadians, who won 
the NWL Championship, and 
the Rookie-level Blue Jays, 
who captured their first FCL 
crown.

AL Pennant winners the previ-
ous year, the Jays battled inju-
ries to key players after a suc-
cessful opening day sweep vs. 
the Oakland Las Vegas Sacra-
mento A’s. RHPs Cody Ponce, 
Bowden Francis and José Ber-
rios became early casualties, 
and the pitching staff’s foun-
dation crumbling eventually 
led to the collapse of a key pil-
lar of the Jays limited success 
– abstract artist Dylan Cease. 
He was placed on the 15-day IL 

towards the end of the season, 
ending his Cy Young campaign 
with a likely second place fin-
ish. 

As a potential lockout looms 
over MLB, we hope that the 
Raptors and Leafs (God save 
us) will raise our sporting 
spirits, and that baseball may 
eventually return. As the Jays 
exit this season and enter the 
offseason limbo, their loved 
ones hope their offense regains 
a pulse, and that their pitchers 
regain their ligaments. 

Image credit: Essentially Sports

IN LOVING MEMORY 
OF THE 2026 
TORONTO BLUE JAYS

This monthly column features 
one bleeding-edge conversation 
between brothers Norman and 
Gordon McLuhan from Moose 
Jaw.

Norm: Welcome everyone to the 
warmest and coldest part of your 
year, I’m Norm McLuhan with-

Gord: Gord. Norm, you ever wan-
na kill someone?

Norm: Wha- I mean sure Gord, 
but do you?

Gord: Yeah, but I don’t got great 
reasons. 

Norm: Really? And here I was 
thinking you had low expecta-
tions.

Gord: Well when it comes to the 
art of murder, I’d be damned if 
“taking the last cigarette from the 
Newports pack” is a bad reason. 

Norm: Okay… but like do you 
have an example of a bad reason? 
Like, I dunno, not washing dish-
es?

Gord: No, that’s on the table.

Norm: The dishes?

Gord: Well yeah someone hasn’t 
washed them.

Norm: I thought the *idea* was.

Norm: Well… moving past that! 
I’m sure we have other-

Gord: Other reasons! Like being 
loud as hell in the barn, or I dun-
no, not paying the utilities bill? 
What about that time with the 
crop circles and the government 
drones-

Norm: I’m sure the birds aren’t 
tax collectors.

Gord: They are. But what about 
the crap with misrepresenting 
our income because “They’re 
taking too much of our fucking 
cash-“

Norm: It was literally only that 
one time, and I promise my tax 
ev-  filings were legal! I even got 
it checked on this extremely rep-
utable-looking website!

Gord: If the CRA doesn’t come 
for you, then god help me. 

Norm: I wonder if god would 
help me? 

Gord: Question for another 
crime.

Norm: Don’t you mean time? 

Gord: This has been Norm and 
Gord McLuhan-

Norm: Now you’re taking my 
lines over my things?

Gord: – discussing reasons for 
murder.

Norm & 
Gord

ON REASONS TO 
BE A MURDERER
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Sir Arthur Conan Doyle
The OG

I.
To Sherlock Holmes she is al-
ways the woman. I have seldom 
heard him mention her under any oth-
er name. In his eyes she eclipses and predomi-
nates the whole of her sex. It was not that he felt any emotion 

akin to love for Irene Adler. All emotions, and that one particularly, were ab-
horrent to his cold, precise but admirably balanced mind. He was, I take it, the 
most perfect reasoning and observing machine that the world has seen, but as 
a lover he would have placed himself in a false position. He never spoke of the 
softer passions, save with a gibe and a sneer. They were admirable things for the observer—excellent for drawing 

the veil from men’s motives and actions. But for the trained reasoner to admit such intrusions into his own delicate and finely adjusted temperament was to 
introduce a distracting factor which might throw a doubt upon all his mental results. Grit in a sensitive instrument, or a crack in one of his own high-power lenses, would not be more disturbing than a strong emotion in a nature 

such as his. And yet there was but one woman to him, and that woman was the late Irene Adler, of dubious and questionable memory.

I had seen little of Holmes lately. My marriage had drifted us away from each other. My own complete happiness, and the home-centred interests which rise up around the man who first finds himself master of his own establishment, were sufficient to absorb all my attention, while Holmes, who loathed 
every form of society with his whole Bohemian soul, remained in our lodgings in Baker Street, buried among his old books, and alternating from week to week between cocaine and ambition, the drowsiness of the drug, and the fierce energy of his own keen nature. He was still, as ever, deeply attracted 
by the study of crime, and occupied his immense faculties and extraordinary powers of observation in following out those clues, and clearing up those mysteries which had been abandoned as hopeless by the official police. From time to time I heard some vague account of his doings: of his summons to 
Odessa in the case of the Trepoff murder, of his clearing up of the singular tragedy of the Atkinson brothers at Trincomalee, and finally of the mission which he had accomplished so delicately and successfully for the reigning family of Holland. Beyond these signs of his activity, however, which I merely 
shared with all the readers of the daily press, I knew little of my former friend and companion.
One night—it was on the twentieth of March, 1888—I was returning from a journey to a patient (for I had now returned to civil practice), when my way led me through Baker Street. As I passed the well-remembered door, which must always be associated in my mind with my wooing, and with the dark incidents of the Study in Scarlet, I was seized with a keen desire to see Holmes again, and to know how he was employing his extraordinary powers. His rooms were brilliantly lit, and, even as I looked up, I saw his tall, spare figure pass twice in a dark silhouette against the blind. He was pacing the room swiftly, eagerly, with 
his head sunk upon his chest and his hands clasped behind him. To me, who knew his every mood and habit, his attitude and manner told their own story. He was at work again. He had risen out of his drug-created dreams and was hot upon the scent of some new problem. I rang the bell and was shown up to the chamber which had formerly been in part my own.

His manner was not effusive. It seldom was; but he was glad, I think, to see me. With hardly a word spoken, but with a kindly eye, he waved me to an armchair, threw across his case of cigars, and indicated a spirit case and a gasogene in the corner. Then he stood before the fire and looked me over in his singular introspective fashion.

“Wedlock suits you,” he remarked. “I think, Watson, that you have put on seven and a half pounds since I saw you.”

“Seven!” I answered.

“Indeed, I should have thought a little more. Just a trifle more, I fancy, Watson. And in practice again, I observe. You did not tell me that you intended to go into harness.”

“Then, how do you know?”

“I see it, I deduce it. How do I know that you have been getting yourself very wet lately, and that you have a most clumsy and careless servant girl?”

“My dear Holmes,” said I, “this is too much. You would certainly have been burned, had you lived a few centuries ago. It is true that I had a country walk on Thursday and came home in a dreadful mess, but as I have changed my clothes I can’t imagine how you deduce it. As to Mary Jane, she is incorrigible, and my wife has given her notice, but there, again, I fail to see how you work it out.”

He chuckled to himself and rubbed his long, nervous hands together.

“It is simplicity itself,” said he; “my eyes tell me that on the inside of your left shoe, just where the firelight strikes it, the leather is scored by six almost parallel cuts. Obviously they have been caused by someone who has very carelessly scraped round the edges of the sole in order to remove crusted mud from it. Hence, you see, my double deduction that you had been out in vile weather, and that you had a particularly malignant boot-slitting specimen of the London slavey. As to your practice, if a gentleman walks into my rooms smelling of iodoform, with a black mark of nitrate of silver upon his right forefinger, 
and a bulge on the right side of his top-hat to show where he has secreted his stethoscope, I must be dull, indeed, if I do not pronounce him to be an active member of the medical profession.”

I could not help laughing at the ease with which he explained his process of deduction. “When I hear you give your reasons,” I remarked, “the thing always appears to me to be so ridiculously simple that I could easily do it myself, though at each successive instance of your reasoning I am baffled until you explain your process. And yet I believe that my eyes are as good as yours.”

“Quite so,” he answered, lighting a cigarette, and throwing himself down into an armchair. “You see, but you do not observe. The distinction is clear. For example, you have frequently seen the steps which lead up from the hall to this room.”

“Frequently.”

“How often?”

“Well, some hundreds of times.”

“Then how many are there?”

“How many? I don’t know.”

“Quite so! You have not observed. And yet you have seen. That is just my point. Now, I know that there are seventeen steps, because I have both seen and observed. By the way, since you are interested in these little problems, and since you are good enough to chronicle one or two of my trifling experiences, you may be interested in this.” He threw over a sheet of thick, pink-tinted notepaper which had been lying open upon the table. “It came by the last post,” said he. “Read it aloud.”

The note was undated, and without either signature or address.

“There will call upon you to-night, at a quarter to eight o’clock,” it said, “a gentleman who desires to consult you upon a matter of the very deepest moment. Your recent services to one of the royal houses of Europe have shown that you are one who may safely be trusted with matters which are of an importance which can hardly be exaggerated. This account of you we have from all quarters received. Be in your chamber then at that hour, and do not take it amiss if your visitor wear a mask.”

“This is indeed a mystery,” I remarked. “What do you imagine that it means?”

“I have no data yet. It is a capital mistake to theorise before one has data. Insensibly one begins to twist facts to suit theories, instead of theories to suit facts. But the note itself. What do you deduce from it?”

I carefully examined the writing, and the paper upon which it was written.

“The man who wrote it was presumably well to do,” I remarked, endeavouring to imitate my companion’s processes. “Such paper could not be bought under half a crown a packet. It is peculiarly strong and stiff.”

“Peculiar—that is the very word,” said Holmes. “It is not an English paper at all. Hold it up to the light.”

I did so, and saw a large “E” with a small “g,” a “P,” and a large “G” with a small “t” woven into the texture of the paper.

“What do you make of that?” asked Holmes.

“The name of the maker, no doubt; or his monogram, rather.”

“Not at all. The ‘G’ with the small ‘t’ stands for ‘Gesellschaft,’ which is the German for ‘Company.’ It is a customary contraction like our ‘Co.’ ‘P,’ of course, stands for ‘Papier.’ Now for the ‘Eg.’ Let us glance at our Continental Gazetteer.” He took down a heavy brown volume from his shelves. “Eglow, Eglonitz—here we are, Egria. It is in a German-speaking country—in Bohemia, not far from Carlsbad. ‘Remarkable as being the scene of the death of Wallenstein, and for its numerous glass-factories and paper-mills.’ Ha, ha, my boy, what do you make of that?” His eyes sparkled, and he sent up a 
great blue triumphant cloud from his cigarette.

“The paper was made in Bohemia,” I said.

“Precisely. And the man who wrote the note is a German. Do you note the peculiar construction of the sentence—‘This account of you we have from all quarters received.’ A Frenchman or Russian could not have written that. It is the German who is so uncourteous to his verbs. It only remains, therefore, to discover what is wanted by this German who writes upon Bohemian paper and prefers wearing a mask to showing his face. And here he comes, if I am not mistaken, to resolve all our doubts.”

As he spoke there was the sharp sound of horses’ hoofs and grating wheels against the curb, followed by a sharp pull at the bell. Holmes whistled.

“A pair, by the sound,” said he. “Yes,” he continued, glancing out of the window. “A nice little brougham and a pair of beauties. A hundred and fifty guineas apiece. There’s money in this case, Watson, if there is nothing else.”

“I think that I had better go, Holmes.”

“Not a bit, Doctor. Stay where you are. I am lost without my Boswell. And this promises to be interesting. It would be a pity to miss it.”

“But your client—”

“Never mind him. I may want your help, and so may he. Here he comes. Sit down in that armchair, Doctor, and give us your best attention.”

A slow and heavy step, which had been heard upon the stairs and in the passage, paused immediately outside the door. Then there was a loud and authoritative tap.

“Come in!” said Holmes.

A man entered who could hardly have been less than six feet six inches in height, with the chest and limbs of a Hercules. His dress was rich with a richness which would, in England, be looked upon as akin to bad taste. Heavy bands of astrakhan were slashed across the sleeves and fronts of his double-breasted coat, while the deep blue cloak which was thrown over his shoulders was lined with flame-coloured silk and secured at the neck with a brooch which consisted of a single flaming beryl. Boots which extended halfway up his calves, and which were trimmed at the tops with rich brown fur, completed the impression of barbaric 
opulence which was suggested by his whole appearance. He carried a broad-brimmed hat in his hand, while he wore across the upper part of his face, extending down past the cheekbones, a black vizard mask, which he had apparently adjusted that very moment, for his hand was still raised to it as he entered. From the lower part of the face he appeared to be a man of strong character, with a thick, hanging lip, and a long, straight chin suggestive of resolution pushed to the length of obstinacy.

“You had my note?” he asked with a deep harsh voice and a strongly marked German accent. “I told you that I would call.” He looked from one to the other of us, as if uncertain which to address.

“Pray take a seat,” said Holmes. “This is my friend and colleague, Dr. Watson, who is occasionally good enough to help me in my cases. Whom have I the honour to address?”

“You may address me as the Count Von Kramm, a Bohemian nobleman. I understand that this gentleman, your friend, is a man of honour and discretion, whom I may trust with a matter of the most extreme importance. If not, I should much prefer to communicate with you alone.”

I rose to go, but Holmes caught me by the wrist and pushed me back into my chair. “It is both, or none,” said he. “You may say before this gentleman anything which you may say to me.”

The Count shrugged his broad shoulders. “Then I must begin,” said he, “by binding you both to absolute secrecy for two years; at the end of that time the matter will be of no importance. At present it is not too much to say that it is of such weight it may have an influence upon European history.”

“I promise,” said Holmes.

“And I.”

“You will excuse this mask,” continued our strange visitor. “The august person who employs me wishes his agent to be unknown to you, and I may confess at once that the title by which I have just called myself is not exactly my own.”

“I was aware of it,” said Holmes dryly.

“The circumstances are of great delicacy, and every precaution has to be taken to quench what might grow to be an immense scandal and seriously compromise one of the reigning families of Europe. To speak plainly, the matter implicates the great House of Ormstein, hereditary kings of Bohemia.”

“I was also aware of that,” murmured Holmes, settling himself down in his armchair and closing his eyes.

Our visitor glanced with some apparent surprise at the languid, lounging figure of the man who had been no doubt depicted to him as the most incisive reasoner and most energetic agent in Europe. Holmes slowly reopened his eyes and looked impatiently at his gigantic client.

“If your Majesty would condescend to state your case,” he remarked, “I should be better able to advise you.”

The man sprang from his chair and paced up and down the room in uncontrollable agitation. Then, with a gesture of desperation, he tore the mask from his face and hurled it upon the ground. “You are right,” he cried; “I am the King. Why should I attempt to conceal it?”

“Why, indeed?” murmured Holmes. “Your Majesty had not spoken before I was aware that I was addressing Wilhelm Gottsreich Sigismond von Ormstein, Grand Duke of Cassel-Felstein, and hereditary King of Bohemia.”

“But you can understand,” said our strange visitor, sitting down once more and passing his hand over his high white forehead, “you can understand that I am not accustomed to doing such business in my own person. Yet the matter was so delicate that I could not confide it to an agent without putting myself in his power. I have come incognito from Prague for the purpose of consulting you.”

“Then, pray consult,” said Holmes, shutting his eyes once more.

“The facts are briefly these: Some five years ago, during a lengthy visit to Warsaw, I made the acquaintance of the well-known adventuress, Irene Adler. The name is no doubt familiar to you.”

“Kindly look her up in my index, Doctor,” murmured Holmes without opening his eyes. For many years he had adopted a system of docketing all paragraphs concerning men and things, so that it was difficult to name a subject or a person on which he could not at once furnish information. In this case I found her biography sandwiched in between that of a Hebrew rabbi and that of a staff-commander who had written a monograph upon the deep-sea fishes.

“Let me see!” said Holmes. “Hum! Born in New Jersey in the year 1858. Contralto—hum! La Scala, hum! Prima donna Imperial Opera of Warsaw—yes! Retired from operatic stage—ha! Living in London—quite so! Your Majesty, as I understand, became entangled with this young person, wrote her some compromising letters, and is now desirous of getting those letters back.”

“Precisely so. But how—”

“Was there a secret marriage?”

“None.”

“No legal papers or certificates?”

“None.”

“Then I fail to follow your Majesty. If this young person should produce her letters for blackmailing or other purposes, how is she to prove their authenticity?”

“There is the writing.”

“Pooh, pooh! Forgery.”

“My private note-paper.”

“Stolen.”

“My own seal.”

“Imitated.”

“My photograph.”

“Bought.”

“We were both in the photograph.”

“Oh, dear! That is very bad! Your Majesty has indeed committed an indiscretion.”

“I was mad—insane.”

“You have compromised yourself seriously.”

“I was only Crown Prince then. I was young. I am but thirty now.”

“It must be recovered.”

“We have tried and failed.”

“Your Majesty must pay. It must be bought.”

“She will not sell.”

“Stolen, then.”

“Five attempts have been made. Twice burglars in my pay ransacked her house. Once we diverted her luggage when she travelled. Twice she has been waylaid. There has been no result.”

“No sign of it?”

“Absolutely none.”

Holmes laughed. “It is quite a pretty little problem,” said he.

“But a very serious one to me,” returned the King reproachfully.

“Very, indeed. And what does she propose to do with the photograph?”

“To ruin me.”

“But how?”

“I am about to be married.”

“So I have heard.”

“To Clotilde Lothman von Saxe-Meningen, second daughter of the King of Scandinavia. You may know the strict principles of her family. She is herself the very soul of delicacy. A shadow of a doubt as to my conduct would bring the matter to an end.”

“And Irene Adler?”

“Threatens to send them the photograph. And she will do it. I know that she will do it. You do not know her, but she has a soul of steel. She has the face of the most beautiful of women, and the mind of the most resolute of men. Rather than I should marry another woman, there are no lengths to which she would not go—none.”

“You are sure that she has not sent it yet?”

“I am sure.”

“And why?”

“Because she has said that she would send it on the day when the betrothal was publicly proclaimed. That will be next Monday.”

“Oh, then we have three days yet,” said Holmes with a yawn. “That is very fortunate, as I have one or two matters of importance to look into just at present. Your Majesty will, of course, stay in London for the present?”

“Certainly. You will find me at the Langham under the name of the Count Von Kramm.”

“Then I shall drop you a line to let you know how we progress.”

“Pray do so. I shall be all anxiety.”

“Then, as to money?”

“You have carte blanche.”

“Absolutely?”

“I tell you that I would give one of the provinces of my kingdom to have that photograph.”

“And for present expenses?”

The King took a heavy chamois leather bag from under his cloak and laid it on the table.

“There are three hundred pounds in gold and seven hundred in notes,” he said.

Holmes scribbled a receipt upon a sheet of his note-book and handed it to him.

“And Mademoiselle’s address?” he asked.

“Is Briony Lodge, Serpentine Avenue, St. John’s Wood.”

Holmes took a note of it. “One other question,” said he. “Was the photograph a cabinet?”

“It was.”

“Then, good-night, your Majesty, and I trust that we shall soon have some good news for you. And good-night, Watson,” he added, as the wheels of the royal brougham rolled down the street. “If you will be good enough to call to-morrow afternoon at three o’clock I should like to chat this little matter over with you.”

II.
At three o’clock precisely I was at Baker Street, but Holmes had not yet returned. The landlady informed me that he had left the house shortly after eight o’clock in the morning. I sat down beside the fire, however, with the intention of awaiting him, however long he might be. I was already deeply interested in his inquiry, for, though it was surrounded by none of the grim and strange features which were associated with the two crimes which I have already recorded, still, the nature of the case and the exalted station of his client gave it a character of its own. Indeed, apart from the nature of the investigation which my friend 
had on hand, there was something in his masterly grasp of a situation, and his keen, incisive reasoning, which made it a pleasure to me to study his system of work, and to follow the quick, subtle methods by which he disentangled the most inextricable mysteries. So accustomed was I to his invariable success that the very possibility of his failing had ceased to enter into my head.

It was close upon four before the door opened, and a drunken-looking groom, ill-kempt and side-whiskered, with an inflamed face and disreputable clothes, walked into the room. Accustomed as I was to my friend’s amazing powers in the use of disguises, I had to look three times before I was certain that it was indeed he. With a nod he vanished into the bedroom, whence he emerged in five minutes tweed-suited and respectable, as of old. Putting his hands into his pockets, he stretched out his legs in front of the fire and laughed heartily for some minutes.

“Well, really!” he cried, and then he choked and laughed again until he was obliged to lie back, limp and helpless, in the chair.

“What is it?”

“It’s quite too funny. I am sure you could never guess how I employed my morning, or what I ended by doing.”

“I can’t imagine. I suppose that you have been watching the habits, and perhaps the house, of Miss Irene Adler.”

“Quite so; but the sequel was rather unusual. I will tell you, however. I left the house a little after eight o’clock this morning in the character of a groom out of work. There is a wonderful sympathy and freemasonry among horsey men. Be one of them, and you will know all that there is to know. I soon found Briony Lodge. It is a bijou villa, with a garden at the back, but built out in front right up to the road, two stories. Chubb lock to the door. Large sitting-room on the right side, well furnished, with long windows almost to the floor, and those preposterous English window fasteners which a child could open. Behind 
there was nothing remarkable, save that the passage window could be reached from the top of the coach-house. I walked round it and examined it closely from every point of view, but without noting anything else of interest.

“I then lounged down the street and found, as I expected, that there was a mews in a lane which runs down by one wall of the garden. I lent the ostlers a hand in rubbing down their horses, and received in exchange twopence, a glass of half-and-half, two fills of shag tobacco, and as much information as I could desire about Miss Adler, to say nothing of half a dozen other people in the neighbourhood in whom I was not in the least interested, but whose biographies I was compelled to listen to.”

“And what of Irene Adler?” I asked.

“Oh, she has turned all the men’s heads down in that part. She is the daintiest thing under a bonnet on this planet. So say the Serpentine-mews, to a man. She lives quietly, sings at concerts, drives out at five every day, and returns at seven sharp for dinner. Seldom goes out at other times, except when she sings. Has only one male visitor, but a good deal of him. He is dark, handsome, and dashing, never calls less than once a day, and often twice. He is a Mr. Godfrey Norton, of the Inner Temple. See the advantages of a cabman as a confidant. They had driven him home a dozen times from Serpentine-mews, 
and knew all about him. When I had listened to all they had to tell, I began to walk up and down near Briony Lodge once more, and to think over my plan of campaign.

“This Godfrey Norton was evidently an important factor in the matter. He was a lawyer. That sounded ominous. What was the relation between them, and what the object of his repeated visits? Was she his client, his friend, or his mistress? If the former, she had probably transferred the photograph to his keeping. If the latter, it was less likely. On the issue of this question depended whether I should continue my work at Briony Lodge, or turn my attention to the gentleman’s chambers in the Temple. It was a delicate point, and it widened the field of my inquiry. I fear that I bore you with these 
details, but I have to let you see my little difficulties, if you are to understand the situation.”

“I am following you closely,” I answered.

“I was still balancing the matter in my mind when a hansom cab drove up to Briony Lodge, and a gentleman sprang out. He was a remarkably handsome man, dark, aquiline, and moustached—evidently the man of whom I had heard. He appeared to be in a great hurry, shouted to the cabman to wait, and brushed past the maid who opened the door with the air of a man who was thoroughly at home.

“He was in the house about half an hour, and I could catch glimpses of him in the windows of the sitting-room, pacing up and down, talking excitedly, and waving his arms. Of her I could see nothing. Presently he emerged, looking even more flurried than before. As he stepped up to the cab, he pulled a gold watch from his pocket and looked at it earnestly, ‘Drive like the devil,’ he shouted, ‘first to Gross & Hankey’s in Regent Street, and then to the Church of St. Monica in the Edgeware Road. Half a guinea if you do it in twenty minutes!’

“Away they went, and I was just wondering whether I should not do well to follow them when up the lane came a neat little landau, the coachman with his coat only half-buttoned, and his tie under his ear, while all the tags of his harness were sticking out of the buckles. It hadn’t pulled up before she shot out of the hall door and into it. I only caught a glimpse of her at the moment, but she was a lovely woman, with a face that a man might die for.

“‘The Church of St. Monica, John,’ she cried, ‘and half a sovereign if you reach it in twenty minutes.’

“This was quite too good to lose, Watson. I was just balancing whether I should run for it, or whether I should perch behind her landau when a cab came through the street. The driver looked twice at such a shabby fare, but I jumped in before he could object. ‘The Church of St. Monica,’ said I, ‘and half a sovereign if you reach it in twenty minutes.’ It was twenty-five minutes to twelve, and of course it was clear enough what was in the wind.

“My cabby drove fast. I don’t think I ever drove faster, but the others were there before us. The cab and the landau with their steaming horses were in front of the door when I arrived. I paid the man and hurried into the church. There was not a soul there save the two whom I had followed and a surpliced clergyman, who seemed to be expostulating with them. They were all three standing in a knot in front of the altar. I lounged up the side aisle like any other idler who has dropped into a church. Suddenly, to my surprise, the three at the altar faced round to me, and Godfrey Norton came running as hard as he could towards me.

“‘Thank God,’ he cried. ‘You’ll do. Come! Come!’

“‘What then?’ I asked.

“‘Come, man, come, only three minutes, or it won’t be legal.’

“I was half-dragged up to the altar, and before I knew where I was I found myself mumbling responses which were whispered in my ear, and vouching for things of which I knew nothing, and generally assisting in the secure tying up of Irene Adler, spinster, to Godfrey Norton, bachelor. It was all done in an instant, and there was the gentleman thanking me on the one side and the lady on the other, while the clergyman beamed on me in front. It was the most preposterous position in which I ever found myself in my life, and it was the thought of it that started me laughing just now. It seems that there had been some informality 
about their license, that the clergyman absolutely refused to marry them without a witness of some sort, and that my lucky appearance saved the bridegroom from having to sally out into the streets in search of a best man. The bride gave me a sovereign, and I mean to wear it on my watch chain in memory of the occasion.”

“This is a very unexpected turn of affairs,” said I; “and what then?”

“Well, I found my plans very seriously menaced. It looked as if the pair might take an immediate departure, and so necessitate very prompt and energetic measures on my part. At the church door, however, they separated, he driving back to the Temple, and she to her own house. ‘I shall drive out in the park at five as usual,’ she said as she left him. I heard no more. They drove away in different directions, and I went off to make my own arrangements.”

“Which are?”

“Some cold beef and a glass of beer,” he answered, ringing the bell. “I have been too busy to think of food, and I am likely to be busier still this evening. By the way, Doctor, I shall want your co-operation.”

“I shall be delighted.”

“You don’t mind breaking the law?”

“Not in the least.”

“Nor running a chance of arrest?”

“Not in a good cause.”

“Oh, the cause is excellent!”

“Then I am your man.”

“I was sure that I might rely on you.”

“But what is it you wish?”

“When Mrs. Turner has brought in the tray I will make it clear to you. Now,” he said as he turned hungrily on the simple fare that our landlady had provided, “I must discuss it while I eat, for I have not much time. It is nearly five now. In two hours we must be on the scene of action. Miss Irene, or Madame, rather, returns from her drive at seven. We must be at Briony Lodge to meet her.”

“And what then?”

“You must leave that to me. I have already arranged what is to occur. There is only one point on which I must insist. You must not interfere, come what may. You understand?”

“I am to be neutral?”

“To do nothing whatever. There will probably be some small unpleasantness. Do not join in it. It will end in my being conveyed into the house. Four or five minutes afterwards the sitting-room window will open. You are to station yourself close to that open window.”

“Yes.”

“You are to watch me, for I will be visible to you.”

“Yes.”

“And when I raise my hand—so—you will throw into the room what I give you to throw, and will, at the same time, raise the cry of fire. You quite follow me?”

“Entirely.”

“It is nothing very formidable,” he said, taking a long cigar-shaped roll from his pocket. “It is an ordinary plumber’s smoke-rocket, fitted with a cap at either end to make it self-lighting. Your task is confined to that. When you raise your cry of fire, it will be taken up by quite a number of people. You may then walk to the end of the street, and I will rejoin you in ten minutes. I hope that I have made myself clear?”

“I am to remain neutral, to get near the window, to watch you, and at the signal to throw in this object, then to raise the cry of fire, and to wait you at the corner of the street.”

“Precisely.”

“Then you may entirely rely on me.”

“That is excellent. I think, perhaps, it is almost time that I prepare for the new role I have to play.”

He disappeared into his bedroom and returned in a few minutes in the character of an amiable and simple-minded Nonconformist clergyman. His broad black hat, his baggy trousers, his white tie, his sympathetic smile, and general look of peering and benevolent curiosity were such as Mr. John Hare alone could have equalled. It was not merely that Holmes changed his costume. His expression, his manner, his very soul seemed to vary with every fresh part that he assumed. The stage lost a fine actor, even as science lost an acute reasoner, when he became a specialist in crime.

It was a quarter past six when we left Baker Street, and it still wanted ten minutes to the hour when we found ourselves in Serpentine Avenue. It was already dusk, and the lamps were just being lighted as we paced up and down in front of Briony Lodge, waiting for the coming of its occupant. The house was just such as I had pictured it from Sherlock Holmes’ succinct description, but the locality appeared to be less private than I expected. On the contrary, for a small street in a quiet neighbourhood, it was remarkably animated. There was a group of shabbily dressed men smoking and laughing in a corner, 
a scissors-grinder with his wheel, two guardsmen who were flirting with a nurse-girl, and several well-dressed young men who were lounging up and down with cigars in their mouths.

“You see,” remarked Holmes, as we paced to and fro in front of the house, “this marriage rather simplifies matters. The photograph becomes a double-edged weapon now. The chances are that she would be as averse to its being seen by Mr. Godfrey Norton, as our client is to its coming to the eyes of his princess. Now the question is, Where are we to find the photograph?”

“Where, indeed?”

“It is most unlikely that she carries it about with her. It is cabinet size. Too large for easy concealment about a woman’s dress. She knows that the King is capable of having her waylaid and searched. Two attempts of the sort have already been made. We may take it, then, that she does not carry it about with her.”

“Where, then?”

“Her banker or her lawyer. There is that double possibility. But I am inclined to think neither. Women are naturally secretive, and they like to do their own secreting. Why should she hand it over to anyone else? She could trust her own guardianship, but she could not tell what indirect or political influence might be brought to bear upon a business man. Besides, remember that she had resolved to use it within a few days. It must be where she can lay her hands upon it. It must be in her own house.”

“But it has twice been burgled.”

“Pshaw! They did not know how to look.”

“But how will you look?”

“I will not look.”

“What then?”

“I will get her to show me.”

“But she will refuse.”

“She will not be able to. But I hear the rumble of wheels. It is her carriage. Now carry out my orders to the letter.”

As he spoke the gleam of the sidelights of a carriage came round the curve of the avenue. It was a smart little landau which rattled up to the door of Briony Lodge. As it pulled up, one of the loafing men at the corner dashed forward to open the door in the hope of earning a copper, but was elbowed away by another loafer, who had rushed up with the same intention. A fierce quarrel broke out, which was increased by the two guardsmen, who took sides with one of the loungers, and by the scissors-grinder, who was equally hot upon the other side. A blow was struck, and in an instant the lady, who 
had stepped from her carriage, was the centre of a little knot of flushed and struggling men, who struck savagely at each other with their fists and sticks. Holmes dashed into the crowd to protect the lady; but, just as he reached her, he gave a cry and dropped to the ground, with the blood running freely down his face. At his fall the guardsmen took to their heels in one direction and the loungers in the other, while a number of better dressed people, who had watched the scuffle without taking part in it, crowded in to help the lady and to attend to the injured man. Irene Adler, as I will still call her, 
had hurried up the steps; but she stood at the top with her superb figure outlined against the lights of the hall, looking back into the street.

“Is the poor gentleman much hurt?” she asked.

“He is dead,” cried several voices.

“No, no, there’s life in him!” shouted another. “But he’ll be gone before you can get him to hospital.”

“He’s a brave fellow,” said a woman. “They would have had the lady’s purse and watch if it hadn’t been for him. They were a gang, and a rough one, too. Ah, he’s breathing now.”

“He can’t lie in the street. May we bring him in, marm?”

“Surely. Bring him into the sitting-room. There is a comfortable sofa. This way, please!”

Slowly and solemnly he was borne into Briony Lodge and laid out in the principal room, while I still observed the proceedings from my post by the window. The lamps had been lit, but the blinds had not been drawn, so that I could see Holmes as he lay upon the couch. I do not know whether he was seized with compunction at that moment for the part he was playing, but I know that I never felt more heartily ashamed of myself in my life than when I saw the beautiful creature against whom I was conspiring, or the grace and kindliness with which she waited upon the injured man. And yet it would be the blackest treachery 
to Holmes to draw back now from the part which he had intrusted to me. I hardened my heart, and took the smoke-rocket from under my ulster. After all, I thought, we are not injuring her. We are but preventing her from injuring another.

Holmes had sat up upon the couch, and I saw him motion like a man who is in need of air. A maid rushed across and threw open the window. At the same instant I saw him raise his hand and at the signal I tossed my rocket into the room with a cry of “Fire!” The word was no sooner out of my mouth than the whole crowd of spectators, well dressed and ill—gentlemen, ostlers, and servant maids—joined in a general shriek of “Fire!” Thick clouds of smoke curled through the room and out at the open window. I caught a glimpse of rushing figures, and a moment later the voice of Holmes from within assuring them that it was 
a false alarm. Slipping through the shouting crowd I made my way to the corner of the street, and in ten minutes was rejoiced to find my friend’s arm in mine, and to get away from the scene of uproar. He walked swiftly and in silence for some few minutes until we had turned down one of the quiet streets which lead towards the Edgeware Road.

“You did it very nicely, Doctor,” he remarked. “Nothing could have been better. It is all right.”

“You have the photograph?”

“I know where it is.”

“And how did you find out?”

“She showed me, as I told you she would.”

“I am still in the dark.”

“I do not wish to make a mystery,” said he, laughing. “The matter was perfectly simple. You, of course, saw that everyone in the street was an accomplice. They were all engaged for the evening.”

“I guessed as much.”

“Then, when the row broke out, I had a little moist red paint in the palm of my hand. I rushed forward, fell down, clapped my hand to my face, and became a piteous spectacle. It is an old trick.”

“That also I could fathom.”

“Then they carried me in. She was bound to have me in. What else could she do? And into her sitting-room, which was the very room which I suspected. It lay between that and her bedroom, and I was determined to see which. They laid me on a couch, I motioned for air, they were compelled to open the window, and you had your chance.”

“How did that help you?”

“It was all-important. When a woman thinks that her house is on fire, her instinct is at once to rush to the thing which she values most. It is a perfectly overpowering impulse, and I have more than once taken advantage of it. In the case of the Darlington Substitution Scandal it was of use to me, and also in the Arnsworth Castle business. A married woman grabs at her baby; an unmarried one reaches for her jewel-box. Now it was clear to me that our lady of to-day had nothing in the house more precious to her than what we are in quest of. She would rush to secure it. The alarm of fire was admirably done. The smoke and 
shouting were enough to shake nerves of steel. She responded beautifully. The photograph is in a recess behind a sliding panel just above the right bell-pull. She was there in an instant, and I caught a glimpse of it as she half drew it out. When I cried out that it was a false alarm, she replaced it, glanced at the rocket, rushed from the room, and I have not seen her since. I rose, and, making my excuses, escaped from the house. I hesitated whether to attempt to secure the photograph at once; but the coachman had come in, and as he was watching me narrowly, it seemed safer to wait. A little over-precipitance may ruin all.”

“And now?” I asked.

“Our quest is practically finished. I shall call with the King to-morrow, and with you, if you care to come with us. We will be shown into the sitting-room to wait for the lady, but it is probable that when she comes she may find neither us nor the photograph. It might be a satisfaction to his Majesty to regain it with his own hands.”

“And when will you call?”

“At eight in the morning. She will not be up, so that we shall have a clear field. Besides, we must be prompt, for this marriage may mean a complete change in her life and habits. I must wire to the King without delay.”

We had reached Baker Street and had stopped at the door. He was searching his pockets for the key when someone passing said:

“Good-night, Mister Sherlock Holmes.”

There were several people on the pavement at the time, but the greeting appeared to come from a slim youth in an ulster who had hurried by.

“I’ve heard that voice before,” said Holmes, staring down the dimly lit street. “Now, I wonder who the deuce that could have been.”

III.
I slept at Baker Street that night, and we were engaged upon our toast and coffee in the morning when the King of Bohemia rushed into the room.

“You have really got it!” he cried, grasping Sherlock Holmes by either shoulder and looking eagerly into his face.

“Not yet.”

“But you have hopes?”

“I have hopes.”

“Then, come. I am all impatience to be gone.”

“We must have a cab.”

“No, my brougham is waiting.”

“Then that will simplify matters.” We descended and started off once more for Briony Lodge.

“Irene Adler is married,” remarked Holmes.

“Married! When?”

“Yesterday.”

“But to whom?”

“To an English lawyer named Norton.”

“But she could not love him.”

“I am in hopes that she does.”

“And why in hopes?”

“Because it would spare your Majesty all fear of future annoyance. If the lady loves her husband, she does not love your Majesty. If she does not love your Majesty, there is no reason why she should interfere with your Majesty’s plan.”

“It is true. And yet—! Well! I wish she had been of my own station! What a queen she would have made!” He relapsed into a moody silence, which was not broken until we drew up in Serpentine Avenue.

The door of Briony Lodge was open, and an elderly woman stood upon the steps. She watched us with a sardonic eye as we stepped from the brougham.

“Mr. Sherlock Holmes, I believe?” said she.

“I am Mr. Holmes,” answered my companion, looking at her with a questioning and rather startled gaze.

“Indeed! My mistress told me that you were likely to call. She left this morning with her husband by the 5:15 train from Charing Cross for the Continent.”

“What!” Sherlock Holmes staggered back, white with chagrin and surprise. “Do you mean that she has left England?”

“Never to return.”

“And the papers?” asked the King hoarsely. “All is lost.”

“We shall see.” He pushed past the servant and rushed into the drawing-room, followed by the King and myself. The furniture was scattered about in every direction, with dismantled shelves and open drawers, as if the lady had hurriedly ransacked them before her flight. Holmes rushed at the bell-pull, tore back a small sliding shutter, and, plunging in his hand, pulled out a photograph and a letter. The photograph was of Irene Adler herself in evening dress, the letter was superscribed to “Sherlock Holmes, Esq. To be left till called for.” My friend tore it open, and we all three read it together. 
It was dated at midnight of the preceding night and ran in this way:

“MY DEAR MR. SHERLOCK HOLMES,—You really did it very well. You took me in completely. Until after the alarm of fire, I had not a suspicion. But then, when I found how I had betrayed myself, I began to think. I had been warned against you months ago. I had been told that, if the King employed an agent, it would certainly be you. And your address had been given me. Yet, with all this, you made me reveal what you wanted to know. Even after I became suspicious, I found it hard to think evil of such a dear, kind old clergyman. But, you know, I have been trained as an actress myself. Male costume is nothing 
new to me. I often take advantage of the freedom which it gives. I sent John, the coachman, to watch you, ran upstairs, got into my walking clothes, as I call them, and came down just as you departed.
    “Well, I followed you to your door, and so made sure that I was really an object of interest to the celebrated Mr. Sherlock Holmes. Then I, rather imprudently, wished you good-night, and started for the Temple to see my husband.
    “We both thought the best resource was flight, when pursued by so formidable an antagonist; so you will find the nest empty when you call to-morrow. As to the photograph, your client may rest in peace. I love and am loved by a better man than he. The King may do what he will without hindrance from one whom he has cruelly wronged. I keep it only to safeguard myself, and to preserve a weapon which will always secure me from any steps which he might take in the future. I leave a photograph which he might care to possess; and I remain, dear Mr. Sherlock Holmes,

“Very truly yours,
“IRENE NORTON, née ADLER.”

“What a woman—oh, what a woman!” cried the King of Bohemia, when we had all three read this epistle. “Did I not tell you how quick and resolute she was? Would she not have made an admirable queen? Is it not a pity that she was not on my level?”

“From what I have seen of the lady, she seems, indeed, to be on a very different level to your Majesty,” said Holmes coldly. “I am sorry that I have not been able to bring your Majesty’s business to a more successful conclusion.”

“On the contrary, my dear sir,” cried the King; “nothing could be more successful. I know that her word is inviolate. The photograph is now as safe as if it were in the fire.”

“I am glad to hear your Majesty say so.”

“I am immensely indebted to you. Pray tell me in what way I can reward you. This ring—” He slipped an emerald snake ring from his finger and held it out upon the palm of his hand.

“Your Majesty has something which I should value even more highly,” said Holmes.

“You have but to name it.”

“This photograph!”

The King stared at him in amazement.

“Irene’s photograph!” he cried. “Certainly, if you wish it.”

“I thank your Majesty. Then there is no more to be done in the matter. I have the honour to wish you a very good morning.” He bowed, and, turning away without observing the hand which the King had stretched out to him, he set off in my company for his chambers.

And that was how a great scandal threatened to affect the kingdom of Bohemia, and how the best plans of Mr. Sherlock Holmes were beaten by a woman’s wit. He used to make merry over the cleverness of women, but I have not heard him do it of late. And when he speaks of Irene Adler, or when he refers to her photograph, it is always under the honourable title of the woman.
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The hidden lives of the geese at 
UWaterloo have remained an 
elusive mystery, yet I, a former 
employee and whistleblower, 
am bravely choosing to come 
forward to share my truth. De-
spite the great risk that I face 
in sharing this, I feel I must re-
veal the truth about the time I 
served at the ‘loo.

Anyone who has ever had the 
unfortunate incident of step-
ping foot on UW has had at 
least one encounter with the 
power-hungry monsters that 
run the university. It all leads 
back to the geese…

In the darkest hours of the 
night they invade the residenc-
es, their webbed feet quiet-
ly clacking against the crusty 
floors of the building until 
they make it to each and every 
dorm room. They find their 
favourite targets, overworked, 
unsuspecting engineering stu-
dents, and dig in, feasting upon 
the luscious locks one by one, 
tongues flaring furiously in the 
air. Their bodies vigorously di-
gest the hair, churning inside 
their fiery stomach. Their pow-
er grows with each strand…

And once they’re finished, they 
go after their next victim: the 
water supply. Carefully leaving 
their fecal matter on the spa-
cious walkways with intention, 
they climb the great water 
tower of Waterloo and urinate 
in the water. The one constant 
in Waterloo is that whenever 
a tap is turned on, there is a 
50/50 chance the water will be 
a scrumptious yellow. 

And yet the administration 
does not care, they’ve all been 
bought out by geese. The geese 
have a monopoly, overtaking 
the city in the shadows, ex-
erting their dominance. The 
geese have scared the vam-
pires away and the geese will 
not stop till the city is theirs, 
no matter the cost.

THIS IS A WARNING
THEY ARE MULTIPLYING
SAVE YOURSELVES

In 2015, a turkey was bullied 
by geese on the University of 
Waterloo (UW) campus. The 
turkey flew into a third-floor 
window of a building and died

THE GEESE EPIDEMIC 
AT UW EXPOSED
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Toike Investigator

The university administration 
has stopped at nothing in an at-
tempt to keep this secret, even 
going as far to lock me in one of 
the ominous Convocation Hall 
siderooms for the past month. 
They tortured me for hours on 
end, playing the Barney the 
Dinosaur theme song nonstop 
(this is an actual torture meth-
od, look it up). I was only able 
to escape after digging my way 
through the wall, behind my 
Rita Hayworth poster, with a 
plastic spork. To my chagrin, 
my GPA was unrecoverable by 
the time I got out. I thought 
that, at the very least, if I pub-
lished my story I could make 
myself a career out of being an 
influencer. But when I tried to 
tell others my what happened, 
I was silenced by the main-
stream media (i.e. The Varsi-
ty) — only the brave Toike Oike 
would air my story. 

It was in the midst of Septem-

ber when I discovered the dark 
truth about The Pit renova-
tions. I was looking for Leigh-
comm at 3 am for the Toike 
Oike idea meeting (it was the 
only time everyone was free). 
Instead, I accidentally stum-
bled upon The Pit. I was about 
to leave when I saw what looked 
like a shallow pit, within The 
Pit. Curious, I walked toward it 
and, to my horror, came across 
what was unmistakably the 
corpse of Whittaker from The 
Pitt. It appeared he was killed 
by blunt force trauma from an 
avocado pit. Before I could in-
form others about this, several 
men in suits bursted in through 
the room, forcibly taking me 
to a Con Hall torture room to 
be interrogated. After I man-
aged to escape, I was sent into 
a spiral. How could the admin-
istration cover this up? Is this 
the reason the construction has 
taken so long? Who murdered 
Whittaker? What does this 
mean for season 3 of The Pitt? 
Immediately, I began to inves-

tigate. What I discovered will 
shock you. 

It turns out that there’s a lab 
on campus that began hiring 
doctors to oversee their exper-
iments a few months ago. At 
some point, poor Whittaker 
was hired by this lab. Every-
thing went smoothly, that is, 
until Whittaker figured out the 
lab’s dark secret — that secret 
being that the lab was actually 
a podcast bro cloning factory.

You know how there seems to 
be an almost infinite number of 
men starting podcasts, all with 
the same clothes, hair (or lack 
thereof), and cadence? Where 
do all these men come from, 
you may ask? The answer is 
that they’re made in this clan-
destine UofT laboratory — for 
what goal, I don’t know. 

When Whittaker found out this 
dark secret, he was executed. I 
fear I may be next.

THE DARK SECRET BEHIND THE PIT

Premed

While waiting for class in stu-
pid Con Hall, I started yapping 
with this random person about 
some rumour I heard from the 
Toike writers. They asked me 
to walk with them, and they 
seemed pleasant enough, so 
whyever not? 

We started circling the pe-
rimeter and went around a 
few times, talking about how 
much we hate our profs, un-
til suddenly, they opened a 
door to some tiny room with 
but a small chair inside. I had 
always wondered why there 
were so many random rooms 

all around the main audito-
rium and what they were for. 
Then, they grabbed my arms 
and pushed me onto the chair, 
hard. Before I could realise 
what was happening, the door 
was shut, I couldn’t see a thing, 
and I was bound to the chair. 

They turned on a little lantern 
and placed it on a spinning 
railing, and started interrogat-
ing me:

‘What do you know about the 
lab in Galbraith?’ They had a 
threatening grimace.

‘Absolutely nothing, I swear.’ 
I was panicking and terrified. 

‘There is no lab in Galbraith.’ 

Then they started punching 
me. After my repeated state-
ments of not knowing, they 
eventually took a knife from 
their pocket. 

‘Time for you to get the fate 
that befalls all you nosy tres-
passers.’ Somehow, I man-
aged to kick their lantern at 
them, and they were incapac-
itated. Thankfully, they were 
extremely stupid and didn’t 
fasten me properly at all, so I 
was able to take their knife and 
run out.

I barely escaped.

TORTURE ROOMS IN CON HALL?!?!?!
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“These words are, they are the 
indications of the scarlet thread 
of murder woven through the 
colourless skein of life.”

At this, I paused and eager-
ly asked, “But can you deduce 
anything from it?”

“Why of course! We can look 
at the height of the words and 
estimate that the person who 
wrote them stood at sixteen 
decimetres. As for the content 
itself, Rache, that is the Ger-
man word for vengeance—”

“No, no, my good fellow, you 
have it all wrong. Rache must 
be an unfinished attempt at 
writing out Rachel. Mark my 
words, our suspect may not be 
in town right now, but she will 
be going by the name Rachel.”

The voice came from behind us, 
but it was strange, as I hadn’t 
heard any footsteps on the 
wooden floor. I turned around 
to discover a stranger with a 
dark, tweed overcoat fanning 
out behind him. He was young-
er than my companion.

The newcomer continued, 

“You see, the suspect is almost 
certainly still in London, if—”

“But that’s where you’re 
wrong.”

This time I saw the person ap-
pear, in a brief shimmer, and, 
though it seems rather un-
likely, I could have sworn that 
there were bushels of blue ros-
es in the corner of my eye, but 
they were gone with a blink. 
This new person had longer 
hair and was a peculiar shade 
of blue that I’ve never seen pri-
or to this day.

“I know exactly who performed 
this crime—”

“Who!” The first stranger ex-
claimed. My companion re-
mained silent.

“I was getting to that. Now, if 
you would listen to what I was 
previously saying—” the sec-
ond stranger paused, his jaw 
hanging open, as the shimmer 
overtook the room, for a longer 
period. This time, the person 
was seemingly dropped into 
mid-air and became a flailing 
mess before unceremonious-
ly dropping to the ground in 
a pile of limbs and bright blue 
fabric.

A cough broke the newly 
emerging silence, and as this 
new person stood up, I realized 
that he was a child. The other 
two who had appeared were 
just as shocked, and I took this 
opportunity to ask, “Now, just 
who the hell are you? And how 
the hell did you get here?”

“Sherlock Holmes.”

“Holmes, Sherlock Holmes.”

The two voices overlapped, but 
I still found it weird, as Sher-
lock was hardly a common 
name, and Holmes an even 
more uncommon last name.

“How peculiar,” my companion 
said, “because my name is also 
Sherlock Holmes.”

“Holmes-san!” The child had 
somehow moved his way next 
to my companion and was look-
ing up with eyes that seemed to 
cover more than half his face.

“As yes, you wouldn’t happen 
to be another version of me, 
would you?” My companion 
asked.

“Edogawa Conan!”

A Study in 620 to 750 nm

Title

“Right, and how exactly are 
you related to all this, Conan-
kun?” the blue-haired Sherlock 
asked, and then rolled on with-
out waiting for an answer, “I 
mean, obviously, me and that 
overcoat over there are here 
because we’re both versions of 
Sherlock. In fact, I’d be will-
ing to bet we all had a brother 
named Mycroft and—”

“Now, hold up here. How do 
you know about Mycroft?” 
tweed Sherlock asked.

“Well, obviously, I also have a 
brother named Mycroft, and 
seeing as there are other ver-
sions of me, or maybe I should 
say us, it stands to reason that 
there would also be other My-
crofts as well. Do keep up. And 
while no one is interrupting 
me, the person who committed 
the crime is—”

“Not William Moriarty.” A new 
person emerged with a briefer 
shimmer.

Seizing the silence, I asked, 
“And you are?”

“Edogawa Ranpo.”

“Like the author?” Conan 
asked.

“No? I don’t think I share my 
name with any authors? Unless 

you’re thinking of Poe-kun?”

“But…but Kogoro Akechi, and 
the Boy Detective Club, and 
Panorama Island!”

“Well, I don’t know any of 
those,” Ranpo said candidly, 
and to be fair to him, I didn’t 
know any of those books ei-
ther, and I do consider myself 
to be relatively well-read. Ran-
po continued, “But I do know 
that the person who committed 
this murder is, hm, Jefferson 
Hope.”

“However did you deduce 
that?” tweed Sherlock asked.

“Well, it was self-evident, was 
it not?”

“No, it—” and tweed Sherlock 
faded back into the shimmer.

“Hm, if I do vanish soon, why 
don’t we forget about a little di-
mensional travel?” Blue-haired 
Sherlock said.

He may have been right enough, 
but nevertheless, I have written 
down the entire incident in my 
journal, after all of the people 
who had appeared had also 
faded away again.

by Poirot and Hastings
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detective(A) = ad - bc

The door to my office was a sim-
ple wooden thing, decorated 
only with a cast iron sign in the 
shape of the number 221. It hung 
at about eye-level, making it im-
possible to miss when one was 
trying to find this place but still 
subtle enough that it didn’t take 
away from the discretion my 
profession required. 

I entered the room and veered 
right immediately. I took off my 
beige trenchcoat and the ac-
companying porkpie hat, hang-
ing them up on the coathanger. 
It was another old thing, the 
coathanger: made of some sort 
of dark wood, possibly walnut, 
with its hooks curved softly up-
ward and scuffed ever so slightly 
from frequent use.

I smoothed down the front of my 
tweed suit before turning to sit 
down and continue working on 
the case. In doing so, however, 
I caught sight of my reflection in 
the small mirror hanging by the 
room’s entrance. It was the only 
one of its kind in this room. I 
wasn’t particularly fond of look-
ing at my own face. There wasn’t 
much to look at but the eyebags 
of an alcoholic detective who 
hadn’t slept properly in days. My 
once jet black hair was now pep-
pered with silver and stuck flat 
to my head with gel and sweat. A 
single flyaway strand ruined the 
otherwise flawless hairstyle and 
I attempted to put it back in its 
place with little success. I ran a 
hand down the side of my face. I 
needed a shave.

Turning away from the mirror, 
I took in my office: the room 
where I spent most of my time 
nowadays when I wasn’t out in 
the field. The place was rather 
cramped with little space for an 
attacker or thief to hide. Its only 
defining feature was the mahog-
any desk in the middle of the 
room still piled with the papers 
I’d left here last night. Behind it 
rested the red, velvet armchair, 
brocaded with patterns of leaves 
and feathers which in turn re-
flected the mustard-colored 
wallpaper, and the tigers and 
birds of paradise painted on it.

I sat down in my armchair be-
fore pulling out a cigar from a 
desk drawer. With a flick of my 
lighter, the cigar was lit. Smoke 
quickly filled the room, dim-
ming the light coming from the 
single lightbulb hanging in the 
room’s center and soaking into 
the room’s very walls. My clothes 
and hair, my very skin, were far 

too full of smoke to take any 
more. I breathed in its tobacco 
sweetness nonetheless.

The window behind me, though 
closed, was not properly insu-
lated. It let out the stench in 
small amounts and allowed in 
the outside air. It had just rained 
and the world smelled clean and 
fresh, polluted only by the smog 
of cars passing down neighbor-
ing streets. 

Looking through my sheer cur-
tains, I saw a man across the 
street dressed in a tweed suit 
similar to mine. His hat was of 
the bowler kind and he leaned 
against the far wall in a way that 
spoke of pretentiousness. A cig-
arette in his mouth and a news-
paper in his hands; he reminded 
me of my younger self. All the 
more so when a young woman 
passed him by and gave that odd 
look that women tend to give to 
men they were disgusted by. She 
seemed a modern lady dressed 
in that princess coat and pat-
terned stockings. She would’ve 
been prettier if she smiled. 

My observation was interrupted 
by a knock on the door. Quick-
ly, I pulled the revolver from 
the desk’s topmost drawer and 
checked the chamber for bullets. 
Two left. 

I stood and approached my of-
fice door, opening it tentatively 
with the gun hidden behind my 
back, ready to pull it out should 
the moment arise. 

Sadly, the visitor was no attack-
er but instead she — the woman 
in red. Her hair was pulled up in 
a heart-shaped style that spoke 
of careful preparation. Her lips 
were small yet full and rouged up 
to a color matching the red of her 
cheeks. Her lashes and brows 
too, were powdered. 

She wore a stunning red dress 
with a cinched waist and low 
neckline; her Oxford heels mak-
ing her seem more imposing 
than she truly was. I still towered 
over her petite form. 

The look in her eyes was nothing 
short of pleading.
 
[Column inches reached. To be 
continued in next month’s edi-
tion of The Toike Oike (but not 
actually). Donate to the Toike 
Oike Foundation to support our 
investment in a new line-o’-type 
machine for longer column piec-
es.]

The Case of the 
Bloodied Boulevard 

WHO PUT THEIR PENIS IN THE METAL 
EXTRUDER?!?!?!?!?!?!?!
David Krappenshitz
Toike Health and Safety Rep.

COME ON GUYS

I NEED TO KNOW

THIS IS DISGUSTING

WHAT THE FUCK MAN

WAS IT YOU??????

DON’T LIE

DON’T EVER DO THAT AGAIN

YOU’RE FIRED

Aeryn
Rattled Survivor

If you sneakily enter Gerstein 
late at night, peek around the 
corner of the Heritage Reading 
Room, and open the ancient, 
titanic-esque door, the dank, 
musky smell of the journal 
stacks will hit your nose, dim 
yellow lights flickering on as 
you hesitantly enter, feet mak-
ing soft taps against the opaque 
glass floor. As you walk into the 
belly of the beast, decades-old 
stains make your shoes stick 
to the floor, drawing your at-
tention to the gaps and cracks 
and faintly showing the un-
countable sublevels in the 
darkness beneath. As you draw 
in your shallow breaths, faint-
ly aware of the pulse of your 
blood, the rows upon rows of 
yellow pages seem to dampen 
all other sounds — reflecting at 
you a short puffing that almost 
seemed like laughter in the far-
thest recesses of your mind.

But you’re too far in to turn 
back now. Those ancient doors 
had already closed behind 
you, and the suffocating, sin-
gle-person elevator was the 
only possible respite from the 
dim, seemingly endless cor-
ridor before you. You took a 
glance behind you quickly. 

Was it locked? You don’t know. 
Perhaps it was only your mind 
keeping you here. But better 
not to try the door. Better leave 
that to Schrödinger than let 
the last embers of hope dissi-
pate. You steeled your will and 
stepped into the elevator, the 
brightness within distracting 
you ever so slightly from the 
claustrophobia that threatened 
to steal your breath away en-
tirely. 

After what felt like 6 or 7 eter-
nities, those slow, groaning 
doors finally opened, reveal-
ing a fluorescently lit corridor, 
pipes and iron running along 
the wall, leading into yet more 
blackness. There would be no 
escape this time. The elevator 
had already ascended once 
again to tempt its next prey. 
You entered that dark corri-
dor and decided to take a right. 
Nothing else would quite be 
right again, so you might as 
well take advantage of this pit-
tance. As you took a seat on the 
swivelling stool, that mocking 
laughter seemed to once again 
echo through the chamber. 
You’re unsure if that was an 
echo of your fast breathing, or 
if you breathed quicker in re-
sponse to the ominous sound. 

But it didn’t matter. Noth-
ing mattered but that pain-

HAUNTED PLACE ON CAMPUS: 
Gerstein Journal Stacks

BetterThanSnickers
Crime Reporter

Another deadly blow to all 
engineers with nothing bet-
ter to do, as the Pit’s closure 
is extended by at least 6 years 
due to a supposed “murdered” 
lead pipe. Lead detectives say 
“it lived a good life poison-
ing the water fountains” and 
was remarkably healthy for a 
lead pipe of its age. Autopsy 
confirms all details present-
ed by the investigation, and 
that foul play is being consid-
ered for this tragic death. The 
final diagnosis presented to 
the student population was 
‘the [lead] pipe was sick of the 
bullshit white walls they were 
installing,’ according to the 
pair of mechanical engineers 

assigned to the case.

In the lead pipe’s final mo-
ments, witnesses at the scene 
say it “looked distraught.” 
One such bystander went on 
to comment that even being 
around the Pit, “sucked the 
life out of them.” Said student 
wished not to be named, but it 
was clear to fellow witnesses 
that they weren’t in engineer-
ing, as said the life-sucking 
was only momentary and not 
their default state of being.  

Due to the immense water 
damage, and for the sake of 
dragging this out even fur-
ther, the Pit will be closed un-
til further notice, says UofT 
Management. This is to allow 
an optimal amount of time 

for mourning, as well as more 
time for fuck all to be done.  
Specifically, about 2 years are 
apparently budgeted for “stu-
dent acclimatization*.” As 
with the lead pipe staring at an 
empty white room, all future 
engineers wishing to one day 
enter the space must spend at 
least six months of their de-
gree getting used to the hor-
rors that are bright fluorescent 
lights and stark minimalist ar-
chitecture. 

*UofT declined to comment 
on the acclimatization proj-
ect, however considering the 
university’s track record, The 
Toike Oike has decided to 
come out and say, yeah, its 
fucking happening. 

PIT CLOSED FOR ANOTHER 6 YEARS DUE TO 
MURDERED LEAD PIPE IN WALL

ful, necessary calling which 
brought you here. Bringing 
forth your weapon of choice, 
you pressed it against the pag-
es resting upon the desk before 
you. Would it be enough? Your 
frantic scribblings became fast-
er and faster, yet time seemed 
to slip and flow past like a river 
of hydrogen, refusing to let you 
anchor down and steady your-
self. You didn’t have much time 
left. It was coming. Looking 
down upon the pages, you re-
alized you wouldn’t make it on 
time. Not. Even. Close. Faster. 
You had to be faster. The pages 
started flying, almost swirling 
around you as you gathered the 
entirety of your power. But de-
spite the majesty, the ambition, 
the sheer will, you could feel its 
breath on your neck; seemingly 
uncaring of all your efforts, all 
your suffering and struggles. 

You had no other choice. You 
gathered everything close, hop-
ing against hope that it would 
be enough, that you had done 
enough to drive off this evil just 
one more time, just this one 
last time; it was all you needed! 

Ah. It’s already gone. You 
looked down, gazing upon the 
gaping hole in your heart, feel-
ing, for the first time, the panic, 
the pain, the disbelief that it 
was over. You. Failed.

The exam, that is.
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Aeryn
Apologetic Party Member

“The demon god’s avatar 
should be behind that door,” 
the warlock said, pointing at 
the stone gates, upon which 
carvings of demons, dragons, 
angels, and men being tor-
tured in ways from crucifixion 
to impalement shimmered 
and glowed with the black and 
red of hellfire. 

“Okay. Everyone ready?” the 
warrior asked. Upon receiv-
ing resolute nods all around, 
he braced his hands against 
the gates and pushed. Nothing 
happened. 

“Um… do you want me to try, 
Jared?” The ranger asked, 
raising an eyebrow in ques-
tion. “I think it’s-

“No, no, I got it. I got it…” 
The grunting and laboured 
breathing seemed to suggest 
otherwise. “Almost…” Not. 
Jared the warrior collapsed 
to the ground in a heap as his 
polished metal boot slipped 
against the ground, and he 
face-planted directly in front 
of the gates. 

“Judging from what we know 
from experience, we probably 
need to say some sort of pass-
phrase or press a secret switch 
to get this thing to open.” The 
bard stroked his chin. “The 
motifs on the door suggest 
some sort of sacrificial offer-
ing.”

“So we have to… what? Crucify 
someone on the door to get it 
to open? I volunteer the Cleric! 
It’s very fitting for her profes-
sion!” the warlock burst out.

“Hey, fuck you! I say we nail 
the warlock to the door. It’s 
what a heretic like him de-
serves.” The not-so-sacred 
cleric declared semi-righ-
teously, casting a contemptu-
ous glare at the warlock. 

“Guys.” The ranger rubbed his 
brows tiredly. “You just have 
to pull on the door.” The rang-
er pulled open the gates by the 
very clearly placed door han-
dles.

“Oh…”

Unobserved Author
Who? Haven’t seen them

Dear reader, let me tell you the 
story of the strangest experience 
I have ever had in my life—or, 
maybe, death. 

It all started with a vacation. My 
friends and I decided to spend 
fall reading week together, in 
an old cottage in the country-
side. Well, sort of. “Old,” as in, 
construct of the 80s or 90s. 
“Cottage,” as in, house on a lake 
comfortably sized for a family of 
ten, which we basically were. A 
bit too big to be cozy, even for 
six messy engineering under-
grads. Though that might have 
been the codependent bond we 
had formed through cooperative 
suffering. 

Unfortunately, we didn’t 
have long to enjoy the cot-
tage-slash-mansion. On the 
second day, I woke at 3 am to 
a clanging, like an enormous 
cowbell being struck. Rain was 
pounding on the windows. I 
poked my head into the hall, and 
saw my friends doing the same. 

“It sounds like it’s coming from 
down the hall,” one of my friends 
said. We chased the sound to the 
library. We’d walked by it be-
fore, on a tour, but had decided 
reading week was not the time 
for books and learning. 

In the middle of the room was 
a shadowy figure. When we 
got closer, I saw they weren’t a 
shadow at all, just a tall person 
in an orange morph suit that, in 
the dark, blended into the russet 
wood flooring. Weird choice, I 
thought, but okay. 

“Welcome, detectives,” morph-
suit-guy said. Their voice 
cracked in the middle of detec-
tives and they coughed. 

“Detectives?” I asked. “We’re 
engineering students. Or stu-
dent engineers. I don’t know, 
it seems like there shouldn’t be 
much of a difference? But sup-
posedly there is.” 

“I have a mystery for you,” the 
morph suit guy said, “Which 
makes you detectives for now.” 

“A mystery?” one of my friends 
asked. “Like, that we have to 
solve?” 

The morph suit guy paused. 
“Well, yes. That’s usually the na-
ture of mysteries.” 

We groaned collectively, as 
we’d gotten used to doing in 
class when we heard phrases 
like using induction or without 

neglecting air resistance. “We 
solve so many problems,” we 
whined, “This is our break.” 

“I promise,” the morph suit guy 
said, “this is a mystery you will 
very much want to solve.” 
We waited for them to elabo-
rateexpand, but it seemed they 
were waiting for group partici-
pation, like an out-of-touch TA. 

“Well, what is it?” I asked. 

It was hard to tell under the 
morph suit, but it looked like the 
guy was smirking. “One of you is 
dead,” they said, “I killed you.” 

My friends and I looked at each 
other, then back at them. 

“But we’re all standing here,” 
someone said, “Unless you, like, 
cloned and replaced one of us.” 

“If someone gets cloned and re-
placed, with all their memories, 
are they the same person?” I 
asked. 

One of my friends hummed. 
“Maybe. I mean, same nature 
and nurture, right?” 

The morph suit guy stomped 
their foot, like an angry rabbit. 
“Who cares about clones! None 
of you are clones! You are all 
yourselves, and one of you is 
dead!” 

“Who?” 

The morph suit guy huffed. 
“THAT’S the MYSTERY!” 

I checked my pulse. I felt my 
chest rise and fall. I pinched my 
finger and counted the capillary 
refill, which was about two sec-
onds. I was pretty sure I wasn’t 
dead. 

We went around in a circle, 
checking each others’ pulses 
and feeling each others breaths 
and sticking our hands into each 
others’ armpits to check every-
one was warm enough. After 
that last one, my hands kind of 
smelled, but, you know. Engi-
neers. 

“None of us are dead,” I said, 
“You’re lying.” 

“No I’m not!” the morph suit 
guy said, and their voice cracked 
again on not. “One of you is 
dead! You need to figure out 
who.” 

What followed was a compre-
hensive interrogation, on the 
level of any engineering stu-
dents who are given a broad and 
confusing problem and then 
brought to office hours. By the 
end, the morph suit guy was vis-

ibly sweating, which was pretty 
impressive through the suit. 

“I’ve got it!” our smart friend an-
swered. “It’s quantum collapse!” 

We all turned to her incredu-
lously. 

“Excuse me?” the morph suit 
guy said, somehow wearing the 
same same incredulous expres-
sion as us through the mask. 

“Quantum collapse,” our friend 
answered, “Like the cat. One of 
us is dead or alive. Our world 
is just the state where we’re all 
alive. If we figure out who, the 
wavefunction will collapse, and 
all the universes will become the 
universe where the one person 
is dead.” 

There was a moment of silence 
while we all processed the trau-
ma of hearing the word wave-
function said during the week 
where we were supposed to be 
studying. I hate having nerd 
friends, I thought, as a nerd 
who only interacted with other 
nerds. 

“So, how long ‘til collapse?” an-
other friend asked. 

Our smart friend shrugged. 
“Until we figure it out.” 

More silence. 

“Why would we figure it out, 
then?” I asked. “Can’t we just 
continue in this universe where 
we’ll be alive forever?”  

Our smart friend shrugged. 
“Why not?” 

The orange morph suit guy let 
out a horrible sound like a bal-
loon deflating rapidly. “No, no, 
that’s not allowed!” they said. 

“But you didn’t state it as a de-
sign constraint,” I said, “tech-
nically, our solution falls within 
the scope of your mystery.” 

And as we all knew, as long as 
they can’t technically mark 
you incorrect, you’re right. My 
friends and I looked at each 
other, nodded, and decided to 
never solve this problem, like all 
the final problems on our calc 
exams. We were good at that. 

As we left the library, resolving 
to pack up and leave this weird 
reverse murder mystery house 
and continue being dead-or-
alive-or-whatever-the-cat, the 
morph suit guy crumbled to the 
floor. 

“I knew I shouldn’t have asked 
the engineers,” they cried, “the 
biology students always fall for 
it!” 

Virgin Sex 
Columnist
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6/10 — It’s no fleshlight but 
it’ll do in a pinch. 

CDOCAST CDO-
EX250T Horizontal 

Hydraulic Metal 
Extrusion Machine

Review

If I kill you in a box…

join the Toike!! 
Read this Black Box!

Are you fairly hilarious? We want you!

Can you photoshop like a boss? Join our graphics team!

Do you want to try your hand at humour writing? 
Become a staff writer!

Do you have the mad English skills required to pick out our 
typos and grammar follies? Do content editing for us! 

follow @thetoikeoike on instagram
Get involved with your friendly neighbourhood Toike Oike! 

Anyone can join!
It doesn’t matter what year, faculty, discipline, or college you’re 

a part of; if you can read this then you’re good enough for us.

DnD Party 
Mystery: How 
to Open a Door





by Saul T. Bread
Occasional genius, mostly an idiot.
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ohmosexual

Tor knew something was 
wrong because the Cannon 
was quiet. This was, admit-
tedly, an idiotic observation 
to make about an inanimate 
piece of engineering heritage. 
Nevertheless, there were dif-
ferent varieties of quiet, and 
Tor had spent enough of his 
life in Sandford Fleming to 
distinguish between them. 

There was the ordinary quiet 
of four in the morning, when 
the building seemed to have 
finally exhausted its supply of 
students and the fluorescent 
lights buzzed over abandoned 
problem sets, empty coffee 
cups, and the occasional un-
dergraduate sleeping on a ran-
dom seat with the solemnity 
of a Victorian tuberculosis pa-
tient. 

There was the tense quiet pre-
ceding a midterm, when hun-
dreds of people independently 
reached the conclusion that 
they had misunderstood every 
lecture since September. 

There was the particular, hos-
tile quiet between Tor and 
Walt whenever somebody else 
entered a room and forced 
them to temporarily stop ar-
guing.

Then, there was this. 

The Cannon sat beneath the 
emergency lights with some-
thing profoundly dead about 
it. 

Tor stopped, unable to process 
what he had just witnessed.

Behind him, somewhere up 
the corridor, the Ontario En-
gineering Relics Summit con-
tinued collapsing under the 
combined weight of insuffi-
cient planning and too many 
engineers being permitted ac-
cess to alcohol. The event had 
been pitched as an unprece-
dented celebration of Canadi-
an Engineering tradition. In 
practice, it had meant invit-
ing delegations from several 
universities to Toronto, giv-
ing them nametags, showing 
them where the washrooms 
were and then discovering 
that people whose institution-
al folklore involved stealing 
one another’s sacred objects 
should perhaps not have been 
encouraged to bring sacred 
objects into the same building. 

Tor stared at the Cannon. 
There was black residue 
around the barrel. One wheel 
sat at an angle that made his 

stomach turn before his brain 
had established why. A length 
of chain had been dragged 
across the floor. Beside it lay 
a cut of purple fabric, a small 
glob of grease, three bright red 
threads, and something me-
tallic that reflected the emer-
gency lighting with a cold little 
twinkle.

His first thought was that 
somebody had touched it. 
Then, it was that somebody 
had hurt it. His third was so 
immediate and so furious that 
he had crossed half the room 
before remembering that 
crime scenes, even ridiculous 
ones involving mascots, were 
generally improved by not 
having an enraged engineer-
ing student trampling through 
them.

“Hey.”

Tor froze. The voice came from 
the doorway behind him. He 
shut his eyes. Of every possible 
person who could have found 
him here, the universe had 
selected the one person Tor 
would have happily fed feet-
first into a paper shredder. 

“Go away, Walt.”

“Absolutely not.”

“I am not asking.”

“That’s probably why it didn’t 
work.”

Tor turned, frustrated by 
the tenacity of his opponent 
who lived and breathed just 
to ragebait him. Walt leaned 
against the doorway wearing 
the expression that had, with-
in approximately minutes of 
their first meeting, become 
Tor’s least favourite arrange-
ment of human facial muscles. 
Walt was pale, narrow-faced, 
infuriatingly pretty looking 
faintly ill, and his obnoxious 
perm had survived the evening 
with a structural integrity Tor 
found ridiculous. His confer-
ence badge had been turned 
backwards at some point, pre-
sumably because Walt had de-
cided everyone already knew 
who he was and anyone who 
didn’t could suffer. 

His eyes travelled past Tor and 
the amusement disappeared. 

“Oh,” he muttered.

Tor hated how quickly that 
single syllable sobered him, 
and he sighed, “just, don’t 
touch anything.”

“I wasn’t going to.”

“You were leaning forward.”

“I was looking.”

“You look with your eyes.”

“Thank you, Tor. I didn’t know 
that,” Walt laughed, though 
something flickered at the cor-
ner of his mouth. 

Walt stepped carefully into the 
room. 

The Cannon was Skule’s offi-
cial mascot, protected by its 
Cannon Guards and its mys-
terious Chief Attiliator, and 
Tor had seen it appear with 
thunder and smoke at enough 
engineering events that some 
primitive part of his brain 
had stopped classifying it as 
machinery. Still, to Tor it was 
obviously an object, obviously 
incapable of death, and there-
fore horrifying to encounter 
looking like a corpse. Walt 
crouched down, settling him-
self beside Tor. 

“That’s Western,” he began, 
and Tor followed his gaze to 
the purple.

Tor’s sarcasm oozed with ev-
ery breath, “Obviously.”

“Idiot. It’s a western purple for 
sure.”

“We’re in engineering. We’re 
all purple. Waterloo has pur-
ple.”

Walt looked slowly down at his 
engineering hoodie. Tor’s face 
warmed at the realization.

“Nevermind, different purple.”

“Excellent detective work.”

“Shut the fuck up.”

Walt pointed, “Red fibre. Mac. 
Maybe.”

“Who else?”

“Anyone possessing the colour 
red?”

“You came here to be useful.”

“I came here because I saw you 
sprinting down that hallway 
like somebody had announced 
free food and correctly as-
sumed something catastrophic 
had happened.”

Tor crouched beside him. In 
front lay the Cannon. It was an 
obscenely intimate arrange-
ment for examining a homi-
cide. 

“Grease,” Tor murmured. 

“Queen’s. So we’re looking for 
Western, Mac, Queen’s, what’s 
next? Good ol’ Loo?”

Tor looked over at Walt, and 
Walt was already looking at 
him. For several seconds nei-
ther spoke.

Then Tor broke the silence, 
“This is staged.”

Walt smiled. It was not a 
pleasant smile. Tor’s stomach 
churned.

“There he is.”

“Don’t start.”

“I was wondering when U of 
T’s alleged intellectual superi-
ority was going to arrive.”

“Why would somebody from 
Western leave purple fabric 
beside the body? Why would 
Queen’s leave grease? Why 
would McMaster leave fucking 
red thread? Nobody commit-
ting mascot homicide is stupid 
enough to sign their university 
beneath the corpse.”

“Have you met engineering 
students.”

“Unfortunately.”

“Then reconsider.”

Tor reached toward the me-
tallic object. Walt caught his 
wrist and Tor felt his shoul-
ders lock. Walt’s fingers re-
mained around him and nei-
ther moved. Tor disliked Walt 
profoundly. Walt was smug, 
controlling, intrusive, aca-
demically competitive, and 
possessed of the infuriating 
habit of telling Tor what to do 
with enough confidence that 
Tor occasionally did it before 
remembering he hated being 
told what to do.

“Evidence,” Walt said quietly.

Tor looked down at Walt’s 
hand and coughed, “You can 
let go.”

“You can stop reaching for it.”

“I know.”

“Then say you’ll stop.”

Tor’s jaw tightened.

Walt waited.

This was exactly the problem 
with him. He could wait for-

ever. Tor, who could argue a 
corpse into reconsidering its 
position, could not tolerate 
silence for more than thirty 
seconds without feeling com-
pelled to win it.

“I won’t touch it.”

Walt released him immedi-
ately. The absence of his hand 
was somehow worse.

Tor pushed his glasses high-
er up his nose and sighed, 
“You’re unbearable.”

“And you listen beautifully.”

“I hope the Tool gets tetanus.”

“It’s chrome.”

“I’ll invent chrome tetanus.”

“There’s my brilliant boy.”

Tor stared at him, and seeing 
Walt’s expression remain per-
fectly composed was enough 
to nearly send him into psy-
chosis. 

“Call me that again and I’m 
putting you through the wall.”

“Noted.”

“You don’t look concerned 
though.”

“I’ve seen your upper-body 
strength.”

Tor was deciding whether 
homicide number two would 
compromise the investigation 
when footsteps sounded out-
side. 

“TOR?” 

Kingston appeared first. 
He had apparently lost his 
Queen’s jacket sometime 
during the summit and was 
wearing a dress shirt with the 
sleeves rolled to his elbows, 
which would have looked re-
spectable had he not also been 
carrying a flask and wearing 
somebody else’s tie around his 
head.

West came immediately be-
hind him. Tor’s gaze moved 
from Kingston to West, then 
to the purple fabric beside the 
Cannon. West understood the 
scene immediately and his 
face dropped.

“No.”

Read the full story 
on our Ao3! Oh wait...

THE FUNDAMENTAL THEOREM OF MURDER
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A. Ghost
Regretting my life (and death) 
choices

I had not been expecting com-
pany. I see you would like some 
information on my…death? 
(starts crying). You think it 
may be involved in some wider 
campus conspiracy? Very well, 
I will try to remember.

…
I had met Arnold Swift at a 
friend's party. He was haugh-
ty, and clearly came from 
money. Intimidating posture, 
speaking with an air of au-
thority, and perfectly tailored 
clothes. We started talking, 
and I mentioned exploring 
campus (one of my hobbies in 
life was finding dingy places), 
including some random lab in 
Galbraith, now that you men-
tion it. Either way, he seemed 
to hate me, but we started 
talking about music (I was 
new to the minor) and Arnold 
offered to show me around the 
practice rooms. It was then 
that I got the full backstory of 
this building: it was a former 
convent, and was rumoured 
to be haunted with ghosts of 
failed nuns. He delivered it 
with a suspicious sneer, but I 
couldn't resist the appeal of a 
potential horror film setting!

So a few days later, I found 
this dingy building (it was 
something like 90 Wellesley), 
met Arnold Swift, and we went 
inside this elevator that looked 
straight out of the 50s. He 
started sharing more informa-
tion about the building, such 
as there being exposed sinks 
and closets in every room. Ar-
nold seemed oddly excited to 
share this, but hey, I took what 
I could get.

He pointed me to a wonderful 
room (with an exposed sink 
and closet!), and I entered. 
But then, Arnold followed me 
in and closed the door. I sat at 
the bench, and then he locked 
the door, and also the win-

dows. I could suddenly hear 
the whispers of the nun ghosts 
telling me to leave while I still 
could, but I looked around and 
there was no escape. And then 
I heard freaky shrieking too.

"Play." 

His voice echoed in the silent 
room. 

I didn't really know what to 
do, so nervously, I started 
playing the light, high velocity 
Daquin Le Coucou. But Arnold 
Swift was breathing down my 
neck, and I had to stop after a 
bar because I couldn't make a 
sound. It was as if my fingers 
had forgotten how to move. 
So then he pushed me off the 
bench and took over.

Scarbo. Anybody would recog-
nise those unyielding repeat-
ed notes. The velocity and the 
horror of it were unmistake-
able, with that almost sinister 
quality. It was this terrifying 
wall of sound, inevitable in its 
doom. It reminded me of glass 
shattering and it was just so 
loud.

I knew then that I was going to 
die.

After he finally finished, he got 
up and turned to face me. Ar-
nold Swift walked over to the 
exposed closet, took a music 
stand, and whacked me in the 
head, knocking me uncon-
scious.

…

I don't remember much af-
ter that. One moment, I was 
screaming, and the next, I 
became…this. Translucent 
and massless, and I am con-
demned to this place for eter-
nity. Please leave me now.

TESTIMONY: I Was 
Killed in a Former 
Convent

IaMaNeNgInEeR

A biology major has come to 
interrupt your regularly sched-
uled programming of lin alg, 
trigonometry, and free body 
diagrams (or whatever it is 
that engineers learn) to bring 
you insights from the natural 
world. Today I will regale you 
with the epic tale of the ene-
my of the common people and 
symbol of our glorious nation, 
the goose, and its unlikely 
partner in crime, the barnacle. 

While I assume the average 
Toike reader touches enough 
grass to be familiar with the Co-
bra chicken, let me introduce 
you to the humble barnacle. 
This little crustacean promptly 
glues its head to a rock at two 
weeks old and spends the rest 
of its life making grabby hands 
at whatever food happens to 
float by. A glamorous lifestyle. 

Luckily God is merciful, so in 
exchange for their miserable 
existence, barnacles boast the 
largest penis to body ratio of 
any organism on earth. 

Now that you’ve met the main 
characters of this story, let’s 
head to 14th century Europe 
where everyone was debating 
important questions, such as 
how many leeches you need to 
cure the black death and how 
best to draw deranged cats on 
the sides of scrolls. Perhaps 
greatest amongst these de-
bates was the question of what 
happens to geese in the winter. 

You have to remember that the 
medieval peasant, much like 
the modern day engineer, was 
poorly traveled. They toiled all 
day and never left their house, 
so there was no way they 
could’ve known about migra-
tion. But some bright individ-

ual one day found some bar-
nacles washed up on shore in 
the winter and concluded that 
clearly, the black and white 
shells must be seeds from 
which geese hatch. And so it 
became common knowledge 
that geese become barnacles 
that grow on driftwood in the 
winter. They even published 
their findings on peer-re-
viewed, academically rigorous 
wood cuts. 

And so, barnacle geese be-
come goose barnacles and vice 
versa, just as readily as winter 
turns to spring. Next time you 
see a goose in the winter, blink 
twice — for your eyes may 
be deceiving you. Too much 
screen time probably caused 
you to hallucinate that goose. 
because everyone knows all 
the geese are resting as barna-
cles during the winter. 

Secrets Exposed: Inside the 
Life of the Silly Goose

BetterThanSnickers

Late last week, one civil engi-
neering student’s ire was di-
rected at an unusual target: a 
prop knife. Unlike concrete, 
there are clear visual differ-
ences between types of knives, 
so it is exceptionally difficult 
to blame one’s eyes for mixing 
them up. The Civ in question is 
currently in a prison cell after 
attempting to kill a fellow stu-
dent during a class on weight 
and load distribution, some-
thing they did not account 
for when plotting the assault. 
The motive was determined 
by fellow engineers. In earlier 
weeks, they had heard heinous 
slander against the Civ due to 
his preference in packed dirt 
(colloquially known as ‘Mud’). 
As per usual, nothing was 
done. As such, the future civ-
il engineer had to take it into 
his own hands, which would 
be the true fault in his plans. 

According to a police report, 
the student was apparently 
“confused to no end about the 
knife”, stating that its weight 
and density were identical 
to that of the real knife and 
thus no differences between 
the two could be easily deter-
mined. Contrary to popular 
belief, and general common 
sense, he “just couldn’t tell” 
that there was no steel or met-
al within the prop blade, citing 
the prospect of an “advanced 
and exotic material” being too 
exciting to pass up.

The prop knife was of the ma-
terial known as “plastic”, with 
its structural integrity best de-
scribed as brittle but will bend 
— a combination of properties 
entirely foreign to the average 
Civ. To many, it is a normal 
plastic prop knife, much dif-
ferent compared to an actual 
kitchen knife. Unfortunately, 
to a civil engineer-in-training, 
everything is an ideal rigid 

body and a prop knife with a 
spring is clearly pretty rigid; 
but evidently, not rigid enough 
to deal the fatal blow. 

The to-be murderer is slated 
to appear in front of a disci-
plinary council from the Cana-
dian Society of Civil Engineers 
to determine how poor his 
eyesight actually is. They were 
disappointed at how dense he 
was.

In other news, The Toike Oike 
was able to receive a statement 
from the would-be victim. 
His initial words were sim-
ply, “He pissed me the fuck off 
anyways”. After surviving the 
harrowing attempt on their 
life, they were startled but had 
no lasting injuries otherwise. 
He is now part of an environ-
mentalist group against plas-
tic cutlery of all kinds. In his 
words, “I wish for plastic to 
never again be someone’s first 
option”. 

CIVIL ENGINEER CONFUSES PROP 
KNIFE WITH ACTUAL KNIFE, SAYS 
WEIGHT AND DENSITY WERE THE SAME 
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It wasn’t me.

Well, it sure wasn’t me!

It was definitely you.

It wasn’t me!

There was nobody else in the 
room.

You have no evidence that I 
was there!

Well, you don’t have evidence 
that I was there either.

Yeah, so it wasn’t me!

The knife handle has your fin-
gerprint on it.

No, that was your fingerprint!

No it wasn’t.

Yes it was!

No it wasn’t.

Yes it was!

No it wasn’t.

Yes it was!

No it wasn’t.

Yes it was!

That was very clearly yours.

No, it wasn’t! It wasn’t me!

The reading very clearly said 
so.

No it didn’t!

Can you read?

Can YOU read?

Can YOU read?

Clearly you can’t.

It was definitely you.

No, you did it!

No, you did it!

No, you did it!

No, you did it!

No, you did it!

No, you did it!

No, you did it!

No, you did it!

No, you did it!

*BANG*
 

*Crumples to the floor lifeless-
ly*

*Stares*

*Bleeds profusely*

POINT    VS   
COUNTER-

POINT:
IT WASN’T 

ME

IT WASN’T 
ME

vs

Spot the Difference!
(5 differences total, no more and no less)

by blehdy death
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amomynomous

What does Engsoc do? It’s a 
question I’ve been grappling 
with for my entire undergrad. 

Walking past the Engsoc office 
makes me think about what 
happens in that room. Do those 
people go home? Do I get value 
from the fees I pay? Do engi-
neers know what Engsoc does? 
The short answer: no. No one 
really knows what happens in 
Engsoc.

If I were to ask the average en-
gineering student what Engsoc 
does, the first thing they’ll say 
is “orientation”: a service that 
Engsoc in fact, does not run. 
It's this disconnect from the ac-
tual student body that Engsoc 
continues to struggle with, and 
continues to ignore. No one 
knows what Engsoc does and 
what it does to help the student 
body.

Go to one of their councils 
this term. What you’ll see is 
a group of students so white, 
you’ll forget that a majority of 
the engineering student body 
are people of colour.  You’ll 
enter a room of entitled fourth 
years debating the ins and outs 
of “Engsoc policy” instead of 
actually fighting for students. 
You'll be confused as to why 
actual problems (cough nanos 
can't run for engsoc Prez) are 
delegated to “committees” to 
be left to die.

You’ll also see a trend. It's the 
same group of people running 
an organization that purport-
edly is representative of the en-
gineering student body. Engsoc 
knows this though. They know 
that in the last presidential 
election, there was only one 
candidate who won the sup-
port of less than 10% of the en-
gineering student body. It is in 
their best interest to not care: 
because that's how the clique 
keeps the power.

Go to their recent annual meet-
ing, where emotions were high, 
and the society was unable to 
finish their agenda in 9 hours. 

It's fundamentally clear that if 
you’re not a part of the clique 
that runs Engsoc, you’re on 
your own.

Say you’re an affiliate, like 
NSBE (National Society of 
Black Engineers) or Engiqueers 
and you’re running an event. 
Your funding is tied to Engsoc. 
And yet, historically, you often 
get funded way below what you 
request. (source: w23 budget)

But say you’re part of the tool-
bearers (oooohs and aahs) 
a “secret” organization de-
fending the “sprit, honour, 
and valour” of the engineer-
ing community. Cone shaped 
veiled nondescript  KKK-esque 
plumbers. You’ll get a blank 
cheque of $1300 to “get new 
costumes” and for “operations 
+ activities” (source: w25 bud-
get). What for? Unsure. But 
like. Engineering traditions am 
I right?  

Oh yeah. There was a motion 
in the recent annual meeting 
to make the toolbearer thing 
more transparent. Will it get 
passed? Oh hell no. The gov-
erning overlords would never 
let that happen. It would be 
“too detrimental to the engi-
neering spirit”. Whatever that 
is.

And look. Don't underestimate 
the fact that there are so many 
hard-working engineers who 
join Engsoc and try to create a 
better student experience. So 
much so that they burn out and 
leave, wishing not even their 
worst enemies ever have to 
deal with the weird power trips, 
cringe “traditions”, and just the 
toxicity of it all.

And if you’re thinking “well this 
is a club”, “who cares”. You’re 
right. At the end of the day it's 
just a club. But it's a club that 
takes a cut of your money and 
doesn’t remember who they're 
beholden to. They're beholden 
to you: the engineering stu-
dent, not some strange cringe-
ass plumber gang that claims to 
protect our wrench from nerds 
at uoft.

Reader. If I were you. Fall 25, 
refund your Engsoc fees by 
shooting an email in the first 
two weeks of the term to vpfi-
nance.b@engsoc.uwaterloo.ca. 
They're going up btw. You can 
get like. 4 shawarma plus stu-
dent specials with that money.

Venussy

To the amusement of many, 
more and more students at To-
ronto Metropolitan University 
are being subjected to going to 
a lecture in a movie theatre at 
Cineplex Cinemas Yonge-Dun-
das and VIP. There, the soft 
seats and smell of overpriced 
popcorn lull them into a sense 
of safety and calm. But of 
course, nothing there is ever 
as it seems. 

First year mechanical student 
Mallory Snart had the unfor-
tunate pleasure of being one 
of these students. Dragged to 
the theatre with the prospect 
of actually learning instead of 
sleeping, she was overtaken 
suddenly by the music of the 
theatres themselves. Students 
at the institution usually wear 
state-of-the-art noise cancel-
ling items to avoid talking to 
each other, as well as to re-
move unwanted focus from 

why you should buy 
shawarma ramen 
instead of paying your 
[waterloo] engsoc fees
Originally submitted to mathNEWS. Definitely NOT 

applicable at all to UofT EngSoc in any way ever.

TMU STUDENT WALKS INTO WRONG 
THEATRE, WATCHES MOVIE INSTEAD 
OF LECTURE their $1,000 classes; those 

same students commented 
that a lack of noise-cancella-
tion was Mallory’s biggest mis-
take.  The theatre’s accursed 
songs latched onto her, luring 
her in with pre-roll ads and 
the prospect of watching real 
art instead of learning calculus 
(for the seventh time).

One bystander, choosing to 
remain anonymous, stated “At 
least she’ll be more engaged 
there than anywhere else on 
campus.” 

In the movie theatre, she 
would soon find herself face-
to-face and seat-to-seat with a 
handful of other victims, some 
unwilling like herself. Many 
others though, were there of 
their own free will, free time, 
and other free things that a 
future engineer could never 
dream of having. 

After the movie, Mallory was 
spotted outside of her theatre 
dazed. Local engineers were 
called to assist with her recov-

ery. Their goal especially, was 
to wipe the smile off her face 
from actually enjoying her 
time in the theatre. Following  
3 hours in pitch black dark-
ness and some time in recov-
ery, she was removed from the 
theatre premises and led down 
multiple sketchy escalators. 
Mallory was then relocated to 
the Quad, the only green space 
at TMU, where she was reac-
climated with actual sunlight.  

Reports indicate a 2% loss in 
mass due to the sun burning 
her fair skin, but she is expect-
ed to make a full recovery once 
enough Linear Algebra is in 
her system. 

Our thoughts and prayers are 
with her and the TMU engi-
neering community in this 
dark time. We at the Toike 
only wish that next time this 
happens, students get to watch 
real movies, like Primetime 
or whatever else is playing at 
Imagine Cinemas Carlton.

RM and KMS, Untitled Collage. Magazine paper, glue. 2026, created at The 
Cannon Magazine’s After Hours launch party

Editor’s Note: If you think UofT EngSoc also needs to get their heads out of their 
asses, let them know here: https://forms.gle/yBEhTYNZ18EEMMsY8

https://docs.google.com/spreadsheets/d/1ZMaVura5qlmyPDb3LM8H8g2jMnJTAPhK/edit?usp=sharing&ouid=105433069301136025126&rtpof=true&sd=true
https://docs.google.com/spreadsheets/d/1OqRn7hiWcsrNUmtiZQ-BgGJWFKDcbr6J/edit?gid=987781106#gid=987781106
https://docs.google.com/spreadsheets/d/1OqRn7hiWcsrNUmtiZQ-BgGJWFKDcbr6J/edit?gid=987781106#gid=987781106
mailto:vpfinance.b%40engsoc.uwaterloo.ca?subject=
mailto:vpfinance.b%40engsoc.uwaterloo.ca?subject=
https://forms.gle/yBEhTYNZ18EEMMsY8
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Quintorious Pemberton
Life Sci & Death Sci, 2nd year

Last year, I ‘failed’ organic 
chemistry. Except, I couldn’t 
have—I should’ve passed, by 
all means. I mean, sure I had 
a 40% before going into the 
exam, and I only studied the 
night before, but I was pret-
ty confident about my score. 
No, I couldn’t have failed, not 
me, which only brings me to 
the conclusion that someone 
must have sabotaged me—they 
must have swapped my stellar 
exam for a dupe, leaving the 
TAs none the wiser. I have re-
searched this in depth (at the 
cost of my sanity and BIO230 
grades) and created a list of six 
potential suspects:

1. 	 My Lab Partner
I swear that guy had it out for 
me for no reason. All his griev-
ances were so petty—like that I 
used the wrong solutes, never 
remembered to work within 
the fume hood, kept calling 
the chemicals ‘potions,’ tried 
to sneak food into the lab, at-
tempted to bring some of the 
more dangerous chemicals 
home with me, etc., etc. Like 
geez man, give me a break. 
At some point he even com-
plained to the department co-
ordinator about me because 
I got kicked out of the lab 
for trying to lick the chemi-
cals, leaving him to complete 
the rest of the experiment by 
himself—get over it man, life 
sucks! It’s a doggy dog world.

2. 	 The Other Quintorious
Yes, there is another Quinto-
rious at UofT. Although I am 
clearly the superior Quinto-
rious, he refuses to listen to 
reason and then instead thinks 
me to be the lesser version. He 
keeps on trying to assert him-
self as the better Quintorious, 
and I’m worried he may have 
gone too far this time.

3. 	 My Archenemesis
I’ve hated this guy’s guts ever 
since middle school, when he 
took my spot as the lead role 
in the Spongebob Musical. In-
stead, I was regulated to play-
ing Squidward, that fucking 
chud. We’ve beefed since then 
as well, getting into shirtless 
fist fights in the basement of a 
dingy bar—y’know, the usual 
stuff.

4. 	 That Guy I Ran Over in 
a Denny’s Parking Lot

Okay, it’s not my proudest mo-
ment, I admit that. But imagine 
this—it’s 3 am and you’re pull-
ing out of a Denny’s parking lot 
with three orders of the Origi-
nal Grand Slam. You’re kinda 
drunk (but that doesn’t really 
matter) when you think you 
see your archenemesis right 

in front of you. For a moment, 
rage consumes you, and you 
press your foot against the ac-
celerator. BANG! You just real-
ize you’ve hit someone—and he 
definitely isn’t your archenem-
esis. So you do what any other 
person in that situation would 
do—slam your foot against the 
gas and speed away from the 
crime scene as fast as you can. 
You don’t end up finding out 
what happened to the guy, and 
for a while, you think you’ve 
gotten away with it. That is, un-
til you see him in your CHM136 
tutorial with a cast around his 
arm. Worst part is, he seems to 
recognize you.

5. 	 That One Lesbian that 
Stole My Girl

My last girlfriend was seduced 
by a lesbian (not that there’s 
anything wrong with that) us-
ing her mysterious sapphic 
charms. Unfortunately, my 
girlfriend wasn’t strong-willed 
enough to resist and ended up 
falling for this Jezebel, dump-
ing me on my birthday. I have 
sworn revenge against this sap-
phic seductress, and vowed to 
stop her before every woman in 
a 10 kilometer radius ends up 
in her arms (I think she may 
have already gotten to my sis-
ter).

6. 	 That Trans Guy who 
Looks Suspiciously 
Like Me After Transi-
tioning

I swear it’s only a coincidence 
that 2/6 people on this list are 
queer. I have nothing against 
queer people, I love queer peo-
ple—I have a bisexual aunt, and 
I’m pretty sure my dad is a DL 
trade. 

Before this guy transitioned, 
he confided in me about being 
trans, and I supported him just 
as any friend would. Eventual-
ly, we fell out of touch. What I 
didn’t expect was, after no in-
teraction with him for a cou-
ple years, to be jumpscared by 
a guy on campus that could 
be my mirror image—he even 
goes by the name ‘Quinn’ now! 
This is getting to be such a 
problem that people are mis-
taking me for Quinn and get-
ting upset when I’m not him. At 
times I wonder if this a ploy to 
steal my identity, and perhaps 
he switched out my exam in an 
attempt to get me to fail out of 
university to obscure this fact.

Quinn, if you are reading this, 
why the fuck do you look like 
me?

That concludes my list of sus-
pects and please tell me who 
you think sabotaged me! Also, 
keep an eye out for my next ar-
ticle ‘is the government plant-
ing homosexual thoughts in my 
mind’?

Who Made Me Fail Orgo?
ishtito
Harrowed Survivor

Their hands are almost at my 
neck.

I run as fast as my legs can car-
ry me, but my heart can’t take 
it. If I stop here they will catch 
me. If I don’t stop here, I nev-
er shall catch my breath. I’ll 
collapse at any moment, cold, 
shaking, pale, aching. And the 
vultures will descend upon 
my corpse, tearing it to shreds 
and hauling its pieces back to 
their lair. I shall be left, unable 
to become one with the Earth 
again. 

But before they splay me, 
they will first twist my throat 
for ever having the audac-
ity to speak. It is not about 
the killing. It never has been 
something so simple as plain 
sadism. It has always, always 
been about the sweet nectar 
of power, dripping like sa-
liva from their ever-hungry 
mouths. Anyone who dares 
to venture outside the neat 

The Secret

David Krappenshitz
Crime Reporter

Everyone knows about the 
Lady Godiva Memorial Bnad’s 
famous two mascots: the LGM-
Beaver and the LoberGMB. 
However, recent investiga-
tions by the investigative de-
partment here at the Toike 
Oike have recently uncovered 
a dark secret, shrouded deep 
within the LGMB’s past.

Nobody knows where the 
LGMBear came from. Sourc-
es say that he had existed for 
as long as they could remem-
ber, although documented ev-
idence is scarce. A fair point 
to raise is that LGMB mascots 
are generally a complete pain 
in the ass to bring to events 
due to their large appetites 
and lack of dexterity or bal-
ance, leading to significantly 
inconvenient shenanigans. 
This would lead to a lack of 
public sightings for mascots 
such as the LGMBear to be 
photographed.

Even more mysterious than 
the secret existence of a third 
LGMB mascot is the fact that 
it seemingly no longer exists. 
Very, very few within the Sku-
le© community are aware that 
there ever was an alternative 
to the current duopoly. What 
could have caused this disap-
pearance?

Our research has led us to a 
disturbing conclusion.

Sources disagree on when 
it happened. Some say that 
their best guess would be that 
it occurred in the 2019-2020 
school year, which was ab-
breviated due to COVID-19. 
Others state that it occurred 
in 2014. Either way, the sto-
ry lines up: one fateful day, 
the LGMBear was taken out 
to Hart House farm, where it 
was promptly immolated. Its 
corpse, burnt to a crisp and 
barely recognizable, was then 
dumped into the nearby lake, 
where it sank to the bottom.

Nobody is quite sure as to what 
the motives were for this cruel 
and abhorrent crime. Some 
argue that it was self-defense; 
that the LGMBear had become 
more and more aggressive 

over the years and began at-
tacking others while at Hart 
House farm, leading to it being 
“put down”. Others say that it 
was a targeted attack by the 
future Lober, who would then 
be purchased by the Bnad for a 
purportedly obscene price. My 
personal take was that it was 
taken out back due to being 
ugly and disturbing.

Either way, sources are unsure 
as to what has become of the 
LGMBear ever since. It has 
not been sighted in at least 
half a decade, and few have 
the ability to confirm whether 
it still rests at the bottom of 
the lake… if it even still exists 
today. To quote an anonymous 
confidant: “who knows where 
it is now?”

WHAT IS THE LGMBEAR

boundary drawn by their lies is 
a challenger to their throne. A 
soul who is then fated to shat-
ter like glass.

The fear keeps me in motion. 
In spite of the physical lim-
itations of my body, when the 
mind is threatened, it does 
not know how to back down. 
I cannot stop running, even if 
my legs demand it of me. It has 
been so long and tiresome that 
it almost feels like I am now 
soaring. The taste of fresh air 
before the sickening fall, the 
splattering demise. My heart 
beats with liquid courage, my 
veins pop with overwhelming 
guilt. I am complicit.

I am the one who used to 
chase. Who revelled in con-
sumption and sought pleasure 
from the woes of those less-
er. But when they hung the 
noose around my lover, I had 
a moment of pause. A hesita-
tion that we had been taught 
to be wary of. The hint of a 
conscience awakening from a 
slumber. The beckoning of the 
end. From the moment I spoke 
since that pause, I have been 
running.

“This is cruelty.”

Three words. My final three 
words. The ruin of my mind, 
cursed to acknowledge the 
sins I have committed. Yet 
the redemption of my body, 
breaking free and facing the 
truth. Perhaps I deserve what 
is to come. I can feel their fin-
gers now, grazing my skin. 
Grasping my hair, clasping 
their hands across my eyes, my 
mouth. Pulling me down.

I lay, writhing on the ground. 
Listen closely to my whisper, 
to my secret. They are cap-
turing the joyful students that 
roam our campus and locking 
them up in the facility. They 
force-feed them brainrot and 
AI generated content until 
they become mindless zom-
bies, ready to do their bidding. 
They lead the crusade against 
humanity, and they will not 
stop until our voice is so con-
strained, so unlearned, that 
the only sound it ever makes 
is “more.” Run while you can. 
Get out without a single word.
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QUIZ: What UofT 
building is your ideal 
horror film setting?
Someone who defnitely 
doesn’t kill people
Self-explanatory

1. 	 Where do you study 
best?

a) Somewhere quiet 
b) Somewhere secluded
c) Somewhere rustic
d) Anywhere with food
e) At home

2. 	 What’s your first reac-
tion when you hear a 
strange noise at night? 

a) Hide under the covers
b) Think logically about 

what could’ve been the 
cause 

c) Practice
d) Investigate
e) I made the noise

3. 	 What scares you the 
most? 

a) The smell of a new 
book

b) Not making it to med 
school 

c) The Church
d) Subliminal spaces 
e) Being alive in general

4. 	 Who would you pick 
to be your loyal com-
panion?

a) A little mouse 
b) A silly little manus 
c) A dapper cat
d) A fat raccoon
e) Your PI

5. 	 What is your favourite 
horror movie? 

a) Matilda
b) 50 First Dates
c) The Nun 
d) Cloudy with a Chance 

of Meatballs 
e) My life 

Results 

A: Gerstein Journal Stacks. 
This is a delightful quiet place 
to study, with flickering lights, 
dark corners, and secluded 
stairwells. 

B: Medsci basement. Please 
get a life. Pre-meds are annoy-
ing.

C: Convent practice room You 
will gladly sacrifice your safe-
ty just to get a few minutes of 
practice time. And you will re-
gret it.

D: Northrop Frye McDon-
ald’s. This definitely real place 
has the best Happy Meals that 
won’t make you miserable at 
all from food poisoning.

E: The Galbraith Research 
Lab. You are miserable and 
seek out danger and to cause 
chaos.

TOIKEOSCOPES: UNTIMELY DEMISE EDITION

Challenged the haunted 
house actor to a fistfight and 
lost. Badly. Honestly, it wasn’t 

even close.

Couldn’t pick between two 
roads diverged in a wood and 

died of frostbite.

Napped too long and all of 
your organs atrophied. For 
ideas on other things to do 
in bed, feel free to ask your 

mother and I.

Hypertension-induced heart 
failure. You really should learn 
to let go of at least some 

grudges.

Talk shit, get hit. Or rather, get 
a hit placed on you. Maybe 
gossip more carefully next 

time.

Debated the semantics of a 
Saw trap and he killed you out 

of frustration.

Fatal dehydration from crying 
too much. Lock tf in.

Made fun of the wrong 
serial killer for their “sloppy” 
evidence disposal and 

“boring” victim choices.

“No dude, I can totally do a 
backflip!”

Accidentally got invited to a 
“cold-blooded killers” meetup. 
The reveal didn’t go too well.

Teacup to the head, thrown 
by a ghost. STOP “FIXING” THE 
PICTURE FRAMES. CAN YOU 
LEAVE THE HAUNTED HOUSE 

ALREADY.

Hit by a car. Nothing nefarious, 
but you should really pay 
more attention when crossing 

the street.

ARIES TAURUS GEMINI CANCER LEO VIRGO

LIBRA SCORPIO SAGITTARIUS CAPRICORN AQUARIUS PISCES

Corvus corax
Real Human Person

Ravens are a smart and in-
quisitive species. (Actually, 
ravens and crows are very 
closely related and there are 
47 of them known to the hu-
man population). They are 
sometimes said to be almost 
as smart as a human 4 year 
old child. (This is kind of ac-
curate, there are studies that 
have been done on their intel-
ligence where they’ve shown 
the ability to use tools). They 
are well known for their prob-
lem solving skills and use as 
a symbol of evil and forbear-
ing in literature. (Sometimes 
true, the symbol of evil bit, 
but more recently they are 
developing a more positive 
symbolism in pop culture). 
Ravens, as being the majestic 
and mystical creatures they 
are, are known to have a simi-
lar ability to parrots to speak. 
(Now, I don’t believe that to 
be true, wait… maybe?). And 
have been said in folklore to 
carry messages for the dead 
or to bring warnings to any 
passers-by to stay away from 
dangerous areas. (Where are 
your sources on this?). They 
are also known to hold fu-
nerals for each other, where 
they investigate the scene of 
the crime for any repercus-
sions that should be taken. (I 
do believe that’s an observed 
occurence). So, as all this is 
to say, Ravens are a very good 
bird, and one we must not 
hurt, same as all species, even 
if they’re involved in a mur-
der.

Ravens




