
 
 

 

putting on our big girl pants about 
it). If there are teardrops on the 
page, its because this Saturday 
there will be no need for us to get 
up early to tailgate, or to go get 
crap-muffins from the hotel lobby 
on a road trip. No Longhorn foot-
ball on Saturday. Oh, the pain, it 
BURNS. (Wait maybe that isn't 
anything to do with football. Tar-
get is a dirty skank, you know.) 

We've been missing for a while, 
but we're back. We hope you had 
a great Thanksgiving/Cowboys 
Appreciation Day and a Wonder-
ful Christmas and Happy Get 
Drunk For the New Year's Day.  

A Letter to Aggies 

This is the cur-
rent state of our 

c h i c k e n s . 
This is us  
counting our 
c h i c k e n s . 
What? You 
didn't know we were actually 
small Asian children sitting in 
the snow? The point is - you 
can clearly see that we counted 
the chickens, much before they 
hatched. Rather, the eggs were 
stepped on by Kansas State and 
Texas A&M. (You know they 
don't like chicks.) And so, alas, 

we've learned our lesson: 
Never bitch about going to a 
BCS bowl with Boise State, or 
the football gods might just take 
the whole thing away from you. 
Plus, we thought it too: 
"Damn... Glad that was Okla-
homa."  

This week instead of thrashing 
everyone in sight, we are still in 
the holiday spirit, and will con-
tribute with a farewell to foot-
balldom in the classiest way 
possible. (Of course we're still 
harboring secret angry bitter 
mojo about the final two season 
games, don't be silly, we're just 

Sadly, Aggies are still spending a lot of extra 
time in the shower over the the annual 
Texas game this season. First, we would like 
to address anyone who isn't actually an 
Aggie. If you are just an Aggie supporter, 
didn't actually go there, and still feel the need 
to whoop! it like you actually graduated from 
there, we aren't talking to you. Mainly be-
cause as much as we are annoyed by Aggies, 
there is a certain caliber required to be one, 
and we aren't going to waste our time with 
people who pretend to be Aggies. (Why on 
earth would you do such a thing?) And 
now… 

Dear Aggies, Shut up. Please stop calling, 
instant messaging, texting, facebooking, 
myspacing, and sending messages by carrier 
pidgeon to all of your Longhorn friends. You 
got some gifts from the refs, caught us on a 
bad day, and on a stroke of luck your dirty 
playing didn't cost you the game. Javorski 
Lane is NOT WHO you think he is. I don't 
care how many commentators' numbers he 
got after the game. 

So what? It doesn't mean your football team 
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• Shut up. 

• You’re killing 

me Smalls. 

• 130 priests?  

• Moonshining 

on Monday 

• Texas Fan in a 

Tech Shirt. 
Gasp. 

• Vince is al-

ways a 
‘thumbs up.’ 

Be our guest columnist next week! HornofGabriel@gmail.com !!! 

Don’t Count ‘Em Too Early. 

is better than ours. Further, it doesn't mean 
that College Station is even comparable to the 
city of Austin, or that this will stop the perpet-
ual penis envy the Aggies have of all things 
from THE University of Texas. 

It was a fluke, a flicker of light in the impending 
darkness surrounding the Aggies as they spiral 
into the oblivion of mediocrity and marginality. 
The corps is an embarrassment to the military, 
your mascot licks its own ass, and everyone 
laughs at the ridiculousness of your obsession 
with the 12th man. We know you probably 
don't have sex with sheep, but we wouldn't 

put it past you since we don't really under-
stand the rest of your "traditions". 

We know it makes you feel better to beat us 
at...something...every once in a while. I mean 
1 out of 7 does make us take you seriously. 
Want to take it back farther? 3 of 11. Why 
don't we just lay it out there. 73-35-5. Win 
two more in a row, and you get the Texas to 
Aggie win ratio down to 2:1. Maybe if you 
can get that down to say 1.8 or so, we'll start 
calling it the Lonestar Rivalry, instead of the 
Showdown. 

The bonus for Longhorns is that you are 
stuck with Coach Fran. His ballsy, aimless 
gambles and subpar recruiting will continue 
to keep Texas A&M right where they are: 
squeezing their balls, wishing they were 
Texas.  

How'd that Holiday Bowl work out for you, 
Kellen? Marshawn Lynch can beat your 40 
time while carrying your fat mother. 

With love, national championships, and the 
best football in the state, 

Texas Longhorn Fans.  

We know we’ve used this about 10 times. Just 
too good. And still hilarious.  



There's a feud in 
the Big 12 Con-
ference between 

the North and 
South. It's a civil 

war in which 
nobody wins and 

Colorado too 
often loses. --- 

Denverpost.com 

 

I'd most like to play Notre Dame, for a multitude of reasons, and 
least like to play Boise State. Playing Boise State is a lose-lose 
proposition. If you blow 'em out, you were supposed to. If you 
win close, you were supposed to blow 'em out. If you lose, you 
suck. There's no happy ending." - Burnt Orange Nation  

 

Take an absurd system, tweak it some more, and end 
up with an even more absurd system. Frankly, Rube 
Goldberg could have come up with a better system of 
ending the college season than something generating 
a potential Boise/Texas matchup, a solution involving 
golf balls, a boxing glove on a flexing arm, and not 
Boise State players lying broken in pieces on the field 
in front of millions of scarred eyeballs. - EDSBS  

I entered today 
with the intention 
of chugging a beer 
every time I saw 
that stupid John 
M e l l o n c a m p 
Chevy commer-
cial. But now I'm 
out of beer, out of 
bourbon, and i 
kind of wish i 
could go home 
with Charlie Weis. 
-  P h a r m y 
(Deadspin.com)  
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Texas Fans That Really Get On My Nerves 
Name Abbreviation Guy He sits behind 
just within earshot of you, and constantly 
refers to JMich, ARoss, KStud,TBrown, and 
JCharles while clapping loudly at odd mo-
ments. He says it rather convincingly, suggest-
ing that perhaps he and JCharles hang out in 
the PCL sometimes. He can also be in combi-
nation with… 

Football Tourette's Guy Instead of Yeah! 
Go HORNS! or something of that nature, this 
individual feels the need to shout out "And 
that's good enough to f*** your motha!!!" 
after a 4 yard gain. Some other of my per-
sonal favorites include, "You know man, like 
the song, BACK TO LIFE!!! BACK TO REAL-
ITY!!!" "What a dump!" and "HE'S LIKE A 
FISH!" while he looks around to see if anyone 
around him is going to high-five him for his 
overwhelming cleverness. This guy is usually 
hanging out with… 

Throwing Random Crap Guy I can under-
stand the frustration of being down, or even 
worse losing to Texas A&M. Still - why are 
you throwing keychains, empty coke bottles, 
and whatever else you can get your hands on? 
Is this some sort of crowd theory psychologi-
cal phenomenon? "I'm in a huge crowd of 
people, I'll throw something, and make an ass 
out of myself. Good plan." *chunk* This guy is 
usually dating… 

I Love Football, What's Going On?, I 
need a Lemon Freeze, Where is Julie 
Sitting? Girl. Maybe one of the most dis-
tracting fans, this individual is impeccably 
dressed, with a complete supply of blotting 
tissues and make-up for repairs, and doesn't 
have a clue as to what is going on. She may be 
hard to spot - because there are a lot of well-
dressed Texas women (read: the Editors) 

who know a lot of football. You'll be able to pick 
her out - because she'll start cheering after 
everyone else, and will be looking just about 
everywhere but the field. She is often hanging 
out, or in combination with… 

Wow, I'm Drunk! Girl Hair all a-mess, spiked 
cup in hand, she teeters dangerously back and 
forth on the wobbly bleachers in the student 
section. All smiles at the first quarter, but by the 
end of half time the percalating booze and half of 
a gronola bar she forgot to throw up this morn-
ing are not sitting so well. She'll sit down, head 
between knees, insisting she just needs a minute. 
All of this will actually cause a distraction from 
the game for… 

The Frat Boy Frattys are actually good football 
fans. I mean they have to have something else to 
talk about other than how great they are, how 
wasted they got last night, or who has the cool-
est sunglasses strap, right? Ok...well...anyway - 
they throw big tailgates and show up early. They 
watch the game, actually know what's going on, 
and only pause from watching to pour more 
booze in the collector cup, grope their girlfriend, 
or keep her from puking on his friend's Red 
Wing boots. They often leave early, for benefit of 
Wow, I'm Drunk Girl, but otherwise usually 
make it to the 4th quarter. This fan is the arch 
nemesis of… 

Player Bashing Fan This fan has about two 
brain cells to rub together. He played football 
way back in the day at some Texas high school 
and since he played in that one game when they 
went to playoffs that year, thinks he could easily 
replace any player, coach, announcer, ref, or 
commentator at any moment. He's probably fat 
and overgrown, still having 'team dinners' every 
night and screams his belligerant head off at 
every game. He is the first to say something like 

"Colt's m-boy, MY - BOY," after he throws for 
a TD, and also the first to bash any player with 
some brash obscenity the moment the chips 
are down. Much like the fat roll hanging over 
his belt, he jiggles back and forth from an 
adoring fan to an arrogant nay-sayer who could 
be doing a much better job. This fan is a die-
hard, just not very smart. For this reason, he is 
sometimes confused with … 

The Bandwagon Fan You know him. The 
guy who can't name five players on the field. 
He has a longhorn sticker on his car, despite 
never attending the University, a whole ward-
robe of burnt orange clothing, and would have 
'just died!' to have Rose Bowl tickets. He signs 
emails with Hook 'em and worships __insert 
player/coach__. That is, when the Longhorns 
are winning. This fan becomes remarkably quiet 
and wears a lot more blue, red, and green 
when the 'Horns lose. I can't decide who gets 
on my nerves most, this guy, or… 

The Superfan Hear me out, I consider myself 
a pretty avid fan. This is not the avid fan, this is 
the hyper-super psyched-I know EVERYTHING 
about our football team, oh my God, I'm such a 
superfan!!!! When talking with your friends at 
the game, this fan, regardless of the topic 
intended, will chime in from anywhere within 4 
person radius to correct you, provide you with 
a random piece of trivia, complain about some 
aspect of the game, be super excited about 
some play and then... in a whisp... disappear 
back into the crowd. It's actually kind of 
creepy. 

And there you have it. The most annoying fans, 
Part 1. Stay tuned for the sequel: Texas Basket-
ball Fans. 
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Quotes & Opinions 

Watching college 
football on Fox… 
must kill self. 
Comment by Tim 
EDSBS  

As far as the BCS 
"working", it's doing EX-
ACTLY what the designers 
wanted it to do, creating a 
second Superbowl.  As far 
as the marketing vermin 
are concerned, it's working 

Depression:  The inevitable 
result of living vicariously 
through your favorite football 
team, scheduled to sink in just 
minutes after your team's 
second straight loss. - BON 

Best Gameday sign all sea-
son: Charlie (Weise) ATE 
the Chocolate Factory.  
R o w a n  2  F S U 
(deadspin.com)  

I really wish I had the ability to 
pack in that second piece of pie 
but I just ate four pounds of 
mashed potatoes...stupid tempting 
potatoes, you are the flashy 
whore of the Thanksgiving 
spread. - Kissing Suzy Kolber  

You know what Sweatervest needs? A Dodge truck. I bet that could get a 4th and 1 conversion. 
-Comment by Psunami  EDSBS  

"McCoy’s brilliant freshman season ended with a whimper, but that shouldn’t diminish the fact 
that he outplayed every freshman quarterback in Texas history and nearly set the NCAA record 
for TD throws by a freshman. Injury and the attrition of the season got to him. Despite his 
obviously fake name, he’s going to be really dangerous for at least the next two years, pro-
vided someone can donate a shoulder for a transplant. (It’s Texas–they’ll find someone who’ll 
hand one over.)" -EDSBS  

LSU’s band won 
the “Heisman 
Trophy for 
m a r c h i n g 
bands.” Does 
this mean none 
of them are 
ever going to 
succeed in the 
pros? - EDSBS  

“If you get 130 priests together, there’s going to be some battles.”  
-Mike Leach 

Yep. Horn outplayed Mr. Heisman, uh, I mean, 
Mr. Smith. Somebody send that kid a box of 
donuts. - Ryan Ferguson, AOL SportsBlog  

If ABC needs some help with the commercials for a potential Okla-
homa State bowl game, after seeing some crowd shots of their coeds, 
might I suggest: "Ugly lives here." - Preciousroy (deadspin.com)  

I don't see where folks are coming from when they call Boise State's win over Oklahoma "the best 
college football game I've ever seen," primarily because the game didn't mean a damn thing. Sure, it 
had a finish and marriage proposal that were pure storybook, and, sure, the blue field Broncos winning 
the Fiesta Bowl is the best underdog story since George Mason's Final Four run, but they were playing 
for pride and money; not championships. Last year's BCS heavyweight bout, Texas over USC, now 
that's a game worthy of "best ever" designation  -dcferguson, Mr. Irrelevant's Sports Blog  



Even Saban loves Texas. 
Roll ‘em Horns! 

Musical Coach es 

We’re fans of 
going com-
mando, but 

really, in that 
short of a skirt? 

Skank.  

 YOU are ON NOTICE          
P A G E  3  C H A M P I O N S H I P  I S S U E  

TTh 8am classes: A final on 
the 19th? Boo: Forcing me to 
study Chemistry when I 
should be enjoying the holi-
day (beverages). 

11am games: You leave us 
no time to drink. :( 

Lee Properties: Seriously, we 
told you about the toilet monster 
weeks ago. The next death is on 
your hands. Fix our outlet or don't 
be surprised if your lawn gnome 
is strangled by Christmas lights. 
(Boy, do we know how to cross a 
line.) 

The New Orleans Saints: Cowboys > Better than 
you. I don't care what you say. 

Striped Socks: People 25 and younger, please. Yes, 
those are real cranberries. Don't touch them, I think 
wierdo is contagious. 

Job Applications:  Go away.  You are a sign of the 
real world, something we want no part of.  Also, 
why do you need to know about felonies and misde-
meanors?  I mean, I'm not in jail right now. 

Working at 8am: You're only on notice when I 
drink my dinner. Which is often enough for this to 
be a relevant list item.  

Sunlight, Alarms, Loud Noises, Food I Don't 
Like: See 'working at 8am'.  

and Sunshine, its a hefeweizen 
delight. Created by Moe, Posse 
East brewologist (Well it was 
either a mixologist, brewologist, 
or something actually really 
cool. This was a few pitchers in. 
Damn the moonshine! (JB)), this 
drink is citrusy and full bodied. 
Zero aftertaste and perfectly 
smooth. Toss in a squeezed 
lemon wedge and your done. We 
must warn you, MoonShine goes 

We were sorely dissapointed with the 
collective 'duh' let out by Ohio State, 
but it was nice to see Florida win and 
we learned a lot about beer at a fine 
campus area institution: Posse East. 
Practically on the corner of campus, 
Posse East is no stranger to football 
and Texas fans. Stopping by with a 
regular (our roommate Eddie), we 
were introduced to MoonShine. No 
friends, this isn't Tennesee. Moon-
Shine is a concoction of Blue Moon 

down like lemonade 
and before you know 
it you're 3 pitchers in, 
and screaming,  “F*** 
the Buckeyes” in pub-
lic. (I can't take JB anywhere...) 
According to Eddie (watering-hole 
expert), "you can always count on 
the resident stoner for the best 
beer." Well friend, you aren't kid-
ding. MoonShine is fan-tas-tic.  

We Saw That 

The Texas Toast: Moonshine at Posse East 

MoonShine,  
Texas Style! 

Be our guest columnist next week! HornofGabriel@gmail.com !!! 

 “This year Buckeye fans can pre-
order copies of the January 9th edition 
of the Columbus Dispatch to avoid the 

possible sell out.”  
Good thing, right? 

T a n g l e d  C h r i s t m a s 
Lights:  Christmas haters invented 
you. 

Kellen Heard: You can't be from 
Texas. People from Texas are 
friendly, not assholes. 

Franchione: There is no crying in 
football. 

OSU and 
OU have 

something 
in com-

mon: Pu**y 
Offspring 

 
 

Take 
that! 

That’s right. JB in a TECH SHIRT, 
  

 ON HER OWN FREE WILL. 
 

TRAITOR. 



P A G E  4  Our Final Rant (This Season) About the New Clock Rules 
Seriously this is getting out of hand. 
THE NEW CLOCK RULES ARE 
STUPID. 

Comparing 2006 to 2005, we had 
326 less plays in this season. Ok, 
326, not a big deal to you—that’s 
based on statistics that show 70 
more games in 2006 than 2005. More 
games, and still over 300 missing 
plays.  

And the games are shorter—about 
15 minutes shorter. Big 12 saw an 
average loss of 15:47 minutes per 

game.  If you do the math, we lost 
200 minutes of football. THIS IS 
AN OUTRAGE! 

We’d be okay with it if there was 
some logical reason. However, to 
date, we’ve been presented with not 
one acceptable response.  

Folks, something must be done. We 
here at the Horn have taken it upon 
our selves to search for the angriest 
person about this to do direct bitch-
ing to the NCAA. We recruited 
Howard Dean, but after a 10 minute 

conversation, decided he 
was, indeed, a pansy.  

Support us in our fight! 
Send your rant about losing 
football (I mean—think if 
200 cute kittens died—how 
would people feel? We care 
about football a LOT MORE 
than cute kittens) to 
HornofGabriel@gmail.com. 
We’ll make sure the powers 
atop Mt. Doom  get your 
message.  

A Pink-Slip Poem 
Florida in all had a pretty rough year, 
The brawl, the shooting, the death, and 
NCAA fear, 
Miami replaced Coker, whose bald head we 
hold dear, 
We say, "Tough luck, Larry, maybe they'll 
beat 6-6 next year." 
(Willie Cooper was shot in preseason, re-
covered. Bryan Peta died on November 7th, 
a loss for all of college football. After going 
6-6, and the debacle of the FIU brawl, 
Coker got the ax.) 
Moving on, but not leaving that swampy 
state, 
Oh so much more mess did that field fight 
create, 
Florida International says, "Goodbye Stock, 
it was great, 
Wait… zero and twelve! What the f***, 
mate!?" 
(The counterpart in the Miami brawl, Don 
Strock faced the same music as Larry 
Coker. Actually, he was on his way out 
anyway. The Golden Panther's went 0-12 
this season. Ouch.) 
 The Michigan State Spartans said, "See-ya, 
daddio," 
To John L. Smith, who led ND and Anasta-
sio. 
Smith blew the lead, and then shrugged "I 
dunno?" 
"Farewell Smith and bring on Cincinnati's 
Dantonio!" 
(Smith and the Spartans blew a 16 point 
lead against Notre Dame this season 
(Anastasio is a wide receiver on the team 
for you non-domers.) Michigan State let 
Smith go early in the season, but allowed 
him to finish the year. They announced 
later that they were hiring Mark Dantonio 
from Cincinnati.) 
Early on Texas schooled Iowa State in the 
game 

Which added to the pile against McCarneys 
name. 
Fired he hit the road, took the walk of 
shame, 
Replaced by Gene Chizik of great Longhorn 
fame. 
(Dan McCarney was fired at Iowa State, 
replaced by Texas' defensive coordinator, 
Gene Chizik Alright, so I'm from Texas. 
Get over it. And no – not happy about the 
losses that this little coaching change may 
have caused against KState and eATMe..) 
Goldy Gopher of Minnesota was really 
unhappy, 
The Tech Pirates of Texas were smart and 
scrappy, 
"Arg! Matey, you blew 31-points? That’s 
crappy." 
Mason is done, and his farewell address was 
too sappy. 
(Glen Mason of the Minnesota Gophers 
was fired two days after losing a 31-point 
third-quarter lead against Texas Tech in 
the Insight Bowl.)  
And so friends as the end approaches there 
are but three more 
But this poem is long, and becoming a bore, 
So I'll list them: Bunting, Amator, Scelfo, 
amore! 
UNC, NCState, and Tulane showed them 
the door. 
(John Bunting – fired from North Carolina 
and replaced by Butch Davis. Chuck 
Amato fired from North Carolina State. 
Chris Scelfo fired from Tulane University.) 
Dear Football, yes, it draws to a close, 
But it will be back soon, everyone knows. 
Comfort yourself with beer and non-
rhyming prose, 
And revel in the fact that Ohio got hosed!
(Come on, seriously. Who was cheering for 
the Buckeyes, but in fact other Buckeyes?) 

No more tailgating, brats, or toasts with beer, 
No PATs, high fives, hail marys, or cheer. 
The truth, my friend, has become quite clear, 
Football season, the end, *sob* is really quite 
near. 
(Is it January already?!) 
It's true, this season left much to be desired, 
After Vince and the boys left us so inspired. 
Football will return in the fall, admired, 
What's best for you and me is that we weren't 
fired! 
(We're about the only ones who weren't.) 
The Crimson in Alabama, for starters all 
cried, 
They couldn't stand Shula – despite his great 
pride, 
He lost three in a row, and to the curb with 
his hide, 
"We'll take a pro, get lost and Roll Tide!" 
(Shula replaced at Alabama with NFL 
Coach Nick Saban) 
Dirk Koetter was next, that old Sun Devil, 
Only two top-25 wins, ASU sat down to 
level, 
"A pro for us too, the trash of red and cara-
mel,   
49ers reject, Dennis Erickson's a marvel." 
(Arizona State replaces Dirk Koetter with 
fired 49ers coach Dennis Erickson) 
Deep in (North) Texas, heart attacks aren't 
funny, 
UNT outed Coach Darrell Dickey, "Sorry, 
honey", 
Don't fret too much about his legacy, sonny, 
Because Mattress Mac 'saves them mon-
eeeeeeeeeeyyy!' 
(The University of North Texas fired Coach 
Darrell Dickey, barely a month after he 
suffered a heart attack. His name is still on 
the new million-dollar practice field, be-
cause Mattress Mac, the booster for the 
field, threatened to reallocate the funds if 
the name was changed.) 

G A B R I E L ' S  H O R N  

Dean’s got nothing’ 
on us. We’re canned 

RAGE. 




