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Maybe you were here all summer 
and kicked your feet up as the 
surging tide of students drew forth, 
tickling your toes. Maybe .. • you 
were the tide! Crashing and 
foaming, fighting for street parking 
as you unloaded the car. Either way, 
we're glad you're here. 

After all of the classes, crying, 
cursing, and Charli XCX, it means a �~� 
lot that you're reading this plain ~­
black text in such a colorful world. t 
This is the Rat's Ass , a newspaper 
made for, by, and about Rhodes 
College. 

Over the first few weeks, did you 
notice that the street lanterns were 
dark long past sundown? I could 
hardly recognize the school in so 
much darkness. It's better now. 
Sometimes things take a while to 
change. 

Sometimes change happens 
suddenly, like when the Rat's Ass 
first mysteriously appeared amidst 
James Daughdrill's controversial 
presidency wherein he narrowly 
kept the college out of financial 
doom by cutting beloved staff and 
reconnecting the college to 
declining religious values. 
It was a time that called for and saw 
more self-expression among 

students than ever before: boasting 
as many as 5 student publications 
regularly printing issues in the year 
1993. nfortunately, it's been 
downhill since then. The Rat's Ass 
went out of print around 2000, and 
by 2022, hardly anything remained 
of Chodes Rollege's golden age of 
free speech save a few scraps in the 
archives and the yearly TSR. 

However, as the saying goes: "when 
there are crumbs, a rodent always 
comes, and if a rat has food t? 
swallow, soon plenty more Wlll 
follow." So it was, and as a few . 
restless minds stumbled upon th1s 
glorious creation from Rhodes'_ 
not-so-distant past, it was hastily 
revived with a creative fire on its . 
heels that could only have formed m 

20 years of silence. 

We'll let you in on a little secret: 
everyone who revived this is gone~ 
In their place, a new generation ot 
rats has been born, one that may 
just live in the walls of ?our very, . 
dorm! While we differ m many \~ays 
from that revivalist bunch, we still 
believe that this campus needs, and 
deserves a space for people to let 
loose their most outlandish 
thoughts, chart out their zaniest 
fictions, and show off the work that 
makes them proud. 

All that to say, we persist. 

Did you know that Harland David 
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Sanders submitted his fried chicken / 
recipe to 1,009 restaurants before it ,/ �~� 
was accepted? I don't even have �~�~�·� / 
that many linkedin connections! / "' . // 
While the Rat s Ass is not affiliated 
with Colonel Sanders, we do think 
that fried chicken and good writing 
have two things in common: Firstly, 
that they are good on the tip of your 
tongue, and even better when 
heartily consumed. Secondly, that 
they mysteriously appear at the 
Catherine Burrow Refectory about 
once every two weeks. 

For as long as it has existed, this 
publication has been a complicated 
mixture of fiction, non-fiction, 
visual art, poetry, opinion, and 
more. As such, these columns of 
text have spewed, indiscriminately, 
lies and trnths. Facts and fictions. 
With each coming issue, be critical 
of what you read, but also, don't be 
afraid to let it change you. 

Kow, while we can't guarantee that 
the Rat's Ass ½'111 change you, we 
can guarantee that you are 
changing the Rat's Ass. After all, it 
functions as a mirror to look back 
upon, distort, bedazzle, interrogate 
the community that it exists within, 
and you are a pa1i of that reflection, 
so give yourself a pat on the back 
and read on! 



prha£p~ned over the sum~~r.~ 
·-- \ 

Ain't no way Rhodes is trying to 
charge 400 to park 

i JI hau, 1ong betore this po icy, 0 , v ~11 c.,t1 

ion trying to park on campus. Usually I 
.arallel park off University Street. My l 
nistory with parking on campus is a , 

1tumultuous one that tegan with an 
1infamous orange envelope from 
~unknowingly parking in a faculty 
parking spot and peaked with an epic r 
·trip to campus security. 

!I Were they justified? 
' Yes. 

Would I agree that it was a hit and nm? 
, I would call it a panic response. 
Did I have to drive over freshly and 

1 impeccably manicured grass- after at ' 

extremely unsuccessful three point tum- ' 
to get out of the way too tight parking 
;pot I 'd invented? 
Yes. 

,My decades old car, complete with a not 
insignificant scratch from said fender! 
bender, embodied everything • 
infrastructurally wrong with the Rhodes 

•:a:king design. 

·-~~--.--,~~ 
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In antiquity, navigating the strange 
parking policies on campus was only a 
matter of legitimizing your membership 

i . 
,_m the Rhodes student body. Much like ' 

1 ifobs and student IDs, the parking sticker 
·" became a matter of rights: I have a right 

f to be here, I have a right for my car to 
ibe here. The paperwork only 
j rearticulates what the brochures I 
advertise. You' re a valid member of the 
Rhodes community, congratulations! 
7:~'"':' '~ " '"r-" +- .f'.",.. vo1_1 here. 

�~� - - - -

I think it would be smaner for me to 
;:iet a fake Rhodes parking decal 
because then they wouldn't ask for ... 
an ID 

.. :··~ �~� - �~� .. _- �~� -~- -
•·-.• .' t Jod forbid you lose one of your Big , 

, . .:: Three: fob, parking decal, ID. [ don't 
�~� li ve on campus, so I 'm already down 
- one. When I resorted to parking on the 
�~� b . 
I;::( streets es1des Rhodes, my ID became 
�~� my only key for entry. But there are 

/1~ backways, I le~med. A new staple of my 
commuter routine emerged, I now got to 
waste an extra two· to three minutes 
dickering with the security guard about 

I how high the security threshold should 
be- sometimes even the He-Man (I say 
~ v ingly) one who pulle~ me over. 

Ii i f 

Jutside ·Of campus security she's trade, ' 
I'm sure. She probably wears the badge 
on off nights. I 'rn saying she packs heat, 

09-, 

She'd offer the status quo fee of an ID 
or Fob. 
I'd offer my Rhodes number. 
She'd say that that's not acceptable. And 
would ask ifI bad a Fob. 
And so, I'd beg: Well l 'm a commuter 
and for some reason I either never 
applied to get "special commuter Fob" if 
those even exist and l 'm not a resident 
just kind of a satellite member of the 
Rhodes community but I am a member 
as proven by my R number- if they 
haven't cut me off already, they'll cut 

- me off here. 
They always buckle- sometimes they 
even cut me off halfway through the R 
number. 

, or en ry was 1e pmg 
ecurity guard figure out a comput 
sue. I have never taken a comp s 
lass. 
ometimes l catch a student fobbing i 
nd follow them. 
've never been denied entry. I don 

ow what advertises my Rhodcs-nes 
besides the necessary credentials. 
Never say never, though. I've shaved o 
a couple minutes of my life with thi 
'ctic. This is somehow more co 
fficient to me than paying S40 
pfront. Bartering has outlasted an 
ther cunency system, I guess becaus 
's the most economical. 
aybe the best solution was just to pa 

. , . 



y );.e\\yvvR~ 
There once was a rodent named Jenny 
who loved to save nickels and pennies. 
A nip for the parking, a tuck from the workers, 
but the meadows and pastures got plenty! 

Trapped by financial restriction, 
gain came a raise in tuition 

pay for the pre-meds, and co 
et none for a writer of fiction. 

No background in high'r education, 
Jen encountered a tough situation. 
The FAFSA was not, as previously thought, 
the reason for low registration. 

To stay among admin's good graces 
she purported the following phrases: 
"The blame isn't mine! It's just Memphis crime!" 
(but don 't you dare label that racist). 

So next time you're given some grief 
By campo demanding ID 
don't start a riot, sit down and stay quiet, 
and thank our commander-in-chief. 

,....._ __ 

m WC/WB; why did the 
: bab drive 

i've always just closed my eyes ,vaited . . 
patiently waiting to be carried or pushed to my destrnation 

left innocently to ponder what waited for me -
filled with enough stamina and ignorance to be optimistic 

now I'm fucking tired, i'm lazy 
last year i was under the illusion that i would be able to handle the work I and i have enough around me to distract me 

�~� the repetition ---...- •--- from the bell chiming or the blood on my hands 

some people run 
but mostly it's just hard to get myself to leave 

image of walking back and 
like a roach scuttling from one sewer grate to another 
i feel sisyphean trekkino through the heat with a little crossbody bag 

' o I 

at 7 fucking a m 

if i could do it all over again ;_. 
i would have left earlier 
beat the early bird to the worm 
and touched pavement before a passing 
tried to splatter me onto it -.-

( in Memphis/There: a manslaughter cha 
than getting there just a Utrle lat -

/ 

letting the gate slam instead of lettin 
and I keep having this nightmare --i:.=saD~~-
that one day i won't be able to open the gate, i '11 
melting onto the sidewalk, stuck on This Side sol 

(and what a side it would be I 
I _9on 't want to be lump~d with these losers) 

lately I've begun weighing my options 
, considering going on strike, not leaving 

and sitting on the concrete outside the donn 

livetweeting and emailing teachers to cross the divi ~ 
wjthout actually taking a single step towards 
The Other Side 

it's funny to think about being scared when vou , 
funny when it's deathl .· . don t have to be scar e'-1 
. Y se1 wus and everyo , . '1 

hke an anti-joke · ne can t stop laughmg 

To Get to The Other Side : ) 
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to Me You n ers and - Ross from Fne 
SSENGER SEAT PRINCESS - Chase Shak 

Get Lifted - George McCrae -! • 

3ellywrath 

. ; -,1, !('.r..Ji' • . ;,f,f, 

elle 11 

e6S 
olygon Song - Peter W 
ead, shoulders, knees 

,un: SexyBack - Justin Timber! 
\!loon: In The Hall of The Mou 
using: Kokomo - The Beach 
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