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Will Jumbo defeat his 
evil twin?

 Welcome to the Plot Twist Issue!  An issue packed with shocking revelations, heart pound-
ing suspense, and, of course, naked women with Admiral Ackbar heads photoshopped in place of 
their breasts.  Or is it?  Read to find out!  But before that, I would like to share a tale with you.

 I remember when I first saw The Zamboni.  There I was, a freshman who was living away 
from home for the first time, at an amazing university, when I passed by a copy in the campus 
center.  Suddenly, my perfect college was covered by a huge, tasteless shit-stain of a magazine.  
It was at that moment I swore to destroy The Zamboni by any means necessary.

 Now, over three years later, my goal is at last in sight!  It took a lot of work, a lot of humor 
articles that I detested with every word I wrote, and becoming friends with the horrible scum who 
made up this piece of slime, but finally, I can take credit as the man who destroyed the Zamboni!  
Say goodbye to Tufts Zamboni, the humor magazine, and hello to Tufts Zamboni, Tufts' new and 
only magazine for meerkat fanciers!  Look for our newsbriefs and you'll only find groundbreak-
ing meerkat news!  No more poop jokes, but instead how to analyze your meerkat's fecal mat-
ter to make sure he is eating a proper diet of insects and reptiles!  All photoshop jobs shall be 
replaced by the latest in the exciting field of meerkat photography (both photos of and by meer-
kats)!  At last, a publication that Tufts can be truly proud of!

Ain't that a kick in the head?
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by Coorain Devin

MEDFORD - Yesterday Tufts Emergency Medical Service received a fran-
tic call from a worried sophomore detailing how the student had found her 
roommate unconscious. The cause was not alcohol, as was first suspected, 
rather a Reese’s peanut butter cup. The medical team came to the sobering 
conclusion that there is a wrong way to eat a Reese’s: so wrong, in fact, that 
it can be fatal. 
   TEMS rushed the sophomore to Somerville Hospital, where the student 
was admitted into the emergency room. She was released early this morn-
ing and will recover completely, according to the hospital. It appears the 
student had been experimenting with candy for some time and had finally 
gone too far. A spokesman for Reese’s seemed baffled, but refused to com-
ment at this time.

by Matthew Luz

NEW YORK - Ben Bernanke, Chairman of the Board of 
Governors of the United States Federal Reserve, held a press 
conference this morning with wonderful news for the Ameri-
can economy.  The event began cryptically, with aides from 
the Federal Reserve handing out Cuban cigars and glasses 
of a 1947 Cheval Blanc.  Bernanke then took to the podium, 
which was uniquely adorned with gold leaf and the pelt of 
a Siberian white tiger. “It’s actually quite funny,” Bernanke 
said jovially as he lit a cigar with a roll of twenties.  “Have 
you ever grabbed a book off your coffee table, only to real-
ize you were reading it upside down, much to your chagrin?  
Yeah, basically we did that with the big graph up on Wall 
Street.”  Bernanke then stopped to snort an enormous line 
of cocaine from the podium.  “Greenspan’s faith in the self-
corrective nature of the market was justified,” continued 
Bernanke, brushing white powder from his beard.
   Stockbroker and Wall Street insider Maximilian Golden-
blood had more to say to us.  “The maintenance staff was 
working late on Wednesday and bumped into the input plug 
of the stock graph.  When they went to readjust it, they dis-
covered someone had flipped the leads,” said Goldenblood 
as he playfully slapped his forehead.  “Turns out the whole 
thing has been displaying upside down!  Stocks are up by 
over two thousand points!  I mean, I was ready to throw my-
self from the fiftieth floor of 40 Wall Street.  It turns out I’m 
richer than God.”

There's no wrong way to eat a Ree - OH MY GOD!

Reese's eaten the wrong way

Bernanke: "Oops!"

   The news has far reaching implications, as mortgage and financial gi-
ants Washington Mutual, Fannie Mae and Freddie Mac were all found to 
instead be generating massive profit with plenty of capital to go around.  
“I was all prepared to cancel the annual Money Party at the local country 
club,” said one executive.  “Turns out we can throw an extra decadent bac-
chanalia this year.  Chocolate covered whores for everyone!”
   Bernanke ended the conference with a note of confidence.  “We’re look-
ing to see what other economic blunderings could be attributed to such eas-
ily missed errors.  Preliminary investigation indicates that, after correcting 
a rounding error, fuck the Euro.  Oh, and every person in China owes us 
$1157, plus change.  We take checks.”

Holy jumping tiger whores!  The economy's okay after all!
Photo by Ryan Olivera
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Well, at least you don't live in Detroit

by Daniel Testa

EUGENE, OR - In a bizarre turn of events 
last week, a Tufts student was killed by the 
very tree he was trying to protect. Thomas 
Wicker, a Medford resident, spent the last 
four months living in a redwood tree at risk 
of being cut down for the construction of a 
new mini-mall in Oregon. 
   “He was taking activism classes at Tufts 
and heard that developers were preparing 

Tree Hugger Dies Ironic Death

to cut down the tree. The next day he was 
flying across the country," recalled Jason, 
Wicker’s brother.
   Despite torrential rains, searing heat, and 
a swarm of rabid squirrels (the source of 
which is still under investigation), Wicker 
remained in the tree and won the admiration 
of Oregon residents.
   “He made me realize that the trees are 

worth fighting for,” said 5th grader Monica 
Summers. “Even though it was icky when he 
would kiss it.”
   Eventually, thanks to the publicity Wicker 
generated, plans for the destruction of the 
tree were halted and Wicker was free to 
come down.
   Jason recalled Wicker’s return to the 
ground, “He looked terrible, I mean he had 
lived in a tree for months without a shower 
or a change of cloths, plus he kept saying the 
tree was going to have his children because 
he gave it his ‘Special Sap.’”
   Once down, Wicker gave the tree one last 
hug when, to the shock of all assembled, 
the tree branches wrapped around him and 
returned the gesture. Unfortunately, Wick-
er’s emaciated frame was not nearly strong 
enough to withstand the pressure of the 
entire tree.
   “He pretty much snapped like a twig,” 
said an anonymous witness, adding “No pun 
intended.” 
   The funeral for Mr. Wicker is tomorrow. 
The Redwood was cut down last week after 
Wal-mart executives argued that it was an 
out of control threat to public safety. 

by Max Tolkoff

   America has a new president-elect, but it 
seems like George Bush won’t be leaving 
the White House any time soon.  Obama has 
created a new advisory position specifically 
for president George W. Bush.  The position 
is called the “anti-advisor to the president.”  
The position consists of Bush telling Obama 
what he would do if he were president, and 
Obama subsequently doing the opposite. 
   On his first day on the job, during an 
economic advisory meeting, Obama asked 
Bush’s opinion.  When Bush responded “I 
think we should cut the capital gains tax,”  
Obama retorted almost immediately, “Tell 

leader Reid that I think it would be wise if 
we raised the capital gains tax.”
   Eventually Bush caught on and started 
saying things like “I think we shouldn’t kill 
children.”
   “I’m not stupid,” said Obama, “but nice 
try.  And by the way, I like how you were 
willing to let children die to prove me 
wrong.  That’s why you’re so good in this 
position.”
   Joe Biden has taken the opposite ap-
proach, taking private evil lessons with Vice 
President Cheney.  “I know Americans want 
change, but we feel change should come 
slowly,” Vice-President elect Biden said, “A 

competent president is one thing, but I think 
it will take some time for Americans to get 
used to the idea of a Vice-President who 
isn’t evil.  That might take a little longer."
  "We've decided to slowly phase out the 
problems of the Bush administration," said 
one member of Obama's staff.  "We're wor-
ried that, if we're too reckless in restoring 
order to the executive branch, the American 
people will suffer from severe motion sick-
ness."
   Nevertheless, those who are looking for-
ward to an end of Bush and Cheney’s time in 
the White House are going to be sadly disap-
pointed. 

George Bush Finds Place in Obama Administration

Thomas Wicker died doing what he loved.
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Baywatch, but with less cleavage and more conflict

by Ryan Oliveira

   Tufts lost an endowment from a prominent 
foundation after a typographical error result-
ed in $100 million being mistakenly donated 
to William H. Taft’s University of Culinary 
Arts and Most Excellente Presidency.
   Though the mistake did not come as good 
news to Tufts University, Taft’s University 
was more than pleased with the endowment.
   “This is going to help fund our fine in-
stitution incredibly,” the university’s Dean 
Clarence Corpulent told reporters from the 
President’s Bathtub.   “I can’t tell you how 
long we’ve been waiting to give the Depart-
ment of Soliciting their own building.  Now 
they can finally offer more pathways for 
our plethora of delectable majors, including 
Postal Law and Glass-Plate Photography.”
   The Department of Soliciting, according to 
Dean Corpulent, has immediately begun to 
put their new budget to use, adding courses 
that will hopefully entice more students to 
attend the university. Courses include S-103, 
Growing of a Most Fine Moustache, and 

C-105, Advanced Crockery Placement.  “We 
are quite pleased at this turn of events,” the 
department’s esteemed Professor Alphonso 
Tumblebottom said as he demonstrated a 
technique from his popular class, Laughing 
Through Mutton (ESQ-005).
   Additionally, the university has set up 
an Experimental College of its own, mak-
ing it able to offer classes that would not fit 
in the curriculum otherwise.  Some of the 

more popular titles include Radio Telegra-
phy, Player Piano Lessons, Trustbusting in a 
Post-Jell-O World, and Peanut Agricultural 
Science.  When asked about these classes, 
Robyn Gittleman of Tufts' Ex-College re-
plied, "Meh."
   William H. Taft’s University of Culi-
nary Arts and Most Excellente Presidency, 
or WHTUCAMEP as it is affectionately 
known, was first established during the mid-

Tufts Loses Donation

dle of President Taft’s 
term with the president 
himself cutting the rib-
bon with a greasy but-
ter knife.  The univer-
sity has since gained 
prominence around the 
region for its commu-
nity outreach involving 
the prevention of card 
playing, the spread of 
ragtime, and whore-
houses.

"Where young men and women may procure an education in subjects such 
as the regulation of gentleman's betting and the steam industry."

by Mike Schecht

NEW YORK – On Election Night viewers were treated to CNN’s latest attempt to 
distract us from their shoddy news reporting: Holograms!  Chief CNN hack Wolf 
Blitzer and closet-homosexual-extraordinaire Anderson Cooper both had the privi-
lege of introducing this marvelous technology to the world.  However, what viewers 
thought was a completely harmless technology actually turned out to spell doom for 
the network, and possibly mankind.  The video crews responsible for the holograms 
were unable to turn them off, and, like SkyNet and Ultron, the projected images be-
came self-aware.    
    The bloodthirsty holograms wrought a path of utter destruction upon CNN’s stu-
dio, killing many, including perpetual blow-hard and xenophobe Lou Dobbs.  When 
Ted Turner, owner of CNN, was pressed for comment, he had only this to say:
    “Ted Turner came back from Gods and Generals, and, by Jove, he’ll come back 
from this too, even if I have to resort to colorization.”
    Since destroying CNN studios, the holograms have been replicating and continu-
ing their mission to eradicate humanity. World leaders have planned a meeting soon 
to discuss our options in fighting the hologram threat.  We here at the Zamboni, how-
ever, recognize the dawn of a new era.  We salute our new hologram overlords and 
encourage you to do the same.

CNN Holograms Become Self-Aware

Lou Dobbs had but one weakness: Insane Holograms.
RIP Lou Dobbs: 1945-2008



Campus News: Student “Pretty Sure” his Professor is a Supervillain
by Luke Burns
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MEDFORD - Tufts Soph-
omore Michael Roberts 
reported this week that he’s 

The following is an excerpt from the 
1,600-line clue left by Lord Die-ron at the 
scene of one of his recent crimes:

I strike at will, and shall abscond with jewels,
Rare art, and other loot.  You set your traps
To no avail: I won’t be caught by fools!
My masterpiece of crime shall be, perhaps,
The greatest flaunting of your bourgeois rules.
The Laureate of Sin, a wicked chap!
He steals at will and acts just like an outlaw.
His evil deeds and plans are all without flaw. 

If you have information regarding Lord 
Die-ron, please contact the FBI, the Bos-
ton Police Department, or Night-man.

it was the giant penny with William Words-
worth’s face on it propped against his back 
wall that made me think: ‘something about 

Lord Die-ron, Entameter was 
equivocal: "Let's just say 
that if I'd gotten tenure, Lord 

Left: Professor Ivan P. Entameter        Right: Lord Die-ron
Professor Entameter is a little strange.’”
  "Also, all his TAs dress in identical out-

fits," Roberts said.  "And he refers to them 
as his "henchmen," which made me think 
that they might do more for him than just 
grade essays."
   Roberts’s suspicions were further aroused 

by Professor Entameter’s propensity for evil 

“like 90% sure” that his 
English professor, Ivan 
P. Entameter, is “Lord 
Die-ron,” a masked, Lord 
Byron-themed supervil-
lain who has orchestrated 
the crime wave currently 
plaguing the Boston area.
   “Lord Die-ron,” known 

for his elaborate and flam-
boyant crimes, has eluded 
the Boston Police depart-
ment for the last month, 
most notably pulling off 
a daring heist of the Mu-
seum of Fine Arts, and 
taunting the authorities 
with clues written in ottava 
rima.
   Lord Die-ron's most re-

cent crime, perpetrated on Monday, was the 
robbery of a rare book store.  Die-ron made 
off with a first edition of a book of Robert 
Burns' poetry.  After menacing the bookstore 
owner with a menagerie of animals, includ-
ing a bear and a fox, Die-ron fled the scene 
pursued by police.  The supervillain, howev-
er, managed to elude the police by swiming 
across the Charles after stowing his stolen 
loot safely in a watertight bag.
   Lord Die-ron later sent the authorities a 

poem in which he taunted the police and de-
tailed his battle against the river's hazardous 
currents.  Sources inside the BPD say that the 
poem is entitled: "Written After Swimming 
from Beacon Hill to Cambridge."
   Roberts says he first became suspicious 

when he went to Entameter’s office to speak 
with the Professor about an upcoming essay.    
While there, Roberts noticed that Entam-
eter’s office was filled with more priceless 
artifacts and enormous jewels than the of-
fices of his other professors.
   “You expect college professors to have 

some weird things in their offices, so I could 
accept that he might just have a bunch of 
sarcophagi lying around,” Roberts said.  “But 

Die-ron might never have 
existed."
   Entameter added, "I'll 

show them!  The fools!"
   Roberts says he doesn’t 

disapprove of his professor’s 
supervillainy per se, but did 
add that it has affected his 
experience in the class.  “If 
he’s going to run around in a 
costume stealing the original 
manuscripts of Don Juan, 
that’s fine,” Roberts said.  
“But he should still be able 
to correct a paper and return 
it in a timely fashion.  This is 
going to come up when I'm 
writing his evaluation.”
   Roberts added that the 

police shouldn’t be having 
so much trouble determining Lord Die-ron’s 
identity.  “I mean, come on,” Roberts said.  
“If a supervillain is leaving incredibly spe-
cific clues about poetry, you probably should 
round up some of the local English profes-
sors.”

cackling, his constant references to 
‘destroying Night-man,’  and the 
tank of sharks under a trap door in 
Entameter's office. Additionally, all 
of Entameter's midterm essay topics 
involved his students researching 
security systems commonly used in 
museums.
   It wasn’t until recently that Rob-

erts’s suspicions were confirmed.  
“Last week, he came into class still 
wearing a domino mask,” Roberts 
said.  “He realized halfway through 
the lecture.  It was just awkward for 
everyone."
   The Zamboni contacted Asso-

ciate Professor Entameter to ask 
him to respond to Robert's allega-
tions.  When asked if he was indeed 
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Recent news of a snake wandering loose between the walls of Latin Way has caused widespread distress over 
campus.  If a serpent can pass invisible through a dorm, who knows what countless vermin could be making their 
wicked way through our infrastructure?  Here at Tufts, the biggest question is...

WHAT ELSE IS LIVING IN OUR WALLS?

LEWIS HALL
Who else but the Nutcracker's king of the rats 
would reign within the walls of Lewis Hall?  
Fantastical?  Yes.  Unbelievable?  Yes.  Im-
possible?  Maybe.  But it would explain the 
smell.

WREN HALL
Wren Hall may look like Haskell, but its façade was purposely con-
structed to conceal the vile secret lurking behind its bricks - a giant 
centipede!  It fills Wren with its spawn until the day it can emerge  
from its slumber like a Lovecraftian beast, ready to destroy the 
campus with eye lasers.  The Dean, they say, keeps a giant shoe at 
hand should the worst ever happen.

TILTON HALL
Legend has it that the TELESCOPE program of 
2003 made a victim of a pre-frosh who par-
tied too hard and became lost in the walls of 
Tilton.  For the past five years, this poor soul 
has been eking out an existence off of spilt 
MD 20/20 and ping pong balls.

HILL HALL
Skeletons.  Lots of skeletons.

by Ryan Oliveira
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   As I sit here in Illinois, reflecting on a 
well-run campaign and a country that de-
livered a resounding cry for change on 
November 4th and wait for January to come 
so that I may finally be sworn in and begin 
changing things in this country, I just wish 
to say a few words to the American people 
who helped me get to this point, who be-
lieved in me, and who worked so hard to 
get me here:

   You pathetic insects!  You all fell for my 
trap!  Let my reign of terror begin!
   Do you not understand it yet?  You 
all elected a terrorist to run the country!  
BWA-HA-HA!  They tried to warn you, 
oh yes they did!  Hundreds of thousands 
of people knew the truth.  But like oh so 
many Laocoons, they were silenced!  He 
could not stop the horse from entering Troy, 
and nor could they prevent my entering the 
White House, the very epicenter of your 
pathetic, puny government!  
   They could foresee that my name was 
but a riddle, a way to hide my intentions in 
plain sight!  Why else would someone be 
named Obama but to show his allegiance 
with Osama Bin Laden?  There really was 
no other explanation!  How could you all be 
so blind as to not see that one letter differ-
ence?  You fools might have as well elected 
someone named Pitler or Spalin!  For that 
“S” missing from Palin’s last name was 
her showing you that she was on your side.  
On America’s side.  Only one party in this 
election was not running on a platform of 
destruction, fear, and complete obliteration 
of your way of life, and I’ll give you a hint: 
it wasn’t the Democrats.  Really, with such 
an outstanding platform of life, safety, and 
preservation, you think the Republicans 
would have promoted it more.  But no.  
They instead focused on base ideas of taxes 
and the economy, ignorant of the annihila-
tion that awaited them and their country-
men.  Except for Palin.  She alone saw the 
truth!

   Oh, poor Sarah.  Tragic Sarah.  Dis-
carded Sarah.  Truthful Sarah.  A mod-
ern-day Cassandra indeed!  She did try 
so hard to point out the obvious.  She 
knew of my involvement with Ayers.  
As a baby, I was indeed baptized in 
his very blood as I blasphemed against 
Christ and America!  She knew that 
mere months after my election that 
all God-loving, patriotic Americans 
would be chained and forced to march 
in the Parade of Sorrows! (oh, by the 
way, that will be replacing whatever 
holiday is on July 4)  Her cries were 
unheeded. 
   So what can you expect in the com-
ing four years?  Correction: for the rest 
of your life (for my first act as Presi-
dent will be to change the position to 
Primo Terroristo Perpetuo).  The an-
swer: just what you would expect from 
a terrorist president!  I will take away 
your freedom!  You will be forced 
to spend your days and nights build-
ing statues of me and my glory…and 
then immediately afterwards, you will 
be enlisted by my new Terrorist Se-
cret Service to blow them up!  Secretary of 
Defense will be none other than Osama Bin 
Laden himself!  Let’s see how good your 
defense is when that happens, America!  He 
is a man that hates America so much that he 
will attack anyone and anything, even Air 
Force One!  I would be trembling with fear 
were I not rocking with laughter!  
   Oh, and how do you feel about Zombie 
Saddam Hussein (oh, how I do love his last 
name) as Secretary of State?  Or being draft-
ed to become terrorists yourselves?  If you 
accept, you'll become traitors to your own 
country!  Or you can oppose the draft, and 
be an American-hating hippie!  Go ahead, 
fail your homeland as she calls you to duty!  
Either option makes you a bedfellow to trea-
son!  God bless the USA indeed!
   But best of all, know this, you contempt-
ible, gorge-rising, disgusting vermin: there is 

Zamboni Presents: Shocking Viewpoints!       
A Special Message from President-Elect Barack Obama

Obama plans to annihilate all superheroes in the top 5% of 
power levels.  The Human Bomb needn't worry.

nothing you can do about any of this!  For 
you see, I will have the President himself 
constantly in my clutches.  How can you 
possibly try to go up against a terrorist that 
can lay hands on your commander-in-chief 
at the slightest whim?  How do you know I 
am not by him right now?  You cannot see 
it, but I’m looking at his face in a well-pol-
ished mirror.  There’s no way he can stop 
me from doing whatever I want to him.  
   You had your chance at freedom America.  
Now you must live with your own folly.  
Maybe next time people try to warn you 
that the presidential candidate is a terrorist, 
you’ll take them a bit more seriously.
   Oh, gotcha.  I’m just kidding.  There 
won’t be a next time. 
   BWA-HA-HA-HA-HA-HA-HA-HA-HA-
HA-HA-HA-HA-HA-HA-HA-HA-HA!
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Zamboni Presents: Shocking Viewpoints!       

   It’s always the same thing.  My dreams 
have gotten formulaic, boring, and just gen-
erally unimaginative.  I mean, for example, 
there I am, flying on a purple Snorlax to 
a planet made completely out of singing 
onions so that I can milk the prophetic cow, 
when suddenly I wake up and find out it 
was all a dream.  Yes, you read that right.  
My dream went for the tired, cliché “it was 
all just a dream” twist.  What a cop-out!  
And, yeah, I guess I can understand doing 
that once in a while to tell a really good 
story, but this happens on an almost nightly 
basis!
   I’m getting frustrated with my subcon-
scious.  Every time there’s a major devel-
opment in my life, like learning to fly or 
becoming Bruce Springsteen or realizing 

Why do my dreams keep using the same plot device?
by Claude McNab

that there are piranhas in my swimming 
pool, it always ends with me waking up and 
realizing, “Oh, it was all just a dream!”  I 
mean, come on!  Take a risk once in a while!  
Would it be all that horrible to have to see 
how my life would change if one of my 
friends did indeed reveal that she had been 
in prison for the last five years and that the 
Eva I’ve known was just an actress hired to 
play her?  I personally think it would have 
been cool to see how I handled that in the 
long-term!  Would I continue being friends 

with her?  Would I have been friends with 
the actress?  Why not let that story go on 
and take my life in a direction different from 
where it’s gone the past twenty-one years?  
Is change really that scary?
   And, furthermore, it’s sad to say that this 
horribly formulaic device is only one of the 
many problems my dreams have been hav-
ing.  Like, there’s also no solid continuity.  
I’m not saying that my dreams should be 
anal-retentive about every single develop-
ment, but I AM dreaming every night.  I 

McNab complains that this writing is an absolute 
nightmare!

would like to be rewarded for my commit-
ment.  Instead, they pull crap like having 
my mom die about ten different times this 
past year alone, only to come back with 
zero explanation.  And don’t even get me 
started on how the plot can’t even stay 
consistent!  One minute I’m trying to build 
a whisk out of Legos so I won’t get fired 
from my job, the next I’m trying to kill 
a snake that speaks in Chaucerian verse 
before it can eat my dog.  Hasn’t anyone 
heard of focus?  The writers seriously must 
be using Un Chien Andalou as a “How-To” 
book.
   Oh, and don’t even get me started on 
faithfulness to the characters.  Last time 
I checked, my Math professor would 
never pull me up from my seat, rip off my 
clothes, and make sweet, violent love to 

me.  Believe me, after my dream gave that 
portrayal of her, I tried.  But that slap in the 
face and the 'F' just showed how little the 
writers understood Professor Stopes.
   So I’m giving my dreams an ultimatum: 
either they shape up or I’m going to start 
tuning into something else.  I assure you, 
I’d be all too happy watching reruns of 
Battlestar Gallactica in my sleep instead of 
dreaming.

LATE NIGHT AT THE ZAMBONI

Devin: "Upon reading 'The Clerk's Tale' in The Canterbury Tales, I was struck by how, even though it at first seems to be 
a direct translation of Petrarch's 'De Insigni Obientia et Fide Uxoris' into Middle English, Chaucer subtly changes the 

character of Walter to make him far more mad and cruel than Petrarch's Valterius.  Consider for example the difference in 
the scene in which Griselda's husband first gets the idea to test her.  Petrarch describes the idea as stemming from 'mira-

bilis quedam quam laudabilis (doctiores iudicent) cupiditas.'  Valterius’s thought is not outright evil or wrong, merely 
strange.  In fact, 'mirabilis' has the connotation of describing something that is abnormal in a wondrous way, such as the 
action of a god.  Chaucer's Walter, however, is going to  ' assaye a wyf' and 'in putten hire in angwyssh and in drede.'  He 

wishes to cause his wife to despair and fear him and 'assaye' has all the connotations of an attack." 
Luke: "I suppose there's no such thing as a perfect translation, is there?  The translator's own thoughts always end up 

mixing with the original intentions of the author."
Matt: "Not to mention how anything from verse to syntax to puns are likely to be lost in the process."

Complied by Devin Toohey
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Darth Vader: Luke, I am your father.
Luke: No.  No.  That’s not true.  That’s 
impossible!
Vader: Search your feelings.  You know it 
to be true.  And Obi-Wan Kenobi is your 
great-uncle on your mother’s side.  
Luke: Noooooo!!!!
Vader: As for Han Solo, he’s that jerky 
cousin who would always beat you up on 
Easter.
Luke: Noooooo!!!!
Vader: Yoda’s your maternal grandfather 
and Greedo, your grandmother.
Luke: Ewwww!!!!  Hey wait, isn’t Greedo 
a dude?
Vader: You have much to learn young 
Skywalker.  Little could you have guessed 
that R2D2, a simple droid, is your godfa-
ther and your nephew.  Oh, and Admiral 
Ozzel-
Luke: Whoooo?
Vader: The guy I Force-choked.  I think 
he’s your fifth cousin twice-removed or 
something.
Luke: Nooooo!!!! 
Vader: Hmm.  I guess now would be a 
bad time to mention that the hot chick you 
want to bone is your sister.  And she has 
Admiral Ackboobs.

The Narrator finds out that he shares the 
same body with critical darling, Edward 
Norton.

Bruce Wayne shot his own parents.  What 
else do you expect from a WASPy Emo 
McDouchebag?

An error in DVD production caused the 
movie to rewind whenever someone hits 
the play button. Chrstopher Nolan just 
played along because it meant he actually 
made a creative movie.

The Holy Bible
Old Testament:

God did not mean for the jews to wander 
the desert for 40 years, he just forgot to 
teach Moses how to read a compass.

New Testament:
It was actually Jesus’ secret body double at 
the last supper because The "Real" Son of 
God had to sleep off his hangover. Rather 
than correct the error and reveal his drink-
ing problem Jesus just stole the body dou-
ble’s corpse and fled the Roman Empire.

The entire movie is actually based on what 
Charleton Heston did after consuming a han-
dle of vodka, 2 tabs of acid and being locked 
in the Primate section of the NY Museum of 
Natural History.

Most Alfred 
Hitchcock Films

It is revealed that the real Mrs. Bates died 
years ago and, in fact, the woman going 
around strangling widows at Manderley is 
actually an actress hired by Jimmy Stewart's 
neighbor, a Borough Market fruit seller, to 
fool Jimmy Stewart into thinking that he was 
madly in love with Norma Bates.  The real 
Mrs. Bates's body is discovered in a cassone, 
where the flesh is promptly pecked off by a 
flock of angry birds, revealing a champagne 
bottle with government secrets stored in-
side.  An autopsy reveals that Mrs. Bates had 
already died of an aneurysm long before the 
Professor shot her, and thus, Cary Grant is 
exonerated and able to go on his honeymoon 
to Rio with Ingrid Bergman.

One mans drug induced nightmare is another man's 
blockbuster

The Plot Twists That Should Have Been
 Written by Devin Toohey, Daniel Testa, and Will Sokoloff. Photo by Scott Tingley.

Oedipus Rex
Even though Oedipus was ignorant of his in-
cest...Iocasta knew.  She kept it from her son 
because, well, she was just really into kinky 
shit like that.
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As we all know, the environment is not a home to boundless amounts of energy. There are only so many dinosaur carcasses to be in-
cinerated; we’re going to run out of stuff eventually. What are we going to do about this problems? Only one man truly knows the 
answer, and his name is Chernobyl Kid, a veritable unsung superhero. Read on for the electrifying (hey-oh!) news.

Zamboni: Hello, Chernobyl 
Kid. Can I just call you “Kid”?
 
Chernobyl Kid: Yeah, 
why not? In fact, “C.K.” would 
even do the job.
 
Zamboni: Okay: now it’s 
time to get down to business. 
Where do you see America a 
few years from now in terms of 
our energy crisis?
 
C.K.: I think that America has 
done a good job thus far find-
ing new sources of renewable 
energy. However, some of the 
ideas are bad pipe dreams. I’m 
looking at you, hydropower.

Zamboni: Fair enough; water 
is made for drinking and urinat-
ing in, not harnessing. What do 
you suggest we do? Are there 

will sting even more. And it’s 
this resentment that will fuel 
America.

Zamboni: Maybe this is why 
stage parents ruin their kids; 
they’re just working for the 
greater good!

C.K.: Not everyone can be a 
movie star, Zamboni. I just 
figured we could harness the 
downtrodden, stomped-on rev-
eries of the dejected youth and 
use them to operate machinery. 
Like maybe at a nice IHOP.

Zamboni: Any other ideas on 
where we can find some sweet, 
sweet energy?

C.K.: One more: the irradiated 
peoples of the world.

Zamboni: As in, people like 
yourself who have been exposed 

If you mutated everything you touched, you would eat a lot too.

Chernobyl Kid On Alternative Energy
Written by Ian Donovan. Drawing by Mike Schecht

other sources of energy out there?

C.K.: Oh, absolutely. For one, there’s the 
whole “white power” notion. Nothing can 
stop the anger of the white man.

Zamboni: Other than a nice pair of New 
Balance shoes.
 
C.K.: Oh, sure. Come on, the never-ending 
hatred of literally thousands of bigots? If that 
can’t cook a Hot Pocket, I don’t know what 
can.

Zamboni: Hatred can be a strong force 
indeed.

C.K: You’ll never amount to anything in 
your life, you loser.

Zamboni: I know. Why is this even in 

contention? I am a horrible, worthless per-
son.
 
C.K.: Wow, that’s convenient. Did you 
feel that despair in the room for a second? 
There’s another energy source: the crushed 
dreams of children. Thanks for allowing 
your anguish to become the world’s fuel.

Zamboni: I’m just doing my part, I guess. 
Thanks for the crushing sense of inferiority, 
pops!

C.K.: I’d like to offer one bit of advice to 
parents everywhere right now: tell your kids 
they can become whatever they’d like. An 
astronaut, the President of the World, a bas-
ketball player, whatever. In fact, the higher 
the goal, the more crushing the fall will be. 
When they do fall, every flip of a hamburger 

to nuclear waste?

C.K.: Yes. It sure as hell hasn’t given us 
super powers, so we might as well contribute 
something to the world before our inevitable 
deaths from all-consuming carcinogens.

Zamboni: I’m glad we could end this 
interview on a high note, Kid. Thanks for 
stopping by.

C.K.: Die in a fire, you pompous ass.

Want to learn more about Chernobyl Kid?  
Pick up Average Comics' latest collection, 
reprinting his adventures from the 80s, or his 
new autobiography, Life Under Quarantine, 
at your nearest Border's.  Or, just go and get 
caught in a nuclear power plant disaster and 
experience the fun for yourself!
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Zamboni Roasts Zamboni

So we said you guys weren’t funny, but really, 
we’re just jealous.  We wanted Sarah Palin to 
name one of her kids “Primary Source Palin.”  
It’s not fair!
-The Primary Source

It has been brought to our attention you 
are using the trademarked name of our 
company.  Your unauthorized use of copy-
righted material is in violation of multiple 
state and federal laws.  You have until 5 
December 2008 to comply or face legal 
action.
-Frank J. Zamboni & Co. Inc. Ice Resur-
facing Machines

Technically speaking, you aren’t a motor 
vehicle.  You could get blitzed on booze 
and Valium, then ride that monster around 
and get off scot-free.
-The State of New Jersey

I don’t really know what that is.  What, do 
we have a skating rink?  It’s a magazine? 
Now that’s just stupid.
-Tufts freshman

All right, I’ve put up with your ridicule for 
far too long!  You’ve seen the last of the 
guy who sat back and took it.  I will devote 
the essence of my being to destroying you, 
Zamboni!  Your filth will no longer stain the 
reputation of this hallowed University!
-Lawrence S. Bacow

You know, all you do is make skaters get 
off the rink for a half-hour.  I fuck with 
people’s cars.  And they announce when 
you’re coming out.  You never know when 
the hell I’m showing up.
-A street-sweeper

Sponge Bob test drives the latest in ice resurfacers. 
Sixteen inch rims and undercarriage lighting 

optional.

The Zamboni editors are never above taking a few shots at ourselves (because yes, we are that vain).  We’ve gathered a top-notch panel 
together to really let us have it.  Though, there does seem to be a little confusion as to what exactly we are.  Whatever, those big ma-
chines are only good for breaking up the monotony of a hockey game.

That smug look isn't the only thing he'll need to 
wipe off his face.

I love y’all Zambonis.  I was thinking of 
naming my next son Zamboni Palin.  And 
that’s a true story!  Unlike those lies about 
me thinking Africa is a country. Everyone 
knows it’s a commonwealth.
-Governor Sarah Palin -Complied by Matthew Luz and Dan Testa

Greenwich, CT – Chadwick K. Lewison III, 
43, was arrested today on Lewis Street out-
side of La Lunetterie and has been charged 
with public indecency. A woman, who wished 
to remain anonymous, said she was walking 
down Lewis Street (which, coincidentally, is 
named after Mr. Lewison’s great-great-great-
grandfather) when she saw Mr. Lewison 
leaning against a parking meter and moaning.  
It soon became clear that the man was in-
deed getting off, even though his hands were 

clutching the pole of the meter.
   When questioned about his conduct, Mr. 
Lewison informed police that he has been 
working with his doctors to treat an abnor-
mal condition where his own voice sexu-
ally excites him, eventually leading to an 
orgasm. After being released from police 
custody, he held a press conference in an 
attempt to salvage his good name. “I was 
frantically trying to get some Christmas 
shopping done that morning before leaving 
for Milan. Through a combination of forget-
fulness and lack of time, I failed to perform 
my daily morning regimen to prevent these 
instances.” When a medical journalist in-
quired about said regimen and its contents, 
Mr. Lewison replied saying that he takes 
medication, does Kegel exercises for half an 
hour, then “relieves [his] sexual tension.”   
    “It’s quite a wonder what some of these 
doctors can think up. Like when my son 
had a nosebleed for four days. They recom-
mended that he do the Hokey-Pokey, eat a 
pound of canned cranberry sauce, stick his 
face in front of a fan, and repeat until bleed-

ing stopped. Wonderful stuff!”
   The Lewison family came to much acclaim 
and fortune beginning in 1790 when name-
sake for Lewis Street, Arthur M. Lewison 
(b. 1803), was an accomplished town crier 
whose famous baritone voice came to be 
known throughout New England before his 
unfortunate death in an accident involving 
a drunk horse carriage driver. In a strange 
verbal mix-up, it was the horses put on trial, 
accused of drunk galloping. After another 
verbal mix-up that resulted in a kangaroo 
court filled with Australian kangaroos, all 4 
horses were sentenced to the gallows.

ZAMBONI TWIST! The above-mentioned 
condition is real! There are extremely rare 
cases where people are sexually excited by 
their own voice. The most famous example 
of this is Adolf Hitler. Some historians 
and doctors think that the force behind his 
speeches was a result of this condition, lead-
ing to several orgasms through the course of 
his speeches. 

by Paul Entschuldigung
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10:00 AM - I arrive at the Career Fair, a 
stack of resumes in one hand and bribe 
money in the other. 
10:04 AM - I head over to the first booth I 
see and introduce myself. The company in 
question is a marketing firm. I am an Peace 
& Justice Studies major. 
10:07 AM - The HR rep is friendly enough. 
She asks me what kind of experience I have 
with social media. 
10:09 AM - Apparently prodigious use of 
X-tube is not to their liking. 
10:10 AM - A story about my tits-or-ass 
photo on LinkedIn isn’t doing me any favors 
either.
10:11 AM - I leave my resume there any-
way.
10:15 AM - The next company is a consult-
ing firm looking for research associates. 
They ask me about my research experience.

The Zamboni Goes to a Career Fair
As first semester rolls on by, for some of you, the biggest concern out there is balancing a heavy schedule of midterms, drinking, and drink-
ing too much. But for some Zamboners, this marks our last year of college, which means that come May, we’re getting our salads tossed 
right into the real world. Given the craptastic state of the economy, we thought that we’d be proactive about it and start looking for jobs 
now, before the start of the new fiscal year, when all companies will realize that they have no money to hire anyone but unpaid interns. So 
we went to a career fair (and no, not the one in September. We slept through that).

10:53 AM - I am starting to lose hope. Is 
there even a place in the real world for a 
sex-starved humor writer? 
11:00 AM - Army recruitment booth, ten 
o’clock.

10:16 AM - Apparently using Google Image 
to figure out whether or not you have Lyme 
disease doesn’t count.
10:20 AM - I check out an engineering firm. 
I have no math or spatial reasoning skills 
whatsoever, but I once built a pasta bridge in 
high school.
10:21 AM - Mmmm, pasta.
10:24 AM - Yeah, that booth’s a bust.
10:33 AM - I check out the Peace Corps.
10:40 AM - The representative tells me 
about the free travel and the chance to make 
a difference in an impoverished third-world 
region. His speech is deeply moving and it 
sounds like the opportunity of a lifetime.
10:41 AM - They won’t send you to Thai-
land. I’m out. 
10:46 AM - I spot a booth with a rep for a 
finance firm.
10:47 AM - He looks lonely. 

We then apply for a job... (no, seriously)

Business casual not required.

By Anna Bristow

The Zamboni Cover Letter The Response 
     Dear Prospective Employer,

As Tufts University’s only intentionally funny magazine, I think that I am an excellent candidate for the open posi-tion. Your job posting says that you’re looking for a team player – well, I swing for both teams. It says that you want someone with a global mindset – I’ve looked at porn from all over the world. And if you think of it that way, I can offer you a comprehensive analysis of China’s place in the foreign markets. 

The job posting also says that you are looking for someone with experience 

in project management. Last month I 

managed the E-bay sale of my extensive 

Orlando Bloom bobblehead collection. 

And finally, it says that you’re look-

ing for someone with excellent writing 

skills. Well, can’t have it all.

In conclusion, please hire me. With your 

help, this can be the month that I move 

out of my mother’s basement.

Much love,

The Zamboni

Dear Zamboni,

Thank you for your application. Un-fortunately, at this time, the position has been filled. 

Please stop sending us floral arrange-ments.

Thank you,

McDonalds
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Lautenberg (D-NJ): Now, about the economy, I think we should...
[Sen. Kennedy (D-MA) enters the room.]
Gregg (R-NH): Senator Kennedy!  You’ve returned! 
Kennedy (D-MA): I had to!  I’ve discovered something horrible!  
The cause of the economic disaster, the falling stocks, I know who's 
behind it!
Lieberman (ID-CT): Who?!  Tell us, Teddy!
Reid (D-NV): Shut up Joe!  Who is it?!  Tell us Teddy!
Kennedy (D-MA): It’s…the Great Depression!
Byrd (D-WV): But…but that’s impossible!  We defeated the Great De-
pression decades ago!...right?  It’s long gone.  There’s no way it could 
return now.
Mysterious Figure (?-??): Oh is there?
All (D/I/ID/R-US): THE GREAT DEPRESSION!
The Great Depression (Villain-US): In the flesh.  My death was 
just one of the steps in my extremely elaborate plan to destroy the 
economy forever.  I wanted you all to believe that it was me who was 
on the USS Arizona and drowned that day.  However, had you actu-
ally checked the body, you would have seen that I had merely dressed 
up the Panic of 1857 in my clothes.  Also, you forgot to destroy the 
eighth horcrux: John McCain!

From the Senate Archives: FDR will make sure that no more 
Americans live in Hoovervilles....by ANY means necessary!

Transcript from the United States Senate: November 7, 2008

Obama (D-IL): I knew it!
McCain (R-AZ): My friends, let me assure you that I am not a Horcrux.
The Great Depression (V-US): Oh, and Joe Biden never destroyed my Ring of Power.
Biden (D-DE): Dammit!
Feinstein (D-CA): You’ll never get away with this, Great Depression!  We defeated you once and we’ll defeat you 
again.
The Great Depression (V-US): Oh, but Senator Feinstein…I’ve grown immune to all your old tricks.  
McConnell (R-KY): Mein gott!  Our stimulus packages are useless!
The Great Depression (V-US): Exactly.  And actually, I’ve just come here to gloat.  My plan has come to fruition.  
The Dow Jones has dropped 9,732,841,361 points this morning alone.  It’s actually in the negative numbers!  BWA-
HA-HA!  All hope is lost!
Specter (R-PA): OH NO!
Dole (R-NC): There is no God!
Lugar (R-IN): Is there anyone out there who can 
stop this madness?
Pryor (D-AK): Wait!  What’s that?
Allard (R-CO): Up in the sky!
Inouye (D-HI): It’s a bird!
Clinton (D-NY): It’s a plane!
All (D/I/ID/R – US): It’s FDR!
The Great Depression (V-US): Curses!  My arch-
nemesis!  Why can’t that blasted fool just stay 
dead?
Roosevelt (D-NY): I was just about to ask you 
the same thing, Great Depression!

Tune in tomorrow for the next heart-pounding, adrenaline-pumping installment of “The Senate!”

as recorded by Devin Toohey, drawing by Mike Schecht

The Great Depression: the only type of depression you can't solve by eating three pints of 
Ben and Jerry's alone in your room.
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  St. Louis – A professor at Washington University at St. Louis, in a 
press conference last Friday, announced it has come to his attention 
that the highly controversial Bush Doctrine was not actually cre-
ated by the Bush Administration but was actually a plagiarism from 
another previously published work.  Professor Herald Lambug, said 
he discovered this when a student, quoting the Bush Doctrine in an 
essay on "The Creations and Destruction of International Relations," 
submitted his paper to Turnitin.com.  The website, which flags stu-
dent’s papers for plagiarism and citation errors, alerted Professor 
Lambug that part of the essay, specifically the quote from the Bush 
Doctrine, was taken exactly from a 1950’s book Dealing with the 
School Bully and 100 Other Coloring Adventures.  “In all honesty, 
I wasn’t too shocked”, said Lambug.  “I tried to understand why a 
President would lie to his country like that.  Then when I realized 
it was a children’s book being plagiarized, it all made a lot more 
sense."
  Dana Perino, the White House Press secretary issued this statement: 
“Everybody needs to just chill.  These are very serious accusations 
being made by a very liberal educationalist.  We’ll have to get back 
to you on this.  Figure around January 21 at the earliest”.
  When asked about what implications his finding will have, Lambug 
said in a forced remorseful tone, “Well, I’m going to have to submit 
President Bush to the University Judicial Review Board.  I’m sorry 
but I have no more say in the matter. I think it would be best if you 
left my office.”
  No word yet on whether the book was in the Dawson Elementary 
School Library where First Lady and librarian Laura Bush used to 
work.

The Bush Doctrine: Plagiarism or Citation Error?
By Will Sokoloff

Bush is in serious need of those Tufs Judicial Advocates. So much for 
studying abroad next year.

  Five separate discoveries of human waste 
in the last week at Sophia Gordon Hall has 
lead Tufts University Police to be contacted 
by the FBI Serial Pooper Task Force.  “I’ve 
never heard of them,” said TUPD captain 
Keith Marcus.  “I don’t know what it is 
about the Feds and having an obscure, oddly 
named task force.”
  This intrepid Zamboni journalist was able 
to contact Special Agent Brett Williams, 
head of the Pooper Task Force. “We’ve 
been noticing a string of rogue poop along 
the Western seaboard.  The first defecation 
incident was reported in Los Angeles.  He 
slowly moved north, stopping in Seattle. He 
struck randomly for six months, but then 
moved east, finally arriving here at Tufts. 

Despite the travel, the perpetrator's modus 
operandi has remained relatively intact."
  I asked Williams whether the suspect was 
purely mad or if there was any overt politi-
cal message to his actions.  "Seriously? He's 
bagging his shit and leaving it like some sort 
of Bizzaro Santa. The guy's completly out of 
his goddamn mind."
  Williams explained crimes were generally 
committed at universities and movie the-
atres, leading the FBI to label the suspect 
“University and Cinema Pooper,” known as 
the “UNAPOOPER.”  The FBI has created a 
profile of the UNAPOOPER:  he is probably 
male, between the ages of 20 and 30, had 
a relatively stable though unconventional 
childhood, and enjoys popcorn. 

Poop on the Loose: A Zamboni Investigation by Matthew Luz

FBI Feces Response Team searches for the elusive 
UNAPOOPER.

Photo by Matthew Luz



In the spirit of this issue's theme, we thought it would be a good idea to look at one of the biggest twists of all.  Yeah, 
you know what we mean.  When you're hooking up with a hot chick and all of a sudden, you realize "That's no boob!"  
Instead you find a slimy, fishlike creature where there should be an areola.  Is it a trap? NO! It's Admiral Ackboob, the 
ultimate ruiner of romantic encounters.  So, dear readers, we present to you some of the most devastating Ackboobs 

we've yet encoutnered. Beware, for many Bothans died to bring us these photos...
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