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A Word from the Editor

Disclaimer and Editorial Policy: The Zamboni is a student-run humor and satire publication of Tufts University.  In no way do the views 
expressed herein necessarily reflect those of Tufts University, or even the editors. So, don't go e-mailing the people listed in the staff box, 
especially since we make some of the names up. All material is meant to be viewed as humorous and should not be taken seriously, but keep 
in mind, we still love a good Viewpoints face-off.  We accept any and all submissions from Tufts students, but we will not accept more than 
ten (10) articles about hipsters in one issue cycle (the Reisman Clause).  Submissions to The Zamboni are screened by the Editor-in-Chief 
and/or the Editorial Staff. Decisions are made on the completely subjective grounds of their humor content, but if you're a legacy, we have 
to take you (the McGowen Clause).
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Wednesdays at 10 pm
Campus Center Room 218 

(most of the time)

Or email us at TuftsZamboni@gmail.com

Submissions welcome!

Editors Abroad
Andy "Dubstep" Lang

 
 Midterms are over, you're getting ready for thanksgiving, and the first issue of the Zam-
boni is out? What gives? Well, we at the Zamboni have been rather busy. TUPD stormed our 
general interest meeting and informed us that we were all going to spend the first two months 
of the year working on a narcotics detail. We can't tell you much more than than, but it's in the 
past, and we're back to writing.
 Fortunately for you, lovely reader, we've got plenty of laughs in this issue, only some 
of which were induced by whatever it was that one of our editors were passing around at the 
last meeting. Whether you're a Medical Marijuana connoisseur, or if you just like the smell of 
cocaine, there's more than enough for you to enjoy in the Controlled Substances issue.
 Check out the story of Ella Mathis, the 107-year-old woman who finally kicked her ad-
diction to aging. Or read about who's getting arrested, sent to the hospital, and headed up to 
Dowling Hall for their slap on the wrist after smoking chairs, dealing Octopus lamps, and flirt-
ing with gateway drugs. Or if that's not your thing, read our wholesome family-friendly advice 
pages. Get informed with new surgeon general's warnings - it's all in here, and you don't have 
to feel bad lying to your parents, your future employer, or your country about it.
 So twist up a couple of fatties with your new friends in intro to philosophy, throw the 
towel under your door, turn on your favorite Pink Floyd album on Spotify, and prepare to blow 
your mind.
          Ain't that a kick in the head?
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 Johnny “Metals” Klasinski always knew he wanted to be a rock 
star. His mother recalls how, at the tender age of 7, he “axed” their pet cat 
Snuggles, a move during which the rock star in question smashes a guitar 
against the stage. Needless to say, Snuggles’ veterinarian was unable to 
save her.
 Throughout middle school and high school, Klasinski participated 
in every talent show and battle of the bands within a 200-mile radius of 
his hometown of Trenton, New Jersey.  By the end of his college career, 
he had played in at least one bar in every state in the country. 
Klasinski was never picked up by any talent scouts as he had hoped. 
However, he claims he has still not given up hope and is still “living the 
dream.” The Zamboni met with Mr Klasinski in the Morrisville parking 
lot where he lives out of his 1974 Cheverolet Camaro.

Zamboni: Thank you for meeting with me Mr. Klasinski.

Klasinski: No problem, man. You can just call me Johnny, though. Or Metals. My boys call me Metals.

Z: So when was the first time you knew you wanted to be a rock star.

JK: The first time I picked up a guitar, man. I started shreddin’ and it was like I could see the music in front of me. Since then, I 
never wanted to stop.

Z: And when was that?

JK: Well, I was 5 then and I’m 52 now, so I guess like 20 years ago.

Z: Have you ever considered another career?

JK: No I would never betray my music. That’s my passion. My lifeblood. When I pick up my guitar, it’s like all my problems just 
go away, and if I forget to play I have like all sorts of seizures and sh*t. For a while I was kinda down when I turned 28 that I was 
too old to make the 27 club, but then I remembered that Bon Jovi’s still alive and still rockin’ hard, so I wanna do the same.

Z: Has your choice of career impacted any of your personal relationships?

JK: Yeah man, I had a girlfriend once and she got all mad because all these times she wanted to like go to fancy restaurants and 
have sex and stuff, but I couldn’t do it. I just can’t live without my music. And now that I’m 52, all these girls expect me to have 
money and stuff. But even if I had money, I’d never be able to buy enough coke to give me that feeling of when you rock out so 
hard, that you just start tweaking out on the floor and foaming at the mouth.

Z: Just one last question: If you had to sell your guitar or your body, which would you sell?

JK: My body, no doubt. For the love of the music. It wouldn’t be the first time.
Editor’s note: We referred Mr. Klasinski to medical help for his condition. His doctors said his condition was even more sad than so-called crack babies.

ADDICTION: I CAN'T STOP BEING A ROCK STAR
                                                     AN INTERVIEW BY BEN SCHWALB

He insisted we meet in the parking lot behind this 
store, and kept thanking me for letting him be on               
Behind The Music. What a weirdo.



News
Page 2 The Zamboni October 21, 2011

Now with Kung-Fu grip!

"Asthma Now Cool?" An Exposé

 “Dude, how much do you want for 
that bronchodilator prescription?”
 “Look, keep it to just two huffs, okay? 
My stock of corticosteroids is running low.”
      A new phenomenon is savagely 
taking hold of Tufts. Walk into any frat party 
looking for a joint and you’ll see: instead 
of the familiar gateway drug we know and 
love, metered-dose inhalers used to treat 
asthma are making their way from eager 
mouth to eager mouth.
      This new fad leads the socially 
conscious to beg the question: Is that kid 
who wheezed through jumping jacks in your 
high school gym class between puffs of his 
inhaler suddenly cool…? 
      Experts on the matter answer “yes 
and no.” Drug enthusiast Darlington Levy 
explains, “Inhalers are for everyone, no 
matter your creed, race, gender, or level 
of difficulty breathing during exercise.” 
Metered-dose inhalers are fun for everyone, 
so you don’t have to be bad at sports to 
enjoy them.
    “Inhalers just make my throat feel 
so…so open, so alive. When I’m coming 
down from Nedocromel I always pray the 
feeling will never end,” Rochelle Crustobal 
dreamily declares after taking a puff from an 

inhaler before she leaves for a party. 
 The Tufts administration has 
voiced concern over the burgeoning 
addiction problem due to the widespread 
use of inhalers. An effective “community 
conversation” has been in the works 
for the future. An investigative task 
force, PANTING (Pan-Administrative 
No Tolerating Inhalers Now Group), is 
spreading awareness of the newly surfaced 
issue.
 The drug’s legality has never posed 
a problem in the past. The avoidance of 
“nerdy asthmatics” left the recreational 
use of inhalers underground for decades. 
Now, there’s been discussion on regulation 
of inhalers, with the hopes of many that 
they will soon be as difficult to access as 
oxycontin or vicodin. 
 The potential negative side effects 
of bronchodilators include “the jitters,” 
increased heart rate, upset, stomach, and 
an overwhelming sense of throat openness. 
Alas, easier breathing and throat clearing 
effects don’t seem to be losing popularity 
among Tufts students. 

Will Owen is a Sophomore majoring in Un-
popular Nerdy Asthmatic Loser Studies.

Complete Chucklefucks 
Decide Smoking Chairs Is 
A Good Idea
By ANDREW REISMAN
SOMERVILLE -- Over two dozen 
youths have been admitted to Somerville 
Hospital in the past two weeks for, we 
at The Zamboni shit you not, trying 
to smoke metal and plastic chairs. 
The practice, which is called oh jesus 
fucking christ "Getting Stooled," has led 
to severe burns, respiratory failure from 
toxic smoke inhalation, and apparently 
not knowing your head from a hole in 
the ground. The originator of the idea, 
Eduardo P. Changstein, whose mother 
must be REAL proud of him right now, 
described it as "this feeling of, like, 
getting all connected with the supports 
of the galaxy."
   Doctors expect all of the total 
fuckheads involved to make a full 
recovery.

By WILL OWEN

Pictured: Senior Correspondent G. T. White. 
He described the experience as "a total waste 
of time," but was later seen sitting in a corner  
talking to himself about hobbits and wizards.



    Forget about alcoholism. Forget about 
psychological dependencies on marijuana. 
Heck, forget about facebook! Tufts students 
are facing a different addiction altogether: 
trick turning.  According to a recent study, 
99.2% of the student body has experimented 
with trick turning at some point during 
his or her or zir college career (although 
researchers have reason to believe the other 
.8% is using psychological repression as a 
defense mechanism), and 76% of the student 
body feels obliged to engage in this behavior 
after every meal in the dining hall. 

     Trick turning, the practice of going 
to Hodgdon directly from Dewick or 
Carmichael to get more food for later, is 
most prevalent among first years, who are 
required by law to purchase an unlimited 
meal plan. They take advantage of this by 
stocking up on chips, peach rings, and the 
like. According to Skylar Jones, freshman, 
“Dude, it all started out just me and my bros 
going to Hodgdon after dinner to get some 
grub for when we got the munchies, word. 
But then we stopped smoking the bud and 
just started trick turning instead. Because, 
y’know, man, after a while we realized the 
feeling we got from the trick turning was 
better than an entire blunt to your dome. 

Word. On the real.” Susie Hendricks, a 
sophomore currently experiencing trick 
turning withdrawal after switching to the 
160 meal plan this year, offers a different 
perspective: “When you first get to college, 
you’ve never been allowed to eat this 
much, you know? So when you have the 
opportunity to trick turn all the time, you just 
do it. And you get so used to it that you can’t 
stop. And then you find yourself curled up 
on the floor, clutching your bag of pretzels, 
or the seventeen subs that you totally 
thought you'd eat after going to the gym, 
and you realize what you've become. You've 
become a monster, transformed by the allure 
of free food, all the time." 
     Katherine Whittemore, trick turning 
specialist and graduate of the Friedman 
School of Nutrition, says that trick turning 
is no longer about the food itself, but rather 
about the compulsion to go to Hodgdon. 
“Factors such as muscle memory associated 

with constant walk to Hodgdon and the 
emotional validation received from the card-
swiping lady who always asks if you want 
another chewy bar may contribute to the 
unstoppable masses of students marching 
dutifully to Hodgdon from Dewick,” 
Whittemore says. “Regardless, it is clear that 
trick turning is no longer a means to an end, 
but rather an end in itself.”
 Fortunately, there is help out there 
for trick-turn addicts. President Anthony 
Monaco recently launched his first initiative 
as leader of the Tufts community by hiring 
counselors to help curb the trick-turning 
addiction. Wanda Smith, a trick-turning 
counselor at Health Services, says, “We 
basically hypnotize them into thinking 
Hodgdon is a an active volcano so students 
are terrified to go near the building. It’s been 
generally effective, except for the kids who 
live there. We’re still trying to work that 
kink out.” 
          Of course, there’s always the Church. 
Take it from George Evanson, a sophomore 
born-again Christian who was so addicted to 
trick turning that he was experiencing with-
drawal symptoms after switching to the 160 
meal plan this year. Evanson explains, “I 
was ready to end it all. I couldn’t go to class 
or do homework after a meal unless I had 
trick-turned. My girlfriend dumped me after 
I gained 40 pounds from eating so much 
fancy chocolate mix. I had hit rock bottom. I 
didn’t know what to do. And then I found... 
I found... (starting to choke up, looking up 
toward the sky)... I found Jesus.” 
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It's what separates us from the animals

"Word. On the real."
-Skylar Jones (LA'15)

Experts Warn Against Trick Turning Addictions At Tufts
By SARAH OLSTEIN

"Never will you see a more wretched hive of scum 
and villainy. You must be cautious."
-2010 Hodgdon Good To Go Inspection Report
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News
News is the 99%

By JONATHAN WOOLDRIDGE
 YARMOUTH, NOVA SCOTIA - Harold Hackett of Canada sent 
4800 messages in bottles between the years of 1996 and now, and has 
received over 3100 replies. This means that this man, using only the most 
primitive form of pollution, has a 65% reply rate on his messages. As 
a good point of comparison, I have sent over 8000 Facebook messages 
to random people. If you discount the drunk messages, and the ones 
that are almost completely about my bodily functions, and you come 
out with about 2200 Facebook messages. Of those 2200, I have only 
gotten replies to 93 of them, and if you discount the ones informing me 
of restraining orders, only 72. This means that throwing messages in 
bottles is nearly 20 times as statistically likely as Facebook messaging 
to get you a reply from a random person. If you need me, I'll be on the 
beach, shoving handwritten notes about bears into empty fifths of Jager.

Man Sends 4800 Messages in Bottles

By ANDREW REISMAN
 SCRUMBLERS, MASSACHUSETTS - Hans Druger, the 
head of the Drug Enforcement Administration, announced in a 
press release today that they would be cracking down on sales of 
Blackberrys, iPhones, and Android phones.
     “For too long, these ruthless hardware cartels have been 
importing their goods into our fair nation.” The widespread 
availability of the substances, Druger said, was simply too intense. 
“Go onto any college campus in the country and you’ll see 
smartphones and smartphone paraphernalia all over the walls and 
in the hands of our nation’s children. This simply has to stop.”
    The crackdown, aimed at smartphone dispensaries like AT&T 
and Verizon outlets, is estimated to take up to seven hundred 
thousand pounds of corporate-quality smartphones off the streets. 
Understandably, students are upset. “It’s like, not fair. The only 
reason this is happening is because of the powerful Just5 and 
Jitterbug lobbies. End corporate personhood!” yelled Alexandra 
Grambel, a junior at Tufts University, into my face when I asked 
her when the Joey was coming. However, I was intrigued and 
my deadline was coming up, so I pressed her for more on the 
prohibition. “It’s totally a non-addictive technology, and I can 
stop playing Words With Friends any time I want, so there, man!”
Intrigued, and drenched in spittle, I did some research of my own 
(EDITOR’S NOTE: For once) and discovered that there was some 
credit to what she was saying.  My investigation was stopped dead 
in its tracks, however, by a well-timed phone call from Druger 

discouraging me from looking into it any further. This reporter can 
only note that he called almost too quickly, as if he had a simple 
phone that could only make calls to five pre-set phone numbers.

DEA Announces Smartphone Crackdown
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By JONATHAN WOOLDRIDGE
     WASHINGTON, D.C. - Google executive 
chairman Eric Schmidt went before the 
Senate Judiciary subcommittee on antitrust 
regulation to testify concerning Google’s 
status as a potential Monopoly. Schmidt 
began his testimony by saying that Google 
was “no Microsoft”. He then went on to 
clarify, estimating that google is at most, 
0.15 Microsofts. Senator Mike Lee (R-

IL) responded that he felt that this was an 
underestimate, and that Google was in fact 
closer to 0.8 Microsofts, possibly as high as 
0.95 Microsofts. Schmidt was only willing 
to go up to 0.3 Microsofts, saying that he 
was using a more conservative estimation 
based on the Railroad Trust Baseline of the 
1800s, which estimates Microsoft at nearly 
1,000,000 Railroads, or, adjusted for inflation, 
0.7 Railroads. This estimation system puts 

Google at between 0.08 and 0.21 Railroads, 
or between 0.12 and 0.3 Microsofts. Lee 
didn’t seem to quite accept this logic, but he 
did not have as many numbers as his disposal, 
so he was forced to concede the point.

Jonathan Wooldridge holds several degrees 
in economics, so this makes total sense.

Google "Less Than One Microsoft," Says Schmidt to Congress

By MEGAN CLARK
 SOMERVILLE, MA - After writ-
ing a strongly-worded letter detailing his 
grievances, Daniel MacPhie has once again 
locked himself in the bathroom. Thus far, all 
efforts to get MacPhie out of the bathroom 
have failed.
 MacPhie, for whom the Dewick-
MacPhie dining hall is named, says he will 
not come out until the students of Tufts 
give him the recognition he deserves. “I just 
feel like I put so much of myself into this 
relationship and they ignore me,” MacPhie 
said through the door. “Give, give, give. That’s 
me. There’s only so much more I can stand.”
 Dewick-MacPhie dining hall was 
constructed in 1995 when Clarence Dewick 
and Daniel MacPhie both donated $25,000 
to Tufts “in order to improve the nutritional 
health and quality of life of all students.” 
Although Tufts University’s official position 
is that Dewick’s name appears first in the title 
due to alphabetical order, MacPhie argues 
it happened differently. He claims the TCU 
Senate, Tufts’ sort-of-governing body, asked 
each of them what they could offer. Dewick 
promised soft-serve fro-yo everyday while 

MacPhie promised healthy vegetarian and 
vegan food options. While both of these 
are now central to the dining hall’s identity, 
MacPhie says that the students were much more 
excited about the fro-yo than the new dietary 
opportunities he offered them. “It’s a [expletive 
removed] popularity contest,” MacPhie said.
 Almost from the hall’s inception, 
students have referred to it simply as 
“Dewick.” This is MacPhie’s main complaint.
MacPhie rejects the idea that he tried to 
buy his way into the students’ hearts. “I 
just provided them with a place to eat 
non-meat and non-dairy items. Is that so 
wrong? When you love someone, you--” 
MacPhie broke down, too overcome with 
emotion to continue. After a pause, he 
added, “It’s just really hard, you know?”
     MacPhie was last heard singing a 
Kelly Clarkson song, presumably into a 
female student’s hairbrush. Since then, 
he has refused to speak. His psychiatrist, 
Dr. Linda Roizin, theorizes that this silent 
treatment is designed to mask the fact that 
no students have actually tried to talk to him. 
     Over the years, Roizin has talked 
MacPhie out of many bathrooms but she 

says this is the worst she has even seen him. 
She says that MacPhie’s insecurities date 
back to his childhood, when his long and 
complicated history with Dewick began.
 Both Dewick and MacPhie attended 
Gregory Cauldwell Preparatory School 
in Hartford, CT. As teens, they were in the 
running for Homecoming King. Dewick 
won while MacPhie came in second. 
The two were co-presidents of the Young 
Financiers’ Club but sources close to them 
say that Dewick tended to take the lead. 
Later, Dewick and MacPhie faced off in the 
Mr. Lehman Brothers Holdings Inc. Pageant. 
After a truly amazing fire-eating act, Dewick 
won. MacPhie was the first runner-up.
 When asked about his relationship 
with MacPhie, Dewick said, “I like 
the little guy. He’s very smart. Very 
bookish. Quite excitable but nice.” 
     As of publication, there are no 
estimates of when MacPhie will come 
out of the bathroom. “I think the best 
thing now is just to wait,” said Roizin.

MacPhie Locks Himself In Bathroom
Refuses To Come Out Until “Appreciated”

News
Now with 33% less trans-fat
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING

BY MATTHEW MCGOWEN
The Surgeon General's office mandated in 2009 that Cigarette packs will have graphic warning labels about the side effects of smoking. 
The new labels were announced in June 2011, and they will be on every pack starting next September. If these new warning labels are 
successful in conveying the dangers of smoking, who knows where we'll start seeing them next?

Marijuana

Cocaine

Alcohol
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MDMA Human Growth Hormone

Heroin Adderall
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THE ZAMBONI WANTS TO KNOW:
WHAT ARE YOU ON, MAN?

The Zamboni continues its eternal 
quest for all that is true, totally 

righteous, and available at Phish 
concerts for less than ten bucks 
in our latest man on the street      
segment, ‘What are you on?’

"At this point I’m pretty sure my 
whole life is just an acid flash-

back, but I’m already tenured, so 
who really cares?” – Edwin Craft,       
Professor, Philosophy Department

“More antidepressants and anxiety 
meds than I care to admit.” – Officer 

Jack Danielson, DARE

“I’m, uh, likkee, so druuunnk, which 
way is Houston?” – Anonymous 

freshman student, corner of Packard 
Ave and Professors Row

“Don’t you braindead hack reporters know what 
a mistrial is? That evidence was inadmissible. 

Where is my lawyer? What paper did you say you 
were from?” – Roger Clemens, former Pitcher, 

New York Yankees

"Seven-gram rocks." 
Charlie Sheen, Actor

“Fucker, I’ve been drunk off my ass since 3 
PM, I just finished snorting half a gram of coke 
off this sophomore girl’s chest, and I’ve easily 
smoked half a pack of cigarettes since dusk. 
I’m on top of the WORLD! FUCK YES!” – 

Clyde Stevenson, Fraternity President

“Dude, I’m just, like, high on life. 
Hit this.” – Man who later identified 

himself as Bugs Bunny to an arresting 
officer at the MassCann/NORML 

Freedom Rally

“His septum collapsed, his liver is literally 
dying as we speak, he has syphilis, and there’s 
enough tar in his right lung to seal all the pot-
holes on Boston Ave. I’d say he’s on death’s 

door, but he’s more realistically passed out on 
its guest bed.” – Clyde Stevenson’s Physician

“I drink about three or four bottles of Mad Dog 
a day, it’s part of my creative process.” – SMFA 
studio art major, or possibly just a homeless guy 

on Huntington Ave
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By ANDREW REISMAN
     CAMBRIDGE, MA – Medical 
professionals are celebrating a break-
through in the science of combating 
addiction, as Ella Mathus, a Boston na-
tive with “the heaviest addiction to ag-
ing seen in recent years” was cured of 
her long-standing disease on Tuesday.
“It was really touch and go for a long 
time. There were times when we 
thought she would break, and just keep 
on aging, but an intense regimen of 
therapy and experimental procedures 
came through in the nick of time,” said 
Cornelius Oxford, the attending physi-
cian in Ms. Mathus' case. Admitted into 
care in the early 90s, Mathus had al-
ready been a self-admitted aging addict 
since 1904, when she got her first taste 
of getting older in her parents' bath-
room. For a long time, says Oxford, 
she relied on aging to get her through 
the day. “She would often go through 
twenty or thirty hours in a single day, 
just to keep going. Even after she was 

admitted, she would often be found 
with a new wrinkle, or with her 
hair and fingernails having grown.”
Oxford finally found hope early last 
week, he said, when Mathus finally 
began to show signs of slowing 
down. “Her heart rate was down, 
and that pesky breathing that had 
plagued her for so long was finally 
over.” When asked to credit her 
success to any one factor, one thing 
in particular stood out. “I think it 
was her determination to end this 
that did it, really. Ella realized that 
her behavior was unsustainable, 
and it took real courage on her part 
to break it. At her worst, she was 
regularly taking dosages of up to 
five hundred, twenty five thousand, 
six hundred minutes. That's no 
way to measure a year in the life.”
Ella Mathus is resting com-
fortably in her new home at 
Mount Auburn Cemetery, and 
was unavailable for comment.

Overcoming Addiction: A Success Story
Cambridge Woman Overcomes 107-year Addiction to Aging

Ella's Bill of Good Health

Sober Menace Stalks Campus
Women And Children Warned To Stay Inside, Stay Crunk

By ANDREW REISMAN
     MEDFORD, MA – Trouble struck the sleepy Tufts community late Friday night, when 
a rowdy student disrupted the drunken face-stuffing around Moe’s late night food cart with 
a sobriety that many at the scene described as “obnoxious” and “fuckin… what, dude?”
     The student, confirmed as Art Munkman (EN ’12) by several eyewitness sources, was 
seen politely asking Moe for a cheeseburger. Moe, understandably taken aback by such a 
well-mannered request, immediately pulled a gun on Mr. Munkman, aged 21, while Other 
Moe ran around the counter and tackled him to the ground.
     “Get the hell off my corner, you degenerate sober piece of shit!” Moe was reported 
to have said as he waved the gun, a 9MM pistol, into the air and in Munkman’s face. 
Munkman ran off into the night, screaming and crying. Police are still on the lookout for 
him, and drunken revelers are advised to watch out, as a clean, sober, properly dressed 
young man represents a clear and present danger to the well-being of Tufts students and to 
the nightlife system as a whole.

He might still be out there...
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EXCLUSIVE: Octopus Lamp Bust 
Leads to Arrests

By MATTHEW MCGOWEN
 MEDFORD, MA - Late Sunday 
night, officers of the Tufts University 
Police Department, aided by Police from 
Medford and Somerville, raided three 
dormitories on campus as well as two off-
campus apartments and recovered hundreds 
of octopus lamps. The lamps, which are 
banned from Tufts dorms as well as many 
college campuses across the country due to 
fire risks, are the latest in a nationwide trend 
of college students indulging in dangerous 
and illegal activity. Nearly twenty students 
in Houston, Lewis, and Tilton halls were 
cited with possession of an illegal lamp, 
and four upperclassmen were arrested in 
their apartment for conspiracy to distribute 
controlled lamps as well as conspiracy to 
distribute controlled lamps to a minor.
 TUPD began their investigation 
in September, after rumors of increased 
lamp ownership began to find their way to 
Tufts’s office of Residential Life. Carrie 
Ales, the Assistant Director for Community 
and Judicial Affairs, approached university 
police about conducting the investigation. 
“After learning how out of control the 
Octopus lamp culture is as Tufts, we at 
ResLife knew we had to intervene in this 
reckless and dangerous behavior. Octopus 
Lamps pose a serious risk to student health, 
and we don’t take that threat lightly,” Ales 
wrote in a press release to the University.
 Student response to the bust has been 
overwhelming. There have been protests, 
a petition has been sent in to the TCU 
senate demanding that Octopus Lamps be 
legalized, and a Twitter campaign calling 
itself “Occupy South Hall” has materialized 
on campus, seeking sweeping ResLife 
reforms and the resignation of the staff 
there. A spokesman for the movement, 
sophomore Evan Williams, spoke at a 
demonstration on the library roof last 
week. “What we have here is not merely 
the administration enforcing the rules. It is 
a systematic infringement on the student’s 
right to light up however they want. Stop the 

abuse! Take back your rights, and your 
lamps! This is war!” Upon hearing that last 
line, the crowd of sixteen or so students 
erupted into applause.
 But the response has not been entirely 
negative. Community members who have 
been struck by the vengeful arm of the Oc-
topus Lamp have praised the university’s ac-
tions, claiming that the interests of students 
are truly at heart. In a conversation with The 
Zamboni, Medford resident Alex Birming-
ham explained how reckless Octopus Lamp 
use nearly ruined his life. “Back when I had 
just graduated college in ’97 I was an Octo-
pus Lamp nut. Every room in my apartment 
had at least five lamps. I had entire power 
strips full of them. My friends and I would 
spend hours messing around with the bulbs, 
figuring out how to get the ideal color bal-
ance and mood lighting. Sure, it was ex-

pensive. But I thought I could afford it. I 
thought I wasn’t taking any risks.
 “But then in the winter of 2003, I was 
in the middle of cooking dinner on my modi-
fied Octopus Lamp stove, and the unthink-
able happened. I’d left one of my lamps on 
for so long that the plastic melted and started 
a fire, and before I even realized it, my bed-
room was engulved in toxic fumes fueled by 
an overloaded power strip. It was hell. I was 
lucky to survive. I told myself never again. 
And I’m glad that they’ve caught that guy 
– these students don’t know how much hurt 
they’re being spared right now."
 A pretrial hearing for the lamp dealers 
has been set for November 16th. Students 
found in possession of lamps were not 
charged with felony possession, but many 
are facing expulsion pending hearings with 
the Dean of Judicial Affairs.

A Student gets arrested with an Octopus Lamp the night of the sting
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Down The Rabbit Hole: The Zamboni's Guide To Gateway Drugs
After returning from a recent bender (ginger ale has one hell of a kick), I decided to see what all this fuss about 
"Gateway Drugs" was. Could they really pull me, a hardened veteran of two separate DARE meetings, into 
harder drug use? 

By JONATHAN WOOLDRIDGE and MATT MCGOWEN

Nyquil
I started with something that college students refer 
to only in hushed whispers in the dark corners of the 
library when they think no one is listening: Nyquil, 
destroyer of he/she/fe-males. My dealer scored me 
a bottle like it was no big deal, and I got down to 
business. Half a bottle and 14 hours later, I woke up in 
a pool of my own nyquil and went back about my day 
as normal. No cravings for narcotics as of yet, crushing 
it so far.

Metamucil
I found metamucil right on the shelves of my 
local pharmacy, which I thought was weird. The 
recommended dose was 2 capsules, but I wanted 
to get high fast. The harder this thing hit me, the 
better; I needed to see just what this could do. I 
took 8 capsules.
…That was not a fun afternoon.

Higher Powder Body Supplements
This markets itself as "Supporting Reduced Muscle 
Breakdown", which I can only assume means that it is a 
gentrified version of PCP. The instructions stated that I 
should "use regularly for several weeks to see results." I 
did so, then went out and attacked a police vehicle. I am 
sad to say that not only was I well aware of what I was 
doing, but I also was severely harmed by punching a 
police vehicle and my subsequent violent arrest.

Activia
After seeing this product advertised so relentlessly 
to middle-aged women, I could only assume that 
it's some sort of mood-stabilizing psychedelic that 
makes fluorescent orbs form geometric shapes in 
your abdomen. After a quick trip to the kitchen, 
I found out that my mother had been storing this 
vile substance in our fridge. After eating half of a 
container (I'm only 14 so the effective dose must 
be lower) I didn't experience any glowing orbs or 
hallucinations, but I did enjoy increased regularity 
and heightened vitality.

"Whip It's"
I remember hearing about some kids in my shop class doing 
this once. They said that before they even realized what was 
going on they had gone through two cans of whipped cream, 
so I can only assume the addictive potential is extremely high. 
I found a container of cool whip, and started heaping spoonful 
after spoonful into my mouth. After two tubs, I couldn't do any 
more. I spend an hour on the toilet puking. I think I overdosed.

Fish Oil Pills
These vile concoctions are used to increase memory, 
so I figured that they were some sort of black market 
adderall that kids use in college to get on the Dean's 
list. I ate a whole bottle one afternoon, but instead 
of smart and attentive I felt bloated, and for the next 
couple of days my skin had this highly reflective 
sheen and I could breathe underwater.

Black Tar Heroin
After cooking my spoon up on the gas stove in the kitchen 
and shooting up with a needle that I borrowed from the 
homeless guy around the block, I felt this warm, pleasing 
sensation and was completely unable to move for several 
hours. I don't know what people find so addictive about it 
though, I'm totally fine. Now where'd I put that needle?

So that's it for my foray into the seedy underbelly 
of Livingston, New Jersey. I don't understand 
what all the fuss about gateway drugs is. Except 
Metamucil. I wouldn't want to take that twice.
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The Rum Diary

While the depth with which Johnny 
Depp continues to play Hunter S 
Thompson in his various incarnations 
impressed me, the lack of commentary 
on the rum industry that the title 
promised was disappointing. C+

50/50

Seth Rogen is always great in these 
stoner comedies of his, but through the 
thick haze I watched this movie in I 
couldn’t figure out why the guy from 500 
Days Of Summer was going bald, and 
why everybody thought that was a bad 
thing. B

Tower Heist

This brilliant criticism of the excesses 
of the wealthy and the ruthlessness with 
which funds can disappear in a pyramid 
scheme is marred only by the constant, 
oppressive Derek Zoolander cameos. A-

The Three Musketeers

First video games, then board 
games, and now candy? Get a clue, 
Hollywood! D-

Puss In Boots

I couldn’t stop vomiting, bleeding, and 
defecating out of disgust until the very 
last minute of this 90 minute holocaust 
that, to me, is the single most prominent 
argument for total human extinction. 
A++

ONE SENTENCE MOVIE REVIEWS

Paranormal Activity 3

This coming of age tale with a 
supernatural twist in the form of a 
kindly old ghost that watches over the 
three little girls while they sleep really 
warmed the cockles of this reviewer's 
heart. B+



Page 13The ZamboniOctober 21, 2011

Dear Abby,

My husband of 45 years is addicted to 
hair removal cream. I’ve tried to deny this 
shameful fact for years, but his problem is 
getting beyond my or anyone else’s control. 

At first, his use of hair removal cream 
was kind of nice. He rid of his lower-back 
beard, cleaned up his pubes – you know, 
just little things to feel young again. After 
a few months of this, I should’ve detected 
there was a problem. 

It first started with his brows getting thin-
ner and thinner each day, until he looked 
like a less masculine Whoopi Goldberg. 
His use of the cream progressed to his legs, 
then to his knuckles, and before I knew it, 
the whole surface of his body and each of 
his orifices were hairless. 

I just don’t know what to do Abby. I love 
my husband dearly, but I just can’t have a 
sex life with an oversized, extra wrinkly 
hairless cat. Everywhere I go I feel like I’m 
walking with a giant phallus that wants to 
hold my hand. Do you have any advice for 
such a strange situation? I just want my 
husband back. 

- Tired of being married to a slip-n-slide

Dear “Married to a slip-n-slide,”

Not all is lost here. You clearly still love 
your husband, so I urge you to stand by 
him no matter how phallic he looks. To 
remedy the issue, I would recommend just 
simply reminding him of the joys of hair.

Show him how creative you can be with 
hair. Try getting cornrows and see how he 
reacts, or maybe dye your pubic hair an 
outlandish color (neon lavender!). It’s the 
little things like these I’m sure he misses 
about hair. 

If none of this works, have him talk to a 
victim of male-pattern baldness. No one 
understands the value of hair more than a 
20-year old with a rapidly receding hair-
line. 

If this still does not do the trick, there’s 
always HAA (Hair Annihilators Anony-
mous). In a confidential environment he 
could freely talk about his addiction to 
people who would surely understand him. 
He’d meet others in worse situations, and 
would learn from their stories. Hope I’ve 
helped, and remember that inside the star-
tlingly smooth creature you live with is the 
same hairy Neanderthal you once married. 

-Abby

Dear Abby,

I don't know what happened. My poor 
sweet son used to be nice. It used to be 
that he would come home from school, 
stop at the kitchen table and smoke a 
huge bowl of crystal meth with me, and 
then go into the basement and smoke 
meth until the sun came up.

Something changed when he started high 
school though. He started coming home 
later and later. and little by little I could 
see the facial scarring I had come to asso-
ciate with frequent methamphetamine use 
fade away and even heal. He started go-
ing to sleep earlier, well before his usual 
bedtime of 4 in the morning.

At first I had no idea what was happen-
ing. The kitchen table where we had 
spent so many afterschool meth binges 
began to look cluttered and dirty, piled 
high with mountains of unsmoked crystal 
meth. 

Eventually, I found out from his dentist 
that his teeth had stopped developing new 
cavities, and I finally managed to snap out 
of my denial.

Help me, Abby. My son has broken out 
of his meth addiction, and it's tearing 
our family apart. His father, a theoretical 
physicist, committed suicide by inventing a 
black hole generator and then jumping into 
it. His brother, not even 3 years old, was 
so struck by the vision of his brother's lack 
of corruption that he's gone and joined the 
army. I'm at my wit's end, I need your help.

-Meth In Loving Families

Dear MILF

It's always hard to lose a son's addiction. 
However, the one thing you have to re-
member in tough situations like this is the 
old Narcotics Anonymous saying: Nobody 
ever stops being addicted, you just learn to 
live with it. To that end, it's important that 
you help your youngster remember what 
he loved so much about crystal meth.

I recommend sprinkling some meth over 
his morning cereal, or putting a few posters 
about how great meth is up on the walls of 
your home. Something as simple as calling 
up your cable provider and asking them to 
show nothing but Breaking Bad marathons 
can have a deep and lasting impact on your 
child's psyche.

If that doesn't work, you should not be 
afraid to insist on his health as the head 
of the household, and as his closest living 
relative. Tell him that you won't let him do 
his homework or help out at his favorite 
charity unless he sits down with you and 
smokes a giant bowl of meth. You're his 
mother, you have that authority.

Remember: Addiction can be a powerful 
tool. I have faith that you will be able to 
turn your son back into a meth-addicted 
husk of a person.

-Abby

We at the Zamboni are proud to present 
our newest columnist who we totally 
didn't poach from the Universal Press 
Syndicate. We humbly submit to you, 
the Zamboni's own

Dear Abby,



DEAR ABBY,
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