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Letter From the Editor...
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Growing Number of Prominent Figures Growing in Prominency

Local Student Talks Talk, Walks Walk

Media Services To Teach Saturday Webinar On Difference Between  
"Reply" and "Reply All"

Skidmo’ To Be Harry Potter Themed Because Why The Fuck Not

Breaking: Life’s A Bitch, And Then You Die

New Study Finds 80% Of Skidmore Men Named Henry 

Top Stories Of The Week

My dearest Skidmore, 

A most wholesome and spooktacular Halloween unto you all! I hope by this time you have all sorted your 
candies and otherwise properly categorized your hauls. I would like to use this letter—in part—to remind you 
that Butterfingers are of most value when it comes to trading, but a regular size Almond Joy is worth more 
than a Fun Size Butterfinger, since you can use that Almond Joy to bribe your grandmother into giving you 
what’s left from her candy dish. 

If you find anything British in your lots, throw it away immediately. The only Cadbury that is acceptable is 
Cadbury-Adams, a fine proprietor of bastardized confections. In that same vein, please don’t keep spilling 
your FunDip all over the place—it’s a bitch to get out of the carpet.  

In other news, we have a wonderful Skidmo’ Daily for you all—the sweetest treat one could ever ask for. The 
pages are technically edible. That is, you probably won’t die if you ingest them. The boys at the printing press 
switched over to this new fancy-schmantsy corn-based ink, so there’s a saccharine aroma to our editions now. 
Have at it.  

You’ll find that in lieu of Campo’ Safety Reports this week (We’ve been asked not to publish over the Hal-
loweekend, considering the embarrassing tricks played on Campus Safety), we’ve included our first restau-
rant review of a local favorite—Esperanto. In the coming weeks we’ll be sure to have a regular review of a new 
restaurant as well as a nearby bar, so that you can stay up to date on the classiest ways to get smashed. With 
love and admiration, 

George Lubitz 
Editor-in- Chief



Local Moron Puts Tide Pod in Detergent 
Dispenser 
by Pauline Dent

Mikey Wilson encountered a disturbing scene Wednes-
day morning when he pulled the detergent tray in the 
wiecking laundry room to find the shrunken plastic car-
cass of a tide pod. Deeply disturbed, Mikey tells Skidmo' 
Daily he filed a report with his RA about an “asshat who 
doesn’t know how to use a washing machine”.  The suspect, 
an unidentified local idiot, is now accused of being "abso-
lute shit head" by the dorm's resident. 
All the rage right now, Tide Pods are mother nature’s gift 
to lazy college students who cannot pour detergent into a 
cup. Simply toss it in with your clothes and viola. However, 
the incident at Wiecking Hall reveals that that the task of 
putting the pod in the barrel may be too difficult for some 
people to handle. Lack of evidence and the scene makes it 
difficult to pin point the exact motive of the idiot.  Assum-
ingly an illiterate bastard, it is possible the idiot may not 
have understood the large poster above the machine that 
reads “PODS GO IN BARRELL, MORON”. 
Enraged with the misuse of college property and his RA 
who didn’t really care, Mikey Wilson allegedly wiped out 
the tide pod remains with the idiot’s nicest pair of wool 
socks and proceeded to throw all the laundry in the trash 
can. 
"Fucker got what he deserved!” Mikey tells the Skidmo’ 
Daily “He has no respect for human life!”. 
The idiot still remains at large and it considered armed 
with pods, and stupid.

Middle-Schooler Wants to Reiterate 
That They are “Not Gay” Although They 
Ate a Hot Dog at Lunch 
by Doug Patrick

SARATOGA SPRINGS MIDDLE SCHOOL – Several eye-
witnesses reported seeing eighth grader, Ben Pearson, eat a 
hot dog at lunch. This public consumption of a phallic meat 
led many of these witnesses to conclude that Pearson en-
joys – as local bully, Chad Pennington, put it – “to eat dicks 
too, like a raging [homosexual].” 
However, Pearson had not understood one of the foun-
dational middle school cafeteria rules: The eating of any 
phallic food constitutes sexual accusations; for men: ho-
mosexuality; and for women, of course: an ability/desire to 
perform oral sex, or “blow hogs” as Chad Pennington put 
it. Basically any kind of food shaped like a penis is not fair 
game. In fact, many middle schoolers swear off foods like 
hot dogs, bananas, and popsicles for several years; some 
not revisiting them until after college. Institutional educa-
tion, as it would seem, places a lot of emphasis on sexual 
assumptions.
But because he was uninformed about this rule, Pearson 
was confused and upset when The Skidmo’ Daily ques-
tioned him about his sexual orientation. “What? Who told 
you I was gay? Was it Chad? Literally, fuck that guy. I’m not 
gay, but it shouldn’t matter if I was either.”
Though we at the Skidmo’ Daily relentlessly try to maintain 
an objective view, we can’t help but agree with Ben on this 
one.
Fuck Chad Pennington, and everything he represents. 
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Skidmo’ Horrorscope 
by Jerry Springer

Welcome to the Skidmo’ Horrorscope!

Aquarius:
When the moon is in the Seventh House. 
And Jupiter aligns with Mars. Then peace 
will guide the planets. And love will steer 
the stars. This is the dawning of the age 
of Aquarius. Age of. Aquarius. Aquari-
us. Aquarius. Harmony and understand-
ing. Sympathy and trust abounding. No 
more falsehoods or derisions. Golden living 
dreams of visions. Mystic crystal revelation. 
And the mind's true liberation. Aquarius. 
Aquarius

Pices:
Hey, David. I know things don’t look great 
right now, but you have to keep your head 
up. Remember what mom said when we 
were little and we broke that vase? She 
said, “I can’t believe you broke your grand-
mother’s urn. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Okay, I’ll say 
I did it. Go do your homework and make 
sure it’s done by the time your father comes 
home. Oh god. He’s here. Go upstairs.” It 
just goes to show that no matter how bad 
things seem, there’s always light on the 
other side.

Aries: 
That guy is definitely reading over your 
shoulder.

Taurus:
Full disclosure, I had been reading about 
the Ford Taurus. But now I’m doing star 
shit. Sorry about that. I done goofed. Any-
way, you should give you super cool boy-
friend lots of gifts and blowjobs. The stars 
say that being generous and sucking dick 
is good for you and it’ll give you good luck 
and stuff. The stars don’t lie. Blowjobs and 
gifts.

Gemini:
Live every day like it’s your last! Really! Get 
out there! Buy some rope! Get a gun! Write 
notes to your family! Do it! With the rising 
temperature of the oceans, the passing of 
NC1089 through the senate, and Glands 
death in the Rising Dead, there’s really no 
reason to live anymore. 

Cancer:
The sky is filled with stars and swag! Live 
and let your smile shine! You don’t have 
long. Be generous! The cancer formation is 
in the west today so try not to sweat the 
small stuff! Cancer is not small stuff, care 
about that. Life is great! No, it’s not, you 
have cancer. You’re going to meet the love 
of your life tomorrow! All 2 months of it. You 
have cancer, bad cancer, super bad can-
cer, like the worst cancer.

Leo:
Life is like a box of chocolates but you’re 
probably gluten free, ya faker. 

Virgo:
Your ex is very, very sorry. You should take 
him back, he misses you. He misses you so 
much sometimes he’ll sleep with the sweat-
shirt you borrowed that one time. You’ll al-
ways be special to him in a way no one else 
can. You taught me so much about how to 
love and how to live. I miss you. I love you. 
Please come back. Bring pizza.

Libra:
You are above the oceans today, but only 
today. Embrace the cool flow of life. If you 
follow the stream all of your wishes will 
come true! Take a dip! Jump in head first! 
Ignore the consequences and do whatever 
you please! 

Scorpio:
What does it mean to be in love? To 
feel some cosmic connection expressed 
through carnal courage? Crabapples. Can 
Karen care? Can Kevin catch Karen? Who 
cares? Who lends thought to the actions of 
these fools, these cowards. “I bet you stand 
too far away from the urinal when you pee.” 
Stop it, mom, you whore. This poison to my 
ears will not stand or sit, it squats. 

Sagittarius:
Bro, man, you’re still super cool. Try to get 
things in on time. But other than that and 
the back pain you’re perfect.

Capricorn:
Everything is terrible.
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FOOD AND DRINK
Restaurant Review
Esperanto.  
6 Caroline Street. 518-587-4236 

by Sarah Colby

On a recent evening down one of Saratoga’s most infa-
mous harbors of debauchery, a shrill voice could be heard 
screaming “I’ll have what she’s having!” while crowds of 
huddled smokers turned and laughed. Perhaps that voice 
was window-shopping Esperanto, a new Mexican-Amer-
ican joint that’s been getting as much buzz via word-of-
mouth as it has been via the press. (This writer actually 
heard about it from three drunken friends before she’d 
heard it from the Food Editor.) 
On a typical Saturday night one can expect a line out the 
door. Not of people, to be clear, but rather a trail of up-
chucked Pabst Blue Ribbon and Dough Boys—the crème de 
le crème of the restaurant’s involved, albeit limited, menu. 
A tube of parbaked pizza dough is flonzed with the finest 
Kraft artisan cheese blend, cream cheese, shredded chick-
en, and a kiss of green onion, the Dough Boy (and his veg-
etarian sister, the Dough Girl) is certainly a tough alcohol 
sponge to beat. 
If you’re looking for something more home-style, more the 
speed of “slow roasted” or “simmered for hours,” I recom-
mend the twice-baked potato. Baked twice, dropped three 
times, and consumed only half way, this starchy dish sits 
patiently under a heat lamp for most of the night. Its in-
nards are sweated for maximum flavor, allowed to mar-
inate and mingle with the ever-present flavors of public 
restroom and the loneliness of another Saturday of dashed 
hopes. The veggie burritos are a surprising success. Light 
and effervescent in flavor, it’s the dirty rice that makes 
them a winner. Nobody knows dirty like Esperanto. 
As the night came to a close, regular customers stumbled 
out and made way for even more-inebriated empty stom-
achs. One woman wobbled to and fro before steadying 
herself and her gaze at my plate of soggy ships and salsa 
(emphasis on salsa). With a look that could only be read as 
“Hmmm, the good news is that it’ll look the same way com-
ing up as it does going down,” she belched and said “I’ll have 
what she’s having!” 

      
Hip Professor Finds Cool New Way to Sit 
by Gill Hurtig 

It took only a few classes before Sadie McDermott rec-
ognized how hip her professor was. She started to realize 
when he introduced himself as “Professor Buxbaum, but 
you can call me Cam.” Not only did her teacher prefer to be 
called by his first name (a very obvious preference that all 
hip teachers have) but he even abbreviated his first name 
from Cameron to Cam! She also noticed that Cam rode his 
long board to class every day, and wore a matchel (that’s a 
man satchel) with a strap around his shoulder. But these 
habits meant nothing in comparison to the way Cam ori-
ented himself in his seat on the afternoon of Wednesday, 
October 26th. 
As always, he arrived at 2:31 with his yoga ball and his long 
board. He was one minute late, which was late enough to 

Idiot Preschooler Dresses Up as Clown 
for Northwoods Trick-or-Treating 
by Lizette Roman-Johnston

Skidmore College uses Halloween to bring its communi-
ty closer together, with organized activities like Applemore 
or the Costume BBQ. While most of these fun events are 
for the students, there is one particularly adorable morn-
ing dedicated to the little ones at the Early Childhood Cen-
ter Preschool and the Greenberg Child Care Center. Every 
year, residents of the on-campus apartments volunteer to 
hand out Halloween candy to little kids dressed up as sassy 
witches, spooky ghosts, and jolly pumpkins. The cuteness 
is almost unbearable! 
Not all costumes, however, reflect such endearing inno-
cence. In fact, this year, one dumbass decided to dress up as 
a clown. If you have been living under a rock, you wouldn’t 
know that clowns have been a major threat to our safety 
within the past two months; colorful cutthroats have been 
swarming the streets of cities all over the world! Even pop-
ular Twitter accounts have been referencing the epidemic 
in their everyday lingo. Twitter user @CommonWhiteGirl 
has tweeted: bitch if u keep caking on that makeup some-
one is gonna stab ur ass thinking ur a clown n shit. Tf! Pres-
idential candidate @realDonaldTrump tweeted: I promise 
to stop the clowns. I know clowns. I am the best at stopping 
the clowns, to which @HillaryClinton replied That’s cause 
you are a clown #Lol #Burn #Roasted #ImWithHer. 
The bottom line is, clowns are dangerous. Evidently, this 
little angel gave no shits regarding the comfort and secu-
rity of the Skidmore College community. One Northwoods 
resident, a junior, reported “I was excited to see the cute 
toddlers, but when I opened my door, I was faced with 
my worst nightmare! Amongst a charming squad of kids 
dressed up as an American Indian, Anne Frank, and Cait-
lyn Jenner, there he was - a clown far from silly or amusing. 
I shut my door right in his stupid, grinning face.”
We asked the scarred victim if he had said anything to the 
clown before shutting the door.
The student nodded his head. “I told him beat it, bozo!” 
Stay safe this Halloween, everybody.

give the vibe that he doesn’t really care, but early enough 
to still get through the day’s lesson. I will add that this was 
also perfect because every student was already present to 
witness this magical sit-down. He put his long board down 
and rode it toward his desk about ten feet away. There, he 
kept the long board on the ground, placed his yoga ball on 
the long board and proceeded to sit down at his desk. Sa-
die and the rest of the students gaped emphatically. The 
fairly large yoga ball on top of the long board was pretty tall 
seat. In fact it was nearly the same height as Cam’s desk. 
Noticing this, Cam leaned back on the yoga ball, and care-
fully put his feet up on his desk. The students roared with 
gratitude! What a display of balance and core strength! He 
wasn’t even holding onto anything for stabilization! With 
his undoubtedly cool stature, Cam forever changed the way 
people think about sitting. 
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SGA Senator Introduc-
es Legislation to Tackle 
Corrupt Laundry Finance 
System 
by George Lubitz

Case Center—Junior Class Senator 
Mary Sandborn gave a press confer-
ence this Tuesday afternoon, just 
moments after submitting new legis-
lation to the SGA Senate. 
The legislation, which aims to tackle 
what she refers to as the college’s “cor-
rupt laundry finance system,” focuses 
mainly on the cost of washers and 
dryers throughout campus, namely 
on the twenty-five-dollar minimum 
required to deposit money on a stu-
dent ID card. 
“In a college where all new wealth 
goes straight to cigarettes and alco-
hol, it does not make sense—in my 
view—that the school requires a dol-
lar fifty for a load of laundry,” said 
Senator Sandborn at the conference. 
She continued, “Moreover, we need to 
take a stand against the greed of the 
school’s corrupt laundry finance sys-
tem, in which students are required 
to dole out twenty-five dollars every 
few weeks, which is especially expen-
sive when workers are working for  
starvation wages.” 
Many of the senator’s constituents 
are very pleased with her proposal. 
Having campaigned on a platform 
of making laundry cheaper for stu-
dents, as well as working to improve 
the low-quality toilet paper provided 
to those living in public housing, the 
senator seems to be delivering on 
some of her bold promises.   
The senator has become somewhat 
of a celebrity on campus, with many 
peers trumpeting Sandborn’s com-
mon touch. “She flies coach, just like 
us!” declared one long-time support-
er. “Her parents got her a Subaru, just 
like me!” cried another. 
The senator did not have time to an-
swer any questions after her remarks, 
and made a quick dash to her next 
meeting. According to the senator’s 
public schedule, she was due for an 
event downtown—her parents were 
visiting, and Sandborn wanted to 
cash in on at least two free meals and 
a mini shopping spree at the mall.

Student Angered by Cultural Appropriation at  
Village Treats
by Miranda Thompson

The annual Village Treats event is 
normally a jovial affair. Kids get to add 
extra candy to their Halloween haul, 
while hungover college students get 
to relive their recently lost childhoods 
after hurried trips to the CVS. But as 
her peers relished in nostalgia and 
sugar, junior Meghan Port saw some-
thing she could not ignore.
Port, a white, upper-class, liberal 
arts student, is naturally an expert 
in all facets of racism. So when Tim-
my Fields showed up to her door in a 
sumo wrestler costume, she simply 
had to speak up. While her house-
mates chuckled at the squishy blob 
of plastic, Port got right into Timmy’s 
pasty, sticky face to explain how he 
was committing cultural appropria-
tion. 
Fields, the well-seasoned class clown 
of the second grade, had not prepared 

for reactions outside of laughter. As 
Port’s lecture grew longer and louder, 
a confused Fields ran away to his par-
ents. Unable to articulate Port’s argu-
ment, and already having gotten two 
Reese’s out of the exchange, Fields 
opted out of telling his parents about 
the incident. The Fields family moved 
on to the next candy bowl, unaware of 
the confrontation between a college 
student and a seven-year old.
Port, however, cannot move on. “I’m 
sad that he refused to understand an 
alternative perspective. He’s already 
entrenched in a world of white privi-
lege.” As to the question of what Port 
knew about sumo history or impor-
tance to Japanese culture, Port had 
“uhh, no comment.”
As for the Fields family, they are sim-
ply lucky that their daughter Ash-
ley chose to be Cinderella instead of 
Pocahontas.
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Citing the fact that, when asked, 
many Massachusetts-born Skidmore 
students will call Boston their home-
town, local Boston census worker 
Robert Lacroix could not reconcile 
their answers with the statistics of a 
2010 census survey.
When asked to elaborate on his an-
swer, Sophomore Alex Rozier had 
this to say: “Well, I’m from the Boston 
area. Technically I’m from Revere.”
But Mr. Lacroix was drawing a blank 
with responses like Alex’s. “I have an 
entire map of the state of Massachu-
setts, down to counties and congres-
sional districts. I can’t seem to locate 
a township by the name of “Boston 
Area.”
While Mr. Lacroix was busy scratch-
ing his head, workers from the City 
of New York Census Bureau reported 
perfect results, with no margins of er-

Rumors have been swirling in re-
cent weeks around Skidmore’s cam-
pus regarding a possible change 
that may come within the next few 
months, insiders say.  Apparently, the 
board of directors is debating taking 
Skidmore in a different direction; 
instead of falling under the umbrel-
la-term “liberal arts,” Skidmore may 
soon become a libertarian arts school.  
This revamping may come as a shock 
to some but in reality this is a growing 
trend in American private colleges.  
Just last year, Vassar switched over 
to libertarian arts and retention rates 
have never been higher. 
Under a libertarian arts style of ed-
ucation, Skidmore would transition 
in a few key areas.  Some examples 
include an immediate abolishment 
of all financial aid, more of an edu-
cational focus on economics, specif-
ically on free trade and laissez-faire, 
and an elimination of campus health 

The administration at Skidmore 
likes to think it cares about sustain-
ability. And it’s true, they have made 
some progress in saving the planet. 
They’ve built a geothermal system, 
they occasionally remind people to 
compost, and last year they briefly 
considered divesting from fossil fuels. 
So I was shocked when my attempts to 
make the world a greener place were 
met with sneering indifference by the 
administration.
It all started when some environmen-
tally-conscious students tabling in the 
Atrium in preparation for Skidmore 
unplugged asked me what I could do 
to reduce my carbon footprint. At first 
I figured that I was already doing ev-
erything I could – I’ve switched from 
using disposable plastic water bottles 
to my trusty Nalgene, and I almost al-
ways remember to turn off the lights 
when I leave the room. But then I re-
membered, my car. It’s a 2008 Chevy 
Express, and it doesn’t exactly sip gas. 
I’ve always liked the car, ever since 
my parents bought it for my sixteenth 
birthday, but the more I thought 
about its poor gas mileage, the guiltier 
it made me feel.
So I went online and did some re-
search into more fuel efficient cars. 
At first though, I didn’t make much 
headway. I wasn’t cool enough to drive 
a Prius, or enough of a soccer mom to 
drive a Honda Accord, or enough of a 
dweeb for a Volt. Then, I finally I found 
the one I wanted: the Tesla Model X. 
Goddamn, that car was beautiful. It 
can hit 60 mph in just 3.8 seconds, 
and even more importantly, it runs on 
electricity! The only problem? It cost 
$140,000. Now, most people would’ve 
given up immediately after seeing a 
price like that, but I knew that I had to 
do whatever it took to help the plan-
et. So first I asked my parents to help 
me pay for the Tesla. They’re normal-
ly willing to buy me the things I need, 
but this time, my dad seems confused.
“What’s wrong with your Express?” 
dad asked me. “I thought you loved 
that car?”

ror. Said surveyor Marcus Longwood, 
“We can match every Skidmore stu-
dent who lists New York City as their 
hometown with a respective listing 
on the official city census.” He went 
on to note that “Those from Long Is-
land and other nearby suburbs of 
the five boroughs do not hesitate to 
be identified by their actual towns of 
residence, instead of just including 
themselves a part of the city.”
Mr. Lacroix was able to eventually 
crunch the numbers and figure out 
an accurate number of Skidmore stu-
dents who live within the very clearly 
defined borders of The City of Boston. 
“That number,” he said, “is something 
closer to fifteen,” much more than a 
stone’s throw away from the original 
figure of 2,000—“But it’s basically like 
a town over,” said Mr. Rozier.

services.  
Timmy Racho, a senior who this re-
porter interviewed, had this to say: 
“I think it could be beneficial, there’s 
too many liberal arts schools any-
ways, especially in this region.  I might 
actually stand out to employers now 
post-graduation with a Libertarian 
Arts degree.”  
Other sentiments varied, however.  
Saul Guetchman, another senior, 
found the change to be “utterly un-
necessary.”  He elaborated with “I’m 
a psych-major, that’s not going to 
change, ever. Period.  It doesn’t mat-
ter what my degree says as long as 
somewhere on there it says that I’m a 
psych major.” 
An inside source, who is close to Pres-
ident Glotzbach, has expressed to this 
paper that this change will more than 
likely happen and surprisingly or not, 
has the President’s full support.

City of Boston Census Bureau Cannot Account For  
90% Of Skidmore Population
by Emily Singer

Board of Directors Debating Switching School from  
Liberal Arts to Libertarian Arts
by Jordan Meyers

If Skidmore Really Cares 
So Much About Sustain-
ability, Why Haven’t They 
Given Me a Tesla Yet?
by Connor Batsimm
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Vibes were thoroughly disrupted at Skidmore College 
Orchestra’s performance last Friday, when a mosh pit 
formed amongst the crowd, authorities say. 
Authorities also noted that the mosh pit killed 3  
concertgoers. 
According to one audience member, “people will totally 
digging the Brahms concerto, until that mosh pit totally 
ruined the vibes of the whole event. What a bummer man.”
Saratoga Springs police chief Mark Hewitt, who responded 
to the incident, spoke yesterday at an interview. “It was a 
very traumatic situation for all of us policemen,” he said. 
“It was tough to see the good vibes of that truly beautiful 
Brahms music totally ruined by all that unnecessary mosh-
ing.”
After a long pause, Hewitt continued, “oh yeah, and also the 
3 people dying. That was also a bummer for sure.”
Skidmore Orchestra’s shows are typically known for their 
adrenaline-inducing, hard-core classical music, which 
sometimes causes audiences to lose control. 
In another press conference, Tom Stewart, the conductor 
of the Orchestra said, “we try really hard to give off good, 
positive vibes with our music, and it totally makes sense 
that our fans want to move around and do their thing. But, 
at a certain point, it’s unfair to our performers when the 
audience disrupts our sweet vibes. The performers were 
the real victims here.”

“I do, dad,” I told him. “But it gets really bad gas mileage.”
“Gas mileage?” he responded incredulously. “You know 
you can keep using our credit card to pay for gas. You don’t 
need to worry about gas mileage.”
Dad just didn’t get it. But I knew that Skidmore, my sustain-
ability conscious alma mater would. So I went on Skid Sync 
and filled out an expense request reform for my Tesla. That 
night I went to bed excited, thinking about how my new 
Tesla would impress women, and of course, reduce my car-
bon footprint. But the next morning, I received a confused 
email from Kris Leggiero. She told me that she didn’t un-
derstand why I needed a Tesla, and told me that the school 
can’t just pay for students’ cars.
Taken aback, I marched over to her office and demanded 
an explanation. “I don’t understand why you thought we’d 
be able to pay for this,” she responded. “That’s more than 
two years-worth of tuition, for a purchase that’s completely 
unrelated to Skidmore in any way. You’re not putting on any 
events, you have no affiliation with any clubs, and frankly 
you seem to care more about owning a cool car then help-
ing the planet.”
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I tried to explain to 
her that I was just trying to do my part to reduce my carbon 
footprint, but she was having none of it.
“If you’re so worried that your current car has poor gas 
mileage,” she asked me, “Why don’t you walk? More than 
half of students here don’t even use a car. Or you could use 
our bike share program.”
How rude. To think I ever thought that Skidmore valued 
the environment. 

Mosh Pit at Orchestra Concert Ruins 
Vibes, Kills 3
by Jacob Schwartz
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SAM SUPPOSES

Dear Sam,
Halloween has always been my favorite holiday, and I am a very fes-
tive person. I really want to get into it this year, so I am looking for 
some costume advice. I want to be something really scary, but also 
original. None of this bloody mask stuff, I want something REALLY 
terrifying. What should I dress up as for Halloween?
 
Thanks,

Boo Radly
 
Hi Boo,
I would be glad to help, and I have been thinking a lot about the 
scariness always inspired around this time of fall. If you want to go 
topical, you could obviously go for the scary clown, but that may 
be trite by your tastes. If you want to do something even scarier, 
you could pick up a “Blue Lives Matter” t-shirt, or even a “Defund 
Planned Parenthood” picket sign—both are easily available at the 
local gun/ammo shop. These are sure to cause real feelings of ter-
ror. But this Halloween, the scariest costume on everyone’s minds 
involves a golden toupee, small hands, and a red power tie.
Of course there are completely different directions to go and remain 
maximally frightening. You could get dressed up in all your Skidmore 
gear and graduation cap and go as a homeless person. In the same 
vein, if you need a group costume, you and three-hundred friends 
can dress as applicants for the same job. Alternatively, you and your 
squad could dress as a tight-knit group, reluctantly drifting apart 
after graduation, each living in new cities with no connections to 
anything or anyone near you, and with your first real doubts about 
life and value and purpose just emerging. Just a random idea.
There is really no end to the scary costumes you can think of just 
reading the news. You could go a traditional route and dress as a 
dead person, emerged from the grave, to miraculously vote in Chi-
cago this November. A great couples costume could be a scary mur-
derer and a non-violent drug offender, both serving equal bids due 
to mandatory minimums.  Dress as “sea level” and then get really 
high. Depending on your neighborhood, you could really scare folks 
with a “Refugees Welcome” sign. The possibilities abound. I hope this 
has been helpful, but, if not, I am certain you can find a scary cos-
tume with a cursory glance at Facebook. Good luck and, if you take 
any of this advice, stay away from my house; I hate being scared.
Best of luck,

Sam
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