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Look,

We’re back. And we’re better than ever. But we know that you’re all fucking blowing it 
right now. And you need us...bad. Like how my dad needs to stop asking me to help him 
with his martial arts practice. 

Which is why we created this handy guide book on how to not suck this year, inspired 
by the gods of cool: Ned, Cookie, and Jennifer ‘Moze’ Mosely. God I hope those crazy 
cats ended up together. 

We would tell you to read a fucking book or something, but we know you’re dumb, lazy, 
and sad. And it’s okay, we’re here for you. And you should be here for us: Mondays at 
6pm in Ladd 207.

And if you’re too busy with kickball club or whatever, you can always email any ideas or 
articles to skidmodaily@gmail.com. That’s s-k-i-d-m-o-d-a-i-l-y-a-t-g-e-e-m-a-l-e-d-o-
t-c-u-m. 

We’ve missed you all, and we’re happy to be back. Good luck this semster. Do your 
homework, stay hydrated, and call your parents for christ’s sake.

Onwards and Upwards,

Max and Hannah

Editors-in-Chief

Letter From the Editors...

She Stuck Her Tampon WHERE?

PROGRESSIVE ECONOMICS? Prostitutes Allowed to Receive Payment On Venmo

Glass Quarter Full, Says Radical Optimist

“Wow, How Do You See in These?” Says Man After Trying on Friend’s Eyepatch

Local Empty Nester Mom A Total Slut

Top Stories of the Week



3 

Fire Alarm at 3 AM In Joto Forces Students In The Middle of Late-Night Fingering 
to Continue Out In The Cold
by Will Kertzman

SARATOGA SPRINGS, NY – Frustrating the students of Johnson tower, a 3am fire alarm interrupted some late 
night fingering. Students from every floor proceeded down the stairs to the ground floor and waited outside in 
the cold for the O.K. to go back to their rooms. 

Sven Galboukinos ‘22 was asked about how his night was affected by the fire alarm, “I mean I’m relieved honest-
ly. My roommate was definitely fingering his girlfriend in his bed, and I was just in mine trying to watch The Joe 
Rogan Experience. It was honestly hard to concentrate on all the beta-cuck male energy with all the movement I 
could see in the corner of my eye.” 

Needless to say many couples coordinated to hold off on the fingering until they were allowed back into the 
building, but for a few who just couldn’t wait it was an uncomfortable evening. Mario Wallaz ‘23 said unprompt-
ed, “Bro it was hard to keep going while rushing down the stairs, and even harder once we were outside since we 
were both wearing whimsical onesies with no pockets. But in the end it was worth it. I’m honestly just impressed 
with myself, I’m gonna go run some laps to celebrate!” 
 
Sources tell the Skidmo’ Daily that once the fire alarm ended, students continued to finger in the parking lot.
dren. Not every story has a happy ending, you imbecile.

Skidmore Outing Club Proves Earth Is Flat
by Hannah Kotler

THE EDGE OF THE WORLD—Pursuing one of their usual weekend getaway trips, the Skidmore Outing Club took 
to the mountains this past Saturday for a routine outing—yet were shocked to make a groundbreaking scientific 
discovery in the process. The club, known for fun excursions like whitewater rafting and rock climbing, organized 
an event to go camping on Oct. 5, when they ran out of land to set up their tents. “We wanted to spread out a bit so 
that we had room for a fire and some space to walk, but as we were preparing everything we noticed that the ground 
just fucking ended. Like, nothing was there anymore—just a dark, beautiful, black abyss,” said club president Johnny 
Wheeler, who donned a crazed smile as he recounted these facts. “But I am happy to report that we did, in fact, prove 
that the earth is flat! Ha, ha! A win for scientists everywhere.”

Club member Alyssa Henker recalled a different tale, her eyes blank and nightmarish: “Johnny wanted to push a 
freshman off the edge just to check that what we were seeing was real. We all told him it was a bad idea, but, my god, 
he did it anyway. The kid…he joined the club late. Johnny said he was the perfect target. Within the hour, Johnny 
snuck up on the poor bastard, and in an instant, his life was over. His screams were unable to be heard, and his body 
immediately disintegrated into the void. Goodbye, dear friend. I hope you are in a better place, but I fear you may not 
be.”

The Skidmo’ Daily is currently seeking help for all Outing Club members and witnesses of the event. Our reporters 
were thankful, but haunted, to be on the scene to report this life-changing event, traveling all the way to the edge of 
the world—about 30 miles outside Albany.
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Greta Thunberg Sentenced to 5 Year 
Time-Out After Skipping Two Months of 
School
by Max LoSardo

STOCKHOLM, SWEDEN — Halting momentum 
in Climate Change activism, sixteen year old Greta 
Thunberg has been sentenced to a five year time out 
after skipping school for the previous two months.  
Recently rising to fame, Thurnberg has become the 
face of Climate Change awareness, with some of her 
efforts including sailing across the Atlantic Ocean for 
two weeks to reach the United Nations Climate Action 
Summit.

However, while Thurnberg has done an effective job of 
promoting climate-friendly legislation, she has missed 
school for almost two months now without a note 
from her parents. “We’re very proud of her,” said Head-
master Valentin Lagerqvist of Stockholm Preparatory 
School.  “She exemplifies everything we would like our 
students to be.  But we have rules.  And Ms. Thurnberg 
knows Stockholm Prep’s firm attendance policy.” 

While many have called for Swedish Prime Minister 
Stefan Löfven to issue a full pardon of Thunberg, Unit-
ed States President Donald Trump has praised Stock-
holm Preparatory School’s rigid enforcement of school 
protocol, saying in a tweet “GREAT to see a country 
like Sweden finally have some LAW and ORDER.  And 
even better to see that brat get what she’s had coming.  
SAD!” 

At press time, Thunberg issued a harsh condemnation 
of the punishment, calling it an “injustice,” and plans to 
appeal.  The trial is set for October 14th 2091, as Thun-
berg plans to walk back to Sweden from New York.

Top 5 D Hall Meals I Put My Penis Into
by Margaret Limone

1. Mashed potatoes. 
Who doesn’t look at that steaming, creamy pile of goop 
and get excited? The realm of possibilities is endless. 
My personal favorite is to bury my genitals in the pota-
to smoothie like feet in the sand. Then, I turn to Gerry 
and say, “Hey Gerry! Look! My penis disappeared!” 
But it didn’t actually disappear. It’s just in the mashed 
potatoes. 

2. Anything with fish. 
Something about that fishy smell that lingers in my 
nether regions gives me a sense of belonging, like my 
Father never did. All it takes is a few minutes alone 
with the tray of creamy cod or cajun catfish to do what 
nine years of therapy never could. I’m talking to you, 
Janet. 

3. Mac ‘n cheese. 
It’s cheesy, goopy, warm, and yellow. Need I say more? 
It’s definitely more difficult to hide the rodent sized 
hole left in the crispy outer shell, but not impossible. 
Students are usually too focused on getting as much on 
their plate as possible to notice. 

4. Onion rings. 
If you and your best friend have never laid on your 
backs under the diner counter, stacking onion rings on 
each other’s erect penises, are you even friends? Some-
times you may feel the urge to look up into his eyes 
and homoerotically caress his cheek, but stay focused. 
You and Gerry will need to return the onion rings to 
the tray before they grow cold. 

5. The fucking frying oil. 
This one is a little tricky. The students getting food will 
just think  you’re making fries, but you have to wait 
until the chefs leave to smoke weed in the dhall base-
ment before slipping it in. You may have your doubts 
on this one, but once you smell that sweet, sweet scent 
of frying penis, you will never look back. 



Alert! That Kid Who Wears a Tucked 
in Polo Shirt and Carries a Briefcase 
Wasn’t in Class Today.
by Will Kertzman

SARATOGA SPRINGS, NY – Stirring up indifference, 
students in Professor Ryan Jackson’s ethics class no-
ticed that their classmate, Ryan Finklestein, who was 
commonly referred to as “the kid with the briefcase” 
or “that fucking guy who tucks in his polo shirt like 
he’s got somewhere fancy to be later” didn’t show up to 
class. When questioned about this one of Ryan’s fellow 
classmates responded with, “Fucking weird right? I 
mean this guy has got punctuality and brown-nosing 
written all over his stupid tucked-in shirt and brief 
case. Where the fuck else would he be RIGHT NOW 
other than class? Eating cold hard-boiled eggs or 
something? I dunno he seems like the type.” 

A search party was quickly established and students 
began fanning out calling out for him. However, no 
one knew his name so the group decided to yell “brief-
case!” to see if that would coerce him out. One student 
cleverly thought to leave out some sliced Camembert 
cheese and some crumbly crackers for him. When 
asked about this the student said, “I dunno he looks 
like the type to eat this shit as a guilty pleasure. I fig-
ured I’d give it a shot.”

After 4 and a half whole minutes of searching the 
students were ordered to return to class where they 
found their Professor frantically pacing the room. The 
students acknowledged he was going through “Ryan 
withdrawal” and consoled him for the remainder of the 
class period. 

Report: Student With Chalk Goes 
Fucking Apeshit
by Will Kertzman
 
SARATOGA SPRINGS, NY – Getting some artistic 
resentment out of her system, Pauline Phoust ‘23 
got her hands on a box of chalk and drew on every 
concrete inch of campus. Some students awoke in 
the night to the sounds of chalk screeching against 
the asphalt and Phoust moaning. An anonymous 
student in Johnson Tower said, “I was having a 
lovely dream where Olivia Newton John and I were 
skinning dipping and flaying rainbow trout togeth-
er. It was really something, she was so nice, and she 
kept telling me how attractive John Travolta used to 
be, though I continually asked her to stop. Oh right 
yeah and then I was woken up by the sound of what 
I can only guess was a fox or some small dog rub-
bing two rocks together to make a small fire.”

When students awoke the next morning, sections 
of the paths across Case Green and some of the 
concrete pillars along the covered walkways were 
smattered with colorful pictures and phrases. Some 
of the phrases were inspirational such as, “Pull 
yourself together you sack of shit” to others that 
were just happy like, “Your earlobes can be cut off 
and eaten and you’ll live! Isn’t the human body 
neat? Have a great day!”

Phoust was reached for comment but left only a 
slate of limestone outside her dorm room door with 
the words, “taking a huge poop, get the hell away 
from me” written on it.
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INTERVIEW: SGA Candidate Takes Stance on Student Wages: “Let’s Just Make The 
Poor Kids Indentured Servants and Move On”
by Margaret Limone

Two weeks ago, I found myself sitting across from controversial SGA candidate, Mitchell Butney, at a table out-
side of Burgess. I had scheduled an interview with him to hear more of his unique perspective, but he was twenty 
minutes late. Despite this, his demeanor was warm and personable. I began with an easy question. 
Me: “So, there’s been a lot of upset about the wages for work-study students. Most candidates are promising a 
solution by raising wages. How do you plan on doing this?” 

Butney: “This whole debate is silly, honestly, and taking up too much of our time. Personally, I don’t believe they 
should even be here.”

Me: “Who? Student workers?”

Butney: “Well, yeah. If you need to work to afford school, you’re probably too stupid to be here anyway. What’s 
the point of $70,000 tuition if we’re just gonna let all these drooling proletariats come anyway?”

Me: “Don’t you think that’s a bit harsh? Surely there are lower class students worthy of advanced study.”

Butney: “Yes, I understand that some people do believe that. That’s why I’m willing to make a political compro-
mise. The poor kids can stay as indentured servants, taking an occasional class when they don’t have duties, and 
working off their debt for the next 10-14 years. All the while, they can eat for free at the cereal section of Dhall 
and have guaranteed housing at McClellan. With that issue out of the way, we can finally focus on my main cam-
paign promise: a definitive Slytherin win and an end to mudblood admission.”

After paying for our coffees, I tried to make sense of the conversation I had with the charismatic and smiling 
Butney. His willingness to compromise and also take moral stands on the issues that mattered to him struck me. 
I’d never met a politician so down-to-earth and straightforward about things his voters care about before. Need-
less to say, Butney has my vote at this election and every one after that. 

For those of you unfamiliar with this event, the Fire Safety Festival is a celebration for all students who had 
enough common sense to pass the fire safety test. There will be food, drinks, music, and, to top it all off, stu-
dents will get to watch their classmates who failed the test be burned at the stake!

“Here at Skidmore, fire safety is of the utmost importance,” says President Glotzbach. “Students who failed the 
fire safety test present a threat to the Thoroughbred community and our entire way of life. We’ll be putting on 
quite a show for those of you who are committed to our safety: watch some idiots burn! And remember: a fiery 
death is an honorable one. The flames melt away the sins of the flesh and purify the spirit. As their charred 
remains dissolve into ash, their souls will be welcomed into Heaven with the open arms of the Lord, our God, 
and we may all rest easy knowing they are in a better place; one where they will never again endanger innocent 
lives with their candles and lava lamps.” Glotzbach himself will do the honor of lighting the pyre of infidels. 

So, come on down to the Case Green this weekend– it’s gonna be lit!

Join Us This Weekend for the Annual Fire Safety Festival!  
by Eddie Godino 
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Australians Sue Geico Gecko for 
Cultural Appropriation 
by Holly O’Byrne

SYDNEY, AUSTRALIA—In a recent heated court 
debate, a coalition of Australian lawyers teamed up to 
fight the “blatant disregard for Australian culture and 
heritage” perpetrated by the Geico Gecko. Skidmo’ 
Daily sat down with one lawyer Gary Frisbee to get 
the inside scoop on the prosecution’s agenda. 

Before saying anything, Frisbee shotgunned a can of 
Fosters and let out a righteous burp that impressive-
ly had an Australian twang to it. He then explained, 
“Yeah mate, we just think it’s time to speak up! Creike, 
this gecko is making a joke of our culture. People 
think we’re all alcoholic surfers who watch rugby and 
ride kangaroos. Suing Geico is the only way to stand 
up for Aussie rights.”

It was at this point that Gary started running around 
chanting “Aussie! Aussie! Aussie! Oye, Oye, Oye,” 
and crushed his empty beer can over his head. Gary’s 
drunken outburst was soothed once he brought over 
his kangaroo, G’day, to be pet. He went on to shame 
Geico for taking advantage of the Australian accent 
as a way to make money.  He stated, “No one real-
ly understands what it’s like to have their culture 
be mocked or appropriated like the Aussies,” who 
refused comment when asked about the country’s 
colonial past.

Therapist Can’t Believe How Much of a 
Little Bitch Patient’s Being About This
by Tom Pahl

SARATOGA SPRINGS, NY - “Seriously, bro? You’re 
gonna be that much of a bitch about it?” questioned 
Dr. Thad Mathers halfway through his session with 
Justin Cruz concerning Justin’s anxiety about his 
neighbor’s dog.  Dr. Mathers, 54, politely suggested 
that if Cruz, 18, was going to be “a little pussy bitch” 
and let his “severe post-traumatic stress disorder and 
lifetime of abuse or whatever” keep affecting him, then 
he “might as well call it post-traumatic bitch disorder.” 

Dr. Mathers’ treatment of his patients has come under 
fire previously for being “rude,” “invasive” and “sur-
prisingly homoerotic.” By Dr. Mathers’ own admission, 
his doctorate “may be in art history” but that he was 
perfectly equipped to “school these cowardly dipshits.” 
He took a long drag from his can of white zero-calorie 
Monster energy, loudly guzzling the heavily caffeinated 
drink and offered this reporter a swig, saying that it 
was “mostly just rum anyway.”

When reached for comment, Dr. Mathers talked 
extensively of his admiration for Dr. Phil, Dr. Oz, and 
Doctor! Doctor! (the main character from the Thomp-
son Twins song) claiming that watching each of them 
speak made it easier for him to get up in the morning 
and help people. 

He did admit that his recording of patients during 
the mental breakdowns and putting it on Snapchat 
was a bit extreme, but claimed that “it was only up for 
24 hours anyway, so it barely counts.” Dr. Mathers is 
known to take on very aggressive means of therapy, 
and after this reporter came to a session, Dr. Mathers 
publicly heckled me the entire way home on public 
transportation, claiming that it was, in fact, this re-
porter’s fault for his parents getting divorced.
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What’s That? Heavens to Betsy! Is My Pro-
fessor Drinking a Bloody Mary or Gazpa-
cho in Class? Either Way It’s 8 am.
by Will Kertzman

SARATOGA SPRINGS, NY – Confusing Anthropology 
136 students, Professor. Quinn Boffart-Saunders came 
scurrying into class, more discombobulated than usual, 
carrying a clear water bottle filled to the brim with what 
appeared to be a blended tomato drink. Students were 
unsure if Dr. Boffart-Saunders was drinking a Bloody 
Mary, or if it was homemade gazpacho soup. 

“It’s 8 in the morning. So if it’s a Bloody Mary then did 
he drink last night? Does he have a hangover?” Asked 
Bethany McLolligong ‘20, an Anthropology major from 
Massachusetts.  “And if it’s gazpacho then why drink it 
out of a water bottle that’s CLEAR? I have a lot of ques-
tions for him, like can I have some?” 

For the entire class the smell of blended tomato waft-
ed over the classroom causing some students to have 
spastic head movements, and in one case to bleed from 
the nose.  Dr. Boffart-Saunders seemed not to care for 
his students’ well being and continued to teach.  When 
asked for comment once class adjourned he said, “If 
you really must know it’s a blend of Tostito salsa dip and 
Clamato juice. I find that in the mornings if I don’t have 
this blend of tomato-based dips and beverages it’s hard 
to yell depressing human rights stats at my students. 
It also helps the experience become less enjoyable for 
them as my breath is quite pungent and thus when I’m 
explaining to them how privileged and awful they are 
they are also getting the smell of my garbage breath, and 
I get off on that.”

Professor Boffart-Saunders could not be reached for 
comment.  

In our current political climate, nothing is more 
important than unity. Unity in our success, our 
failures, and unity in admitting that as a country, we 
need to do better. Our nation needs to heal, Karen. 
That starts with me seeing the kids again and for-
giving each other for where we’ve gone wrong. For 
example, it was wrong of me to say that while you 
were attractive, “your sister’s cans were fantastic.” 
Next, I recognize that having three mortgages, two 
mistresses and a coke addiction were all things I 
should have been more honest about. On the topic 
of healing, I’m really glad to hear that Braydyn’s leg 
has been healing properly since I backed into him 
with my Hummer during one of my drunken binges. 
As I apologize, I want you to know that I am pre-
pared to forgive you, as well. As I told you when I 
lied about impregnating that sex worker in Tijuana 
after your brother’s funeral, you have been chewing 
with your mouth open for years and I still feel like 
you need to apologize so that we can heal. Second, 
when I used to come home late at night, reeking 
of alcohol and my mistress’s perfume, the dinner 
you made was almost always cold, which was kind 
of gross. Third, the tie you gave me that belonged 
to your grandfather when he passed away was blue 
instead of red, and you know how I feel about blue 
ties. Fourth, your reactions to me leaving the toilet 
seat up were a bit disproportional, no matter how 
many used condoms were still floating in that toilet 
when you came back from your mother’s house. In 
summary, 2020 should be a year of healing, and that 
starts with you letting me see Braydyn, Brynden, 
and Mikayluh. 

Op-Ed: Karen, Please Let Me See The 
Kids Again.
by Tom Pahl
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Kid Who Wears No Socks and Cuffed 
Pants Gets Ankle Hypothermia 
by Isaac DeMarchi

SKIDMORE COLLEGE—Following a particularly 
chilly night on campus,  
the kid everyone exclusively sees walking between 
Burgess Cafe and the Saisselin art building has re-
portedly fallen ill.
 
Wyatt Mason ‘22 was hit with a simple case of the 
Skidmore Plague turned almost deadly after months 
of having worn only Vans and heavily rolled-up jeans. 
 
“We did everything we could: cough drops, DayQuil. 
We even told him to get a good night’s sleep, but 
frankly this seems to be the only option” Health Cen-
ter chair Stephanie Iglesia told us, while prepping a 
surgical table for a prompt amputation of both ankles. 
“There’s nothing we can do when it turns blue like 
this unfortunately.”

Mason is disappointed in this turn of events. “I mean, 
it didn’t seem to be that bad. I liked the way that the 
rolled up pants looked but I never thought my health 
could be so affected. But I just can’t picture myself 
going back. This is a pretty clean look after all, and 
I think I’ll continue cuffing after the surgery. It’s not 
like they’ll amputate twice, ” his final words before 
being put under for a quick two chops above the 
ankle bone.

5 Ways to Sneak Into Dhall
by  Ian Maywar 

Now that you’re in the apartments, here are five certified 
ways to sneak into Dhall to get the goods:

#1. Run for it. You’re young, you’re (somewhat) in 
shape. It’s time to give the old biddies at the counter a 
run for their money and outwit (and outrace) them. 
Make those atrium workers eat your dust.  

#2. Blend in with the enemy. Buy a red hat (not that 
one), write your name on it, and pretend like you be-
long.

#3. Hide: Lock yourself in a stall (or the freezer) and 
don’t come out until midnight. 

#4. Negotiate: Trick the sustainability team into deliv-
ering the leftovers on Wednesday to your apartment. 
Screw the compost or that local shelter. 

#5. Barter: Offer them your virginity but don’t carry 
through because you wouldn’t be able to use this one 
again. 

Good luck!
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BREAKING: Student Does The Reading
by Ethan Kleppner

SARATOGA SPRINGS, NY—Shocking the entire Skidmore community, first-year Mike Malton arrived to his 
Introduction to Political Philosophy class on Wednesday having actually completed the assigned reading from 
the textbook, Political Philosophy: A Deep Dive. This marked the first time in the 97 years since Skidmore’s es-
tablishment that a student has actually read the required text for class.

“On the calendar it said it was like, a 12-page reading,” said Cynthia Wallace, another student in Introduction to 
Political Philosophy with Malton. “And I was slightly busy. So of course I wasn’t gonna fucking do it.” Malton was 
unaware that he was breaking new ground with his efforts: “I mean, we have to define 10 terms from each read-
ing for homework, and I had like 15 minutes free, so yeah, I just did it,” he said with a shrug. 

“Oh, those?” fellow classmate Keith Harrison said when asked about the reading questions. “I just look up the 
terms on Wikipedia or Dictionary.com and copy and paste the answers. It takes less than five minutes and I al-
ways get full credit. I don’t know why you’d actually read the whole thing.”

Upon further investigation, it appears that Malton had not only completed the reading for Wednesday’s class, but 
already started studying for the exam on the following Friday. His professor, Marcia Lolowitz, was astounded. 
“I’m quite impressed that Michael did the reading. Political Philosophy: A Deep Dive isn’t even a real textbook 
name. I just made that shit up five minutes before printing the syllabus because the department requires that we 
assign textbooks. I grade student homework responses using the Dictionary.com and Wikipedia definitions and 
they’re always very accurate.”

Malton’s clear dedication to his schoolwork have already earned him buzz of academic honors and have made 
him a shining example of what the Class of 2023 is already bringing to Skidmore. 

While “Joker” Prompts Fears of Inciting Violence, “Ad Astra” Prompts Fears of 
Unsafe Space Travel
by Max LoSardo

Sparking controversy around the country, moviegoers fear that “Joker” glorifies violence and will result in copy-
cat acts of the crimes committed in the film.  Similarly, there has been a smaller backlash to “Ad Astra,” as the 
film shows the dangers of travelling into space and attempting to kill your astronaut father. 

“I am not bringing my children to this movie,” says Blinda Mop, a local first grade teacher who worries that the 
Brad Pitt Picture will inspire nefarious space travel.  “It’s ridiculous.  My little Mikey and Timmy love space.  
They even wanted to walk on the moon when they were younger.  And now there’s this propaganda that tells 
them they should get on a rocket and kill their father? That’s appalling.”   

Most of the limited backlash has come from moviegoers themselves, as critics have praised Pitt’s performance 
and cinematographer Hoyte Van Hoytema usage of contrast and shadows.  Despite said critical acclaim, Mop 
plans to bring her children to different film for their weekly movie night.  “Out of all of the good movies in the-
aters, why would I bring them to this one?  There’s that new superhero movie about the clown that I bet they’d 
love.  And there’s that fairy tale movie that Brad Pitt is in too.”

When informed that Ad Astra is only rated PG-13 while Joker and Once Upon A Time In Hollywood are rated 
R, Mop decided to leave her children at home and see Downton Abbey: The Movie by herself.



New Quentin Tarantino Movie Just 
Three Hours of Woman’s Foot 
Screaming Racial Obscenities
by Tom Pahl

HOLLYWOOD, CA—Fulfilling a seemingly inevitable fate, 
Quentin Tarantino has released a trailer that is 2 minutes of 
a woman’s foot screaming racial obscenities while a classic 
rock song from a TV show from the 70’s that no one except 
your dad and my dad and Quentin Tarantino have heard 
of. 

Tarantino, who was voted “Creepiest Hollywood Guy 
Pre-#MeToo Movement” three years running has been hes-
itant to move forward with this script for years, believing it 
to be “too serious” for the politically correct society of the 
day. 

The woman’s foot appears to be white, indicating that this 
will be a serious and violent drama concerning women’s 
feet and racial obscenities. “I dunno, man. As like, a fan 
of high cinema, Quentin’s one of the only ones who’s like, 
keeping it real,” said Paul Ball, a moviegoer who continued 
to remind the Skidmo’ Daily that he doesn’t like Marvel 
Movies.  “Some people just can’t handle that. It’s like Crash 
all over again,” he said, spilling IPA on his Tame Impala 
shirt. 

When reached for comment, we were redirected to a rep-
resentative of Tarntino’s who claimed the film will “provide 
hope around the world to weird dudes who are into feet 
that it might be acceptable if you’re talented enough.”

Student Hit by Falling Acorn Gets What 
He Deserves 
by Isaac DeMarchi

CASE WALKWAY WARZONE—While several students re-
laxed and did homework on the tables outside Burgess Cafe, 
one was not so lucky, having been absolutely assaulted by a 
falling nut from overhead. These acorn showers, according 
to ecology professor Sylvia Weinver, can be deadly, and are a 
hallmark of the changing seasons at Skidmore. While anyone 
with common sense knows to wear a sturdy hat to study near 
the quad, one brave student decided to forgo any caution. 

Will Abate, victim and sophomore business major, is known 
around campus as being an “abolute fucking bummer,” with 
onlookers insisting that this “nature-induced concussion will 
teach the dipshit a lesson.” 
 
“One minute he was talking about who knows what and the 
next he was just on the ground. I mean I was glad that he shut 
up but it’s probably not great that he’s unconscious and bleed-
ing from the ears,” one interviewed senior told reporters. 

“Every year at least three students are injured sitting outside 
of Case. However, frankly there is nothing we can do about 
it, or at the very least, in Will’s case, nothing we want to do 
about it,” commented SGA.

Abate could still be seen lying on the ground at the time of 
reporting, with sources claiming that his groans of pain are 
annoying and quite distracting to their studying.
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FALSE ALARM: Suspicious Hooded Figure Wandering Around Dana at Midnight This 
Weekend Confirmed to Be Very Comfortable Thesis Student 
by Jenna Lucash

SARATOGA SPRINGS, NY—Saturday night, a group of glitter-clad freshman drinking svedka out of a shared hydroflask report-
ed the presence of a hooded man of short stature emerging from the bushes between Dana and that cryptid of a building that 
only math majors dare enter. After banging his head against a pillar, the figure retreated into Dana. Campus Safety, assuming 
there was alcohol involved and determined to get a head start on their point quotas for the month, responded rapidly to the scene 
only to realize the suspect they were pursuing had disappeared into the shadow of a giant Prozac molecule. Little did they know 
that this figure was not in fact a serial killer in a unibomber hoodie, but rather a 21-year-old chemistry major from “just outside 
of Boston” in a $100 Patagonia sweatshirt 
“I completely forgot that my advisor wanted my proposal by 6 a.m. on Sunday” says Jeffery Schriever, class of 2020, “I only re-
membered after crashing in my bed as soon as I stopped hallucinating from the LSD I got at Putnam. So naturally, without even 
getting dressed, I hauled ass from Northwoods to Dana.”
Schreiver (‘20) has spent the first few weeks of his senior year brainstorming ideas for his senior thesis on electrophilic aromatic 
substitutions by Freidel crafts alkylation, more commonly known as a series of sciency-sounding words I could have just as well 
made up and the majority of you art whores reading this would never know. Though common amongst the elusive Skidmore 
STEM major, Joey’s plight is not known to all. In fact, if Joey has never taken to the Skidmemes Facebook page to complain about 
his late hours in Dana in the form of a prehistoric spongebob meme, those extremely un-closeted freshman would still be telling 
tales of the suspicious townie who snuck onto the Skidmore grounds to get high of the weed fumes that linger in Northwoods.
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