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You’re MY Jellicle choice

Happy Valentine’s Day 
from the Skidmo Daily ;)



My Essay for Transcendental Literature 
on Kevin James’ Hit Film, “Here Comes 
The Boom”
by Will Kertzman

What is “the boom?” Ask a flagrant anarchist and they 
might say that it is the inescapable impending doom we 
all refuse to face, and so we substitute the d in doom with 
a b for boom.

 But ask anyone with even a fifth grade education and they 
will all say the same thing, “it is the centrifugal force that 
propels us to destroy. It is the end all be all of humanity’s 
race to progress culminating in the explosion that began 
are formation and thus will now return us to ash. This is 
the boom.” 

The revolutionary film, Here Comes the Boom by human 
potato Kevin James is a masterwork in addressing human-
ity’s search for “the boom.” By the end of the film you are 
tired, exhausted, feeling cheated out of your money, and 
reconciled with your own relationship to “the boom.”

Where do we find “the boom?” The boom is in fact all 
around us. But particularly in the film “the boom” mani-
fests in James himself. A jaundice-eyed substitute teacher 
who dresses the way Gene Simmons’ escorts are instructed 
to dress, James is faced with a choice. Become a wres-
tler (and subsequently become the boom), or let Henry 
Winkler meet the grave fate of his financial circumstance. 
As anyone with a heart would do, James cannot bear to see 
Henry Winkler fall on hard times, yet again. So he enrolls 
himself as a wrestler and commits himself to making the 
money that Winkler needs to stay afloat.

 We see here the boom encroaching on James’ soul, like a 
parasitic leech that envelops his being much like Topher 
Grace was enveloped by black alien goo in Spiderman 3 
and became venom, but that’s a whole separate essay that 
we don’t have time to go into.

When are we no longer ourselves, and when do we be-
come “the boom?” For James, it is when he first leaps off 
the side of the ring and tackles a man twice his size with 
twice his talent. James is now no longer the loser we have 
all come to know. He still is, but he is a little bit more than 
that now. He is an unstoppable force of pure domination 
and evil. He is pervasive. He is constant. He is the apex 
predator. He is…the boom.

What do we do when the dust clears, what becomes of 
“the boom?” When all is said and done the boom’s echo 
remains in the box office ticket sales and the gales of 
laughter elicited by Kevin James’ unoriginal comedy of 
just pointing at his stomach and going “eh? Ya like that?” 
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Thank You Letter To Stewart’s: RE: Skid 
Mo’ Mint.
by Hannah Kotler 

The Skidmo’ Daily would like to extend a huge thank you to 
Stewart’s Shop for naming their new ice cream, Skid Mo’ Mint, 
after us. While the spacing of the name could use some work, It 
is truly such an honor to have all our hard work after five long 
years being recognized by such an established and locally signifi-
cant retailer. 

We know it must have been a truly difficult decision to choose 
between naming it after Skidmore’s only intentionally satirical 
newspaper or the college’s beloved logo, Creative Thought Mat-
ters. We take this honor very seriously and promise to live up to 
our new association to such an adored dessert. 

We thank you again and hope to see many more collaborations 
in our future. In other news, though, mint is fucking gross. 
Please do better in the future. 

We are never forced to see him as “the boom” again, though we 
never forget the power he possessed. We never forget his maj-
esty, his command of the screen and of our souls. Our hearts 
still boom for Kevin. Bum bum. Bum bum. And then when it’s 
all over all we hear is one final…boom. The world is set right. 
Tyrants toppled and everything is in its right place (Radiohead, 
2010).



Why is Everyone Posting the Same Fucking 
Snow Picture, We All Live Here
by Margaret Limone

For the brief span of two days, it seemed as though the world had 
turned upside down in quiet Saratoga Springs, New York.

 Skidmore College’s campus was abuzz with wonder at the beauty 
that surrounded it. Tree branches bending under crystal snow, and as 
the sun reflected off the ground, the world began to glow. For a while 
it remained like this: peaceful, calm, tranquil. But soon it became 
impossible to ignore the chattering freshmen under one’s window, 
their piercing voices travelling up as they took picture after picture 
in the winter scene. It only got worse from there. As the sun set on 
what was once an idyllic dream of upstate New York in winter, a 
darkness too settled, bringing with it a flurry of Snapchat stories and 
Instagram posts, all dedicated to the beauty of our campus. 

Like crocuses in a false spring, every student and their mother 
seemed to be coming out of social media hibernation and uniron-
ically posting things like “what a wonderful world” and “✴️winter 
paradise✴️”. It was almost as if all their followers didn’t live in the 
same fucking place with the same fucking snow. As if we weren’t all 
seeing the same exact shit at the same time. Though the snow even-
tually turned to an ugly slush and the winter once again became a 
trigger for seasonal depression and not a reason for joy, the memory 
of those few days will continue to haunt Skidmore’s campus and 
social media feed forever. 

Op Ed - The Coronavirus Isn’t Even 
That Bad, You Fucking Racists
by Jenna Lucash

SARATOGA SPRINGS, NY - Picture this: I’m sitting 
in my window seat with the lights off, unable to breathe 
through any orifice without making horrific noises. I take 
four benadryl, but am still up until 5 am contemplating 
my own mortality and probably hallucinating a little bit. 
Naturally, in light of current events, the first thing to cross 
my mind is “Shit, do I have the coronavirus?”

After an appointment with Dr. Google herself (yes goo-
gle is a woman, and no I will not be taking constructive 
criticism), I came to realize that 1) probably not, and 2) 
even if I did, I’d be fine except for the fact that I might lose 
all my friends. 

First of all, I might have a coronavirus, but I probably 
dont have the Coronavirus™. The term “coronavirus” 
refers to a bunch of viruses, including one that causes the 
common cold, known locally as “Skidmore Flu”. The coro-
navirus everyone is busting a nut over is the 2019-nCoV 
strain and the CDC says it’s not even as bad as SARS. I 
get it, that’s a low bar, but like, not that many people in 
the US died from SARS so we’re probably all fine. Also, 
because it’s a lower respiratory illness, most people who 
die from it die from pneumonia-related complications. 
Guess what we have in the US? Super great supportive 
care for viral pneumonia. Also, it’s mostly babies, people 
who are already sick, and old people that are at risk for 
those complications. The CDC is being a little bitch and 
not showing me exact age demographics so, until it does, 
let’s just assume I’m right.  
 
So why is everyone losing their goddamn minds over 
this thing? Well, it’s a handy dandy excuse to be racist. 
Chinese people might be sick? By golly we better not go 
anywhere near them, or serve them, or be decent god-
damn human beings to them. In fact, just to be safe, let’s 
treat any and all Asian people that way. For that reason 
and nothing else. Not because of internalized prejudice or 
anything like that. 

Well it turns out, that excuse doesn’t really work. If some 
white dude collapsed on the street you wouldn’t be like 
“Oh crap he might have the flu; better not do CPR or 
anything,” even though the flu is absolutely RAMPANT in 
the US right now. So, why did those people in Australia 
let that Asian man die? Racism. 

After educating myself, I’ve made the executive decision 
to go to Wuhan, China to prove a point. Since the US has 
effectively cancelled all travel to the area, I will paddle-
board there. But then again, maybe I’m still hallucinating 
a little. 

Uncommon Expands Location, Adds Blue 
Side 
by Isaac DeMarchi 

DOWNTOWN SARATOGA- Good news, jocks! Famous Sara-
toga Springs landmark Uncommon Grounds has finally begun to 
expand. The treasured coffee and bagel store is adding a blue side 
to it’s mostly red decor. 

Senior Manager Mac Thompson caught up with us to discuss 
Uncommon’s new commitment to serving the jock community, 
a historically marginalized voice at Uncommon Grounds, whose 
usual clientele can be seen reading books, writing essays, and 
other “thinking type” behaviors. 

“I’m so glad that I can finally get an oat milk chai latte just like 
my non-business major peers” says senior lacrosse player Brett 
McCutcheon. “After a hard sesh on the turf I really just need to 
focus on passing Intro to Geoscience.” This expansion does not 
come without controversy in the community, however. “I come 
here to read poetry and listen to Car Seat Headrest. I can’t focus 
if there’s some Blue Siders sitting so close to me. I guess I’ll have 
to go to
Saratoga Tea and Honey to get my kombucha fix.” 

Despite all the drama, one thing is sure: no Saratoga local wants 
Skidmore students anywhere. 
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Analysis of the 2020 Oscars
by Eddie Godino

In years past, The Academy has gotten into some hot water over their antiquated views and refusal to acknowledge some 
of the industry’s most talented artists. I am, of course, referring to The Skidmo’ Daily, which The Academy did not recog-
nize as a legitimate news publication despite my sending them countless letters and death threats. But this year, The Acad-
emy finally changed their outdated attitudes and invited yours truly to attend the ceremony. All I had to do was lie and 
tell them I work for Time Magazine. The show was chock full of powerful moments. I laughed, I cried, I shat, and I left a 
changed man. Literally; I had to change my clothes. Anyway, here were some of my favorite moments from the ceremony. 

1. Joaquin Phoenix Shooting Robert DeNiro in the Head. Shortly after accepting the award for Best Actor, Joaquin Phoe-
nix sat down with fellow actor Robert DeNiro for a quick interview. I wasn’t quite close enough to hear what they were 
saying, but I’m guessing DeNiro either made fun of Joaquin’s clown costume or said something insulting about cows, 
because things got heated. Phoenix screamed something about society, pulled out a gun, and shot DeNiro in the head. 
Honestly, I don’t think anyone really cared. That guy hadn’t made a good movie since Shark Tale. 

2. Leonardo DiCaprio Wielding a Flamethrower. Shortly after Brad Pitt celebrated winning Best Supporting Actor by 
dropping acid and beating the living shit out of some teenagers, his co-star Leonardo DiCaprio took the stage. Clearly an-
gered at being passed over for Best Actor, the 50-year-old DiCaprio took out a flamethrower and roasted a young woman 
alive. Our sources say it was his girlfriend, who reportedly led the Titanic star to believe she was 25 years old, when in real-
ity she was 27.

3. Joe Pesci Struggling to Eat Bread. With all the violence taking place at the ceremony, it was nice to have some quiet 
moments. One such instance came when actor Joe Pesci, who earlier in the night looked no older than 40, hobbled onstage 
as a 70 -year-old man to nibble on some bread. It was powerful, although it really didn’t need to take three hours. I would 
have been fine with two. 

4. Robert Downey, Jr. Killing Himself. The craziest moment of the ceremony came towards the end, when the entire cast 
of every Marvel movie stormed the stage. My guess is that Martin Scorsese’s claims that their films were not real cinema 
struck a nerve. An epic battle between Hollywood’s elite and the steroid-infused blockbuster stars ensued, which came to a 
head when Robert Downey, Jr. put on some weird glowing glove and snapped his fingers, turning everyone on the oppos-
ing side to dust and killing himself in the process. He was probably hoping for a posthumous nomination, but The Acade-
my only gives those to people who overdose. Should have stayed an addict, Robert. 
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With Rising Sea Level Threats, Fart Party in Palamountain Postponed…Indefinitely
by Will Kertzman

SARATOGA SPRINGS, NY – Tragic news struck the Skidmore campus this last Monday, adding another layer to everyone’s 
seasonal depression and actual sickness. As it turns out the highly anticipated “Fart Party,” which was scheduled for Valentine’s 
Day Weekend and was set to include a skee-ball machine, laser-tag, and celebrity cameos from Sofia Vergara and Shah Rukh 
Khan was cancelled on short notice by Phil Glotzbach. Glotzbach sent out an all school email this past Monday that read, “While 
I understand the spiritual significance of Fart Party, and know that many of you have been looking forward to this for your entire 
lives, the threat of rising sea levels is too big of a risk. We cannot risk losing Shah Rukh Khan and on a more personal level, it’s 
my last three months and I really don’t give a fuck how any of you feel. This is genuinely the most powerful I have felt in my en-
tire life, I can do whatever I want and there are no consequences. I’m chasing this feeling against the advice of everyone close to 
me, HAHA!”

Many students took to DHall to express their feelings of discontentment with the president and with the loss of a cultural event 
that was set to change the course of human history. Benji Flagella (’23) reached out to the Skidmo’ Daily saying, “This was our 
Woodstock. Do you understand that? There was never, and I don’t think will ever be an event of this significance again in my 
lifetime. I am freaking ticked the heck off man. Seriously I could f a motherf-er up real good right now. What am I supposed to 
do with all these stored chilidog farts? Give them away? Knowing what they’re worth? It’s just insulting.”

A couple of students then ended up occupying the kitchen and chanting, “No fart party, no peace!” Campus safety eventually 
had to engage in hostage negotiation after the students took a DHall employee by the scruff of his ear and threatened to fart out 
$400,000 worth of chilidog farts directly into his esophagus, which as we know, would effectively kill him. We interviewed cam-
pus safety officer Oliver South about the hostage situation. He said, “I was genuinely terrified. I almost broke out in a cold sweat! 
Hey! Get down, down. Get on down, get on down, come on down…hey!” It was later told to us that officer south had just wanted 
to try out his James Brown impersonation on us and was not interested in actually discussing the events that transpired.

With civil unrest still at large, one has to wonder what it will take to calm the people down, and whether Fart Party should con-
tinue as planned, despite rising sea levels. 

“If You Have the Flu, Just Get the Fuck Out of My Sight”: Health Services Speaks Out
by Margaret Limone

SARATOGA SPRINGS, NY - Last Wednesday, Health Services representative, Sherry Lane, issued the following statement in a 
school wide email: “If I get the flu, you guys, I am actually going to be so pissed. Y’all are comin’ in here with all your college kid 
germs and I just know I’m going to get sick. Seriously, just start taking care of yourselves, but if that involves leaving your room - 
be it for class or food or a bathroom break - you can go fuck yourselves. Stay in quarantine and stay the fuck away from me.” T

his shocking statement was overshadowed by the even more shocking report that 60% of the Skidmore student body, some 15 
kids, have some strain of the flu. With these troubling statistics, it could almost be understood why Health Services had such a 
strong reaction. Skidmore student Jeremy Wohle had this to say on the issue: “It was definitely harsh, but I get it. I don’t want to 
get sick either. If kids with the flu have that much of an issue with it, maybe they should go find a safe space, because this is the 
real world here. If you get sick, you either get the fuck over it or you die.” 

After some digging, The Skimo’ Daily was able to uncover the following from a school-wide Skidmore telegraph during the In-
fluenza Epidemic of 1918: “If you have the flu, stop STOP Literally get your gross germs out of here, and fuck off to your suffrage 
marches STOP Maybe try some arsenic STOP.” Even more troubling is the data that 6 students, over 40% of the student body, 
died of the flu in the months following the telegraph. Hopefully this pattern does not repeat itself in 2020. Stay safe, wash your 
hands, and maybe try some arsenic. 



Op-Ed: I’m Not Gonna Lie to You , I Was Fully 
Erect During the Entirety of “Cats”
by Will Kertzman

Before you judge me, know this. I am a decent person. When I was a kid I 
carried Madame Zeroni up the mountain for a drink of water and because 
of that my family avoided a curse of young adult novel proportions. I 
know what it means to be a good guy. Having said that, this is my story…

Over the holiday season I went to see the new movie “Cats,” alone. I was 
not expecting a masterpiece, just a good old time at the movies. As the 
movie began my excitement grew; I couldn’t wait to see this new digital 
fur technology, and the promise of horny hybrid cat people. And then I 
saw it. James Corden looking like a lip-smacking snack. Phat ass? Check. 
Top hat? Check. Digital fur? Check. Spats? Double check. 

My libido kicked in for the first time in years. I was horrified and ecstatic 
at the same time. After a while I thought, “Should I put my shorts back on 
and stop vigorously masturbating in plain sight?” But then I froze as more 
and more of my favorite celebrities dawned CGI fur and pranced about 
on screen in a dazzling array of feline fantasticalism that thrust me into a 
psychosexual conundrum. I was incredibly attracted to all of them. Every 
single one of those biological disasters on screen was making me hornier 
than Rod Stewart at a sailor convention.

And just when I thought things couldn’t get any sexier, Idris Elba started 
half-singing while hip-thrusting his fur-encrusted body alongside Taylor 
Swift, who shook her CGI cat boobs to the beat of the song. That’s when 
the cops showed up and told me I had to pull my pants up and that I was 
never allowed back at any Regal Cinema ever again. Was it all worth it 
though? Definitely. If you haven’t seen the movie, please do go and then 
tell me if I’m crazy, or if those are the hottest cats you’ve ever seen.

A List of Celebrities with Tragic Childhoods That I Definitely Have a Bigger Penis 
Than
By Margaret Limone

1. Sean Lennon. The son of postmodernist Yoko Ono and Beatles member John Lennon, Sean Lennon’s father 
was murdered when he was just 4 years old. Perhaps this trauma is  what made the musician so unfortunately 
endowed. I base this solely on the results of a spitting contest I once had with him. 

2. Woody Harrelson. Though his father was a mafia hitman and went to prison for murdering a judge when he 
was a child, actor Woody Harrelson apparently did not inherit his father’s giant balls. Look at him. He just looks 
like he would have a tiny dick. Now look at me. Obviously stacked. Not even a competition. 

3. Lady Gaga. The gay icon and music legend, Lady Gaga, was unfortunately bullied as a kid for being different. I 
have seen her tuck, and I am comfortable in my assumption that mine is bigger. 

4. Jon Benet Ramsay. I don’t want to have to say it, but you know I’m right. 

5. Andrew Johnson. The 17th president and 1st to be impeached, Andrew Johnson never attended a day of 
school in his life and was sold into indentured servitude when he was only three. However, this didn’t stop him 
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Top 5 Signs Your Wife is Cheating on 
You with Me
by Justin Rizzi

1. She’s been more distant lately.
It’s true, sometimes that spark is just gone. But other 
times, emotional distance can be an indicator of guilt. 
Look out for vague statements or a lack of romantic 
response.

2. She starts calling you “Justin Rizzi”
This is a classic. Every time a woman starts cheating on 
her husband with me, she admits to me that she starts 
slipping and calling him by my name. Look carefully, be-
cause this sign is often the most subtle and hard to spot.

3. You drive a black minivan.
This is just a hunch I have. I am not saying that I have 
been fleeing your house as you arrived, pulling into the 
driveway in your black Toyota Sienna. I also am definitely 
not saying that you have a New York license plate ending 
in NP7.

4. Your address is 320 Jefferson Street.
This house just gives me weird vibes. I have no evidence, 
but I do think that it’s probably true that your wife has 
invited me over several times while you were at work, at 
the grocery store or out with the guys.

5. Your name is James Crowley.
I’m so sorry, Jimmy.



Student Clearly Just Watched the Porn 
Parody of Pride and Prejudice
by Eddie Godino 

PALAMOUNTAIN HALL -We’ve all been there. You’re over-
loaded with work and all you wanna do is get high, so you 
decide to look up a summary of whatever bullshit book you’re 
supposed to read for class tomorrow. The Professors know you 
do it, but it’s ok, because they get paid either way, and there’s 
always that one kid in the class who will carry discussion. But 
Chadwick Anderson (’20) took cutting corners to a new level. 

“I never expect Chadwick to speak in class,” said Professor 
Jones, who teaches the college’s Jane Austen course. “So, I was 
surprised to see his hand go up when I asked for thoughts on 
Pride and Prejudice. It was quickly apparent, however, that 
whatever Chadwick had seen was not the work of Jane Austen.” 

Reportedly, Chadwick described, in detail, how much he en-
joyed the “orgy with all the British chicks.” 

“I only read a summary myself, so at first, I thought maybe I 
just missed something,” said Chadwick’s classmate. “Honestly, 
hearing him talk made me wish I had read it.” “I didn’t read the 
book, but I’ve seen that video a million times,” said another stu-
dent. “It’s a classic.”

  Eventually, Chadwick revealed that he had actually watched 
the Pride and Prejudice porn parody Pride and Penises. “I just 
learn way better if I can jack off while I’m doing it,” Chadwick 
told us. “It’s got all the same themes, but with fucking, which is 
dope. Honestly, I don’t see what the big deal is.” 

At press time, Professor Jones reiterated that while she talked 
to Chadwick about his behavior after class, she is “unsure” if 
she got through to him: “All I know is that I’m very nervous to 
discuss Moby Dick next week.”  

Does Anyone Else Get a Little Aroused by Jonsson Tower?
by Fred Nelson

In these cold winter months, life for a Skidmore student is bleak, to say the least. Walking from class to class, and then back to 
my dorm in this desolate environment, I feel like a robot, programmed to study and then go to even blander club meetings. But 
there is one thing that keeps that fire in my belly burning: the raw sexual energy of Jonsson Tower.

 I remember the first time I gazed upon its masculine dominance; walking back from my English class, Society and Death, I 
felt like there wasn’t a single beat left in my heart; but then things changed. As I looked up at that magnificent tower, I felt its 
pulsing warmth hit me right in the face. Walking closer to this throbbing monument, I felt a thrill I didn’t know was attainable, 
paired, of course, with a bulge slowly growing in my pants.

I’ve had a lot of trouble with dating at this school; every time it’s just the same boring kid in the same boring flannel with the 
same boring nose piercing. Don’t get me wrong, they all seem like nice people, but deep down I know that none of them could 
fill the gaping tower-sized hole inside of me. Every date I go on, I catch myself in a world of my own, fantasizing about that 
girthy cloud-busting structure. I know deep down that I can’t be the only one that lies awake at night thinking of that tower’s 
carnal prowess. Who wouldn’t be overwhelmed with arousal for the tallest point in Saratoga Springs?
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We Called Your Mom So You Don’t Have To, But 
Come on Man… 
by Aaron Shellow-Lavine

SARATOGA SPRINGS, NY-  Did it really have to come to this? You 
sad sack of shit. It’s your mother, for Christ’s sake. She took the best 
years of her life to raise you and this is how you repay her and all of 
her blood, sweat, and tears? She slaved away day-in day-out cutting 
your peanut butter and jelly sandwiches *just* the right way and you 
can’t take ten minutes from your cannabis induced coma to call her? 
For all you know she’s picked up a crippling meth addiction, and what, 
you’re too busy pretending to work? It’s so simple. You don’t even have 
to call her, just text her, email her, Facebook message her- DO SOME-
THING! 

Here at The Skidmo’ Daily, we care about each and every one of your 
mothers--so much so that we keep tabs on those of you who don’t call 
them often enough. We update them on your life, how your classes are 
going (terribly), how your friends are (nonexistent), and what you did 
over the weekend (nothing). We make sure she feels loved.

Well, if you even care, she’s actually doing well. She misses you tons. 
She’d miss your siblings more but they actually call her every now and 
then (you are the worst child). Your Dad got that promotion and he’s 
happy, the thing he’s building in the garage hasn’t killed anyone yet. The 
other moms are still bitches, Karen is still on her carnivore diet kick or 
whatever she’s calling it now. Grandma is still slightly racist, but you 
didn’t need us to tell you that. Actually, this past Wednesday her and 
your father accidentally ate the 250mg pot brownie you ordered to the 
house. Don’t worry; the only thing she mentioned was “feeling a little 
tired” so you’re off the hook. 

Just call your mothers. 

Please. 



Op-Ed: It is I, The Sauce Dropper. I Drop Sauce On the Walkways and Then Poof…I’m 
Gone
by Will Kertzman

You are now watching MadTv, at least you think you are. That’s how I’d like to address this thing we call “reality.” It’s MadTv, 
with the original cast. Allow me to introduce myself as well. I am the sauce dropper. You may not know me, but I know you. I 
blend in among you like the serpent-kin I am, but when you least expect it I spew my putrid venom across the campus walk-
ways, waiting with baited breath for one of you to twist your ankle in barbecue sauce. This is the ultimate release, this is my 
masochism manifested in the flesh, or more astutely, in the sauce. 

You may be asking yourselves “what the hell is this stranger saying? MadTv? Sauce? Serpent-kin? It’s enough to make my chad 
brain explode!” Allow me to elaborate and alleviate some of the confusion for you walking meat sacks. I am what is known as 
an agent of chaos. I’ve been living among you plebeians for the better part of two years now and I’ve watched you carry out 
your day-to-day actions. Walking to one building, then to another, constantly on the move, never savoring the sweet nectar of 
life or taking a moment to listen to my mixtape, or even bother looking at my Bandcamp profile. Well no longer. It is my job as 
an agent of chaos to inject some excitement, some anarchy, into the monotonous drone that is the tedium of our co-educational 
existence.

Whether any of you like it or not, I have been spilling large quantities of dipping sauce on the walkways over the past two 
semesters. Once in the fall, and once just recently, providing the perfect opportunity for one of you chads to slip in my strate-
gically dropped sauce and end your dreams the way everyone I know ended my dreams of becoming the world’s most famous 
dub step-throat singer. See how you like the burn of sauce in your eyes, and the look on everyone’s faces as you try to clean 
yourself up like a baby who shit himself in a public pool. Embody my humility. Take away the sting that I carry with me every-
where. Sauce dropper out.

88
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Op-Ed: Fuck the Police
by Justin Rizzi

In these divided times, every statement seems to cause outrage from 
one camp or another. However, out of all of the random phrases I 
have yelled on busy sidewalks, one stands above the rest as causing the 
most outrage. It is a message that I believe in more than anything, and 
I would like to use this as an outlet to explain why.

Fuck the Police.

I have no idea why this opinion has seemed so controversial. Even 
the casual listener can tell that Sting did not have the same savvy 
songwriting instincts as others from the Second British Invasion, like 
Annie Lennox or Mark Knopfler. They were not nearly as interesting 
as contemporary bands like Culture Club or Wham! Hell, their white-
washed reggae feels more like UB-40 than it does like more respected 
bands of the era.

So why do random people still attack me when I tweet, “Fuck the 
Police!” with no further context? Has “Message in a Bottle” had more 
of a cultural impact than I thought? Do people find the fact that both 
“Every Breath You Take” and “Don’t Stand So Close to Me” were 
clearly written by a very unstable man to be endearing? Is there some 
hidden meaning in “De Do Do Do, De Da Da Da” that I’ve yet to 
decode? Here is one thing I do know: people seem to be misinter-
preting my message. I keep hearing people yell back things like “All 
lives matter!” I am not of the opinion that Sting’s life doesn’t matter; 
I just want my local classic rock station to stop playing “Roxanne.” 
One day, The Police will no longer have this oppressive hold on our 
society, and the voices of descent will rise up and make the world a 
better place. Until then, all I can say is: “Fuck the Police.”



STAFF

Hannah Kotler & Max LoSardo, Editors-in-Chief

Isaac DeMarchi, Art Director

Eddie Godino, Deputy Editor

Tom Pahl, Treasurer

Holly O’Byrne, Publicist

Ethan Kleppner, Secretary

Adam Weinreb and Ian Maywar, Consultants 



skidmodaily.com | submit to skidmodaily@gmail.com
Facebook @SkidmoDaily | Instagram @SkidmoDaily

Meetings Mondays at 6pm in Ladd 206


