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Where can you find 
the Duel staff today?
Mr. Leubsdorf
  5:45 am | Drinking Maker’s Mark from cup 

made from unread continentals
10:41 am | Hitting shamelessly on cute fresh-

man girl from Politics of Africa
10:53 am | Making out with said girl
10:54 am | Realizing that “cute freshmen girl” 

is actually creepy guy from Psych
12:00 pm | Trying to maintain some dignity in 

front of townies, failing miserably
  3:03 pm | Blacked out
10:14 pm | Waking up on Joanie’s lawn, naked
Ms. Arnold
  9:00 am | MorningTails in Babbs
10:30 am | Napping
11:45 am | Drinking somewhere on campus, 

probably on a quad, in public
  2:00 pm | ELS Whipped-cream Twister
  3:00 pm | Soapy and sudsy
 3:30 pm | Cheering at HamTrek
  8:00 pm | Likely asleep
Ms. Specht
 9:30 am | Too afraid to start drinking—“But 

I have class!”
11:06 am | Stumbling into Shakespeare
11:10 am | Giggling uncontrollably at any 

remote sexual innuendo
11:35 am | Puking on Professor
11:36 am | Running out of class in tears
 5:03 pm | Waking up on Minor Field with 

mysterious “NPH” brand mark on 
nether regions

Ms. Stagner
  8:01 am | Babbitt mischief
  9:00 am | See above
10:00 am | Quad mischief
11:07 am | Nap time
          ...Mysterious Gap...
 2:00 pm | ELS Whipped Cream Twister
  3:00 pm | HamTrackage
  8:26 pm | Second wind? A kegger with Bik-

ers and Low-Lifes?
Ms. Mintzer
  8:00 am | Drinking wine in my Darkside single
  9:00 am | Beirut in the suites
10:00 am | Drinking vodka out of a Nalgene 

in English
11:00 am | Drunk munchies in Commons
12:00 pm | Passed out in bed in Darkside single
Mr. Linden
 9:00 am | Turning down opportunity to drink 

(HamTrek)
 9:30 am | Turning down another chance to drink
10:00 am | Doing a Champagne Power Hour: 

I’ll sober up before HamTrek
11:00 am | Smoking in Glen: This will cure my ap-

proaching hangover before HamTrek
12:00 pm | Chuging a MadDog in McEwen with 

lunch; Don’t tell me I can’t chug a 
MadDog in under two minutes, bitch!

 1:00 pm | Falling several times trying to ride 
bike to Dunham for HamTrek

 2:30 pm | Vomiting in Bristol Pool during lap 8
 3:15 pm | Vomiting on bike course in front of pro-

fessor’s house on G-Road during lap 1
 3:55 pm | Passing out in pool of vomit on 

running course during HamTrek
 7:00 pm | Calling Mom to tell her I won HamTrek
Ms. Ryder
 9:30 am | Finishing off the “alcohol” Nalgene 

for the first time
11:00 am | Making biology class interesting
11:30 am | Drunk facebooking
12:15 pm | Try-dives on Minor Field
 2:00 pm | Passed out on the Dunham Quad
 5:30 pm | Slurring a dinner order at the Diner
 6:00 pm | Boot and rally
Mr. Haluza
 9:30 am | Drinking vodka while showering
10:00 am | Stumbling into Psych raving with iPod
 5.00 pm | Confessing eternal love to Joanie
11:00 pm | Naked, convinced that everyone is 

a creation of his mind
Mr. Yarnell
Editor’s Note: Mr. Yarnell was recently informed that his 
parents read the Duel online
10:00 am | Soberly hablando-ing Español with 

other sober Spanish students
11:30 am | Conversing politely with faculty 
 1:30 am | Phone interview for an internship with 

Mr. Jack Daniels, director of human 
resources at Keystone Inc.

Emperor’s Club Escort Service—Escort
If you’re an English, Anthropology, or Religious 
Studies major, then this is the perfect job for you! The 
escort profession is great for both men and women, 
with short hours, high pay, and free meals. You’ll trav-
el all across the country and meet a variety of interest-
ing people, such as businessmen, lawyers, Hollywood 
celebs, and the former Governor of New York. Ap-
plicants must send in their resume, cover letter, refer-
ences, and an essay describing their willingness to do 
the wheelbarrow position.
Dunder Mifflin—Coffee Wench
Looking for an entry-level job where you’ll be treat-
ed and paid like total shit? Join our team as a coffee 
wench at our office. Work long hours doing boring 
busy-work while older workers lord over you like pet-
ty tyrants. Learn how to make regular, espresso, and 
decaf coffee, say meaningless corporate gobbledygook, 
and to correctly take the boss’ lunch order. Applicants 
should send in a cover letter, resume, three… no six 
references (just to make their life harder), and ten ex-
amples of ass-kissing phrases.

Horace Mann—English Teacher
Are you a Creative Writing major? If so, you’re al-
most certainly still unemployed. Horace Mann High 
School is looking for teachers whose dreams about 
writing the next great American novel have not yet 
been crushed by reality. Come and slowly watch your 
soul die as you spend year after year teaching the same 
thing to indifferent children who will forget every-
thing you taught them within a year. Applicants must 
be willing to allow billionaires to buy their kids good 
grades, and have easily crushed hopes and dreams. 
Hamilton College—Various Openings
Hey seniors, how desperate are you to get a job? If the 
answer is extremely desperate, get a job at Hamilton! Re-
live your college years, as you desperately avoid dealing 
with life outside the bubble. Hamilton has a variety of 
openings, ranging from the Office of Admission, where 
you’ll help bring in the new “talent,” to the Alumni Of-
fice, where you’ll suck up to alums for money/a job that 
isn’t in Clinton. Note: you won’t be allowed to stay in 
your old student housing, because that’s too weird. Seri-
ously, try moving on at least a little bit. 

The Duel Observer Job Board for Desperate Seniors 

Letter to the Editor
Dear Hamilton, 
If you are reading this letter, for shame! Back in my 
day, Class and Charter Day was spent entirely in 
services led by the College chaplain, the Reverend 
Daniels, not with any fool new age hippie “literacy.” 

Now, I may be yet another ornery alumnus, but 
I know this much; the halcyon days I knew in 2007 
are gone forever, and will never return. The College 
may have sparkling new facilities and a rising star 
with U.S. News, but the spirit of our great school is 
dissipated. Where, I ask you, in the new ELS build-
ing are plans for a dank, sketchy basement filled with 
kegs, shoddy wiring and good times? Four iterations 
of Café Opus—where not one will Irish up your cof-
fee—does not a great college make. 

True, things were not perfect at the old Hamilton. 
Freshmen couldn’t hold their booze, McEwen din-
ner was often questionable, and Bundy amounted to 
exile for sophomore year. But the important things 
were great. Pub lunch a gift from the Gods, the rugby 
teams were unstoppable, and Utica Club was always 
frosty and delicious! Clearly, things have changed. 

Still, I weep for those of you forced to leave the 
College and enter the working world. I have three 
pieces of advice, in lieu of the check I promised the 
College but have yet to mail. First, cherish your Ham-
ilton experience; go drink that beer on Joanie’s stoop. 
You know you want to. 

Second, for the 97.3% of seniors still looking for 
a job, the liberal arts maxim of “trained for nothing, 
ready for everything” may presently feel akin to let-
ting $180,000 ride on red for 4 years. But the business 
world desperately needs those who can write at a level 
beyond that of a retarded child or Colgate graduate. 
Recession or not, you will find a job, and when the day 
comes, the College will be there to ask for money. 

Lastly, if you whipper-snappers heed only one 
word, never put off sending a check to the College. 
Jon Hysell is going to want his money, come rain, hail, 
sleet, snow. The man will show at your door with a 
bat, no lie. 

Not that my advice matters, dearest Hamilton, 
as the class of 2007 has largely graduated and there-
fore, Hamilton’s greatness has indisputably passed. 
That’s just science, and with the new building, we 
should know. 

Wag of the finger/carissima, 
John Wright ’07

Special Thanks:
To Ben Lee and the Media Board, for giving this poor orphan 
from the streets of DC a shot at running a publication.*

To my family, who encouraged me to be even more tasteless.
To our writers, who are hilarious and amazing.
To Alicia Specht, for tolerating my OCD tendencies.
To Rachael Arnold, who will be missed.
And to readers like you, who provide us with endless amounts 

of material.
—Will Leubsdorf, Editor-in-Chief
*Actually born in posh Georgetown neighborhood, raised by nanny

Commentary: Films on the 
Movie Channel
By Mr. Linden ’08
Bee Movie/I Am Legend
Computer generated creatures aren’t scary, whether 
they are voiced by Jerry Seinfeld or attacking the 
Fresh Prince of Bel Air.
Sweeney Todd
Tim Burton directs dark film with creepy music starring 
a pale-skinned Johnny Depp wearing eye make-up and 
wielding blades. I swear I’ve seen this movie before.
August Rush
Robin Williams is really phoning it in. August Rush is worse 
than License to Wed, Bicentennial Man, and AI combined. 
Back to the Future
The best movie ever made, period. 
Blades of Glory
I love you Pam from The Office; I’ve always loved you, 
even when you were the unnamed sorority girl on 
Undeclared. I want to marry you, or maybe just date 
you for a while, or take a photo together so I could 
pretend we used to date but that you did something 
really neurotic so I dumped you. Your call.

Comments? 
Complaints? 
Recipes?

E-mail duel@hamilton.edu
Or find us on the interweb!
http://students.hamilton.edu/duel/
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