
Student LearnS roSh 
haShanah MeanS “head 
of the Year”
Disappointed he does not get head
By Mr. Komissar ’22
Cultural Ignorance Dept.
(CHAPEL) Christian Smith ’23 learned from his 
roommate this week that the upcoming holiday 
Rosh Hashanah literally translates to “Head of the 
Year,” a reference to the beginning of the Jewish 
New Year. Smith, however, did not make the con-
nection, and instead assumed it meant all Jews gave 
and received head in a sort of celebration.

“I can’t believe Jews have a holiday dedi-
cated to reciprocal oral sex! I can’t wait to get 
the best head of my year,” Smith said when he 
first made the assumption.

“I can’t believe my roommate is so fucking 
ignorant!” David Miller ’23, Smith’s roommate, 
who isn’t Jewish, but just happened to learn 
this fact in his Introductory Hebrew class, said 
when he heard what Smith thought.

As the holiday approached and Smith be-
came more excited, Miller decided to break the 
news to Smith and tell him the real meaning of 
the holiday. Spectators of the exchange noticed 
an immediate change in Smith’s appearance as 
his posture fell apart and he burst into tears, let-
ting his new yarmulke fall to the ground.

“You mean I got circumcised for nothing?” 
Smith asked, having started the conversion to 
Judaism in preparation for the holiday. “I want-
ed the best head of the year so badly!” Smith’s 
f riends noted that any head would have been 
the best head Smith got that year.

Chabad, upon hearing the news, sent a 
spokesperson to campus, who said in a state-
ment to the community, “We aim to prevent 
this kind of confusion by bringing cultural 
awareness to the Hamilton community. We are 
a little confused about how Christian came to 
think we have a holiday about oral sex, but we 
can make a learning opportunity out of his ig-
norance and stupidity.”
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tekaShi69 naMeS david “dWipp” WippMan aS part 
of 9 treY BLoodS

In this issue: “I like symmetry.” “Of course you do, you little pervert.”
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SundaY WhcL concert: video age

Sex in the dark a huge 
fucking LetdoWn
But not for the reason you’re thinking
By Mr. Steele ’23
Whose Hand Is That? Dept.
(FILLMYASS EVENTS BARN)  In these past few 
years Hamilton College has made great strides in 
terms of pretending to care about its student body’s 
sexual health and safety. However, some students 
still call into question whether or not the school 
has their best interests at heart. This controversy, 
which arose following the administration’s bold 
decision to replace all feminine hygiene product 
dispensers with a guy who just tapes a tampon to 
the bathroom door every two weeks, was aggravated 
last week when disaster struck at the school’s latest 
attempt to promote sexual education, the Sex in the 
Dark seminar.

Upon arrival, multiple students expecting a light-
hearted evening of glow sticks and empowering dis-
cussions were horrified to discover that the session 
was actually a ball-slapping orgy in the moist dark-
ness of Sadove basement.  What many had suggested 
in jest became a horrifying reality for multiple Ham-
ilton students who had to sit on the sweat-slicked 
linoleum floor and listen to a cacophony of moans, 
slaps, and Lou Bega’s “Mambo Number 5”, whilst 
various bodily fluids whizzed overhead.

Kyle Granger ’22 was quoted saying, “We live 
on a placid island of ignorance in the midst of black 
seas of infinity, and it was not meant that we should 
voyage so far,”  while staring blankly ahead.  Anoth-
er student simply stated, “I think I heard my dad’s 
voice in there,” before bursting into tears.

In all, it seems that Sex in the Dark was a tragic 
incident that one must believe the administration 
will see as a learning experience so as to prevent 
such a monstrosity f rom ever being born again.  For 
now, we can only hope that The Female Orgasm 
will at least have f ree Opus or something.
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parentS Weekend confuSing 
for freShMan WhoSe dad iS 
on the hockeY teaM
“Hi, Heading To The Mail Center, I’m Dad!”
By Ms. Knapp ’21
Family Planning Dept.
(SAGE RINK, RELUCTANTLY) For many 
students Fallcoming Weekend means showing 
mom and dad around campus for a few days. For 
first year student Laura Keller ’23, parents week-
end is both perplexing and shockingly unremark-
able, since her father is a fellow Continental and 
member of Hamilton’s Division 3 hockey team. 

“I mean, how is this going to work? Like 
do I have to eat with the team in Commons? 
I guess we could, like, sit next to each other in 
Intro Photo,” Keller wondered.

Keller reports that she already sees her dad 
fairly frequently, as she often picks up his cho-
lesterol medication at CVS in exchange for the 
occasional handle of Pink Lemonade Smirnoff, 
and therefore doesn’t really see the need for an 
entire weekend of bonding. 

Laura’s father, Marcus “Scooter” Keller ’20, 
spent over a decade playing in the juniors as well 
as in local leagues trying to make it big before fi-
nally settling down for a D3 career at Hamilton. 
He shared a similar uncertainty regarding the 
weekend.“This is way harder than bring-your-kid-
to-practice day back on the Orlando Solar Bears. 
Did I mention I almost went pro?” he said, run-
ning his hands through what was likely considered 
flow before he began balding several years back. 

When asked if she would consider attending a 
party with her old man, Keller gave a resounding no, 
“not after seeing him make out with that Gamma 
girl at Jungle Juice last weekend. She’s my sociology 
TA and she won’t stop asking me to call her Mom.”

“I’ll let him help me with my econ homework, 
that feels like bonding right?” Keller decided hesi-
tantly. “He also forgot to pay me my allowance 
this month, so maybe this will jog his memory.”

At press time, sources confirmed that all plans 
went out the window when Keller found out that 
Nana and Pop Pop were also planning on coming 
down from Maine for the weekend to do Scoot-
er’s laundry. 

“Wanna go to 
the Cider Hill?”  
“It’s Cider Mill, 

Mom.”

High probabil-
ity a Buffer yaks 
on you at the a 
capella concert

Travis Hill celebrates Bergen 
Hoff’s birthday!

Funeral services held for Jonathan Mead 
after performers kill our Radio Star

See, “In my mind AND in my car?” pg. 1980

This week on Life on 
The hiLL PodcasT



Friday Five: Underground  
Fighting Rings

By Mr. Golden ’20

Are classes and drama getting you down? Are your veins 
bulging with untapped aggression and blood lust? Fear 
not! Here are the f ive best underground f ighting rings on 
campus to release your pent up stress and aggression!

5. Pokémon Ring. You think you have what it takes to be 
the very best? YEAH RIGHT. My beloved stinky rat boy 
Pikachu can kick your ass so hard you won’t be able to sit 
for at least three hours afterwards. This entry level ring fucks 
just as hard as the rest, sparing no expenses and no survivors. 
(See, “PETA Shuts Down Pokemon Ring,” pg. 5)

4. Bakugan Ring. These little balls of testosterone get me so 
goddamn hot and bothered, the only thing that makes me 
harder is watching them beat the shit out of each other. This 
close knit group of Battle Brawlers will welcome you with 
open arms, provided that you are bicurious and STD tested.

3. Beyblade Ring. This selective fighting ring is made 
up exclusively of frustrated Chabad and Hillel members. 
Ring leader and spokesperson Dave Goldstein ’20 pro-
claimed, “We are just so tired of our peaceful ways! We 
need release! Also they remind us of dreidels, I guess.”

2. Yu-Gi-Oh! Ring. This elite group of fighters has sky-
rocketed to the top of the list after their lead duelist John 
“Pegasus” Markus ’22 sent legendary dueler Terry Marti-
nez herself to an early retirement in the Shadow Realm. 
His only comment as he tried to protect his gelled hair 
from a horde of adoring KSA girls, “She was so distracted 
by the juice box I disguised as a beer with a sticky note 
that she didn’t even notice my Trap Card.”

1. Digimon Ring. If you’re a goddamn virgin you better 
keep your lotion-bloated fingers out of this Olympic level 
fighting ring. Ever wonder how the McEwen Impossible 
Burgers taste so real? I’ve heard through the grapevine 
the victims of this ring are ground up and processed with 
a blend of delicious herbs and spices to create your tasty 
“vegan” meat patties. If you value your life DO. NOT. IN-
TERACT.

Comments? 
Complaints? 
Recipes?

Email duel@hamilton.edu
Or find us on the interweb!
http://students.hamilton.edu/duelobserver/
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