
Secret Frat Thinks It’s 
Really Cute
Claims that you “hate them ‘cause you ain’t them”
By Ms. Rinehart-Jones ’20
High School Never Ends Dept.
(WOOLCOTT CO-OP) According to 
sources close to the secret co-ed fraternity 
PIG, its members do, in fact, consider their 
whole secrecy schtick to be really cute and 
not at all sad or annoying.

“It ’s not that we think that we’re better 
than other people,” one member of PIG, who 
asked to remain anonymous despite the in-
terview taking place in a crowded Opus, said. 
“It ’s just that we think we’re superior to them.” 
When asked to rate their self-esteem outside 
of a tight-knit group setting on a scale from 
one to ten, the anonymous student excused 
themselves, and went outside to the Opus tree 
in order to vape in peace.

Reports of the fraternity travelling in 
packs, making it incredibly easy to identify its 
members despite the fraternity claiming abso-
lute secrecy, have been rampant since the be-
ginning of the school year.

“It’s really funny that they want to be se-
cret when I’ve seen them very loudly and pub-
licly try to squeeze twelve people into the same 
McEwen booth multiple times,” fellow student 
Harry Fisher ’18 said. “It’s almost like they ac-

tually want people to see how much fun they’re 
having so they feel good about themselves.

But what do I know? I’m just a guy who 
has a large and varied friend group with mul-
tiple bases of support and shared interests.”

Despite being easily identi ed by other 
students, PIG members maintain that their 
organization is both “super-secret ” and “to-
tally fun and awesome.”

“I kind of feel bad for them,” Fisher said. 
“I mean, for people who claim moral and in-
tellectual superiority based on inclusion in a 
secretive and selective organization, they’re in-
credibly bad at interacting in the real world. I 
asked one member if being in PIG was fun, and 
after they tried to interrogate me about how I 
knew they were in it, I pointed out that they 
were wearing an ‘I Joined PIG and All I Got 
Was  is Piece of Sweatshop Labor’T-shirt.”

According to a tweet one member posted 
from their BlackBerry, “PIG members are NOT 
overcom- pensating for feelings of inadequacy 
in adolescence, and anyone who says otherwise 
is just envious of our stilted sense of self-worth!”

“I love being in PIG,” another anonymous 
student said. “Due to the secretive nature of the 
organization and the level of intense defensive-
ness that our mem- bers have about it, I’m free 
to do terrible, abusive things, and my broth-
ers and sisters will totally defend me de- spite 
claiming outwardly to be very woke! If that’s 
not cute and cool, I don’t know what is.”
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That One Guy Is Somehow Going 
to Graduate
Prevalent theory is goat sacrifice
By Ms. Rinehart-Jones ’20
Make-A-Wish Dept.
(SWADDLED IN A HAMMOCK) The campus 
community was shocked this week to learn that 
that one senior guy (you know the one) is actually 
going to graduate.

Reports had been swirling since early October 
that  at Guy was several credits short of gradua-
tion, and were met with little to no surprise from 
his fellow students.

“I was honestly more shocked to hear that he 
was going to graduate than I was to hear that he 
wasn’t,” Alicia Moors ’18, who sits next to at Guy 
in philosophy, commented. “I don’t think I’ve ever 
seen him look at the board. I can’t even con rm that 
he knows how to read.”

Many students confessed that they did not 
know That Guy’s name, or him personally, but con 
rmed that they “knew of him.” One student referred 
to him as a “legend,” but then elaborated, “I didn’t 
know that he actually went here, though.”

“I’ve seen him do many things,” Tony Darren 
’17,  That Guy’s suitemate, said, “including invent 
both skateboard tricks and sex positions. But I’ve 
never seen him do work, discuss class, or allude to 
being a student in any way.”

When asked what  at Guy’s major is, Darren 
shrugged, and then elaborated that a shrug was 
the response he got from  That Guy every time he 
asked the same question.

“We had bets going on about how many years 
That Guy would be a ‘super senior,’” tenured pro-
fessor William Wilcox said, “but no one bet that he 
would graduate on time. The odds were just so bad. 
I had him for a class one time and his attendance 
was so poor I thought he just died.”

When reached for comment, That Guy sim-
ply shrugged and commented, “stuff works out,” a 
statement that was met with agitation by many of 
his fellow seniors.

“This can’t be legit,” Monica Smart ’17 said. “I 
worked my ass off to complete all my requirements 
for my major and I barely slipped by. Meanwhile, 
last time I talked to That Guy, he asked me if 
rocks can feel pain and then referred to this school 
as ‘Hamilshire University.’ I bet his advisor just 
fudged the paperwork to get rid of him.”

When reached for comment via phone, That 
Guy’s advisor pretended to be an answering ma-
chine and hung up.
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Reflection of Eclipse on 
Theater Building Creates 
Deadly Laser
Student: “Neat.”
By Ms. Rinehart-Jones ’20
Dunham Reunification Dept.
(KENNEDY CRATER) In the wake of the 
his- toric North American solar eclipse, the ad-
ministration is scrambling to repair the damage 
caused by rays of the eclipse refracting off of the 
Kennedy Center’s concave surface, creating a la-
ser beam that split the campus in two.

While many students chose to spend the 
eclipse at Hamilton’s observatory, those that 
went about their business as usual noticed a large 
scorch mark beginning to form in the Kennedy 
Center Amphitheater, which progressed into a  
ery beam of light that caused the Little Pond to 
boil tumultuously and several nearby bicycles 
to warp into pretzel-like masses. The laser, now 
the width of a Commons date table, proceeded 
to cross College Hill Road and split Dunham 
Residence Hall in half with its powerful beam 
before disappearing with the eclipse.

Students of the  eatre Department were 
par- ticularly enthused about the laser. “We 
theatre artists have been looking for some de-
monstrable form of our power for some time 

now,” Alexis Jodhpur ’19 commented while 
covering her body in tribalistic designs made 
of leftover laser ash. “We may not have jobs 
lined up, but we do have a deadly laser. Our 
mother, the Sun, has heard our souls crying 
out for support, that we and the Lightsiders 
might one day be considered equals.” When it 
was pointed out that the laser was technically 
caused by the orbit of the moon, Jodhpur re-
plied, “Fuck off, my QSR was set design.”

Many chose to blame the laser’s path of de- 
struction on a curse put upon the campus by 
Fran Manfredo late last year, while still others 
began to blame individual freshmen and round 
up those suspected of partaking in witchcraft. 
Said one freshman, who wishes to remain anon-
ymous but lives in what is now known as Left 
Dunham, “I took AP Physics. The laser was 
just caused by the rays of the eclipse reflecting 
off the glass surface of the building.  There’s no 
magic involved—but I can’t say that. Then they 
might take me too.”

When asked what would be done about the 
building’s potentially dangerous surface, Presi-
dent Wippman declined to comment, but an 
unnamed source in the President’s office said, 
“I have bean boots older than that building, and 
the bean boots didn’t cost the school ten million 
dollars. I don’t care if KTSA is drowning pup-
pies in a bucket; it’s staying exactly how it is.”
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Conspiracy Theory of The Week: List 
Art Center is Supervillain Prison

Okay, so, this is going to sound weird, and believe 
me, I already know it. You think my roommate hasn’t 
started making snide comments about how crazy I am? 
Because he totally has, and it’s making our Ancient 
Aliens marathons really awkward and—actually, never-
mind, because that’s not the point.

The point’s this: the abandoned List Art Center is 
a supervillain prison on the D.L. Literally, because it’s 
underground. Underground. Down low. Get it?

It’s right there in front of us, people.
I can hear you asking, “What the fuck is List?  The 

arts building is called the Kennedy Center, you moron, 
get out of my suite.”  To that I can only say: shows what 
you know, and also, no. Cause guess what? Underneath 
Schambach and Wellin is an abandoned labyrinth of 
soundproof practice rooms where no one can hear you 
scream Joss Whedon dialogue. What do you think they 
use those little concrete fear boxes for? Use your NES-
CAC brains! You think the Avengers are above the mili-
tary industrial complex? Why do you think Loki wasn’t 
in Civil War? It all tracks. Your goody two-shoes Ameri-
can heroes defeat the bad guy and you think all is well, 
but behind the scenes they’re getting shoved into East 
Coast Guantanamo while the Hamilton College Board 
of Directors lines its pockets with Wayne dollars.

I’m, like, 90% sure the Commons people are in on it 
too, cause I saw Marge walking into List with a bunch of 
carrot cake in a duffel bag to slip to Cobra Command-
er when Campo wasn’t looking. The worst part is that I 
heard they’re going to start letting them audit classes. 
Now, why would a school like Hamilton let supervillains 
take classes? Simple: so they can add to the list of fa-
mous alumni. Toby from The Office and Ezra “I’m a fuck-
ing psycho” Pound aren’t cutting the mustard anymore. 
In like three years prospies are going to look on Niche 
and see a review that’s all like, “I sat next to Magneto in 
Abnormal Psych and he kept copying off me but when I 
complained he bent my pen around my finger with his 
mind and now I only have nine fingers. B-.”

Whatever man, fuck. You don’t have to agree with 
me, that’s just, like, your opinion. Wait, did you still want 
an eighth?

It’s this building, you plebes.

Recorded during a butt-dial to Ms. Rinehart-Jones ’20

Comments? 
Complaints? 
Recipes?

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

The Duel Observer
Josephine Stella Grace Rinehart-Jones

Editor In Chief
Layout Editor

Comedienne
Barista

simpsons’ biggest fan
suave screenwriter

better than yodapez
running-a-mock

newscaster at the end of the world
warehouse worker

mitski stan
dear friend

Fine Print: The Duel Observer is a publication of the Hamilton College Media Board, and is 
published every Friday. The facts and opinions expressed in this publication are not necessarily 
true or indicative of staff opinions. Any resemblance to persons, organizations, or institutions real 
or imagined, is purely coincidental. Coincidences are coincidences.

Rejected Opus Email Titles
They can’t all be winners.

 

Carefully deleted by Ms. Rinehart-Jones ’20

Phoned in with five fingers and a brace by Ms. Rinehart-Jones ’20


