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Student Hides Roommate’s Medication for  Class Project 
By Chester Copperpot 
          In the regrettable conclusion to a failed class project last week, one Georgetown student is left in critical 
condition after missing his medication for three days.  The student’s roommate, who will remain anonymous 
pending criminal investigation, was taking one of the coveted speech pattern classes with acclaimed Deborah 
Tannen.   
         A class assignment required students to hide a “harmless”  item from a friend and record the verbal patterns of 
the friend looking for that item.  The student in question apparently made a poor choice for the project by hiding his 
roommate’s diabetes medication, rather than a more innocuous item.  More information than this has been difficult 
to attain.  The Poon was able to access the tape recording of the victim’s conversation just prior to his collapse on 
Thursday. 

Victim:  “Have you seen my medication B______, I put it on my bed stand last night.”  
Victim: “Yo B_____, I don’ t feel good.  I think I need to go to the hospital.”  
Victim: “Dude!  Dave told me you’ re hiding insulin for some stupid class project…Why are you just 
standing there? …Say something you asshole!! 
Victim: “ I…hate…you! [vomit sounds, gurgle, gurgle] I hate you so much.”  

          The Department of Public Safety is looking into the events to determine to what extent the anonymous 
student is responsible for the condition of the victim.  Sadly enough, the student did receive and A- on the  
speech project.   
  

Take Back the Night Counter  Protest: The Day Is Still Ours 
By Chester Copperpot 
         Take Back the Night Week ended in Red Square this past Friday with a rally.  The event, culminating a 
week’s effort to create awareness about gender violence, was hugely successful.  250 members of the Georgetown 
community, mostly female, gathered to show support for the cause, asserting that by banding together females need 
not fear gender violence on campus.  Protestors participated in a march throughout campus and the Georgetown 
neighborhood.  The march ended in Red Square with several students’  testimonies about the effects of violence in 
their lives.  But this rally was not the only rally going on Friday night.   
          In a bold counter protest, several members of the Georgetown Business Fraternity banded with members of 
the Georgetown Southern Society to claim that gender violence still had its proper place and time.  Kyle Freeman 
(MSB ’05) notes, “Although they may have won the night, they have yet to stop us from exerting male superiority 
during the day.  I pinched a girl’s butt just today in broad daylight and she couldn’ t do anything.”   Protestors on this 
side of the issue assert that although it is now safe for a woman to walk home alone, males still reign in the 
classroom, workplace, and especially in social situations.  “As long as the suns out, we can pretty much do 
whatever we want.  Shame about the night though,”  regrets Zack Burman (MSB ’04).   
  

Witch Burned at the Stake in Red Square  
By Pete Venkman 
          On the evening of October 31, Halloween night, Justine Nichols (COL ’05), 
disguised as a witch, was burned at the stake in Red Square.  Several Hoyas were 
struck with horror when they saw Nichols parading around campus in a costume 
that revealed virtually none of her naked body.   



          Says Arthur Miller (SFS ’06), “We had our suspicions earlier in the evening, and a few freshman girls tipped 
us off about where she would be.”   According to witnesses, Nichols’s costume was baggy, and covered her entire 
body from her neck to her feet.  Students avoided her in fear for hours, until a group of twenty met in Dahlgren 
Chapel around midnight and decided to take action.   
          DPS officers had asked the junior to return home for her own safety, but it was too late.  With burning 
torches, dozens of scantily clad nurses, schoolgirls, hookers, and “walk-of-shame’s”  captured Nichols on Healy 
Lawn and proceeded with the sentence.  Nichols’s called out to the crowd, “AREN’T ANY OF YOU COLD?!!!”   
The group repeated in unison.  “TOO MANY CLOTHES…TOO MANY CLOTHES…”   
  

More Headlines 

Women’s Basketball Conference Officials Approve New, Hipper Name: The Big Yeast 

Eco-Action Club to Begin Condom Recycling Program 

Area Residents “ Get A Kick Out Of”  Letting Dogs Crap on Healy Lawn 

Sugar’s Keepin’  it in the Family: Ma and Pa Sugar Hire their Fourth Daughter to Join her 
Sisters in Manning the Grill at Georgetown’s Most Happening Orange-and-White-Themed 
Sandwich Shop! 
 

Albright Lets One Slip: The Impact of Powerful Microphones and Audible Queef’s on 
International Relations  
 

GU Admissions: Fatties Need Not Apply 

Esherick Follow-Up: This year, instead of pap smears, Coach Esherick, with the assistance 
of the Men’s Basketball Team, will be performing free abortions in Red Square. 
 

Crew Team Sponsors Strokes Performance 

Half-Priced Cigarettes at Lombardi Cancer Center Gift Shop   
 

New Reality Show Has Audiences in Stitches 
By Pokey Goldfarb 
          The fall TV season is in full swing, and it wouldn’ t be the same with out a new reality TV show.  Almost 
every network has released a series that flaunts sex or disgusting acts of humiliation for cash, but the Christian 
Broadcasting Network (CBN) is the only one that dared to be different.   
          Building on MTV’s success with shows like Punk’d, CBN has found a smash hit with this fall’s Just Joshin’ : 
Christian Pranks and Other Tomfoolery. So far, people everywhere love the good, wholesome fun of a silly trick.   
          On last week’s episode, a mother replaced her teenage son’s bible with an identical match, but with different 
passages highlighted.  He was stupefied as he sat down at his bible study.  She came running into the room, 
pointing out the hidden cameras, and exclaiming “Just Joshin’ ! Just Joshin’ , Gosh I sure did trick you well!”   
Audiences never saw it coming, it was sheer brilliance.  Other outright goofy pranks include soaking a reverend’s 
trousers in icy-hot, calling people by the wrong names, and putting bleach in the water cooler at church on a really 
hot day.  With all these funny tricks, it’s a shame I don’ t watch it… JUST JOSHIN’…I really do watch it.    
   

‘F’  Grade Takes On New Meaning 
By Pete Venkman 
          Joseph McCormick (SFS ’06) stunned his fellow International Relations classmates on Tuesday, when he 
received an ‘F’  on his midterm.  Although McCormick had declared, “Holy shit, I totally failed that,”  on the day of 
the test, no one really believed him.  At Georgetown, phrases like “Oh my God I did so bad on that”  and “Damnit, I 
definitely flunked it,”  in fact translate to either a B+ or B grade.  McCormick’s prophesy defied this general  
 



understanding, and now his friends are confused and having a tough time communicating with him.   
          Jen Thomas (COL ’06) did not even know what ‘F’  meant until Joe’s midterm was returned, she told the 
Lampoon.  A prayer service will be held for McCormick and his worried parents later this week.   
  

Georgetown Launches Pre-Emptive Str ike Against George  
Washington University Over  NCAA Objections 
By Kinko Roboto 
          In the most recent case of the haves screwing the have-nots, Georgetown University has set a dreadful 
precedent for colleges and universities across the nation by launching a pre-emptive battle to overthrow the current 
administration of nearby George Washington University. Blatantly ignoring objections from a vocal group of 
university and college student from all over the world, Georgetown will not stop until they have taken over George 
Washington University and The Catholic University of America.  
          From the steps of Healy Hall, late Tuesday evening, Georgetown President Jack DeGoia proclaimed: “Joel 
Trachtenberg, G.W. President, is a threat to Georgetown©s existence. We must topple this evil, evil regime. 
Tratchenberg and his students are an imminent danger to our students and faculty.”  When the Lampoon asked 
DeGoia what prompted this revolt he slurred “ I wasth drinking wif some students at the Tomb’s one night and we 
just kind of devised this plan. I hate those bastards!”    
  

UIS Technician’s Pornographic Fantasy Finally Comes True 
By Tim Madrid 
          Georgetown University Information Services technician Steve Walters finally realized his dream of sexual 
relations on the job Monday. The assignment began just like any other Walters explained, “ It was just a routine 
house call to re-establish LAN connection for a girl living in Henle. It was routine until she answered the door 
wearing only a towel.”    
          Jennifer Rawley, the woman who helped Walters achieve his dream, explained the visit rather frankly. “ I just 
got off the phone with my soon to be ex-boyfriend and I needed a long hot shower. The next thing I knew, this 
pimply faced guy is at the door to fix my computer and I could have used some company, so I took off the towel 
and kissed him.”    
          Walters excitedly relayed the events in the UIS office in St. Mary’s Hall.  “ I had seen stuff like that in pornos 
before and I always fantasized about it happening to me one day.”  Walters went on, “The moment she opened the 
door I knew it was my chance. I put down my tech case and we just went at it like they do in those movies.”  
Rawley seemed more reserved about the encounter. “We just kissed, and then my cell phone rang. It was no big 
deal. I would never normally touch that guy, but my boyfriend had me feeling so unwanted. That UIS guy  
was gross.”    
          However, Walters had a different story to tell. Between high-fives with his fellow UIS technicians Walters 
exclaimed, “ I totally tea-bagged her! It was awesome! We would have had sex, but I didn’ t have a condom on me.”    
Walters looks forward to a lasting relationship with Miss Rawley in which they can have sexual intercourse. “ I 
never got her name, but I’m pretty sure if I stop by that apartment again we can totally do it.”  Rawley, on the other 
hand, wants no part of Walters. “Eww, I hope I never have to see that guy again.”    
 

Veteran’s Day: Reflections of an Amer ican Patr iot 
By Pokey Goldfarb 

As Veteran’s Day approached a flood of warm and vivid memories descended upon me like 
the leaves of an autumn tree.  Many thoughts floated around in my head but mostly I thought 
about the countless days sitting on my grandfather’s front porch and listening to stories about 
him and his friends back when men fought for liberty and women knew their role.  He has 
been gone now for almost a year and this Veteran’s Day means a lot to me because it was his 
favorite holiday.   

          It was always a time when he could honor fallen friends and pay tribute to his country and profession.  You 
see, my grandfather was Dr. Lloyd Goldfarb, a veteran from humble beginnings.  He built his practice from almost 
nothing and went on to be one of New York City’s most influential vets.  At one point he was the personal vet to 
Judy Garland’s six cats.  He saw a lot of death though in his forty years of practice and found great solace in the 
national holiday dedicated to veterans.   



          I will never forget one story he used to tell me about his friend Caleb, a Clydesdale.  Caleb was in the throws 
of deep depression because his lover Eduardo, an Argentine racing horse, was cheating on him with a pony named 
Bumble Bee.  He was so distraught that he committed suicide by overdosing on horse tranquilizers.  My grandfather 
was the first on the scene and was overcome with emotion.  He draped Caleb in an American flag, tied his hind legs 
to a rope attached to his old red pick-up truck, and dragged him through town.  He loved animals and America so 
much.   
          This Veteran’s Day I paid special tribute to the man I love and America too by dragging a Clydesdale draped 
in an American flag behind that same old pickup truck that he left to me.  From one patriot to another…Happy 
Veteran’s Day Grandpa! 
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