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Editor’s Note 

Email martini@hws.edu 

And follow us on Instagram! 

The martini cites yik yak as a credible source 

To the wonderful students of  HWS, 
 

Woah, you’re actually reading the editor’s note? Hey man, thanks, for real. 
You’re probably like, 1 of  5. 

As we flip the calendar to February, the ‘Tini is buzzing with fresh energy 
and some dope updates. Brace yourselves for a mix of  written passion, 
cool music, and a dash of  campus lore in this love-packed edition. First off, 
keep your eyes peeled as we’re gearing up to announce the headline band 
for this year’s folk fest! Stay tuned to our socials, and keep up to date with 
our future editions for the big reveal! 

This edition is stacked with dope articles that are as engaging as they are 
enlightening. Don’t miss Alvaro Paulin’s riveting interview with a former 
student retelling the infamous ordeals of  Tommy the Traveler. It’s a piece 
that offers more than just a glimpse into a unique chapter of  our campus 
history. Love is in the air, and so are the tunes! Our Valentine’s day playlist 
is ready to set the mood, whether you’re cozying up with a special someone 
or vibing solo (don’t worry about it, me too tbh). Plus, as always, we’ve 
sprinkled in some signature goofs. And the moment very few have been 
waiting for—we’re thrilled to announce our Senior of  the Year! Be sure to 
check out the feature on this standout senior.  

Thank you for letting us be part of  your February. We hope this edition 
adds a little warmth to your winter and prompts some subtle nose exhales 
as an acknowledgement of  humor. 
 
Cheers, 
Kevin Frost & Michael Gilbert 
Co-Editors-in-Chief, The Martini 
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Tommy The Traveler: Echoes of Dissent At HWS 
Kevin Frost, Alvaro Paulin, The Herald 

Ok, I know we usually goof  around here at 

The Martini, but we have a legit scoop for you 
all that nobody seems to remember, yet is very 
well documented and a critical piece in the his-
tory of  HWS and the greater USA alike. Buck-
le up readers, because we have a story to tell. 
 Before we dive into the heart of  our 
story, we strongly encourage you to listen to 
the "Seneca Scene," a meticulously crafted 
podcast series by our rival student publication, 
The Herald. This 10-episode journey is an im-
mersive exploration into the events we're 
about to unfold, with voices and perspectives 
directly from those who witnessed the history. 
It's not only an accompaniment to this article, 
but our main resource for this article. Addi-
tionally, we reference multiple insights from an 
interview conducted by Martini correspondent 
Alvaro Paulin, who spoke with Lewellyn Laf-
ford, a student during the tumultuous period at 
Hobart and William Smith Colleges. Lafford's 
firsthand accounts provide a unique perspec-
tive on the events and are quoted throughout 
to enrich our narrative with some authentic 
experiences from this dramatic time. 
 In the late 1960s and early 70s, the Unit-
ed States was gripped by a wave of  activism 
and political turmoil that swept across college 
campuses, igniting protests among educated 
youth nationwide. At HWS, this era was not 
merely observed but lived. Students, faculty, 
and the administration found themselves at the 
crossroads of  an evolving social landscape, 
marked by a fierce opposition to the Vietnam 
War and a deep-seated desire for social reform. 
As Lewellyn states, "The anti-war sentiment was, it 
pervaded everything on the campus and most college 
campuses, and there were lots of  protests and marches, 
and there were several marches in Washington, D.C. I 
took part in a couple of  those" 
 

The beginning of  activism at HWS re-
flected the national sentiment of  the 70’s. The 
draft for the Vietnam War had become a criti-
cal point of  dissent, fueling movements across 
the country as students rallied against what 
they believed was an unjust and distant con-
flict. At HWS, this dissent was not a whisper 
but a roar, echoing through the halls and spill-
ing out onto the campus grounds. 

Student activism during this period was 
complex, with elements of  idealism, frustra-
tion, and an increasing awareness of  global in-
justices. The anti-war sentiment was a unifying 
force, drawing students from diverse back-
grounds into a shared struggle. Teach-ins, sit-
ins, and marches became frequent, as did spir-
ited debates that filled dining halls and aca-
demic forums. The campus became a micro-
cosm of  the national stage, where the lines be-
tween academic pursuits and civic engagement 
blurred dramatically. 
 As the war dragged on, the intensity of  
student activism grew. The news of  the My Lai 
Massacre and the ongoing discoveries of  gov-
ernment deception as exposed by the Penta-
gon Papers fueled a deep mistrust in the gov-
ernment. This mistrust spread through cam-
pus, leading to a critical examination of  the 
college's own governance and its complicity in 
broader societal issues, such as military recruit-
ment and the corporate influence of  educa-
tion. 
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This period also saw an evolution in the 
methods and expressions of  protest. The crea-
tivity of  dissent took on new forms, with art, 
music, and theater becoming mediums of  re-
sistance, reflecting a cultural revolution that 
paralleled the ongoing political one. 
 Environmentalism and feminism found 
strong footholds during this era as well, inter-
twining with anti-war efforts to create a broad-
er push for change. At HWS, the environmen-
tal movement forced students to look inward 
at the college’s practices and outward at global 
ecological challenges. Similarly, the rise of  the 
women’s liberation movement empowered fe-
male students and faculty to challenge institu-
tional barriers and advocate for equal rights, 
adding yet another layer to the campus’s activ-
ist efforts. The climax of  these movements of-
ten led to confrontations with authority, both 
on and off-campus. The administration's re-
sponses to student demands—a mix of  negoti-
ation, appeasement, and sometimes outright 
opposition—reflected the societal tensions be-
tween the status quo and the forces of  change. 
 Into the already vibrant tapestry of  stu-
dent activism at Hobart and William Smith 
Colleges came Tommy the Traveler, a figure 
who would become one of  the most contro-
versial in HWS history. His arrival was a quiet, 
calculated entrance as an undercover operative. 

His mission, orchestrated by law enforcement 
agencies, was to infiltrate student groups sus-
pected of  radical activities and incite actions 
that could then be legally prosecuted. 
 Tommy, whose real name was kept a 
closely guarded secret, posed as a radical activ-
ist, seamlessly integrating himself  into the stu-
dent community. He was believed to be just 
another face among many who were frustrated 
with the government's actions at home and 
abroad. His demeanor and speech mimicked 
those of  the very students he aimed to betray, 
making him a wolf  in sheep's clothing on a 
campus ful l  of  young idea l is ts. 
 As a government agent, Tommy's role 
was complicated and sinister. His strategy, 
known among law enforcement but largely un-
familiar to the general public at the time, in-
volved promoting acts of  vandalism, arson, 
and other forms of  civil disobedience that, 
while already brewing within student move-
ments at other campuses, were not typical of  
the broader protests at HWS. “Tommy the Trav-
eler was what they call an agent provocateur, which 
means, you know, a paid agent who encourages people 
to break the law and then arrest them for breaking the 
law that he encouraged them to.” His effectiveness 
relied on his ability to convince students of  his 
authenticity as a fellow believer in their cause. 
He shared stories, supposedly from other cam-
puses and protests, that were designed to in-
flame passions and provoke responses. For a 
while, Tommy succeeded in becoming a perso-
na that was both engaging and provocative. He 
discussed tactics and philosophy, often pushing 
the envelope further than many students were 
prepared to go. Following a period of  height-
ened tension and increased radical activity—
much of  it stoked by Tommy himself—the 
campus community hit a turning point one 
night. It was an event that would come to be 
known as "The Night that Sherrill Burned.”  

Tommy The Traveler: Echoes of Dissent At HWS Cont. 
Kevin Frost, Alvaro Paulin, The Herald 
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Tommy The Traveler: Echoes of Dissent At HWS Cont. 
Kevin Frost, Alvaro Paulin, The Herald 

Sherrill Hall, often bustling with the energy of  
student life, became the center of  a carefully 
orchestrated attack. Tommy had gathered a 
small group of  students, predominantly fresh-
men who were new to the campus dynamics 
and more susceptible to influence. He had 
convinced them that radical actions were nec-
essary and commonplace in the fight against 
institutional powers that were complicit in the 
war efforts. Under the cover of  darkness, the 
group approached Sherrill Hall with Molotov 
cocktails in hand. Tommy had instructed them 
on how to make these cocktails, emphasizing 
their effectiveness as tools of  protest. The tar-
get was the ROTC office located within Sher-
rill, a site chosen for its symbolic representa-
tion of  the military establishment deeply inter-
tw ined  wi th  the  Vie tnam War. 

 As the bottles shattered and flames be-
gan to lick the walls of  the building, the reality 
of  their actions quickly set in. The fire was 
meant to destroy documents and symbolically 
"cleanse" the space of  military influence. But 
the potential for harm was immense, risking 
lives of  students within the building. The stu-

dents, led into the act by Tommy, found them-
selves not just participants in a protest but per-
petrators of  a dangerous felony. The immedi-
ate aftermath was chaos. Alarms sounded, and 
the campus was enveloped in the flashing 
lights of  emergency vehicles. Firefighters 
rushed to contain the blaze, which, thanks to 
the building's resilient structure, resulted in 
limited physical damage. However, the impact 
on the community was profound. The incident 
polarized opinions, some saw it as a justified 
act of  resistance, while others viewed it as a 
senseless  endanger ment of  l ives. 
 In the following days, the campus reeled 
from the event. Discussions erupted in class-
rooms and dining halls about the limits of  pro-
test and the creeping presence of  undercover 
operations meant to destabilize student move-
ments. Tommy, meanwhile, remained a shad-
owy figure in the background, his involvement 
known to few outside the immediate circle of  
participants and, eventually, the authorities. 
The students involved were apprehended and 
faced serious legal repercussions. Their futures, 
once filled with the promise of  education and 
opportunity, were now clouded by the pro-
spect of  criminal records. The broader student 
body, meanwhile, dealt with a heightened sense 
of  mistrust and fear, aware that their move-
ments could now be infiltrated and manipulat-
ed by external forces. 
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The repercussions of  the Sherrill Hall incident 
had barely begun to simmer down when the 
HWS community was thrust into another sce-
nario, this time at JPR, also known as the Su-
perdorm. Tommy, leveraging his deep cover 
and the trust he had manipulated, had gath-
ered enough information to coordinate a raid 
targeting specific students involved in minor 
drug activities across campus. Seemingly, the 
operation aimed at curbing drug use on cam-
pus, but the underlying motive was clear—to 
crack down on the student activism that Tom-
my had inflamed. 
 As law enforcement officers surrounded 
the dorm, the quiet of  the night was shattered 
by the sudden intrusion. Students, already on 
edge from recent events, quickly realized the 
gravity of  the situation. Word spread like wild-
fire, and within minutes, the area outside Su-
perdorm was swarming with students. They 
came in droves, uniting not just in defense of  
those targeted by the raid but against what was 
increasingly perceived as an orchestrated attack 
on their rights and freedoms. “And the word 
spread very quickly through the dorm. And, you know, 
ultimately a couple hundred students showed up and 
surrounded the police car before it could leave. The two 
students they were arresting were in the back seat.” 
Confusion reigned as officers attempted to 
navigate the dorm's corridors, searching for 
the students Tommy had identified. The situa-
tion escalated rapidly, with confrontations be-
tween students and police becoming heated. 
Shouts filled the air, a cacophony of  anger and 
defiance, as students demanded answers and 
the immediate release of  their peers. Tommy, 
the architect of  the raid, watched from a dis-
tance as his plan unfolded. To the students, he 
was just a spectator to the chaos. 
 As tensions peaked, the situation out-
side Superdorm became a standoff. Students 
formed a human barrier, effectively trapping 

the officers and their vehicles. The echoes of  
recent national events, such as the shootings at 
Kent State, hung heavily over the scene, a stark 
reminder of  how quickly such standoffs could 
escalate into tragedy. The hours dragged on, 
with negotiations between student leaders, col-
lege officials, and law enforcement turning into 
a marathon. Demands for transparency, justice, 
and the cessation of  undercover operations 
were loud and clear. The students, empowered 
by their solidarity, were not just fighting for 
their friends but for the very soul of  their 
campus. Eventually, a tenuous agreement was 
reached. The students under threat of  arrest 
were temporarily released into the custody of  
the college, and law enforcement retreated 
temporarily. The raid at Superdorm had not 
quelled the spirit of  activism at Hobart and 
William Smith Colleges; if  anything, it had in-
tensified it, fostering a stronger, more cohesive 
resistance against undue interference and un-
derscoring the importance of  vigilance in pro-
tecting democratic values within educational 
institutions. 

Tommy The Traveler: Echoes of Dissent At HWS Cont. 
Kevin Frost, Alvaro Paulin, The Herald 

*The Superdorm in it’s current state, as we here at the 

Martini love writing right before deadline dates. Many 

photos and news articles from the time are available in 

the archives. 
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Tommy The Traveler: Echoes of Dissent At HWS 
Kevin Frost, Alvaro Paulin, The Herald 

The aftermath of  the raid at Superdorm thrust 
HWS into the media spotlight, marking a piv-
otal moment in the college’s history. Coverage 
of  the event varied widely, with local and na-
tional outlets picking up the story. The media 
bounced between portrayals of  the students as 
misguided youths inciting chaos and as victims 
of  governmental suppression of  free speech 
and assembly. When Tommy the Traveler was 
eventually exposed as Thomas Tongyai, an un-
dercover agent working with law enforcement, 
the story took on new dimensions. This revela-
tion fueled intense media scrutiny and public 
debate over the ethics of  using undercover op-
eratives to infiltrate student movements.  
 Journalists descended on the campus, 
eager to capture the pulse of  a student body in 
the midst of  political and social upheaval. 
Some reports emphasized the dramatic nature 
of  the raids and the supposed danger of  radi-
cal elements on campus, while others high-
lighted the courage and unity of  students 
standing up against what they viewed as an in-
fringement of  their civil liberties. The coverage 
played a crucial role in shaping public percep-
tion, with many outside the college community 
receiving their information through the lens of  

the media’s often sensationalized accounts. 
 As we reflect on the events surrounding 
Tommy the Traveler at HWS, the story serves 
as a stern reminder of  the delicate balance be-
tween security and civil liberties. These events 
not only kickstarted a crucial dialogue about 
the ethics of  surveillance and the rights of  stu-
dents but also highlighted the resilience of  a 
community that rallied to defend its principles 
of  openness and dissent. This chapter of  the 
college’s history is a reminder for current and 
future generations at HWS to remain vigilant 
in protecting these values and to stand up for 
their rights, as their predecessors did, though 
perhaps with a little less bombing. I encourage 
you all to explore resources like the "Seneca 
Scene" podcast series, as they provide valuable 
insights into the complexities of  activism and 
the ongoing struggle for justice and transpar-
ency at our institution. As always, thank you all 
for reading. 
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This Monday, The Central Election Committee 

released a report on the results of the election 
for Senior of the Year held by The Martini maga-
zine. In a historic and resounding victory, An-
drew Painton, first secretary of Geneva, first 
chairman of the HWS Student’s Defense Union, 
and supreme commander of the student body 
was elected Senior of the Year at Hobart and 
William Smith Colleges. Capturing an over-
whelming 99.7% of the student vote, these re-
sults reflect the unanimous will and desire of the 
students and personnel across our campus. 
This remarkable triumph demonstrates the unit-
ed front of our student body and heralds the be-
ginning of an era marked by strong leadership 
and communal spirit under Painton's guidance. 
This is an expression of all people’s absolute 

support and profound trust in supreme leader 
Andrew Painton as they single-mindedly remain 
loyal to him, holding him in high esteem as the 
monolithic center of unity and leadership and a 
striking demonstration of their collective spirit. 
"Andrew has not just won; he has captured the 
hearts and minds of every student with his vi-
sionary promises and charismatic allure," said the 
chair of the electoral committee. Addressing the 
minute dissent of 0.3%, the committee re-
marked, "Those few are currently being dealt 
with, ensuring that the community moves for-
ward together—united under Andrew’s vision." 
Students across campus reported a striking sense 
of awe as they watched their newly crowned 
leader accept the title amidst roaring applause 
and a parade of supporters. Painton's acceptance 
speech was nothing short of revolutionary, filled 
with promises of grandeur and an academic year 
that "will be etched in the annals of HWS histo-
ry." With every word, Painton reinforced his vi-
sion for a campus united under a singular, ambi-
tious goal, driving home the promise of a year 
marked not only by achievements but also by the 
solidification of a disciplined, robust community. 
Under Painton’s leadership, the Colleges are 
poised to enter a period of unprecedented pros-
perity and innovation. His platform, inspired by 
a blend of visionary foresight and practical initia-
tives, promises to usher in a golden era of aca-
demic and extracurricular achievement. Painton 
has committed to fostering an environment in 
which every student’s potential is fully realized, 
paving the way for groundbreaking develop-
ments in student governance and campus life. 

Painton Wins! 
Hobart and William Smith Colleges 



 14 

 

 martini@hws.edu

 

 

Is Fizz All That It Seems To Be? 
Kevin Frost 

There was a time when Yik Yak was the de-

fining voice of  campus hearsay at Hobart and 
William Smith. It wasn’t official, it wasn’t par-
ticularly reliable, and it most definitely wasn’t 
productive. But, for better or for worse, it was 
where students went to see what people were 
talking about. As an anonymous, location-
based message board, YikYak gave students a 
platform to share everything—from Saga com-
plaints to grade struggles to straight-up ru-
mors. It was a mix of  opinions on school hap-
penings, political arguments, and good old re-
latable college memes stolen from Twitter. But 
as anyone who’s ever been on an anonymous 
app knows, things didn’t always stay lightheart-
ed. At its peak, rumors and shit talk spread so 
aggressively that the school consistently had to 
get involved. More than once, all-campus 
emails warned students about “the dangers of  
YikYak and anonymous websites”, pleading 
with people to stop using it to harass their 
peers. In one instance, a student was basically 
bullied so hard on YikYak that the school per-
sonally reached out to check on them. It was 
messy. But that’s what made it exciting. 

 
 

 
Then, sometime in 2023, Yik Yak mysteriously 
went offline. When it came back, it wasn’t the 
same. The app introduced a major change: 
posting now required a verified school email. 
This small tweak effectively killed the one 
thing that made YikYak what it was… true an-
onymity. Engagement plummeted. What was 
once a constant feed of  campus chatter be-
came something of  a quiet, and somehow, 
more negative space. Sure, the app still existed, 
but it had lost much of  its appeal. It was still a 
place where people occasionally went to keep 
up with campus gossip, but it felt different—
less spontaneous, less funny, and more like a 
dumping ground for complaints. 
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 Is Fizz ALL That It Seems To Be? 
Kevin Frost 

 
Then, out of  nowhere, a new player entered 
the scene. An Instagram account, @fizz.hws, 
began following countless students Their first 
few posts? “1,000 followers and we’ll drop the 
app!” Hmmm, engagement farming. Cringe. 
The account never actually hit 1,000 followers, 
but Fizz launched anyway. By the time it ar-
rived at HWS, Fizz had already spread to other 
schools like Union, Yale, Fairfield, and GW. 
Nothing near the likes of  our prestigious Ho-
bart and William Smith Colleges, but notable 
nonetheless. Something about it felt off  from 
the start. The posts? Suspiciously generic. 
They weren’t specific to HWS, or even particu-
larly niche. They read like cliche “college hu-
mor” that could apply to literally any school. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

They genuinely feel like stereotypical college 
meme madlibs. Also, the upvotes? Weirdly in-
flated. A solid Yik Yak post might scrape to-
gether 45 likes, you could hit 150 if  you really 
dropped a hot, steamy banger. Yet somehow, 
Fizz posts are racking up 400+? At a school 
where the entire student body could fit in a 
couple of  lecture halls? Either HWS students 
suddenly got way more enthusiastic about semi
-anonymous posting, the entire freshman class 
is seriously digging this new app, or something 
fishy is going on. But most importantly, it’s just 
not funny. Fizz feels manufactured, and it’s 
hard to trust. Maybe it’s a company trying to 
inflate its own numbers to fake engagement 
and make some money off  of  us. Maybe it’s 
mining student data. Whatever it is, it doesn’t 
feel organic. 

 
 
 
There’s something inherently interesting 
(though admittedly a bit destructive) about stu-
dents being able to speak freely, without fear 
of  judgment, on an anonymous platform. As 
social media continues to blur the lines be-
tween public and private interaction, platforms 
like YikYak and Fizz are examples of  how stu-
dents navigate digital spaces to express our-
selves, for better or worse. Whether it’s venting 
about classes, sharing absurd campus mo-
ments, or yes, even engaging in gossip, the abil-
ity to post without a name (or student email) 
attached allows for a level of  honesty that face
-to-face public interaction simply doesn’t of-
fer..  

At the end of  the day, Yik Yak may have its 
glaring flaws, but at least it’s real. Students talk-
ing to students, no artificial engagement. Fizz, 
on the other hand, feels like a forced experi-
ment, and frankly, HWS deserves better..                        
 
 

And as always… 
 

The martini cites yik yak as a 

credible source 
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Every February 14th, Cupid readies his ar-

rows as people all around exchange gifts, flow-
ers, and sweet notes. At the heart of  this tradi-
tion is chocolate, wrapped in red and gold, the 
promise of  love and affection. But there’s 
more to Valentine’s Day than meets the eye, 
thanks to the conglomerates at Big Chocolate. 
This chocolate corporatocracy (had to drop that 
on ya) has cleverly tied its sweets to the day of  
love. 
 Valentine’s Day has ancient roots, tied 
to Roman festivals and a Christian martyr 
named Valentine. Saint Valentine, the name 
behind the holiday, refers to a few different 
Christian martyrs of  the same name, the most 
famous being Saint Valentine of  Rome. He 
was a priest in the 3rd century, who according 
to legend, performed weddings for soldiers 
who were forbidden to marry under the Ro-
man Empire’s laws. Much of  his life and acts 
are shrouded in mystery, leading to various em-
bellishments being made about him over cen-
turies. 
 But the link between Valentine’s Day 
and chocolate is much more modern and far 
more commercial. It wasn’t until the mid-20th 
century that chocolates began to be marketed 
as the gift of  choice for this romantic day, 

thanks to strategic advertising campaigns by 
major chocolate companies. By promoting 
chocolate as a symbol of  love and luxury, Big 
Chocolate found a yearly sales event that now 
significantly contributes to annual revenue. 
 As you savor each sweet bite this Valen-
tine’s Day, consider the transformation of  this 
holiday. What began as a celebration of  love 
and saintly sacrifice has evolved into a lucrative 
venture for these evil fucking chocolate con-
glomerates. If  we want to preserve the true 
spirit of  Valentine’s Day, it’s high time for 
someone to step up and stop these chocolate 
conglomerates from brainwashing us into 
stuffing our faces with chocolate and profiting 
from our indulgence—someone like Luigi 
Mangione. 

Who Will Step up to Big Chocolate? 
Anonymous Whistleblower 
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The moment I step into Wegmans, I see the 

recycling machines. I see people feeding empty 
cans and bottles into the slots, their receipts 
printing like little lottery tickets. I always won-
dered how much money they were making. A 
thought struck me, how much could I make in 
one semester? 
 Hypothetically, if  I went to the frat 
houses every weekend to collect their empty 
beer cans, how much cash could I make off  of  
them? This thought experiment is based on 
realistic math, and I’m here to crunch the 
numbers and see how much I can make off  of  
a bunch of  frat dudes. 
 From my observations, your standard 
frat produces about 200 cans per party. Now, 
depending on your state’s redemption value, 
each can nets 5 or 10 cents. That’s $10-$20 per 
party. On any given weekend or weekday, at 
least three frats are spending their time sipping 
on their favorite beverage. That means $30-$60 
every Friday and Saturday night, and let’s not 
forget those who also participate on the week-
days. Over the course of  a give or take 16-
week semester, that’s $480-$1,280, just sitting 
there waiting to be collected.  
 As groundbreaking as this is, there are 
some logistics to think about…it is not glam-
orous. Sure, the frat houses practically over-
flow with aluminum gold after a Saturday 

night, but getting it all is no easy task. First, 
there’s the trash. You do not often catch many 
recycling bins in these locations. The cans will 
mostly be buried under solo cups, pizza boxes, 
and questionable puddles of  vomit, probably. 
You’ll have to dig. By the time you’ve filled one 
bag, you’ll have touched things you’ll never 
stop thinking about. Then there’s the problem 
of  transport. Cans are deceptively bulky. You 
might think, reader, that a few trash bags 
would do the trick, but by bag three, you’re 
tired and sick of  stupid fucking cans. Add in 
the occasional crushed can leaking stale beer 
down your pants, and the day ends sourly. 
 The Wegmans bottle redemption ma-
chine is no paradise. You’ll show up with your 
bags of  cans, only to find the machine already 
occupied by someone feeding cans at a glacial 
pace. When it’s finally your turn, you’ll spend 
the next 45 minutes feeding sticky, crumpled 
cans into a machine that’s just waiting to jam 
on you. By the time the machine spits out your 
receipt, you’re exhausted, sticky, and rethinking 
your blank LinkedIn account. You clutch your 
hard earned $20 like it’s the lottery and you get 
ready to do it next weekend. 
 But in the end, it’s all worth it, right? 
You’ve turned the environmental neglect of  
frat guys to cold, hard cash. Over time, the 
numbers add up. With enough hustle and dedi-
cation, you could theoretically pay for a 
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Cans For Bands 
Michael Gilbert 
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Pave the Quad 
Valyn Mogensen 

I bring to you an idea that has the potential to 

change the HWS experience entirely: PAVE 
THE QUAD. This change could open doors 
to new collegiate sports such as four square, 
cops and robbers, tag, and hopscotch, giving 
students who may not have had access to 
these games a place to play. Concrete is prov-
en to be easier to care for, and even reduces 
the risk of  slipping, mudslides, and lawnmow-
er accidents. This field of  cement would also 
serve as a cost-effective solution to the con-
stant upkeep of  the gree which one can only 
assume costs thousands of  dollars a year in 
maintenance. Although some may miss the 
country club-esque landscape of  this beautiful 
campus, to them we say, where else would the 
kids play but an unsettlingly large, sunken, 
concrete space? It is truly a win-win for this 
campus and its eager residents. In a survey 
taken this past fall, there was a unanimous call 

to petition for a recess in the middle of  the 
day, during which students would be able to 
blow off  steam in a playful environment. Re-
cess al has the potential to lower general chaos 
on campus as students’ energy would be spent 
on schoolyard games. One student said of  the 
proposed improvement to campus “It’s hard 
to go bar hopping when the hopscotch ex-
haustion sets in,” another student going as far 
as saying “Honestly, duck duck goose is more 
fulfilling than a keg stand.” Th display of  stu-
dent enthusiasm for a communal space is 
completely unheard of  when it comes to the 
grassy quad, only emerging when concrete and 
recess games are introduced. Paving the quad 
would be an incredible improvement but it 
needs your support to become a reality.                   

 

#PAVETHEQUAD 



 19 

 

The martini cites yik yak as a credible source 

My Problem With Idioms 

David garvey 

The invention and refinement of  language is 

the single highest achievement of  the human 
race. Our ability to share and understand com-
plex and emotional languages is what separates 
us from our cousins in the mammalian world. 
With language, we pass on stories, share reci-
pes, wage war, and spread love. Words have 
built and capsized empires,  giving power to 
the people and taking down oppressors. And 
once we began to use the abstract to define the 
real world, we were destined for the stars. 
Simply put, idioms rock. However, they are 
outdated and in need of  some changes. For ex-
ample, “like a bull in a china shop” is used to 
describe someone reckless and wild. The con-
cept is solid. But when was the last time you've 
seen a bull? When was the last time you stum-
bled upon a china shop? As a matter of  fact, 
when's the last time you've seen a bull and a 
china shop within a 50-mile radius of  each oth-
er? The point is that we are withdrawn from 
the subjects, which creates a lack of  under-
standing of  the stakes of  a bull being in a chi-
na shop. If  we use the same structure, we can 
create a modern saying that everyone will be 
able to appreciate. I propose “like a drunk driv-
er in a maternity ward” as the replacement. 
Now those are stakes everyone can appreciate. 
Now that you understand the concept I’m go-
ing to rattle off  a few idioms and my proposal 
for their modern replacements.  

“Small strokes fall mighty oaks” ~ This one could 

be fixed through personal customization, de-
pending on both the size of  your oak and the 
size of  your stroke. For example, Kevin Frost, 
Kevin takes incredibly small strokes, but his 
oak is in no way mighty. Kevin should from 
now on use “Small strokes fall measly oaks.” 
Whereas I could still get away with using the 
original. 

“Chew the Cud” ~ Another idiom from the bo-
vine realm. This is my first time coming across 
this idiom, and apparently, it means “to con-
template something deeply.” I’d be ok 
with  just scrapping this one, but for the sake 
of  a sound article I propose “Gnaw the pen 
cap.” I think it delivers in the modernization 
department and adds an academic twist.  

“My name is mud” ~ Dr. Mudd was the physi-
cian who treated John Wilkes Booth after he 
shot Lincoln and jumped off  the balcony. Af-
ter he was arrested as a conspirator his name 
and reputation were ruined. To update this, re-
place mud with any person in  Hollywood or 
the music industry. Odds are that eventually, it 
will come out that they went to a certain island 
or attended specific parties. 

These are just five of  many idioms, so I chal-
lenge you to make some up yourself.  Language 
is fun and should be treated as so; it’s never 
that serious. This goes out to the person who 
complained about the grammar in the last edi-
tion, screw you, no one cares you know how to 
properly use a semicolon.                                                           
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As a woman, I have faced plenty of  discrimi-

nation. I have been silenced before, so it came 
without shock when it happened again recent-
ly, in response to a simple Instagram post for a 
school account takeover. The incident took 
place on Election Day of  2024. On this diffi-
cult day, I felt it was my responsibility to light-
en the mood and br laughter to the few people 
watching. This intention inspired my first post 
of  the da There was a cold plunge on that par-
ticular November morn’ which I decided to 
document with a photo that I comically cap-
tioned, “Tits are wicked cold but it’s a good 
way to start the day”. The majority of  viewers 
giggled, even texting me to tell me that they 
were amused by it and that they were glad to 
see that I was exuding personality on this ac-
count. 

Unfortunately, the administration felt 
differently. An email notification quickly ap-
peared on my phone, telling me to “be mindful 
of  this audience and how you are presenting 
and representing both us and yourself  through 
the language and photos that you choose to-
day”. I felt misunderstood. My only intention 
had been to raise spirits, and although the ar-
gument could be made that there were other 
ways to do so, I did what I could with what I 
had been given, all while remaining true to my-
self. I immediately deleted the post with a 
heavy heart, jealous of  my male peers who had 
posted stories from their travels on the ac-
count to the same effect as my post. 

I persevered, and I was able to contin-
ue posting without issues until that evening. 
In response to a comment asking if  I had a 
hard time adjusting, I posted a silly photo of  
a friend and me. Posted around 7 pm, I was 
leaning over to peer  

through a small peephole, my friend (jokingly) 
placing her hand on my derriere, smiling at the 
camera. I felt this was just right; silly but still 
completely harmless. I did not anticipate the 
response I would get. At 8:06 pm, an inside 
source at the headquarters in charge of  the ac-
count kindly reached out to warn me of  ten-
sions in the office. I  advised to be more ma-
ture with the content I was posting and to ad-
here to the email sent to me earlier that day. 
Thankfully, I received this warning before a 
second email and was able to remedy the situa-
tion before an extradition warning appeared in 
my inbox. I had single-handedly fueled a fire 
back at headquarters, and the only thing could 
do was log off  and wind down. After a few 
satisfactory glasses of  pinot grigio, went up to 
my bedroom with my tail between my legs, ac-
cepting defeat. 

 As I laid in bed, I wondered: is there 
still such a thing as freedom of  the press? Had 
my institution been so self-conscious of  its im-
age that it had resorted to the elimination of  
freedom, trust, and a little bit of  harmless fun? 
Hobart and William Smith Colleges is a unique 
place built on community. The lessons learned, 
memories made, and friends earned here are a 
collective experience; it is the reason I came 
here. We learn as one and we laugh as one. 
Please, HWS, give us the freedom to connect, 
speak, and lend our viewers a glance at our 
personalities in the documentation of  our day-
to-day lives. Our time here is not as long as we 
like to think; we must make it count.                                

The Silence of the instagrams 

Anonymous 
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Entering senior spring, I’ve seen many com-

plaints about and solutions for the superfluous 
issues at Hobart and William Smith Colleges. 
From the Saga conveyor belt fragrance to mys-
terious trolls in the lib bathrooms, one incon-
venience has remained at the forefront of  stu-
dent body concern, as baby freshies who can’t 
even drive to super seniors who can’t even 
drive: parking. In honor of  a dear friend who 
collected parking violations for sport, at times 
purposefully getting ticketed to test the sys-
tem,  it’s time to take the lots back once and 
for all. 

Logistically speaking, there are many 
ways to improve the spot availability at this in-
stitution, never mind the potholes that might 
take my car out of  commission within 1-2 
business weeks. As a current Odell’s resident, 
we begin with the fight for spots in my home-
front battleground. All proficient drivers, the 
strife to park close to our warm homes has be-
come the bravest trial that turns innocent 
youth into vultures lingering for the next vic-
tims departure—haunting, stalking, and wait-
ing for those red taillights to turn on so that 
we might not have to walk the extra 40 feet 
from the far lot. Granted, you can try walking 
from the far lot to your warm home in con-
verse during a blizzard, but it is not for those 
with weak ankles or the walking pace of  a 
mother at state fair. I see only one practical so-
lution: paving a lot over Odell’s Pond. Gently 
dusted with snow and frolicking geese, it’s so 
beautiful that it’s asking to be paved over. 
Same goes for whatever is going on in front 
Coxe Hall. I  don’t see a need for all that grass 
and it’s time we relinquish the lawnmowers 
from their perilous duties. 

No, this is not an exaggeration. If  you 

wish to save Odell’s Pond and the Quad from 
pavement paradise, I also wish to hear how 
you have been actively using each space to 
benefit the true Hobartian agenda. Do I see 
you sun-tanning at Odell’s Pond? Watching the 
snapping turtles float by on a lazy Saturday af-
ternoon? Do I see you taking the time to roll 
down the hill of  the Quad or hosting midnight 
picnics for local drunkards? Do. I. See. You. 
Using. Either. Conveniently. Flat. Piece. Of. 
Earth. To. Reference. Phallic. Imagery. In. The. 
Snow? My friends, the days of  the pond and 
Quad are already far gone—let us now park 
our cars in peace. 

I remember the holy days of  freshman 
year, being lucky enough to get one of  the 
three spots closest to Jackson Hall. I also re-
member not getting any spots and parking in 
the gravel lot where my pea-sized car got stuck 
in the snow and had to be heroically crane lift-
ed in the sky by Campus Safety after a long 
evening at the arts campus (true story). I re-
member texting my dear friend whenever I left 
a spot in the Deco Upper Lot so they could 
steal it in time and avoid getting yet another 
violation for creating a fake spot (even though 
it worked most of  the time). I remember re-
ceiving my first $75 ticket, still pinned on my 
bulletin board and unpaid because it was defi-
nitely not my fault (like, for sure not at all).  

With many hours spent teaching myself  
how to parallel park on Pulteney Street, subse-
quently giving up, and watching others do the 
same—I wonder if  there will ever be a change 
to the HWS parking system. We got free laun-
dry, a new science building, and some dope 
flags for the lampposts, but when will we have 
that perfect vacant spot to whip 
into with our windows down and 
hearts finally opened? 

HWS Parking Petition 

Audrie Fazio 
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CROSSWORD! 

A VERY MARTINI  crossword puzzle  

According to recent surveys, individuals who engage in solving crosswords are 38% more likely to 

find romantic connections, suggesting that intellectual pursuits might just be the secret ingredient 

to attracting love. No cheating! 

Down 

1. Which U.S. State produces the ma-

jority of America’s roses for valen-

tine’s day? 

2. Author of Famous Love Story, Ro-

meo and Juliet 

3. Describing a room after one’s 

roommate has been evicted 

4. Chocolate, Oysters, figs, and gin-

seng 

7.    Making out, but for British people 

10. often produced 9 months after  
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Across 

5. Winner of the 2025 Rose Bowl 

6. Body Spray Revered by middle school boys 

8. gump describes life like boxed _____ 

9. symbol of love fired by cupid 

11. Roman God depicted as chubby child 

ANSWERS AT BOTTOM OF PAGE  17 
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Oh, I bet you guys didn’t 

think I’d get my own monthly 
column, did you? You can’t 
escape me. I am a parasite in-
festing the Martini. My rants 
on niche video games are in-
evitable. In this month’s in-
stallment, I have a game that 
is very near and dear to my 
heart. Dare I say it might be 
my favorite game of  all time? 

Originally developed 
by Hopoo Games and cur-
rently developed by Gearbox 
(evil), Risk of  Rain 2 is a one-
of-a-kind roguelike that push-
es the boundaries of  the gen-
re. For those of  you unfamil-
iar with roguelikes, the player 
is taken through procedurally 
generated levels and accumu-
lates power over the course 

of  a “run”. Death is perma-
nent and will fully reset your 
progress. Most roguelikes typ-
ically have a final boss, or the 
option to “loop”, which al-
lows you to continue playing 
until the difficulty scales out 
of  your reach. Due to their 
unique gameplay cycle, 
roguelikes must be replayable, 
otherwise it is easy for a play-
er to lose interest or become 
rather disheartened by a late-
game death. Risk of  Rain 2 
perfectly balances what the 
player can expect in a run 
with innate randomness and 
luck to ensure that each time 
you boot up to play, you’re 
getting a different experience. 
A run of  Risk of  Rain 2 goes 
through multiple stages. After 
first landing, enemies spawn 

incrementally, and when 
killed, provide you with gold 
that can be used to open 
chests that litter the stage. 
Each chest holds a single item 
of  varying rarity that buffs 
your character in some way or 
another, whether it be 
through utility, healing, or 
damage. To progress to the 
next stage, you must find the 
teleporter and defeat a boss 
while it charges. After stage 
five, you can choose to either 
fight the final boss or return 
to stage one. Where Risk of  
Rain 2 shines is how its diffi-
culty is interwoven into this 
path. The difficulty increases 
over time, resulting in a bal-
ancing act between getting 
more items and moving on to 
the next stage. My greed has 

 martini@hws.edu 

Brogan’s Game Review: Risk Of Rain 2 
Brogan Dietsche 
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gotten the best of  me more 
times than I can count. I’ve 
wasted countless minutes pur-
suing a chest on the other side 
of  the map only, to be reward-
ed with a bustling fungus (the 
worst item in the entire fucking 
game) and getting subsequently 
one-shot by the teleporter boss. 
However, there is nothing more 
satisfying than getting perfect 
items one after another, until 
there’s nothing the monsters 
can do except pray for your for-
giveness. You’ve never truly 
beaten Risk of  Rain 2 until you 
delete everything on the stage 
without having to attack and 
the difficulty level is so high 
that the game breaks and noth-

ing spawns anymore. Even if  
you think you’re on a rampage, 
Risk of  Rain 2 remains ruthless. 
Enemies with one-shot abilities 
are always lurking around the 
corner, and the final boss even 
has a phase where they steal all 
of  the items you’ve worked so 
hard to collect. If  Risk of  Rain 
2’s loot system wasn’t varied 
enough, there is a swath of  dif-
ferent characters to choose 
from, all with unique abilities 
and playstyles. That is, except 
for Acrid. Acrid has the worst-
designed kit of  all time; I could 
write an entire article about 
how utterly garbage this waste 
of  code is. Items that are com-
pletely useless for one character 

can be essential for another, 
adding another layer of  nuance 
to how each run is approached. 
In all seriousness, the reason 
this game is so amazing is be-
cause of  the shrines that let you 
gamble for items. There is no 
other game that I have consist-
ently returned to as much as I 
have this one. Even if  you’ve 
never touched roguelikes be-
fore, I cannot recommend Risk 
of  Rain 2 enough. If  this article 
ever graces the eyes of  a Gear-
box employee, I want you to 
know that if  you put any blem-
ish on Hopoo’s masterpiece, 
there will be hell to pay.  
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Dirty Martini Confessions 
 

Hey readers, we’re pumped to introduce our new column, Dirty Martini Confessions, where 

we expose everything about you—except for your names. Have anything to get off  your chest? 
Send it in through the anonymous Google form! We’re like priests,—but cooler, so no judgement. 

 
“I was nonverbal for the first five years of  my life.” Male, 22 

 
“I shat myself  in the library and my boyfriend had to bring me a new pair of  pants so I could 
keep studying.” Female, 19  

 
“When I was little I had a Captain America shield that I would carry around and wear everywhere. 
One day I was at my dad's softball game and I went to take a pee on a tree. I didn't realize that the 
shield was in the way of  my stream, and my pee ricocheted back onto me. It completely soaked 
my clothes.” Male, 22 

 
“Once I had period sex in my housemate’s bed. I had to wipe bloody handprints off  the wall 
and buy new sheets before they got back. They had no idea.” Female, 20 

 
“I smuggled cocaine across the border from Peru.” Male, 22 

 
“I had sex with my Uber driver in his car.” Female, 22 

 
“I lost my virginity watching the Truman Show. I still remember everything that happened 
in the movie. 10/10 recommend (the movie).” Male, 22 

 
“I lost my virginity in my friend’s brother’s bed (not to my friend’s brother).” 
Female, 20 

 
“I did meth in a [HWS Fraternity] bathroom.” Male, 21 

 
“My ex boyfriend begged me to suck his toes and I did it.” Female, 19 
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Taurus: You are going 
to blink. A lot. Multiple 
times a day, even. No es-
caping it, it’s written in 
the stars. 

Gemini:  At some point 
this month, you will real-
ize that you need to 
charge your phone.  

Cancer: You will eat. At 
least once. Probably 
more. Food consump-
tion is in your immediate 
future. 

Leo: This February, you 
will find yourself  open-
ing a door to either enter 
or exit a room.  
 

Virgo:  At least once 
this month, you will 
speak. Words will come 
out of  your mouth and 
form coherent sentenc-
es. 

Aries: A day is ap-
proaching this month 

when you will look up at 
the sky and see either 
clouds or stars. 
 
Libra: At some point 
this month, you'll need 
to tie a shoelace or fas-
ten something similar.  
 

Scorpio: At some point, 
you’ll hear someone talk-
ing. It could be directly 
to you, or maybe just 
near you. Sound waves 
are inevitable. 

Sagittarius: Gravity will 
continue to affect you. 
You'll remain firmly on 
the ground, unless you're 
jumping, of  course. 

 
Capricorn:  You will 
think thoughts. Count-
less, ceaseless thoughts 
swirling through your 
mind, as proclaimed by 
the cosmos.  
 
Aquarius: A sneeze is in 
your future this month, 

perhaps more than one.  

Pisces: At some point, 
you will use your phone 
to check the time. 
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Crossword answers 

1. California 
2. Shakespeare 
3. Single 
4. Aphrodisiac 
5. OhioState 
6. Axe 
7. Snogging 
8. Chocolates 
9. Arrow 
10. Baby 
11.  
(A) Cupid 
(D) Crush 
12. Roses 
13. TeddyBear 
14. Alone 
15. Kiss 

January horoscopes 

Okay, fuckers, I've had it up to here with all the complaints about horoscopes not 

coming true. So, I spoke to the stars, and they've given me real ass horoscopes. These 
are absolutely foolproof, star-certified predictions. I do not want to hear a SINGLE 
complaint this month. 
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Welcome to the new Marti-

ni column, where I review 
different snus each month. 
Th month, I’ll be reviewing 
Nordic Spirit’s Sweet Mint 
flavor. Nordic Spirit nicotine 
pouches come in four 
strengths: mini at 3mg, nor-
mal at 5.5mg, strong at 8.3mg, 
and extra strong at 10.5mg 
per pouch. I bought six tins 
of  the extra strong with my 

last  30 at Dublin Airport. I 
have to say that I was pretty 
disappointed that Nordic 
Spirit’s idea of  “extra strong” 
is 10.5mg, especially being 
that it’s a product of  Sweden, 
but it was a great deal and the 
highest strength I could find. 
I digress. 

I began the experience 
by shaking the tin to aerate 
the pouches. With the mere 
cracking of  the lid, before I 
had the chance to inhale, the 

sweet mint scent enveloped 
my nostrils. The pouches are 
slim but rather cylindrical 
compared to the shape of  the 
well-known Zyn, causing my 
lip to protrude slightly. Like 
other foreign snus I’ve had, 
the pouches also have a cer-
tain moisture to them that 
Zyns also lack. I threw in an 
upper decky and waited for 
the shards of  glass to pene-
trate my gums and allow the 
nicotine to enter my blood-
stream. As expected, the 
sweet mint provided a nice 
freshness, however, the flavor 
was disrupted by a quite po-
tent salty note that sabotage 
the taste so much that it made 
me shiver in distaste. I even 
had to go as far as to chew a 
piece of  gum to mask the un-
fortunate flavor  

I felt as though I’d 
been waiting for far too 
long before it took any 

effect. I was hoping for a 
nice fizzy feeling in my 
head, maybe a slight shak-
iness to my hands, b noth-
ing. The pouch offered 
nothing more than a little 
energy boost, for which I 
may  well have thrown in 
a Zyn. Overall, I’d say that 
Nordic Spirit’s extra 
strong snus is a nice little 
boost for when you find 
yourself  falling asleep in 
class or losing steam while 
doing homework (if  you 
can get past the flavor or 
have gum on hand). I give 
Nord Spirit slim Sweet 
Mint strength: 4 (10.5 mg) 
a 4/10 on the snus scale.  

Feel free to send rec-
ommendations of  which 
snus you’d like me to review 
in the future. Till next 
month!                               

 

Snus sommelier 

Leah Henning 
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Comic relief 
David Garvey, Kevin frost, Ian Selover, and Samuel J Peeler 
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  Martini of the Month 

Hello Students! 
 Valentine’s Day is here, and whether you’re cel-
ebrating or just trying to enjoy the onslaught of heart-
shaped everything, we’ve got the perfect drink for you. 
Sweet, tangy, and just strong enough to make you say 
“Maybe I should call her”. It’s love in a glass!  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Ingredients: 
 1 1/2 ounces vodka 
 1 ounce pomegranate juice 
 3/4 ounce fresh lime juice 
 1/2 ounce Cointreau (or any orange liqueur) 
  
Instructions: 
1. I’n a shaker filled 2/3 with ice, pour in the vodka, 

pomegranate juice, lime juice, and orange liqueur. 
2. Shake to chill the cocktail for 20 seconds. 
3. Strain the mixture into your prepared martini glass 

and enjoy! 
 
Pairs well with: Fancy chocolates 
 
Drink up, lovers. 

The lovetini 

HUNDEREDS OF THOUSANDS 

OF PEOPLE ARE CURRENTLY 

WRITING FOR THE MARTINI 

DO YOU HAVE WHAT IT 

TAKES TO BE ONE AMONGST 

THEM? YOU MUST SUBMIT. 



 35 

 

Make your Own Valentine! 
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WANT TO CONTRIBUTE TO THE MARTINI? 

SEND US AN EMAIL AT MARTINI@HWS.EDU 

SUBMIT ON OUR JOTFORM, LINK IN INSTAGRAM BIO 

Typos? Weird Formatting? Its Kevin + Leah’s Fault! 

We’re only human. 


