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The Art of the Hook-Up

Wikipedia, that source for everything you want to know about
and that which you don’t know you want to learn about yet, defines
“hook-up” as “..a slang term for courtship, especially of a short
duration. Also a term used for casual relationships, or casual sex”
Where I'm from in the boondocks, we used the term to mean the full
shebang (quite literally), while over the mountain and forty minutes
away, my friend said that at her prep school it just meant making
out. So I guess how you use it depends on where you're from. For all
intents and purposes, I'll clarify and lay down the line. Ladies and
gents, hooking up means having sex. Capice?

Having previously been one of those “good girls” who have only
been intimate in relationships, I recently found myself in the awkward
situation of wondering how to go about that infamous art of sex—the
hook-up. Was it as easy as going up to the random acquaintance and
saying, “Hey baby, you're cute, let’s sex,” or was there something more
I was missing? Are there social rules for this sort of thing?

Myinterestpiqued,Ipicked up the phoneand calledapromiscuous
friend of mine, curious about how she made her conquests. When I
told her my take on it, there was a minute of shocked silence on her
end of the line before I was bombarded with a rush of “oh honey,
no no no no no’s” My little guru then went on to give me a veritable
checklist of appropriate pick-up lines, as well as things to do while on
the hunt for what qualifies as a suitable hook-up partner. (There are
qualifications? I thought the beauty of this youth ritual was waking up
next to someone and wanting to chew your arm off to get away, a la
Coyote Ugly style.) But no. I was being told to flirt. To scout the room.
To talk to numerous men to figure out which was the most stable and
unlikely to either be immature about the act or cling on afterwards. I
was obviously way in over my head, and the advice I was getting was
starting to seem like marriage negotiations from the Middle Ages. I
mean, if I was cruising for a hook-up in the first place and this is all
the work it took, I might as well just start a freaking relationship and
save myself some time!
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Being the impulsive person I am, I decided to throw the rulebook
I'd been given out the window and do things my own way. Screw
the two-step; I wanted to get straight to business! I developed a list
of fool-proof pick-up lines ranging from smooth to utterly cringe-
worthy and passed the idea by my friends on campus. It elicited both
cheers from the girls and groans from the guys as I tested out a few of
my lines on them and they made me promise I'd bring someone with
me for my protection while I was out scouting the campus for the
brave men who were willing to take on my challenge.

So here I was: pick-up lines memorized, wearing my big-girl
pants, grabbing a hold of my proverbial balls, evil gleam in my eye. I
was ready to take on the male population. But, where to start?




Hillary’s Still in the Race Matt Reevy

Icouldn’tbelieve myeyes, but on the morning of March 4, Hillary
Clinton was still in the nomination race, and no one had considered
expelling Texas and Ohio from the United States of America. Clearly,
the wins were fraudulent, because no one really wants to vote for
Hillary Clinton. That’s like fucking one of those humanoid robots
from Blade Runner, or buying a sandwich that is merely two pieces
of bread. No one does it on purpose. If the votes are real, however, it
does tell us one or two things.

Ohiois comprised of morons. There is no other reason they would
vote for Senator Clinton. NAFTA, a Clinton policy, has decimated
Ohio’s economy, but they still want to reinstate the people who
created it. They’re a bunch of fucking morons with no sense of self-
preservation. Darwin looms high over Ohio.

Texas, well, Texas was doomed from the start, because when
you cross the Mason-Dixon Line going south in the United States of
America, you start losing brain cells. This is a proven fact. It is also
true that once you've lost enough brain cells in The South, you begin
to think that moving to Ohio is a good idea.

Fuck you, Ohio.

Help

JJ%,?%

What does this mean, “With a little help from my friends”?
What about breaking it down
Into

Little fragments

Not so much

As words but rather

Experiences

With a little help from my friends
With a little help, my friends
With a little help, friends...

With a little friend

With a Friend

With Friends

Friends

I get by

With just a little bit of help

From

My friends
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Good Grief @;W&/ @%

Spring Break sucked. I was sick literally the entire time. It’s not
really spring anyway. Once again I had a lovely time traveling twelve
hours by train back to the familiarity of my hometown. I hope you can
read the sarcasm. I guess it’s not that bad... I mean, I did get to my
destination eventually.

My greatest complaint would probably be that on the way back
to school the train people decided to torture all the passengers by
cranking the heat up to death trap and roasting every last one of us.
I, being of implacable health at the time/practically dying, passed out
into a blissful coma and awoke in a puddle of my own sweat. Glorious.
Anyone traveling Sunday, March 2 by way of Amtrak I'm sure can
share my experience. I guess the train people figured, it’s winter and
we’re traveling to Vermont, better nuke these suckers. I suppose
someone forgot to tell them it was Spring Break.

Rounding off my sunshine and happiness was the realization that
while I am now back at school, most, if not basically all, of my friends
have just begun their breaks. Smile. The upside to this all would
have to be the never-ending promise that I cling to: four months of
summer. I'll forget for a moment that I'll be working all summer, and
think instead that I am still but a freshman. I have three more years of
summer vacation and I better not waste them whining.

I got a message from one of my friends last night and it read:

“Hey! Everyone’s getting together Saturday! It’s
going to be awesome! Aw, youre not gonna be
there! Awww! Well, later!”

Can you feel the empathy? I sure as hell can’t! And while I'm at it!
Exclamation point! What’s totally up with! Exclamation point! People
leaving sucky messages and/or comments, whatever it is you kids
call them! Exclamation point! That serve absolutely no purpose other
than to throw crap Iike that into another person’s face? Exclamation

I'm being negatlve. I think I may be one of those people who get
depressed in the winter. That, or I'm like everyone else in America
and I'm mentally unbalanced. Anyway, I think I had a point; oh yeah,
how many more days ‘til summer?
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