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it very difficult to believe that I was going to jail for having a beer spilled on me. 
Next to that, the most incredible part about it was just how uncomfortable the 
handcuffs were.

Handcuffs, when properly applied by a trained officer of the law, reside on a 
plane of uncomfortable somewhere between being introduced to your father’s 
long-time mistress at a family picnic and realizing that the reason that pretty girl 
at the end table has such a deep voice and an ambiguous name is because she’s 
actually packing a different kind of seduction under his dress. Being handcuffed 
and forcefully seated in the hard plastic back seat of a police cruiser leaves a man 
a lot of time to reflect. Or, you can use the time to curse the bastard sitting in 
front of you for all that you’re worth. I watched him type the phrase “like a giraffe” 
into his computer as we hit sixty-five on the highway. Typing and driving is fine, 
if you’re on the sponsored side of the law.

So there I was, sitting in the holding center for the recently detained,  thoughts 
of Shawshank dancing through my head, when I met James Driscoll, sometime 
PGA finalist and full-time weaponry enthusiast. He’d been held for demonstrating 
the effectiveness of his Smith and Wesson Model 500 inside a local venue.

“Wait a minute, you pulled out a revolver in the middle of a club?” Of all the 
questions that came to my head, this seemed the safest bet.

“Sure did.” Everything this man did screamed professional golfer, which, of 
course, he was.

“Maybe I’m not seeing something, but you? Aren’t you a golfer?”
“That’s right. Golfer and gun-fan.”
Nevermind what the hell this guy was doing here, ignore the stupendous odds 

of this story, those kind of vanilla questions flew from my mind as fast as they 
were formed. I just wanted to know what in God’s name he was thinking, firing 
off his gun like that. Naturally, I couldn’t phrase the question well.

“This is America!” Driscoll shouted, rising from his seat. “In America, we’re 
allowed to carry guns. In America, we’re allowed to fire these guns! Self-Defense! 
Second Amendment!” He was raving, chunks of white spittle forming at the 
corners of the mouth, the same mouth that had remained quiet as he raked in 
over two million dollars for knocking a small ball further and more accurately 
than most.

“OK Mr. Driscoll, back in the tank!” That was my jailer, the late-night UFC guy. 
For the record, I didn’t get the dignity of being called mister.

“That’s bullshit, Buzz!”
“Mr. Driscoll, my name isn’t Buzz.” His name was actually Charles. He went 

home every night to a bag of Tostitos and, although I would never know I was 
right, late-night UFC reruns.

“Buzz, this is un-American! Freedom! Freeeeedom!”

The gravity of the situation didn’t really set in until the jailer snapped the 
elastic on his latex gloves and asked me in a velveteen voice, “Take off your belt 
and your sweatshirt, please.” My jailer, dutiful employee of the Cumberland 
County Jail, located one right hand turn behind the railroad tracks on the way 
into Portland, Maine, was a man with a shaved head and the beginnings of a KGB 
worthy goatee/mustache combination; one of the guys who, when he got off his 
Midnight-to-Seven shift, headed home and watched Ultimate Fighting reruns 
with the sound off. His name was written above his right breast pocket in the 
same blackened brown as the rest of the uniform, but anyone who threatens, 
however jokingly, to put you in the same cell as that infamous inmate Bubba 
doesn’t deserve to be called anything other than “sir.” As in, “sir, when can I get 
these goddamn handcuffs off me,” or, “excuse me, sir, when the hell am I going 
to get to smoke a cigarette?”

It turns out there’s very little time to smoke cigarettes in the drunk tank. 
Hell, I was only in the drunk tank because I was too stubborn to submit to a 
breathalyzer—consequences be damned, one must cling to principles—and had 
the unfortunate luck of wearing a beer-soaked sweatshirt.  Not beer-soaked of 
my own accord, to be sure, but beer-soaked because of the lanky arms and the 
loose grips of the fairly intoxicated. I wasn’t a mile away when the faithful blues 
began to sing the praises of law, justice, and the inalienable right of any and every 
American Police Officer to cause much more of a headache than any member of a 
civilized country ought to without being tried for crimes against humanity.

“Do you know how fast you were going?” Officer Wiseman asked.
“Probably too fast, to be honest.”
“Been drinking at all tonight?”
“Someone spilled some beer on me.”
“That’s why it smells, then.” Officer Wiseman was living up to his name. His 

God-given, badge gleaming name. (For the record: Officer Wiseman’s God is 
roughly one-third Jesus, one half-Budwiser, and a dash of Robocop)

“Yeah.” And we began the license and registration dance, complicated perhaps 
because of my inexperience with all things clad in blue and likened on a regular 
basis to swine, but nonetheless destined to fail.

Accuse me of being filled with youthful optimism, call me naïve, claim that 
I should’ve seen it coming, but as a born-and-raised American Citizen I found 

There Will Be No Smoking in the Drunk Tank.
Matt Reevy
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II. 

James Driscoll had been tasered quite spectacularly. I can honestly say I’ve 
never seen a man so close to successfully attempting a one-man prison break. He 
leapt clear over the fake-pine barricade between keeping us from our freedom. He 
punched out Buzz (actually Charles) with the accuracy of an Ali and the power of 
a Tyson. He made it exactly five feet before three other guards came out in riot 
gear and tackled, maced, and tasered the shit out of him.

Me, I was implicated. Turns out my very own Officer Wiseman was the one 
who ended up tasing our beloved professional golfer, and it turns out that tasing 
a man who has already been subdued and maced constitutes unnecessary force. 
It just so happens that, should there be credible witnesses and video footage 
present, any police station can get sued to high hell. Officer Wiseman saw his 
career going up in front of him, and he turned to me.

“Listen, we can take care of the videotapes.” he said in a way that just beamed 
KGB-Red.

“You just want me to keep quiet?”
“Exactly. We can let you go, get your car out of impound, you can go home and 

forget any of this ever happened.”
I wish I could say I refused, let him suffer on the end of the same system he 

swore to uphold and protect. Instead, one of the other cops came back and told 
him that the video footage hadn’t been working, and that Inmate Driscoll had 
been intravenously tested to have a .30 BAC. So I got tossed back in my cell for 
processing. Fuckers.

Keith Tatarczuk
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An unfamiliar odor kicked me in the nose. It smelled like ammonia. It smelled…
clean. Clean? With the band of warthogs I resided with? An impossibility disguised 
as an extreme improbability. I stepped into the net of freshness, befuddled by 
this strange scent. I turned on a light, as if illumination would identify this smell. 
The room was spotless. No cans, no bums, no candy bar wrappers. Not even a 
displaced DVD case or an errant fork. The shag rug had even been vacuumed. 
Vacuumed? We didn’t even own one.

Disbelieving my eyes, I entered the kitchen. Not a crumb to be feasted on by 
a housebroken swarm of flies. Dishes in the cabinets from whence they came. 
The floor was mopped, the dish towels hung on the rack, the grease trap drained. 
My God, did a homicidal mother come upon our sty through some design of the 
divine and do justice to the demon of dirt? This was too good to be true.

And it was. I woke up to a party outside my door, raging in the other room. I 
was still drunk and had pissed the bed.

I woke up that morning in a particularly pissed off mood, dreading what I 
might find from the night before. All the lights still on, the TV rerunning the some 
episode of South Park, the oven still burning precious gas. With my disgusting 
run of luck, a bum would be passed out on the couch, a half-eaten sandwich 
clutched in a lifeless hand. 

But I didn’t want such a horrible reality to be realized. I wallowed. I lay in 
bed for what seemed like hours, the alarm clock shattering the silence every five 
minutes, my apathy for existence preventing me from resetting it. I turned my 
computer on when I grew tired of hearing the perpetual buzz. Metallica blared to 
keep me awake. Free porn screamed sexual ecstasies to keep me awake. Facebook, 
with its false perception of friendship and connection (yet one so convincing I 
checked it religiously) kept me awake. These were temporary distractions from the 
horror that lurked just outside my door. Worse than death. Worse than disease. 
Worse than a kitten staple-gunned to a wall. Worse than the news that you’re a 
father-to-be by some girl you met once three months ago. 

Filth! Grime! A towering bastion of filthy dishes stacked half the height to 
the ceiling. Marinara stains festooning the just-cleaned counter. Beer cans lit-
tering the ground like it was a hardwood recycling bin. Bugs flying round my 
head because the kitchen is redolent of last week’s tuna casserole. The dread of 
walking into the bathroom after someone had deposited a number two and was 
too drunk to remember the gift of a flush crept into my heart. I could see all 
these things, even without the door open. I’d seen them before, but they were 
too trivial to make a lasting impression. So, like a repeat of Seinfeld (the soup 
Nazi one), I knew they’d be back.

The hour of school drew near and my biting anger had been groomed to a 
blunt annoyance. It’s gonna be the same tomorrow, and the next day, and the 
next. What’s the point in giving a fuck? I shoved the covers aside before their 
warmth would cast me under a slumberous spell again. I reached for the knob 
cautiously, as if it were on fire. 

Some Dreams Just Make You  
Want to Hang Yourself, You Know?
Anthony Carace
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No such thing as bad publicity? Tell that to the employees at AIG. Turns out, 
all of this media attention hasn’t been good for the company—not that the 
company has been all that good to us. 

Let’s recap the timeline here:  
Crooked, reckless, too-big-to-fail companies start failing, taking the economy 

down with them. Taxpaying Americans start losing jobs, loans, house and prop-
erty value, college and retirement funds. Money from taxpaying Americans (and 
China) is used to bail out failing too-big-to-fail companies so that the economy 
will turn around and my parents can retire before they are 112. Economy still not 
looking so great. After failed bail, company gives bonuses to the crooked, reckless 
employees who started it all. 

The next step in this sequence is, naturally, the formation of a very angry mob. 
Even better, the media is fanning the flames of the villagers’ proverbial torches. 

“Outrage” is the buzzword in newsrooms on every channel, Senators like Chuck 
Grassley are on TV proposing that execs should commit hara-kiri, and Stephen 
Colbert is urging the public to become “a torch and pitchfork-wielding mob empty 
of all thought, an injured, vengeful animal lashing out blindly at shapes and 
colors.” Everywhere, the same message is calling us to action: Let’s go get AIG! 
The nation hasn’t gotten this worked up about a building in New York since the 
World Trade Center.

The company has, naturally, taken some much needed precautions against the 
current uprising. An AIG corporate security memo leaked to Gawker.com advises 
employees on how to keep their children safe and avoid potential execution by 
piano wire.

First rule of AIG is you don’t talk about AIG. Employees are instructed to re-
move all company memorabilia before leaving the building—that means badges, 
bags, shirts, umbrellas, and yes, all those “Go AIG” foam fingers. When in public 
areas, avoid conversations about AIG and, most importantly, do not engage media 
personnel! It’s the print journalists and bloggers you really have to worry about. 
The little fuckers can move faster than the zombies with the expensive camera 
equipment.

The memo also cautions against walking alone in dark parking lots and giving 
out personal information on the phone (watch out for bugs that guy in the lobby 
planted on you while you weren’t looking, while you’re at it). Question anyone 
in the building who looks particularly shady or that you don’t recognize, which 
means you’re going to have to memorize the faces of the thousands of people you 
share a building with. Report them and any broken doors, locks, or windows to 
security. Make sure visitors are escorted by security, and remember: if you feel 
like you’re being followed, call 911. When you’re packing up your office because 
you just can’t take it anymore, don’t prop the door open—you never know what 
could get in.

Wait. Hold on a minute here. Something’s not right. If your employees have 
to be quieter about working for AIG than if they were black-ops, you know you 
did something wrong. If people are finding out where you live so they can picket 
around your house, chances are you really ticked some people off. If you have to 
remove your company name from the side of your building because it’s a poten-
tial bulls-eye for bombers, take your mailing address off your website to avoid 
anthrax-filled envelopes, and change the name of your company to stave off the 
easily-confused attackers, you probably screwed up royally. Like Austan Goolsbee, 
chief economist on President Obama’s Economic Recovery Advisory Board, said, 

“It’s almost like these guys should have gotten the Nobel Prize for evil.”
What I don’t understand is that we can conspire to replace fascist dictators 

and establish puppet states, but we can’t put anyone more capable—or at the very 
least, someone a little less “evil—” in place at AIG. The Treasury now owns 80% of 
the company, and the crooked, reckless imbeciles who killed the company are still 
there. Someone more competent needs to step in. For example, I am completely 
incapable when it comes to technology. If hard drives could form an angry mob, 
I’d probably need a security memo. But if I screw up and my computer breaks, 
I take it to the Geek Squad, and they fix it. AIG needs a Geek Squad before this 
too-big-to-fail company brings down this too-big-to-fail country. 

People have a right to be angry about the situation at AIG. Picketing at pri-
vate homes might be taking it a little far, but at least they’ve got the right idea, 
unlike the people who think they’re going to accomplish something by dumping 
tea in bodies of water and “teabagging Washington” (thank you for that one, Fox 
News) as a symbolic protest. History lesson: there was a tea tariff. The tea went 
in Boston Harbor to protest. There’s an easily distinguished tie between tax on 
tea and throwing it in the water. There really isn’t any connection between tea 
and bailouts. If you’re really set on protesting with cut and dried plant life, maybe 
consider hay bales. Or, even better, write your politicians and demand they do 
something besides give $182 billion to the weasels who screwed up in the first 
place. Forget the tea. Focus your completely justified, unwavering, blazing anger 
to where it’s going to make a difference, and that doesn’t mean threatening Bob 
the Janitor because he accidentally mentioned he worked in AIG—it’s not his 
fault (but Bob, maybe you should have read the memo).

The First Rule of  AIG Is: 
You Don’t Talk About AIG
Alli Neal
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I was recently asked to write an article about some problem that really got 
my blood boiling. However, being in Burlington, Vermont, I really didn’t want to 
shout at people for not recycling, using green energies, or saving Tibet (admirable 
endeavors as they are). I didn’t want to be “that guy” who yelled at everyone 
in the local newspaper for their transgressions against humanity. Instead, I’ve 
decided to remind people what a great world we live in. I want to inform people 
that, contrary to popular belief, the world is not going to hell. If you’re going to 
be sick from the ensuing optimism, please continue reading within the proxim-
ity of a trash can. 

Many people turn on CNN and see that we’re in a recession, murders are being 
committed, wars are persisting, and little old ladies are having their handbags 
stolen at an alarming rate. Yes, these things are all happening—but I challenge 
you to observe the world outside the lens of the media. Believe it or not, just as 
many kind acts are happening right alongside the awful acts. A street observer 
will see with his own eyes that for every one man who gets stabbed on the street, 
a team of four to six dedicated people will rush to his aid in an ambulance. The 
score stands at one point, criminal to at least four points, heroes. I bet Fox News 
failed to mention that part. Believe it or not, crime rates have actually been 
steadily dropping since the early 90s. And here you thought evil was prevailing… 
shame.

Take your eyes beyond the street and you’ll see that the rest of the world 
isn’t that bad, either. In fact, it’s quite a beautiful place. America alone is graced 
with canyons, mountains, lakes, rivers, and woodlands, thousands of square 
miles of which are protected in national parks. Sure, there are some regions that 
need to be cleaned up a little (we’re working on it, New Jersey), but hundreds of 
thousands of people are at work year round helping to clean up and protect these 
areas. Even the new carbon dioxide problem has spawned countless organizations 
and movements to assist in its solving. No one knew what a carbon footprint 
was ten years ago, but now we can buy backpacks made from recycled plastic or 
pants sporting a carbon-neutral sticker. As soon as someone or something falls 
apart, people are there, ready to help out. Unfortunately, these heroes remain 
unsung and we go on believing that the world is falling apart and no one’s doing 
anything to put it back together. Oh, how wrong we are. 

Don’t Cry, Emo Kid
Michael Neumayer

Yes, it’s true, our time has its problems, but what era doesn’t? Just like the 
thousands of generations to come before us, we’ll tackle each and every problem 
as it comes. So no worries. Don’t fret. Just help were you can, get some work 
done, and then take off and enjoy this gorgeous world we live in. Go for a hike, 
hit the skate park, go to a concert, play Left 4 Dead with some friends. Just get 
out there and enjoy the wonderful resources we have available to us. Cynics, 
commence vomiting.

Melissa Benton
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thoughts not only reassured me of my feelings, but also had to show she felt the 
same, right?

I sprung to my feet and quickly headed inside to grab my swimsuit. As I 
walked back out the door, I passed my uncle who seemingly had some idea as 
to what was going on right then, because he shot me the slightest grin. I didn’t 
really know what to make of it, but it only distracted me for a brief moment. I 
traced Jill’s steps out onto the dock, dove in and headed for the raft about 100 
feet from where I hit the water.

It’s quite rare to have those days late in the summer when the lake sits per-
fectly. It’s just about this time that the weather is beginning to take form for the 
fall, helping the shore grow larger and the days grow shorter. Most people use 
this time to try to savor up every last second of waterskiing and wakeboarding 
the summer had left. But this was not one of those days. The water was dead 
calm, almost like glass, and as fast as I swam out there, you could have made the 
mistake of thinking I had run. I had made my move so quickly that I hadn’t even 
thought of what I might say when I arrived. I ascended the ladder while she sat 
on the opposite side, her back turned to me, staring out at the open water, her 
hair still wet from her trek out there and glistening as it lay on her shoulders. 

It didn’t hit me until I sat down next to her, with my hand mere inches from 
hers, that I shouldn’t say anything. This moment was too big. Anything I would 
have said would have completely ruined it. So I just sat. We both gazed out as the 
sun sank behind the mountain in the distance and, shortly thereafter, she made 
her way back in. I stayed. No words were exchanged between us. It was as if she 
had known why I swam out there and didn’t want to ruin the moment, either. 
But looking back, the moment could have used words. It could have changed what 
our eventual destination was.

 I wanted this to be the most seminal moment in our budding relationship. The 
only problem was that it turned out to be the only moment that made it seem like 
a relationship beyond our friendship was forming. As I swam back in the water 
left me cold, a precursor to the bitter events that would transpire between us in 
the future. I often think back on this time, and think about if I would do it again, 
knowing then what I do now. While it ended up meaning nothing in the long 
run, it isn’t often for a fifteen-year-old that you live a moment like you would 
seemingly only see in some movie. I’ve been searching for another moment like 
that ever since.

I sat her driveway, trying to think of what had led me to this point. I was here 
to tell her the truth, how I felt about her, how I have been feeling about her for 
sometime now. I really wanted to remember when I started feeling this way. Was 
it a feeling that had been building throughout our friendship? Or was there a 
moment I can point to? My first thought led me back to a moment at the lake.

I spent nearly two weeks every summer at my grandparents’ cottage on Otisco 
Lake. This particular summer, I was fifteen years old and entering the stage where 
you really begin to notice girls. But as I look back on it now, I wasn’t noticing 
her as most boys were. 

We’d known each other for about twelve years at the time. She was by far the 
longest tenured friend I’d had, and the fact that I only saw her for those brief 
two weeks out of every year didn’t make our friendship any less meaningful. It 
always seemed as though we’d pick up right where we’d left off the year before, 
without missing a beat. I mean, there was obviously the time at the beginning 
to catch up a bit, but for the most part it was like the lake was separate from our 
home lives altogether. It was like when we were together, when we were at the 
lake, nothing else mattered. There was one moment that summer when I was 
fifteen that really makes me believe that is the complete truth.

I had been relaxing. I didn’t know it then, but because I ended up entering the 
work force full time the following year, this would be the last time I would be able 
to enjoy my full two weeks at the lake. It was my second to last day. The sun was 
beginning to set on another perfect day. I was out in the front lawn, sunglasses 
and headphones on, sitting in a lawn chair, savoring the end of summer. Ironi-
cally enough, she came strolling out just as “J.A.R.” by Green Day hit on my CD 
player. In reality this stood for Jason Andrew Relva, but for me that couldn’t be 
further from the truth. The song hit just as Jillian Ann Ryan walked past, her 
towel swiping my knee as she headed out on the dock.

This woke me from the soft sleep I had fallen into, and as I watched her walk 
out on the dock and dive in, I got to thinking. There were several moments over 
the past twelve days that had pushed me towards feeling what I was feeling. The 
first day I showed up and was greeted with a giant hug, the end of my first week 
at the movies where she fell asleep on my shoulder, and even better than that, 
the night before where we fell asleep together by the fire on the shore. These 

The Greatest Lake
Justin Benjamin
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men out, and they should. I don’t know how I feel about this. The overwhelming 
argument is that the men have the penis—if you want somewhere to stick it, you 
ask the girl out. On the flip side, if I really want to have sex with you, well, I’ll just 
have to grow an invisible set of my own balls and ask. But just let me state the 
way the formula has worked for years, even centuries: it’s the girls’ job to make 
it obvious that she’s interested in a guy, and from there it’s his job to actually say, 

“Hey, do you want to do something sometime?” 
(Hopefully, there’s a little more thought and clarity put into this statement 

in real life.) (For you guys, just a hint—there should be.)
This is not to say that there is anything wrong with empowered women asking 

men out. All the power to those girls who can just waltz up to some dude and say, 
“Hey, you’re cute; let’s grab a bite to eat and then fuck.” This is just to say that for 
all of my blunt, free-wheeling talking, I am still kind of old-fashioned at heart. I 
get heart palpitations at the thought of having to find you at some point when 
you’re not hanging out with all your buddies, and string coherent words together 
that somehow get the main point across of “please consider going somewhere 
with me for an evening so I don’t feel like a huge slut when I sleep with you that 
night.” I am slightly loathe to go into that territory. Mostly because I never seem 
to be able to get that point across. Instead, it comes out as something along the 
lines of “Hnnnnnghhhh…uhhhhn…didyouseethefinalscoreofthegameanddo
youwannacomeover?” I am ridiculously chicken-shit. Just be ready to expect this, 
guys. Just like some of you don’t want to be the only ones putting yourselves out 
on a limb when you’re jonesing for some spring-time lovin’, some girls are never 
going to be the type to say “you wanna go out sometime?” Your best bet in this 
case would be to start reading body language… we girls don’t just happen to make 
prolonged eye contact and flip our hair and touch you by accident. Unless she has 
a chronic neck spasm and no sense of personal boundaries, she likes you. There’s 
a beginning. Go from there, my horny college students. Happy hunting!

Although the author was born with the express purpose in life to write about 
love and sex, she would occasionally love some advice about what to personally 
lambast next. If you have a relationship conundrum or social issue you’d like to 
see her investigate in her own special way, email her with it at: carissa.stimpfel@
mymail.champlain.edu. (Marriage proposals, spam, and misdirected emails will 
be deleted. Slavish praise and the phone numbers of hot men always appreciated. 
Laughter mandatory.)

The (almost only) unfortunate fact about sex is that the only way to get better 
at it is to have more of it in the first place, and yet the idea of propositioning a 
guy kind of makes me throw up a little bit in my mouth with sheer nerves and 
terror. There is no convenient game-based program you can hook up to your TV 
and play for an hour or two to gain more “Life Skills Sex Points” and hone your 
craft, like how you can play Mario Kart to practice acing your driver’s test. In-
stead, you have to find people who either like you enough to sleep with you, or 
are stupid enough to sleep with you. 

(Don’t hate—you know it’s true.)
Thus, I believe, dating and the whole torturous process were invented to go 

about procuring a date. Dating, of course, only came about as a way to wine and 
dine someone into submission so you could sleep with them. Once in a while, 
you hear about or find yourself on one of those rare things called a “great date,” 
in which conversation flows as freely as the liquor and you find yourself walking 
beside someone in the cool night air thinking, “I could totally put up with this 
person’s ridiculous quirks for like, a month or two.” But, mostly, dating is about 
the sex.

Because of this, some people have evolved to the point where dating feels 
like a superfluous, out-dated notion; the last time I went on a bona-fide date 
was, umm…ah…well, last year? Needless to say, I’m not much of the dating type. 
In fact, you might say I’m a dating disaster. Dating and I just don’t seem to go 
hand-in-hand. I’m the kind of girl that actually fights a guy to go Dutch over the 
bill, can’t relax when he pays for all of it, and then gets flustered and accidentally 
opens the door for him while he stares at me and wonders why the wolf pack ever 
let me stray out of the forest. However, I am a huge proponent of the “let’s-just-
stay-home-and-order-in-and-watch-a-movie-and-destroy-your-couch” method. 
That, I understand. 

But more and more recently, I’ve been hearing more men say that they want 
women to be the ones asking them out and making the moves on them. I have 
a group of male friends who were all griping in their apartment one afternoon 
about the fact that more women don’t step up to take the pressure off and ask 

Why You Need to Grow Huge
(Invisible) (Made-for-Dating) Balls
Carissa Stimpfel
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Ben Salerno

niko The Adventures of  Chocoman
Geoffrey Klane


