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Not Sure How Your Meeting With Your Club Advisor 
Went? Introducing Mailboxd:  Let Our Club Advisors 

Rate Your Meetings!

CULTURE

If you’re on the executive 
board of one of our 280+ 
student clubs and organiza-
tions, you’ve probably either 
intentionally or unintention-
ally overshared to your poor 
club advisor at an ungodly 
hour, holding them hostage, 
preventing them leaving their 
office. Effectively keeping 
them away from their fami-
lies, their friends, their pets, 
a brand-new episode of that 
terrible reality show they’re 
currently watching, and the 
feeling of dread and despair 
due to the likelihood that 
they’re just a cog in the ma-
chine that they feel while ly-
ing in bed at night. No? Well, 
maybe don’t start now.

Your student organization 
might have scraped by and 
passed your Student Or-
ganization Annual Review 
(SOAR) this year, but you 
know deep down that if your 
advisor could rate how your 
eboard functions and how 
your meetings with them go, 
you would be, as the youths 
say, cooked. 

That’s why I’m writing to 
tell you about Mailboxd, the 
new app I’m proposing that 
would allow the underpaid 
and equally under-appreciat-
ed club advisors on campus 
to rate your student meet-

ings! For example, here’s how 
some of mine would look, 
using five of the 56 student 
organizations I currently ad-
vise:

Makers
•	 Attendance: Entire 

six-person eboard, 
scheduled on my calen-
dar a whole month in 
advance.

•	 Star Rating: 5/5 stars.
•	 Review: Kamy brought 

me green tea, and I 
was able to feel like a 
contributing member 
of society by charitably 
giving Tziporah five 
pairs of mismatched 
socks I didn't know 
what to do with be-
cause she needed them 
for a project she's 
working on (don’t ask). 
I'm always reminded of 
why I love my job when 
I meet with these kids.

*Redacted Club Name*
•	 Attendance: Zero 

eboard members; they 
put the meeting on my 
calendar, though? The 
nerve.

•	 Star Rating: 0.5/5 
stars.

•	 Review: Stood me up. 
Had me pacing outside 
my office to see if they 
were coming like a 
dateless loser. Felt like 
a dateless loser. Was a 
dateless loser.

Alzheimer’s Awareness 
Association

•	 Attendance: Two 
eboard members, the 
club’s President and 
Events Chair.

•	 Star Rating: 4.5/5 stars
•	 Review: LOVE meeting 

with these girls, great 
energy always even 
though we constantly 
get off-topic; added 0.5 
star because Marianna 
told me I was pretty, 
and that honestly made 
my whole day.

Clash Royale Club
•	 Attendance: One 

eboard member (they 
only have the one so 
far).

•	 Star Rating: 4/5 stars.
•	 Review: Brand-new 

club with an impressive 
president who’s got it 
all together. What a 
great kid! Asked smart 
questions that showed 
he did his own research 
beforehand. Only giv-
ing four stars because 
I didn’t like how unc I 
felt while talking about 
what Clash Royale is. 
Shoutout Zach tho.

LIGHT (Leading Initia-
tives for Greater Health 
Transparency)

•	 Attendance: One 
eboard member, im-
promptu walk-in.

•	 Star Rating: 3.5/5 

stars.
•	 Review: Valeria walked 

in on me crying in 
my office. Incredibly 
embarrassing, but also, 
maybe the best hug of 
my life? New profes-
sional low for me, per-
sonally. Might need to 
start looking for a new 
job after that one.

For the low, low price of 
$499.99, you could be an 
investor in this brand-new 
app that would revolutionize 
naming and shaming student 
clubs and organizations that 
stand their club advisors up, 
spend 45 minutes of their 
hour-long meeting telling 
their advisor about the frat 
guy they’re talking to who 
is — without a semblance of 
a doubt — a walking, talking 
red flag, or show up in their 
advisor’s doorway looking 
like a kicked puppy, expect-

ing them to pull a miracle out 
of their butt in order to save 
their event, when the prob-
lem could have very easily 
been prevented by simply lis-
tening to their advisor’s ad-
vice (imagine that!). Make a 
club advisor’s job just a little 
more fun; invest in Mailboxd 
today!

Cat Crawford is Assistant 
Director of Student Activities 
and star advisor extraordi-
naire by day, and film en-
thusiast and habitual chess 
blunderer by night. When 
she is not working in her of-
fice in Genesee 311 during 
regular work hours, she can 
be found working late in her 
office in Genesee 311, and 
on occasion, in the Coloring 
Times office, where she can 
be found distracting the writ-
ers.

The following excerpt was 
found on the bottom of a 
missing shoe.   
“I’d like to lay you out,” said 

the brunette to the other bru-
nette of a comparable height. 
She twirled her brunette locks 
coyly. “I meant the news-
paper. I’d like to lay out the 
newspaper.”  

The other brunette suspect-
ed the original brunette did 
not mean the newspaper. Dis-
appointed, Umber Loch’Ness 
Crow Way said, “Not in the 
Graphic Arts Suite.” 

“But it’s got ‘Graphic’ right 
in the name,” said Jane Deo, 
making a compelling point. 
She blinked her large blue 
orbs, also coyly.  
“No seriously, that behavior 

is against our organization’s 
constitution that we worked 
hard on. The goal of the docu-
ment is to create a welcoming 
and accessible environment 
for any undergraduate stu-
dent that might be interested 

in participating in the Moon-
light Gazette.” 
“Are you saying ... let’s not 
kiss on the mouth in the of-
fice?” Jane said.  

“Yes, you’re exactly cor-
rect,” said Umber, who knows 
the importance of affirming 
those below her.  
“You’re right. Upon fur-
ther reflection that’s pushing 
up against some pretty im-
portant student-organiza-
tion-place boundaries,” said 
Jane. “Also, it’s just like ‘The 
Pitt’ where they also don’t 
kiss on the mouth.” 
Jane laid out pensively for 

some time before saying, 
“Isn’t your position as big 
boss also going to introduce 
an unhealthy power dynamic 
to our relationship?”
“Don’t talk about that. Do 
you know what a large num-
ber of newspaper bundles do 
to the human body when the 
former is dropped on the lat-
ter from a great height?” said 
Umber, not looking up from 
the article she was reading. 
Umber Loch’Ness Crow 

Way was scary. Ergo, Jane, 
quaking in her boots, didn’t 
reply.  
“Thank you for taking the 
time to reflect,” said Umber. 
“I reflect frequently. Most-
ly about my favorite sports 
team, the Montreal Expos.” 

“This vexes me,” said Jane, 
who does not like the Montre-
al Expos. “But I can put those 
feelings aside because I want 
to spend more time with you.”

Following this extremely 
productive dialogue, the bru-
nettes left the Graphic Arts 

Suite so that they could have 
a fun and safe time together 
in a private space. 
Umber Loch’Ness Crow 
Way did not kill Jane.

Joe ruefully rues the day.

BY BILLY JOE
RELUCTANT AO3-ER

DR. EVAN THOMPSON  / DOGGY STYLE

LOLLY GAGGER / SCRIBBLER
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HUMOR

‘A little while ago, 
he asked for my hand 

in marriage.'

Chat, I just made the big-
gest decision in my life on 
a whim and I did it for the 
plot. Was this meant to be? 
For context, I’ve been dating 
one of the Voices in my head 
— specifically the one named 
Jimmithy — for the whole 
month of March. I could not 
get enough of him. He just 
kept coming back no matter 
where I went, as if he was 
always there. A little while 
ago, he asked for my hand 
in marriage. I was, of course, 
flattered. How can I refuse? 
He’s just so irresistible, with 
his deep dark eyes that I con-
stantly get lost in, a jawline 
that cuts my porkchop for 
me, that exact 6’ 2” height 
with the perfect athletic build, 
and a perfectly placed scar on 
his right eye to add character. 
With features like that, I’d 
just wish he’d sweep me off 
my feet and hold me in his big 
arms forever. You all would 
have done the same if y’all 
were in my shoes. I guarantee 
that.

It was another usual date 
night with Jimmithy. He was 
wearing his classic suit to 
our YouTube and Chill night 
since neither of us can afford 
Netflix. Don’t get me wrong, 
he looked absolutely amaz-
ing in a suit — he looks good 

in everything — but there 
was one thing he could wear 
(or not wear) that would look 
even better. 

Jimmithy may have noticed 
me looking at him for an ex-
tended period of time, since 
that was when he turned and 
looked me dead in the eye 
with his deep dark eyes and 
said, “You know, you don’t al-
ways have to spend time with 
me instead of your friends.” 

“I just feel like I have a bet-
ter time when I’m with you 
than with anyone else,” I re-
plied. “You understand me 
when no one else does.” 

Jimmithy looked a little 
sad, but he still nodded along. 

“If you call this a good time, 
then how about I show you an 
even better time?” Jimmithy 
proposed, winking at me.

“Oh heck nawh. Not here. 
Not now. Let me just enjoy 
the video,” I said lazily, turn-
ing my face back to the TV, 
eyes focusing on the lead 
from PrestonPlayz’s “Mine-
craft Let’s Play” video.

“You know, if I was your en-
tertainment, it doesn’t have 
to end. It can just be me and 

you, and you and me. Just 
us... and my friend Steve.” 

As he said this, suddenly 
a figure appeared from the 
shadows. He had light blue 
eyes that I could find myself 
in, a jawline round enough to 
put any beer belly to shame, 
an exactly 2’ 6” height with a 
quintessential couch-potato 
build, and a perfectly-placed 
scar on his left eye, which I 
thought really just dimin-
ished his character.

Steve was a beauty — a beau-
ty that could only be matched 
by my beloved, Jimmithy. 
“Hey. I’m Steve. And I’ve 
been here... the whole time.” 
He winked, took my hand, 
and kissed it. I was shocked 
by both the turn of events and 
his stunning looks. “Don’t be 
scared, baby boy. Jimmithy’s 
told me all about you. And 
I can give you exactly what 
you want.” His eyes turned 
back to the screen, and it was 
suddenly just the picture of a 
leash.

“Are you sure this is what 
you want?”

Jimmithy looked at me, 
and I blushed. “Of course 
this is what I want, darling. I 
thought you’d enjoy this too. 
But if not...”

And with that, Steve faded 
away. I could smell him, still, 
in the air, but for the moment 
it was just me and Jimmithy, 

in the bedroom. 
He whispered to me, “Take 

a leap of faith with me and life 
could be a dream... literally.” 
I took a moment to contem-
plate what Jimmithy said. A 
part of me wanted to know 
what could be, and the rest of 
me wanted to live for the lore. 
Jimmithy sensed my decision 
and with that he snapped 
his fingers and the scenery 
around me began to change.

The next time I opened my 
eyes, we were lounging by a 
sun-kissed lake as the sun set 
behind a far mountain. We 
lied on a grassy hill that per-

fectly overlooked the lake. A 
gentle breeze blew the scent 
of freshly cut grass and ear-
ly summer through the air. 
I was holding Jimmithy’s 
hand with a ring on my fin-
ger. And... someone else’s. I 
turned to my side, and Steve, 
dressed in a ragged sweat-
shirt and cozy Bluey pajamas. 
Both spoke, at the same time: 
“We love you. And we’re here 
for you.”

To cut my story short, I 
might be the happiest per-
son in the world. I’m mar-
ried to the voice in my head, 
Jimmithy, and dating the 
other voice in my head, Steve. 
And I still get spousal tax ben-
efits too. It’s a win-win situa-
tion. 

It can’t be that weird. 

Loser is currently in love 
with themselves.

BY DATELESS LOSER
UNEMPLOYED CITIZEN

Marrying the Voices in my Head
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Crossword Answers

‘Don't get me 
wrong, he looked ab-
solutely amazing in a 
suit — he looks good 
in everything — but 
there was one thing 

he could wear (or not 
wear) that would look 

even better.' ‘"It can just be me 
and you, and you and 
me. Just us... and my 

friend Steve."'

‘A part of me want-
ed to know what 

could be, and the rest 
of me wanted to live 

for the lore.'

This crossword can be found on page 8.


