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Bring the magic of WC to your hometown a la “Wee Bastard” style
By Gabitha Gablin Gabster Gibby Gab
Sifeltyle Editurd

Well, that academic year didn’t turn out too great, now did it? Oh well, tah tah for now 
losers. Better lean over and kiss your apple-bottom jeans goodbye because it’s quarantine time, 
bitches. 

Psych!
Oh, my dear little bean burritos, just because we’re all stuck at home, with nowhere to go 

and nobody to see, doesn’t mean the magic of Washington College has to be over.  Nah, man, 
nah. In fact, now is the time to share the unique culture WC has taught us. As Minions of the 
Goose, it is our sacred duty to spread the word of our lord and savior, General Gus the Goose.

Take your good Christian suburbs for example. When you permit yourself to leave the 
house and go on your sad, Victorian-esque stroll  with your parasol, are the bricks in your 
pathway too even? Time to break out the good ol’ shovel and pry those puppies loose. Loose 
thy brick for thy goose. If your grandma ain’t slipping on those bricks trying to grab the damn 
mail, then it’s not what the kids call “wack” enough.

Without a rigid schedule to follow, I now advise you to convert your households into sub-
section of the WC empire. I’m talking heavy-duty, ultra-explosive WC mayhem. No mold in 
the living quarters? Fix that shit immediately! Turn that house into a sauna and leave food 
crumbs everywhere. Bring the outdoors in; no place is untouched by the power of the Goose.  

Next, as followers of the Goose, your diet and those of the people you have recruited now 
consists of over-sautéed, spinach. Really any vegetable will do. A pinch of garlic salt makes it 
seem like you’re back in Hodson eating the finest cuisine. Remember, vegetables are mushy, 
and meat is drier than a lecture at 8:30 in the Goose forsaken morning. 

Aside from diet, we must maintain our college figures. Remember climbing to the top of 
stairs of Smith Hall and feeling the rush of adrenaline as you slip into that afternoon class, 
breathless as if possessed by COVID-19? It is crucial now more than ever to maintain the ritual 
of Smith. Run 420 laps around your block if you have to. If you have a jar of horny killer bees 
handy, even better. Crack that jar open and run like the fucking wind, muchachos. Feel the 
WC energy flowing around you like the odor of early Spring manure kissing the waters of the 
mighty Chester. 

Once you have realigned your chakras, you are ready to share the gift of WC with others. 
Start by presenting your family with the famous Goose lanyard worn by all the newcomers, but 
only for the first few months before they realize it makes them look like a noob. True students 
carry their identification in a silicone card holder on the back of their phones. 

But what if people are unaccepting of the gift of WC? Do not be discouraged my fellow 
Geese. Remember the slogan: Fear the Flock. Stand on one side of the street as if you are 
waiting at the campus crosswalk, already five — no, 12 minutes! — late to a class. Now, start 
imitating the sounds of lonely, yet overcompensating dudes revving their pickup trucks. Gnash 
your teeth and lean forward with your arms akimbo and continue to hum like a beat-up Dodge 
Ram. If you are feeling goose enough, continue making this noise while running those 420 laps 
around your block. This will truly capture the magic of WC. 

After you have played your swan song, the members of the great WC race will bond togeth-
er, and as a great united front, we shall recreate the magic of WC. Until we are all together in 
person, we shall continue dreaming of ordering food at Martha’s and completely forgetting our 
order number. In the meantime, be courageous. Be inconvenient. Be loud. 

Geese be with you.

Loose Brick Sidewalk: plague fashion indoors and out
Who says you can’t be fashionable during quarantine?

By Tobin Bell-Loving
Duck

When the rain falls harder than it usually does, which is 
to say when the water overflows the river behind the Royal 
Farms, I like to go scavenge Chestertown for critters and col-
lectibles. 

There are all kinds of interesting items hidden in river-
beds that pop up when rain gets bad. On one of my voyages, I 
chanced to stop by Chestertown’s local plague doctor, Sir Guy. 

I had known Guy for some years, he was my peer mentor 
my freshman year, and continued to stay in town after gradu-
ating. He too had been scavenging and told me that there were 
emeralds hidden in the silo behind Sado. 

On our way over from the cesspool, I told him that my 
editor was looking for a redbrick runway article, and I asked 
Guy about his wardrobe and fashion choices.

Q: What’s your skincare routine?
A: “Garlic, river water, and salt from the quarry.”
Q: How do you decide the outfit for the day?
A: “God demanded uniformity from me since my incep-

tion. The county tailor had tapered together this black robe 
for me when I graduated from the apothecary. The guild’s sti-
pend allows me to keep the robe together.”

Q: Alright, the mask, what’s the story?
A: “Have you ever seen Batman Begins (2005)? Do you 

remember when the young Bruce Wayne falls into the well 
and all the bats come thrashing over his face? When I was in 
college, I fell into that crevice in Hodson between the stairs 
up to the dining hall and the wooden block that clubs set 
up tables at. It goes deep. At its core, I found a vulture who 
showed me nothing but aggression. I had barely escaped with 

the help of the Model UN team. In an attempt to conquer my 
fear of vultures, I constructed this mask.”

Q: How do you feel about being Chestertown’s local goth 
icon?

A: “It is unbecoming.”
Q: Any advice for those in quarantine but still interested in 

improving our wardrobe?
A: “This pestilence is a curse from God for allowing John 

Lennon to say that his squandering band of bards is ‘more 
popular’ than The Son. Your vanity is a shackle on your path 
to heaven. Repent, give up your worldly goods, and count 
your gratuities.”

Q: Would you recommend Pinterest to those looking for 
up our fashion?

A: “There is no need to pin your interests if you have a 
strong, earthly memory.”

Q: What’s your take on fast fashion and its effect on the 
environment?

A: “Fast fashion whims to our most childish, impatient 
selves at the cost of the beauty of the nature. I had asked this 
same question to my friend, who is a Gregorian monk, and he 
started to weep incessantly at the steps of the Abbey. The lord 
curse thine who purchase fast fashion.”

Q: Let’s say my friend wants to style himself more like you, 
could you give any words of wisdom?

A: “Do not idolize me. Shopping at the Hot Topic is a start 
however.”

That was the last I had seen Guy. Legends from TikTok say 
that he still lurks at the lake behind Radcliffe Studios, occa-
sionally making visits for the fried chicken at Royal Farms 
between 1 and 4:30am. Until next time, this is your beloved 
Tobin, telling you to stay healthy and take things easy. 
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Sir Guy inspects a gourd while wearing his fun, preppy 
weekend look.

We are taking over the world one dingy rain puddle at a time. Fear the flock. 

Ph
ot

o 
by

 T
ry

 to
 cl

ai
m

 m
y 

w
or

k 
w

ith
ou

t a
sk

in
g, 

Ad
m

iss
io

ns
. I

 d
ar

e y
ou

.

“Master of 
Chaos”

By Goose 
Fraba
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Horoscopes for the end of the world and other daily catastrophes

Missing the pep of Gus the Goose? How to raise your own goose
A  f e a t h e r y  f r i e n d  f o r  t i m e s  o f  s o l i t u d e  a n d  s o l a c e

By Sonic Foot-Lover
Duck

Does the harsh reality we live in upset you? Do you need some guidance in your life, but 
the people you’re quarantined with are not helpful? Well why not turn to the stars for help? 
Here are today’s definitely real horoscopes to help you get through this rough time of social 
distancing.

Aries: Today is a great day to become a goose. Oh look, you already are one. Congratula-
tions.

Taurus: You might want to keep an eye on any Capricorns. They’ve been looking at your 
plants for an awfully long time. I think they’ve been in quarantine for too long.

Gemini: You know how sometimes if you stare at yourself in the mirror for too long because 
you’ve been isolated for awhile and your reflections start talking to you about the secrets of 
existence? No? Are you sure? Have you looked at yourself long enough? Oh. Well, nothing to 
worry about. Carry on. 

Cancer: You may wake up to find the Giant George Head from in front of Hodson has 
mysteriously appeared in your yard. You may also find that you are the only one who realizes 
he is there, watching you. Do not be alarmed. He has always been here. It has just taken you a 
while for you to notice. 

Leo: You know those geese that walk around Chestertown? Do not look at them for too 
long. You’ll begin to see their true forms. Do not make eye contact with them and run away as 
fast as you can. Run as far as you can. You have seen what they truly are, and they do not want 
anyone else to know. Just keep running. 

Virgo: Stop organizing the toilet paper in order of softness.
Libra: Now is not the time to synthesize your own hand sanitizer. You do not have the re-

sources for that plus you have plenty of soap. Why do you have so much soap? That is a lot of 
soap. Did you seriously need to buy all that soap? Why is your house made of soap? Why are 
you made of soap? How did you—

Scorpio: You will receive one government-sanctioned walk in your neighborhood. Take this 
time to walk through nature and contemplate things about our world such as the beauty of the 
trees and how nice the sunshine feels on your skin. If you discover the secrets to existence and 
the meaning of life, please ignore this. 

Sagittarius: Dude, you have seriously got to change this quarantine themed playlist. You 
have played “It’s the End of the World as We Know It (And I Feel Fine)” by R.E.M like seven 
times already. It is starting to sound less like music each time you play it. Please put on a differ-
ent song. What do you mean you are out of skips? You have premium.

Capricorn: You have been in quarantine for a little too long and now your plants are starting 
to look a little too handsome. Do not fall for it. Especially ferns. They will lead you on and stab 
you in the back. Make sure you watch out for succulents too. They may seem like low mainte-
nance and perfect and they may listen to you talk about your problems without interrupting 

and they may be the most attractive plants. Where was I going with this?
Aquarius: Now might be a good time to get into baking to distract yourself from the weight 

of society crashing down around you. Why think about the horrors of life right now when you 
can just make dozens of cookies? When you are finally getting around to making that sour-
dough bread, you can ignore the crushing loneliness you feel from being isolated for too long. 

Pisces: Seriously, go check on Capricorn. They are really concerning me.

By Oliver Gander
Goose

Unless you have been living under a rock for the past week, chances are you know that a) 
you are in some form of self-quarantine, and b) are longing for that happy-go-lucky environ-
ment that is Goose Nation. 

Well, fear no more, because for a limited time, you have the opportunity to raise your own 
goose, compliments of the Washington College campus, to act as your own personal therapy 
pet for the days when you miss your alma mater more than ever!

(However, because there are enough health problems going around, and now is definitely 
not the time to get sued, here are some necessary tips you are required to read before making a 
purchase that may or may not have the potential to further hinder your chances of getting back 
to campus next semester safely):

1) Keep your goose away from all light sources, especially into its eyes. You do not want 
to be on the receiving end of a goose who’s been hyped up on one too many sun beams. 

2) Do not wave any kind of food in front of your goose. Unlike your ordinary domestic 
pets, geese will actually snap the pieces of your meal right in front of you--and might take a few 
fingers along for the ride, too. 

3) Always give into their demands. It doesn’t matter what they ask for; it’s usually when 
they growl a terrifying sound when you should pay attention. (Or really, anytime they stare at 
you for an extended, uncomfortable amount of time.)

4) Don’t stare too long into their beady, near-red eyes. If there’s one thing that they 
despise more than you dangling valuable resources in front of them, it’s when you gaze into 
their hypnotizing glare for an extended period of time. Just please, if you cherish your life at all, 
please do yourself a favor and turn away. 

5) Beware the teeth. Trust us--at the end of the day, ask no questions and you’ll survive.
While it may appear that owning a goose seems like an outright terrifying--and quite frank-

ly, extremely terrifying--ordeal, isn’t the whole horrifying experience of keeping a near-de-
monic pet simply worth it for the sake of our campus’ happiness? 

After all, the goose is our mascot--we should be celebrating it as such, since it reminds us 
so much of all the wonderful times that have happened at WC, and how much that delightful, 
threatening species has brought us so much joy and laughter time and time again. We need to 
be reminded that a goose, despite its really, really scary qualities, is truly just a cuddly bundle 
of feathery happiness that deserves a giant bundle of endless affection and devotion.

(I’m forced to write that last part--geese are giant squabbling parasites that constantly need 
more, more, MORE--please get out of that toxic relationship while you still can. Trust me, 
you’re better off with your dog.) 

Editurd’s Note: This writer has been suspended on account of Slander of the Gander. Geese are 
docile creatures. That’s why they are the prized fowl of Canada and why we at Washington College 
chose the mighty Goose as our leader. Despite this error in material, we had a section to fill, and 
I refuse to use another crossword puzzle.

Just because you stopped working doesn’t mean the universe did

Did you not read the photo? Gosh.

Local Chestertown resident, Ron Plumage, with adopted goose daughter, Janelle.
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