Alcohol, Spittoono, Nipple Injury Combine For Exciting, Unique First Week Of School
   

	August 27, 2004
Source:  The Tiger News


	 

	BY MATT WILLIAMS

The sun is shining, the birds are singing, and campus squirrels are still completely ignorant of my dastardly intentions to bag every last one of them using a nut and string -- it must be the start of another exciting year at Clemson University!

As you well know, the beginning of a new fall semester here at Clemson always brings with it new classes, new students, new friendships and exciting new opportunities. Of course, by "opportunities," you know that I mean "opportunities to drink heavily;" I cannot even begin to fathom the total beer intake at just my apartment complex last weekend, let alone in the entirety of Clemson. (The official numbers for last weekend's beer consumption are between a cubic butt load and a metric ass ton.)

I even received a letter earlier this week, written by President Barker and addressed to "student leaders," that urged us to "lead by example" on the issue of alcohol consumption, which has been alarmingly high at Clemson in recent years. In the interest of promoting responsible student behavior, let's briefly take a break from your regularly scheduled humor column for an important public service announcement brought to you by Airimba Wireless (motto: "We Do Chicken Right"):

Kids, don't drink alcohol. Never in a million years would I pollute my mind or body with the likes of beer, wine or liquor.*

There, that ought to do it. Thankfully for the leaders of this fine seminary of higher learning, not every student is a partier, and those who are often involve themselves in other activities which don't require inebriation, like church, cricket or knitting.

Actually, Clemson's myriad of clubs and activities really do provide a relatively virtuous outlet for students to entertain themselves. I don't know about you, but each fall I find myself carefully considering those clubs and activities that interest me most. Every year, I go through the same process: First, I get thoroughly interested in a few clubs. Next, I talk to their members and subscribe to their mailing lists. Finally, I join (and by "join" I mean "spend the rest of the semester doing homework and never see any of those people again").

Sound familiar to anyone else? Well, no more! This is the year to seize the day, forget about petty concerns like schoolwork and get involved. This year, for instance, I've got my eye on a variety of clubs that I believe can expand my horizons: Club Frisbee (it's not just for hippies anymore), Whitewater Club (to cultivate a rugged outdoorsman image), Sailing Club (to cultivate a drunken sailor image), Tigers Who Care (to meet girls serve the community), and, of course, The African/Caribbean Student Association (I've always wanted to be Caribbean).

Of course, there are so many more opportunities than just clubs; as "lifelong learners," there are millions of other exciting prospects to expand students' horizons. This weekend, for instance, in the interest of experiencing new things, I hope many of you attended Clemson's own Spittoono (Spitoono on odd years) Music Festival, kindly sponsored by the Redneck Performing Arts Association (RPAA). Note that this organization should not be confused with the Registered Public Accountants Association, whose idea of getting down involves hitting calculator keys to a tight beat.

Yes, last Friday and Saturday evening, I joined throngs of students, local inhabitants and rednecks alike on the softball field behind the National Guard Armory for Spittoono XXIV, where we spent the night happily awash in the sounds of classic rock, the smells of BBQ and the sight of beer being sold from beneath a funeral tent. A number of festival merchants and volunteers manned other tents and booths, some displaying wares such as mandolins and koozies designed to "Right Warm Beer." There was even a kissing tent, which charged to get a kiss on the hand, to get a kiss from a human and to get a kiss from a human of the opposite sex. Sadly, the beer chugging and tobacco spitting contests have been discontinued indefinitely.

Even with a plethora of exciting new activities like Spittoono XXIV, one must not forget about old friends, those nutty funsters who stood by us in our early college or high school days. This weekend I gathered with a group of longtime friends for a game of pool volleyball that resulted in good times, rekindled friendships, and me nearly losing a nipple. (To sustain such a terrible injury so young ... it could have been a tragedy.)

Yes, it's times like these, when a catastrophic nipple wound is so narrowly avoided, that we will remember for the rest of our lives. 

* Except maybe on special occasions, like Mondays.
 


