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“GDT- Because kidney stones are edible, they
just don’t taste good.”

If you've ever lived on the residential side of this campus, you must have at one point
or another asked yourself the question, "What possessed them to build the campus like
this?" That's a good question, and here at GDT we aim to answer it.

I mean if you think about it the campus seems highly impractical. The power require-
ments of this school could easily be met if we just set up a few wind turbines along the
quarter mile. Let's face it this campus is a wind tunnel. If someone had actually managed
to invent a method of easily attaching a portfolio onto a specially designed skate board
which would basically enable art students to wind surf across campus, they would make
a fortune.

But it's not just the wind that make this campus impractical, the architecture itself is
just peculiar. The architects in their infinite wisdom were conscientious about making the
foundation of the library strong enough to support the weight of the building, but thy
neglected to add in the collective weight of all the books that were to be contained within
it. Did you know the library was sinking? And the liberal arts building is so well
designed that two years ago when a big snow storm hit the area, it directed the majori-
ty of the snow to deposit itself up against the outside doors. So when the rest of the
ground was covered by just a few feet of snow, all of the doors to the liberal arts build-
ing were blocked by snowdrifts that were seven feet high. As a student I don't object, but
really, what were they thinking? 

You've probably heard the usual answers to this question; the campus is an exact
replica of a school in Arizona, it was built for riot control, or it was drafted by the man
who wrote, "A Hundred and One Neat Tricks With Bricks."

So here's the answer, RIT is run by some of the sharpest, most intelligent minds in the
country, and we assure you that all the confusing things you see around you really do
have a deeper purpose behind them. The campus was constructed around 1968 and
designed especially for riot control, but it is actually more interesting than that. It
was created to easily contain and confine demonstrators to certain areas of the cam-
pus, at which point (only known through extensive testing by some of the world's most
ingenious engineers) the wind would blow all the demonstrators out into the stratos-
phere.

It's probably not too well known that the faculty gather on campus to celebrate
Independence Day with their families on these sites. It's sort of like Christmas for little
kids because if they've been good that year they get to be harnessed up so they can fly
like kites for the day. Most families bring a good five hundred feet of rope on which to
fly their toddlers. The kids love it, it’s like bungee jumping, only backwards. They spend
the whole day floating in the clouds, getting tangled in each others ropes, and getting
filled with lead as poachers mistakenly shoot them thinking that they were just abnormal
ducks.

When it comes time to leave, the loving parents merely loosen up the tethers and let
the kids land wherever the wind takes them. Then they usually travel to the Dean's
Office where they have the best vantage point from which to spot their little angels'
flares.

Interestingly enough, it seems that a vast majority of the children usually land in the
trees next to the side of Gracies which faces the academic side. This explain the extraordi-
nary number of shoes and other accessories that seem to conglomerate in the trees in that
area. As for the little ones that don't quite make it through the ordeal, their wirelike little
bodies are thrown on the grill and cooked to perfection in the great American tradition.



After Dinner Mints
by Sean Hammond

I've always been amazed at the apparent virility of jokes; they spread faster that a cooze's legs. But where
do they come from, and how do they spread?

Jokes don't come from anywhere; they transcend both space and time. At the instant that the Big Bang
occurred, and space began expanding at speeds faster than the speed of light (isn't that neat? In order for light
to travel at any speed, it needed to be able to travel through something. At the instant of the Big Bang, space
began to expand, with light right on it's heals. I wonder what happens if the gnaB giB ever occurs?), every joke
that has ever or will ever be told came into being.

These joke particles flit about the universe and sometimes pass through the mind of someone (they actually
pass through a lot of other things as well, but most of them just can't appreciate a good joke) and they sudden-
ly "come up with a joke." Some jokes are told more often than others because of a sort of "natural selection."
Though every joke exists, not all of them are funny at the same time; funny jokes get retold, while other jokes
just have to wait. Unfunny jokes are jokes that aren't in sinch with a particular time period. They will be funny
in the future, or were funny in the past, or maybe they're funny in a different place.

In the 1940's jokes about Rommel could have caused a great deal of crying and side clutching, but to a
member of the Anamani tribes in the 1940's, the joke wouldn't have been funny. The same is true of today.
Heard any good Rommel jokes lately?

Take for example Pee-Wee Herman: if you told any jokes about him before he got caught jerking off, no one
would have thought it was funny. The same applies now; the jokes just aren't good anymore.

And of course there are always those who are just in the wrong time period; they're always making com-
ments that make them laugh, but just don't seem funny to others. Their comment is funny, just not in their cur-
rent time and place.

Ask BFG
DEAR BFG,

IN RECENT YEARS, I'VE SEEN MORE AND MORE PEOPLE WEARING THEIR PANTS SO THE WAISTS ARE RATHER LOW

(SOMEWHERE AROUND THEIR KNEES). WHY DO THEY DO THAT?
COMFORTABLY YOURS,

SAM

Dear Sam,
You’re absolutely right, this is an intriguing phenomena and I hope I can shed a little light on the mat-

ter. Those people who wear their pants around there knees are actually incredibly unhappy. You see, they’re in
mourning, but instead of wearing a black band around their arms they’ve decided to wear their pants at half
mast. I hope this has helped you to better understand.

-BFG

Send questions to BFG c/o: STH8884@RITVAX.ISC.RIT.EDU

Notes from the Editors:
Well, the academic year is winding down, and so is GDT. Hope you've enjoyed our stuff.
We will be back next year, though. We hope to expand next year, and already have a number of ideas in the

works including an internet site (thanks Dave), Saintly Travel Guide, and a contest (even getting back into
Gracies. You can help by deluging "Dear Gracies and Heidi" with eloquent messages about how you want us
back). If we’re going to expand, we need people....

Are you creative, bored, and look at the word through a carnival mirror?
Than we've got a place for you.

GDT is looking for writers(especially for more serious articles), illustrators,   
cartoonists, or just concept people.

If you are interested, or want more information, you can contact us.

Gracies Dinnertime Theatre     Page 2  

You can reach GDT care of STH8884@RITVAX.ISC.RIT.EDU 
or 50 Grace Watson Hall, Rochester, NY 14623

To be placed on an electronic mailing of GDT, contact SMF1225@RITVAX.ISC.RIT.EDU


