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A Letter from the
Editor
In our first abroad edition, Snobster visits the other-worldly beauty of Hellas, or Greece to all you untraveled plebeians.
Thanks to my impeccable taste in men, I landed myself a Greek boyfriend,
and as such, was invited to accompany him in his homeland for the month
of August. And his offer came at the perfect time, because just as I was preparing my, “this really isn’t working out” speech, he said, “would you visit
me in Greece if I paid for your ticket?”
As you can tell, I said yes. And, as you can further tell, there was no need for
my “this really isn’t working out” speech.
So, I’m in Greece. I’ve seen the Acropolis, a gypsy market, lots of hairy man
boobs, and, get this, a literal banana boat. Yeah, that’s not just sunscreen,
people.
Now, I’m not going to lie, seeing the birthplace of modern theatre was pretty
amazing (see Dorkgasm, page 6) but I am really bumming about everything
I missed while travelling. Lyberti’s birthday, for instance. Rosalie’s return
from Alaska. Probably an improv show of Danielle’s. Jac telling me Conroy
can’t make it to this week’s screening and we’ll have to FTP. Jordan’s take on
Pixar’s new movie, Planes. Aaron losing another 75 pounds. Matt and Greg
being twins. You see all these things I’m NOT privy to?
But I made that sacrifice to bring you, faithful
reader, Snobster’s first ever taste of foreign
cuisine. And let me tell you, it tasted a
lot like olive oil. Like, a lot.
So, enjoy the olive-y, feta-y, Greek-y
taste of this month’s Snobster!
Obesely,
~anna~
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Snobster Gets Greeky Deaky

There are four things Greeks
really, really, REALLY like.
They are, in order of importance to their cultural history:

1. Beards
2. Ouzo
3. Beaches (when said in Greek
accent, is same as “bitches,”
so these terms are considered
interdependent)
4. Food (always with Ouzo)
BEARDS
My beard is coming along
quite nicely, if I do say so
myself. More and more Greek
men seem to respect me when
I buy fish from them, and
there’s no way it’s just because
of the AK-47 I have slung over
my shoulder.
Furthermore, Greek chicks are
really into feeling the peach
fuzz on my chin. I can’t understand a word they’re saying about my impressive
facial hair, but it’s no coincidence that two of them
have tried to make out with me. So yeah, I’d say
I’ve got the hang of this beard thing.

OUZO
Ouzo is essentially rubbing alcohol, mixed with
moonshine and Ether, then served over ice. Since
I was not born in Greece, I didn’t have the privilege of monthly Ouzo IVs, a common practice for
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Greek children in which the alcohol is introduced
directly to the bloodstream via IV. The one time I
did try Ouzo, my body rejected it, spitting it right
back out and searing half of my aforementioned
beard off my face. I looked like the Phantom of the
Opera. For reals.
So, Ouzo…still working on.
BEACHES/BITCHES
Where I’m lacking in Beards and Ouzos, I definitely make up for in Beaches/Bitches.
Greek culture is built around the sea: the food,
the crafts, the games, the beards, the jobs that
they work 3 of the 7 days a week, 30 weeks a year.
Crediting the beautiful Aegean to Poseidon, Zeus’
brother and preferred beer pong partner, it makes
sense to pay a visit to the Temple of Poseidon in
Sounio, Greece. Please also note, Poseidon has a
beard.
About an hour-ish south of Athens (with Greek
driving. With safe, rational, legal driving it’s about
ninety minutes), Sounio is picturesque, quaint, and
offers plenty of coastline. The goal of every Sounio
visitor is to find his or her own private beach—a

hidden cave, a tucked away
inlet, or maybe some unexplored bluffs.
You may have to endure
a ten or twenty minute
hike along the rocky coast,
but no complaints. Not
only are you in Greece,
where the sea is bluer than
the sky, and the water is
smoother than glass, you
are also traversing uncharted territory.
Once you find your private
little beach, pay homage to
Poseidon’s temple, always
present on its central
mountaintop. By “paying
homage,” I mean scratch
your beard, drink your
Ouzo, and don’t piss off
any sea urchins.
Let’s talk about sea urchins.
Because they are bastards.
Seriously. They just sit
there, with their pointy swords of death ready to
draw blood. They don’t swim around like fish, or
make fun noises like buttholes. They just plant
themselves where you want to put your feet, and
then make you cry when your feet discover that
yes, that is a sea urchin and not a spiky shadow.

The upside of sea urchins is that they indicate the
water is clean, fresh, untainted by taints. The water
in Greece is crystal clear, and the bottom is visible
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regardless of if its five feet below you or fifty feet.
This actually kind of pisses me off, because sometimes I think I can do a handstand and then I just
end up in some awkward half-somersault display.
But anyway, because of the crystal clear water chicanery, you can almost always see the little urchin
devils before they render you a hobbling cripple
for the rest of the day.
Unfortunately, sea urchins are not limited to Sounio. They’re. Fucking. Everywhere.
Porto Rafti, a suburb of Athens and popular summer locale for the city’s affluent, also hosts the little
spiky bastards. If you stick to the private beach
clubs, like YOLO and The Plage, you’ll be sure to
steer clear of sea urchins. You’ll also have a wait
staff, umbrella, chaise, and inflated sense of self.
Not a bad deal, eh?
The Love Cave is an old favorite of Porto Rafti
locals. The rocky beach is still called The Love
Cave, despite the fact that the cave died of AIDS
(or erosion, if you want to get scientific) years ago.
Thought not a beach club, The Love Cave is only
available to citizens with private access to the area.
I know people who know people, so I was privy
to The Love Cave’s turquoise waters and open sea
current.
The biting freshness of the open sea currents are
a rarity for the mainland, but venture to the beautiful islands of the Aegean, and your water is so
fresh and so clean, clean.
Mykonos, Andros, and the rest of the Aegean islands are high-brow tourist destinations, as well as
the pride of the Greek tourism industry. Old-world
charm meets modern luxury in the Greek Islands,
and if you’re lucky, you might see Snoop Dogg.
Seriously, he hangs out there. It was, like, the biggest news in Greece for a week. Top story on their
evening news. More important than whatever the
fuck is happening in Egypt.
What is happening in Egypt, anyway? Should I be
concerned? Well. I’m not. Because I’m in Greece,
hanging out at beaches with bitches who love my
beard.
FOOD
As I said above, Greek cuisine revolves around the
sea. Their best dishes are fishes (rhyme) seasoned
with nothing but lemon and olive oil. Unlike the

bland seafood you find elsewhere, the Aegean’s
offerings are naturally flavored. To add your own
marinade is considered a sin, and your Greek boyfriend WILL give you the silent treatment for three
days. Just trust me on that.
Unlike myself, Agirovoli gets Greek seafood right.
It is a seafood restaurant situated right on the port,
catching its food daily from the sea not eight feet
from its tables. Octopi hang out to dry, begging
someone to order them, while piles of fishing nets
let the customers know that yes, they do have
fishing nets.
Another plus at Agirovoli is the fancy manservant
that de-bones the fresh-off-the-grill fish right on
your table. They also pour your lemon and olive oil
on your meal, cut the fish, put it on your fork and
deliver it to your mouth in the “airplane” fashion
popular amongst two-year-olds and Richard Branson.
But it’s not all fish and octopi and manservants.
Greeks also love their meat, often served as keftedes (meatballs that I refer to as kef-testes) or souvlaki. If you’re serious about your meat, the place
for you is Vassilis Taverna, located in the mountain
village of Kouvaras.
The meat is all local, organic, and freshly slaughtered by the friendly staff. Everything is grilled or
deep-fried, and everything is amazing.
The trick of Vassilis is that they don’t have menus.
The pretty waitress just comes up to you and says,
“we have this,” and you’re like, “that sounds amazing. I want ALL OF IT.” Three hours later, you’ve
eaten two whole cows, a family of goats, a pig,

probably a human, eight chickens, a small horse,
fourteen pounds of potatoes, eighteen pounds of
deep-fried vegetables, sixty loaves of bread, and
feta cheese. Luckily, the waitress will wait an hour
to bring you your check so you have time to regret
all the decisions you just made during your meal.
On a day you don’t go to Vassilis, I definitely rec-

ommend satisfying your sweet tooth with some
pastries.
Greeks love their pastries—specifically cheese
pies, spinach pie (spanakopita), honey pie (galabora-something), and pretty much anything ending
in the word “pie.” If they ever tie of phyllo dough,
which they don’t, the Greeks take a cue from their
Mediterranean neighbors, Italy, and serve up some
Gelato.
Arte Italiano is an amazing Gelato restaurant in
Lavrio that truly delivers. They’re big on Pistachio
here, as well as melon/fruit flavors. Oh, and any
time they have an excuse to flavor something with
alcohol, they take advantage of it. My preferred
Gelato flavor was the Biscote one, based on their
cookies, or biscuits—said biz-quits.
The Admiral
agrees that bizquits gelato will
be my wedding
cake, just as he
agrees that ALL
of the Greek
food thus far is
amazing. However, sometimes
the wait isn’t
up to my GIVE
ME WHAT I
WANT RIGHT
NOW American mindset,
so he gives it
FOUR ADMIRAL LIGHTNINGS!!!!!!!!
Congratulations, Greece!
You’ve gotten
FOUR MORE
ADMIRAL
LIGHTNINGS
than any other
country in the
world. But you
did get one less
Admiral Lightning than Disneyland, which is
something you
should think
about.
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what I learned at THE
museum of the acropolis
Athena is a badass. She was

even a badass as a fetus. Athena, in her
infinite wisdom, refused to be bourne
of a vagina, as they are disgusting and
just yuck. Instead, she was like, “fuck
that noise, I’m coming out of my Dad’s
brain.” She also gave Athens the Olive tree,
and to this day, olive products are really the only thing
Greece has given the world.

Dionysus didn’t have any hands. In all the sculptures of Dionysus at the Museum of

the Acropolis, the God of Wine was sporting a healthy stump at the end of each arm.
This leads me to two possible conclusions.
The first, Dionysus lost his hands to
the merchant from Aladdin after
stealing apples from said
merchant. And the
second, Dionysus
was a leper.

Lord Elgin is the devil. This British socialite capitalized
on Hitler’s terror in post-WWII Greece by looting priceless pieces of the Acropolis and taking them back to England. Despite
it being a known-fact that the pieces were acquired illegally
and are authentic elements of the Acropolis, the Brits will not
return the artifacts.

Zeus had sex with everybody.
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Zeus was getting laid morning til
night by errrrrrrrrybody. Men,
women, mortals, gods, relatives,
strangers, friends, whatever.
I mean, I know he’s the King
of the Gods, but he must have
some serious abandonment issues.
Also, Syphillis.

Don’t piss off a
centaur. As showcased by

the post-wedding drama with
the Lapiths, Centaurs will fuck.
you. up. Seriously. If they want to
gallop away with your women, you
should probably let them, lest your
face is hoofed into tenderized beef.

Ancient Greeks really
liked their
vases. These

people had vases
for water, vases for
flowers, vases for oil,
vases for bathing,
vases for drinking,
vases for vases, big vases,
small vases, pretty vases, ugly vases, etc.
etc. And, from the number of vases these
bastards had, I can only assume that
vases outnumbered Greek citizens
about 450,000 to 1. Give or take.

Women in Ancient Greece
were busted.

Judging by the Kore,
or statues of girls
that epitomized
Greek Beauty, the
women in Ancient
Greece were, to be
fair, meh. I understand
why all the men were having sex with each
other and not their less-fortunate-looking
female counterparts. The gay sex thing
makes sense now.

DORKGASM at the herodeon
For those of you who don’t know, I majored in
Theatre. Yes, I was one of those kids hanging
out at Shriver Fountain, pretending to have
ideals and unique insight to the human condition.
Up until recently, my Theatre degree has been
a fun fact to use at parties. Also, an excuse to
spell it theatRE and not theatER, as most people do. No one cared about Thespes’ first actor,
or Aristotelian plot elements. And as soon as
I start talking about the social role of a satyr
play, I can just FORGET about getting laid. I
mean, really.
But all that changed the moment I set my eyes
The Herodius Atticus Theatre, Herodeon, on the south on the ruins of the beautiful ancient theatres
slope of the Acropolis. Yeah, I peed my pants.
on the south slope of the Acropolis.

The Theatre of Dionysus, prominent during
Athens’ golden age in the 5th century BCE,
winked at my nerdy, trembling knees. The
Herodius Atticus Theatre, built in 161 BCE,
laughed at my shallow geek breathing. I had
to whip out my inhaler just thinking about the
great words first spoken in these arenas.
I fell to the hard marble pavement, shouting out words like “THEBAN PLAYS!” and
“PARODOS!” My fingers twitched at anticipation of viewing the skene, of sitting in the
public theatron, of pretending I, too, could see
the masks of the chorus.
It was as if I were there, for a fleeting moment
of ecstasy, at the Dionysia...And then I heard a
voice asking me if he should call me a cab.

YOLO Club: Do whatever the fuck you want

The term YOLO, or You Only Live Once (also stands for You’re a Fucking
Adult, Get Your Shit Together), is the cornerstone, mantra, and namesake
of Yolo Club, a clusterfuck of bad decisions located in scenic
Porto Rafti, Greece.
Popular amongst deadbeats, addicts, and the recently divorced, Yolo Club offers its patrons
the opportunity to say, “fuck it, you only
live once, right?” This direct quote is
almost always followed by a morning at the local morgue, hospital,
or one of several trash dumps.
But who the fuck cares!
YOLO.
With no limits or rational
adults on-hand, Yolo Club
is the perfect spot to check
off some of those bucket list
items. What seemed dangerous or stupid before is now
completely logical, thanks to
YOLO.
Ever wanted to dive into threefoot deep water? YOLO. Drink some
alcohol while it’s on FIRE? YOLO. Adopt
an Asian? YOLO. Slice off the fingers on your
right hand and replace them with corkscrew, propeller, slinky, knife, nail file a la Inspector Gadget? YOLO.
What about puking on a baby? YOLO.
Yolo Club isn’t just about running over stray dogs or waking up pregnant.
It also offers a four-star dining experience and weekly drink specials sure

to satiate your guilty conscience. If the menu isn’t enough to make you
forget your problems, why not partake in Yolette. Similar to Russian Roulette, but instead of one full cartridge, the revolver has
SIX full cartridges. YOLO!
The beachside club is equipped with cocaine lines (do you want to snort yours
off a stripper or a mirror?), bungee
cables (these are just electrical
cables with no elasticity whatsoever), and plenty of kerosene (really can’t emphasize
the importance of fire
at Yolo Club). Some of
the riskier activities are
reserved for club members only, so if you want
to skydive sans parachute,
you better sign up today!
Yolo Founder Fearnos
Deathos, explains that he
bought up the site after former Kalua Club fell victim to
Greece’s financial downfall. “The
crisis was a perfect opportunity for
me to capitalize on despair and stupidity,”
Deathos explains. “Now it isn’t just morons
doing crazy shit—it’s everyone.”
When asked if he thought Yolo Club’s popularity had anything to do
with the city’s rise in accident-related fatalities, Deathos merely shrugged
and said, “YOLO.”
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Real Pizza Restaurant
GYPSY MARKET BULLETIN
FOR SALE THIS WEEK
Ilonia. 34. 4’5”. 354 pounds.

Ilonia’s short stature and robust ﬁgure allow this elephant-of-a-woman an unparalleled
girth around the gypsy yard. Her waddling rate is roughly .3 KMH, which
is substantial for someone wider
than she is tall. Ilonia is ideal for a
circus troupe, doorstop, insulation,
or manual labor—so long as labor does not require speed,
accuracy, or high-quality results.
STARTING BID: Two goats, or high-powered squirt gun.

Varlos. 52. 5’2”. 112 pounds.

Varlos hails from the picturesque
village of Nikrio, where he is known
for being the tallest gypsy man for
nearly three hundred miles. Standing
at a staggering ﬁve foot two inches, Varlos can reach plates on the
middle shelf, replace lightbulbs in
closets with low ceilings, and is
the best Christmas tree decorator (for trees under six
feet) in Greece.
STARTING BID: Sony Walkman cassette player, or melon
Miko’s Children—names unknown,
total count unknown
Miko Polopoki is selling off his offspring at auction, due to the fact
that he has lost control and count
of his children. Legendary gypsy playboy Miko is more than willing to sell
them to the highest bidder, or lowest
bidder, or any bidder, really, so long
as said bidder takes all of them as a
group. Miko thinks there is anyway between 18 and 47 in the
herd, all of them from strong gypsy bloodlines, except for
those two from the Russian prostitute. Or was is it three
from the Russian prostitute? At any rate, buy yourself a
bundle of gypsy children migrant workers!
STARTING BID: Unused condom, or gently used tennis
shoes, men’s size 6

All right, shit’s about to get real. Like, if you can’t handle reality, you
need to leave....NOW.
I always expected to find the best pizza in the world in America, maybe in Italy. But never in a trillion lifetimes would I have expected to
find it in Greece. Greece, where stray dogs outnumber public toilets.
Greece, where Olive Oil is a major food group. Greece, where I found
Real Pizza Restaurant.
The name says it all. This is a restaurant that serves REAL pizza. None
of that fake pizza you get at those other restaurants. No, this shit was
real as the holocaust that Golden Dawn fully agrees with (see We
Are Not Nazis, pg 9).
When I sunk my teeth into that heavenly layer of
greese, crispy cheese, melty cheese, pepperoni, very little tomato sauce
and buttery crust, I could
have cried. Part of me did
cry out in joy that here, in this
faraway place, I could find
REAL food. GOOD food.
None of that healthy mediterranean seaweed shit.
None of that flat pita bread
that goes stale after two
hours. No, none of that.
It was alllllll REAL, and it
was alllllll phenomenal.
Maybe it tasted so
good because
it was a
reminder that
somehow, by
some miracle of Jesus Christ,
America had found its way
to me in this faraway land. It was a brief escape from my boyfriend’s
demands of cleaning and cooking raw fish.* A brief escape from the
domesticity required of a good, loving girlfriend, which I am not.
The REALNESS of this pizza was like a message from above, telling me
in a voice very similar to Ron Swanson’s, “Don’t worry, Anna, you’ll
be back to the land of saturated fat and obesity soon. This will tide
you over.” To which I say, thank you, REAL pizza. Thank you for being
REAL. Thank you for being exactly what pizza should be: American.
*Yeah, I had to cook an entire raw fish, cut the head and tail off and
everything. Forget ever watching “The Little Mermaid” again. This
experience has really ruined “Under the Sea.”

The golden dawn: we are not nazis
An essay by Golden Dawn member, Andres
Yeah, hi, I just want to get one thing
straight, OK. The Golden Dawn is
not just a bunch of neo-nazis, OK?
Like, we do perpetuate the ideals
of certain Nazi leaders, but we’re
so much more than just a bunch of
skinheads. Did you know that I can
crochet an entire Afghan in a single
sitting? No, you didn’t, because you’re
too busy calling me racist and xenophobic to find out. I resent that. True,
I do want all non-Greeks out of the
Andres, Golden Dawn. NOT a
country, and I think that Greeks are
Nazi.
the superior race, but I am not racist.
The correct term is “nationalist,” man.
Get it straight.
I know Golden Dawn has been involved with a lot of violent attacks and
assaults on bleeding-heart leftist commies, but if you knew the truth, you
wouldn’t be pointing your finger at our modernized-swastika flags. For
instance, did you know that the gays in the gay pride parade were throw-

ing candies and condoms right at our faces? You don’t throw condoms
at my face, saying they’re a “parade favor,” and not expect some fucking
hand grenade action. Like, seriously. And just because I hate the gays
doesn’t make me homophobic. I’m so sick of people saying that. I’m not
homophobic, I just think all homosexuals are terrible, filthy creatures.
And while I’m setting the record straight, the Albanians deserve eveything they got. It doesn’t make me a Nazi to believe that Albanians are subhuman and should be wiped off the face of the earth. It makes me smart.
Yeah, I’m fucking smart. So smart, in fact, that I have not gotten a single
Jeopardy question wrong in over seven years. I watch it every night with
my Grandma, who is also a member of the Golden Dawn. Are you going
to call my Grandma a Nazi? Are you?
Anyway, I feel like I’m getting off-point. I just want to say that, although
we emulate Nazi ideology in the sense of a “great race” and that all inferior races should be eliminated, and although our flag looks like a swastika,
and although a lot of us did identify as neo-Nazis when we first started,
the Golden Dawn party is NOT associated with the Nazis. The only thing
we have in common with the Nazis is an appreciation for quality strudels.
And that’s it.
-Andres, Golden Dawn Member

Jett Jackson: Rest in Sexy, Sexy Peace

My heart is broken.
It seems that my one true love, The Famous Jett Jackson, passed away. I am
not trying to satirize his early and undeserved death, I am truly, truly disparate. Who am I supposed to have children with now?
Most females of my generation can recall watching Jett on
Zoog—long before Even Stevens’ Twitty captured our
hearts and Zenon’s Proto Zoa made said captured hearts
go boom, boom, boom (I’ll be your super nova girl).
Jett made us squeal with his adrenaline-pumping secret spy moves as Silverstone, and he made us melt
with his boy-next-door antics as plain old Jett.
Accompanied by his blonde lesbian friend, Riley,
Jett was the guy you would take home to meet
your parents for family game night, the one you’d
watch the sunset with on the beach (or the sunrise,
as he lived in Wilmington, NC), and he was who
you could count on to pick you first in a flag football
game.
And oh my GOD do you guys remember Jett Jackson:
The Movie!!?!?! I recorded that on my VCR, like, eight
times.
Jett retired from his days of childhood stardom, finding a role
on TNT’s Rizzoli and Isles. Again, he was on a show with lesbians. It’s
not safe to have straight women around him, as they cannot act in his presence: they are too busy salivating. Anyway, no one watched TNT’s crime

blockbuster for the show’s namesake—they watched it for Barry Frost, aka
the devilish Jett, handsome as ever, under a new name. While the two lesbos
pretended to do some forensic bullshit, America waited for a scene with
Jett, wondering, “when is Disney going to reprise The Famous
Jett Jackson?”
This reprise would, naturally, be called The Father Jett
Jackson, and would be a narrative non-fiction look at
our life together on the North Carolina coast, struggling to balance his notoriety with a normal life for
our 2.4 children. Throw in some nosy neighbors,
my sass and wit, and a handicapped best friend
of our eldest child, and hilarity ensues!!! Of
course we will have Beyonce guest star on several episodes. For those of you who are not true
JettHeads, Destiny’s Child guest-starred on a very
special episode of TFJJ. It. Was. Beautiful.
Before you jump down my throat and say something like, “but Anna, you already have an amazing
boyfriend! He took you to Greece! Hence this issue of
Snobster!” I must tell you that yes, I agree. He is amazing. But only because he, like all men, understands that he
is inferior to The Famous Jett Jackson.
Rest in Sexy, Sexy Peace, Jett.
And yes, I am getting a tattoo. Or a Jettoo, if you will.

9

GGGOOOOOOOAAAALLLLLLLL!!!!!!!!!
Not only do Greeks consider soccer a sport, they follow it with irrational fanaticism. Their loyalty to their team is thicker than blood,
which they aren’t afraid to spill over any soccer-related event. What amazes me is that, after years and years of participating in this embarrasing display of “athleticism,” the players and fans alike still completely lose their shit when a goal is scored. It’s as if they had NO IDEA
that the ball could go inside the goal. Below are some of my favorite reactions to a soccer goal victory.
Thank God I
brought my
accordion!!!
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NO CAPTION NEEDED

