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SNOBSTER DOES LOBSTER

WHAT IF YOU DATED
A BISCUIT?
WHO IS THIS
ADMIRAL FELLOW?
WHERE THE FUCK IS
JOSE?
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A Letter from the
Editor

As Editor, Writer, Creator, Designer, and sole reader of Snobster, I am thrilled
to present you with the very first edition of the world’s premiere foodie magazine.
Mostly constituted of stimulating conversation amidst myself, Rosalie Sangenitto, Jac Reyno, Danielle Calvert, and Matt McKenna, Snobster holds up a
critical magnifying glass to the American mediocrity never before held accountable for what it puts on its laminated tabletops.
As a Snobster, I intend to enjoy a fine dining experience every time I walk
through bullet-proof plexi glass doors, my refined palette partial to foods offered on plastic menus. I have dedicated my life to the cuisine of middle-class
America, and now it is time to share my quest with the world.
And, by the world, I mean Rosalie. Maybe Matt Mckenna. Possibly Lyberti.
In this maiden voyage of Snobster, we pay a visit to Red Lobster in Monrovia
for a birthday bonanza. We also explore the world of dating a biscuit, search
for Jose, and have an interview with Admiral Lightning, our mascot and ranking system (pictured below).
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SNOBSTER DOES LOBSTER
The fieldstone and clapboard lull you into a
false sense of New England comfort, but I’m
not fooled. I know that I’m in a 90-minute
wait line in Butt Fuck Nowhere, CA. Nice
try, Red Lobster. And while 90 minutes may
seem a lengthy stall for “meh” seafood, you
will be surprised to learn that it totally and
completely is.

their world-famous
biscuits.

A lobster tank greets you upon your entrance,
so that you have an opportunity to see what
REAL lobster looks like, and how very different it is from the bullshit they will be serving
you this evening. This kind of transparency is
one of several reasons I consider Red Lobster
a dining establishment of
integrity, and nothing is
more important than integrity when being sued for
foodborne illnesses.

Nay.

The restaurant is packed—
as it should be—by middle
class American families celebrating birthdays, midlife
crises, post-divorce dating,
and, above all, mediocrity. Our pressboard table
shines as we take our seats
on pleather-upholstered
cushions. The faint “pffshh”
of my seat can be heard, followed by a flatulent squeaking as I adjust myself. The
more noise furniture makes when you seat
down, the less money they paid the orphan
migrant worker to make it. That’s how you
know it’s good.
Our waiter bombards us with multiple
menus, and a sense of menu anxiety overwhelms me. They’ve got menus for dinner,
menus for the weekend, menus for summer,
menus for specials, menus for soups, menus
for drinks, menus for their menus. They like
their menus.
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In what I can only call a menu panic attack, I
order the first picture that caught my eye: The
Apple Crostada. Then I
order a peach
smoothie. I
decide the
rest of my appetite will be
satiated with

Ah, the biscuits.
Can there ever be
enough baskets of
biscuits on those tables?

In some kind of cruel chicanery, it seems Red
Lobster chose the smallest possible baskets to
use for their biscuits. What we need is more
of a hamper situation, or maybe just a trough

of biscuits. The baskets we are provided with
are reminiscent of what Thumbelina’s mother
used to feed her pint-sized flower baby.
Because of their inadequate size, the biscuit
baskets are empty before they even breach
the table surface. Our own waiters try to
distract us with salads and drinks and more
menus, but we know their game. It isn’t until
a waitress that looks like Rufio from “Hook”
brings us three new baskets that our biscuit
needs are met.

of that apple dessert, unless I want to perish
right here in Red Lobster. Which I most
certainly do not—not before the birthday
celebration!
That’s right: The whole purpose for our
convergence at this crimson crustacean is to
celebrate the birth of my dear friend, Lyberti.
As is well-documented on popular sites like
yelp.com, urbanspoon.com, and Wikipedia,
the birthday celebrations at Red Lobster actually include real live lobsters singing happy
birthday to the lucky guest.
As the biscuits and smoothie solidify in my

protesting stomach, I wait in nail-biting
anticipation for the song-and-dance birthday lobsters. Would they wear top hats and
tuxedos? Would there be sequins involved?
Would the lobsters be set on fire in a flaming
grand finale?

celebrating a birthday this evening,” our waitress says, placing The Bib over Lyberti’s head
in a grand coronation of nautical opulence.
“Happy Birthday to you….” The song begins…And everyone joins in…except me.
My mouth is agape in horror, for nowhere in
sight is there a singing lobster. No, it appears
that the waiters and the guests sing Happy
Birthday, a lame excuse for a celebratory
sing-along.
Teriyaki shrimp?
This entire evening, this entire restaurant
franchise, is a FRAUD. A
LIE. There are no singing
lobsters, the shrimp will
eventually end, and the biscuits…well, the biscuits…
well, those are just god
damn delicious.
And the peach smoothie
was actually pretty much
one of the best peach
smoothies I’ve ever had, seeing as I’ve only ever had one
peach smoothie in my life.
The Apple Crostada looks
delicious—prematurely
tucked away in its take home
box that is both microwave
and dishwasher safe.
So, all in all, Red Lobster delivered as far as
food is concerned, but fell short in terms of
birthday entertainment. Snobster gives it
three out of five Admirals.

Periodically a waitress reappears with a tray
full of shrimp, fulfilling the “endless shrimp”
promised on the menu. “Teriyaki shrimp?”
“Alfredo shrimp?” “Shrimp scampi?”

Our food arrives, but unfortunately my
stomach is sagging from an overload of
peach smoothie and biscuits. I can see on
my friends’ faces that endless shrimp and an
admiral’s feast is the last thing they want right
now…but they’ve already committed. So they
MUST EAT.

The night drags on without any new biscuits, and there is no sign of singing lobsters.
Teriyaki shrimp? I feel a mounting anxiety
grow inside me, gnawing away at my cool
temperance. Alfredo shrimp? I couldn’t keep
this collected façade much longer—where are
the singing lobsters? WHERE ARE THEY???
Shrimp scampi?

As soon as I’m served my Apple Crostada, I
ask for a to-go box. I cannot eat a single bite

A bib…I see the Bib…The Bib that the Birthday Girl must wear….ah, yes! “I hear we’re

Admiral Approves!

What If You Dated A Biscuit?
Perhaps one of the greatest questions posed to our generation was voiced over a dinner of endless shrimp.
“What…if you dated…a biscuit?”
All those present paused, awestruck by the sheer depth of
the query.
What if you dated a biscuit? No really, really, what if you
dated a biscuit?
One Santa Barbara resident can answer that question.
Twenty-three-year-old Laramie Frazutti has been in a serious relationship with a biscuit for over four years, and she
says it has been the happiest four years of her life.
The two met at Northwestern University in an African Cinema and Ethics seminar, and the chemistry was instant. “I
had never met someone so perfectly crispy and baked, and it
had just the right amount of cheddar,” Frazutti recalls with a
smile. “It was love at first taste.”
While other couples see their relationship as unorthodox,
Frazutti and the biscuit enjoy regular activities such as rockclimbing, ice-skating, weather watching (Laramie fucking
knows weather), and baking—which is sometimes uncomfortable.

“I remember serving the biscuit breakfast in bed, and I
went with gluten-free biscuits and avocado gravy because
I’m from Santa Barbara, and the biscuit would not eat what
I made for it. He just rolled over in bed and pouted. It was
definitely a turning point.”
Frazutti says that since the breakfast in bed fiasco, she has
felt insecure in her relationship, fearing infidelity. “Every
time we eat at Red Lobster I wonder if he’s checking out
other biscuits,” she confides. “Because I know I am. I mean,
ddaaaaaayyyuuuuuummm them are some fine biscuits.”
Committed to her long-term partnership with the biscuit,
Frazutti signed the couple up for therapy with Oprah’s
therapist—because, you know, Oprah lives in Santa Barbara
and that’s where Laramie is from. With only a few sessions
under their belt, it seems the therapy sessions have been
somewhat helpful. “Therapy’s going really well,” Frazutti
says confidently. “Well, it was. But then I ate it.”
“I ate the biscuit.”
“So…”
“I’m from Santa Barbara.”

Laramie Frazutti and her biscuit during happier times. This
photo was taken on their three year anniversary. One year
later, she ate the biscuit.

Who is this admiral fellow?
You may find yourself asking, who is this charming mustached lobster I’m seeing all over
this fine publication, and why am I not yet acquainted with him? Well, fear not, reader,
for the dark days not NOT know Admiral Lightning are over. Read on, and soon you can
consider yourself First Matey to the best looking lobster sailing the high seas!

Admiral Lightning on Spring Break with some of his closest friends.

Snobster: Good day, Admiral Lightning!
Admiral: Jolly good day, indeed! Humph, humph, har har! (twirls mustache)
SNOB: So, tell me, what makes you the expert on mass-produced meals served in chain
restaurants across the country?
ADM: Harrumph, harrr-humph! Huummmmpph! (twirls mustache!) Indeed!
SNOB: You’re quite the party animal--no pun intended. How do you afford all the-ADM: Prostitutes are quite expensive, yes, yes, harr, humph, harr, many doubloons, many
indeed, humph, harrumph...(twils mustache)
SNOB: Oh. Yeah. Well, have you found that your life as a food critic-ADM: FEAST! Bring me my FEAST! Ho hum harr humph. Mooorrreee SHRIMP!
SNOB: Sorry?
ADM: Popcorn.
SNOB: You want-ADM: Shrimp. Popcorn shrimp.
SNOB: What has been your favorite restaurant you’ve reviewed?
ADM: Oooohh, ho ho! Yes, yes, indeed! (twirls mustache) Indeed.
SNOB: Um. Well. What’s, like, what’s on your schedule coming up?
ADM: I have to get tested for HIV, harr humph. HO HUM POPCORN SHRIMP!
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WHERE THE
FUCK IS JOSE???

Where is Jose? Locate him in any of the below pictures, and call California Missing Child Services IMMEDIATELY. He is needed at Red Lobster, like, NOW.

