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Traugott Lawler’s Guide to Football

ello, Professor Traugott
Lawler here. Now, those
who know me outside of

my famous class ENGL 170b,
CHAUCER, would know that if you
and | were now sitting in Anna
Liffey’s, theconversationwouldturn
inevitably tofootbdl; youwould dso
know that | am an incredible bore,

and would talk downtoyou asif re-
calingmy 1957 PhD defenseof John
Donne shomosaxudity. That al goes
without saying. But how about we
put my thoughtson footba l intowrit-
ing any booby could appreciate?

Wdl, wewill, inwhat weshadl cdl

PROFESSOR TRAUGOTT LAWLER'S
GUIDE TO FOOTBALL

THE POETRY
Thisgoesback tothelliad, where
Homer wrote:

Achillesthen grabbed
Aeneas'shead
And puntedit. (My trandlation.)

FOOTBALL IS WAR...

When the Cleveland Brownshired
coach Erwin Rommel for the 1958
Season, no oneexpected himtotake
them all theway to the Champion-

ship. Hedidn't, becausethe Giants
that year wereled by alargeAllied
tank (non-ggnificative).

..AND IS NOT BALLET

When Paul Fry's wife Brigitte
walksintoAnnaLiffey’s, you know
something'sup; when shechangesthe
televisontoBdlet, you suspect Paul’s
notinonit. SoPaul and | escapeto
the back room to play electric foot-
ball. Discoveringthemachinetobe
out of service, wereturnto our seats:
Jacques d’ Amboise has just ex-

ecuted a faultless pasd’ é évation,
andispreparing aport debras. We
takeBrigitte’'ssilverwareand try to
fix theeectricfootbal machine.

THE COMMENTATORS

Al Michaglsstandsonthestaircase
of hislocal museum, transfixedona
portrait that hangs on the opposite
wall. What meaning doesheglean
fromthepiece? Isfootbdl involved?
DoesAl Michaglsglean? Do hisco-
anchorsknow this?

OTHER FORMS OF THE GAME

Ausdtralian-rulesfootbal | doesnot
seemto me particularly Australian,
mainly because crocodiles do not
play asimportant aroleasonewould
expect. Thefield leavestheAustra
lianfrontier unexploited: thereareno
moatsor vines, teamsare named the
Crows, the Swans, the Bombers,
names associ ated with England; the
aboriginasdo not enjoy it; theband
doesnot play thedidgeridoo, theclick
stick, or theAustraianflute. | have
only watched it on ESPN2 onceand
on ESPN3twice.

THE PLAYS

Everyonewould call aHail Mary
afeat of accomplishment, but what
about a Double Hail Mary? 1 in-
vented thisinapick-up gameagaingt
my grandchildrenin 1997, inwhich|
initiated aregular Hail Mary, then
immediately droppedtheball. Ignor-
ing my opponents’ stunned amuse-
ment, | recovered and quickly tore
through the lot. Score onefor the

Prof., you hooligans.
--Tony Lazenka ‘03,
art by David Fabricant ‘04
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oit'sthat time of year again.
S November. Yale-Harvard.
Thanksgiving. Your first break
fromthesoul-sucking grind beforethe
bigger more terrible soul-sucking
grind before break before another se-
mester of the crippling soul-sucking
grind, whichleavesyou limp by sum-
mer. Timeto get cranked! Bombed
out of your gourd! Timeto passout,
awake and get cranked some more.
Except harder, longer, faster! Always
harder, longer, faster till thegame's
over and the campushasthinned and
you' re exhausted and have a Con-
necticut limo to catch at some god-
less hour of the morning when not
even thebumsare conscious. And
youtravel toNew York City to catch
aplane, where you stand in queue
with aheavy bag of dirty laundry cut-
ting into your shoulder like abozo
staring at the bozos staring at you.
Good times...
good times. But
not this year.
Not for me at
least. No tail-
gating. No get-
ting juiced up
beyond belief.
No jeering. No
cursing and
spitting. No acting thefool. No pot
browniesat thehalf. No brief con-
cliationknowingthat, thoughl livein
the SINKHOLE of Americafor 9
monthsof theyear and though there
ain't ever agood party and half the
girls couldn’t pass for a mid-op
transexual on eventhe best of days,
things could beworse- | could bea
Cantab.

But don’t feel sorry for me, dear
reader - | amin abetter place. I'm
acrossthebigwater in London, En-
gland, where| can get bombed out
of my gourd at any timeof theday of
any day and nobody could careless.

You ask: What of thepigskinand
gridiron? What of watching our big-
gestandleast mentaly gifted SMASH
into their biggest and least mentally
giftedinan epic clash of fallen ath-
letictitans?What of the sweet, blood
and tears? What of stealing victory
fromthejawsof defeat? What of it!
Who cares? Letitgo, Yae. Foronce,
just letit go. Quit reading. Quit exer-
cising your aready overdevel oped
cerebral cortex and start drinking.
Get blitzed. Loseyour vision, Yae!
L oosenyour necktie, Eli, and bresthe
easy. [Cuefight song.]

-- Rory-Owen Delaney ‘03



