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W ithin the last month, RIT has placed various Trooh video screens around campus, 
mostly around frequently visited areas. These include the area near Beanz in 

Grace Watson Hall, the separating space between Generic Cantina & Grille* and Global 
Village Market, and RITZ. These screens depict various material, including advertising 
for NBC sports & Billboard, random trivia, and some RIT event info. They also have 
“fast charging” stations that I've personally never seen used. 

Now, RIT is not new to advertising. Normally this is through the use of various posters, 
with videos usually reserved for RIT material. These Trooh screens appear, in my 
opinion, intrusive. Though I suppose that’s the point of advertising. They seem more 
like something I’d see in a mall, or some other commercial area. 	

In fact, I am rather unfond of them. Their company name “Trooh” (seemingly  
pronounced as "true") is unflattering at the very least, falling under a modern (though 
longstanding) trend of four to five letter names, see the term “Poob” in relation to 
various streaming services.† It also looks like an insult, despite being a homophone. 
Their official logo is “trooh” with a lower-case t, and the “oo” as rolling eyes. I know 
they aren’t, but it makes me think these are some kind of security apparatus. It also 
seems that the “ooh” stands for [Digital] Out of Home. Presumably then the name is 
supposed to stand for “TRue Out Of Home,” the “TRue” inferred from some advertising 
information about “True Reach. True Impressions. True Engagement.” That whole spiel. 
Getting that share of the attention economy, or whatever that thing is. 

I’ve actively tried to distance myself from cable advertising,‡ and much of the material 
shown falls under that. The only cable ads I’ve watched in recent years are due to the 
Super Bowl, and its too often human-made horrors just within comprehension. Spite 
like this, unfortunately, puts advertising material into one’s mind.

But I digress. I suppose I must explain more about what “Trooh” is as a company rather 
than just ranting about the odd quirks of 21st century capitalism. It’s your usual NYC 
based advertising services company. 

Trooh’s website claims they are the  “most effective way to reach Gen Z in the real 
world” and “the only campus media network in North America.” A video ad there 
explicitly states their appeal is to allow companies to be present during college’s 
“unforgettable moments.” In more banal but esoteric business data, Trooh claims to 
have “76+ minute dwell time” & “40x screen exposure/month” by whatever metrics are 
used by Comscore.

Recently, according to Linkedin, they’re partnering with Google Gemini to bring “study 
tools” to students. Oh. 

Personally, I’d much rather have just a larger poster board or more places for them. It's 
not likely they've been removed anyways. 

*  Patio? There have been some name changes I don’t care about.
†  See: Tubi, Hulu, Vudu, Pluto, Xumo.
‡  Though I doubt online ads are better.
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Main Article:
"What's a 'Trooh'?" by USS N.G 
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Imaginum Auctores
Page 4: Anonymous. "Caricature 

Showing the Comte de 
Provence as a Cat." 18th century. 
www.metmuseum.org/art/
collection/search/393248

Page 6: Laborde, Chas. Untitled 
illustration. 1925. La Poupée. 
commons.wikimedia.org/
wiki/File:Larguier_-_La_
Poup%C3%A9e,_1925_-_
image-032.jpg

Continued on page 7.

N o t e 
N o t e 

on the 
on the 

Fridge
Fridge

L ooking at Trooh's website,  
trooh.com, shows that they 

view college campuses as "always- 
active, brand-safe environments"  
for targeted ads. Brand-safe? Is that 
all students are, captive audiences 
for corporations? Not only are we 

stuck walking past continuously scrolling ads to get to 
class, we are actually paying to be on this campus. We're 
paying to watch ads. At least make them static posters or 
something instead so I can fix my attention span. 

—G.S.

AI IS COMINGAI IS COMING
YOU CANNOT OPT OUTYOU CANNOT OPT OUT
YOU CANNOT STOP ITYOU CANNOT STOP IT

LET CONVENIENCE LET CONVENIENCE 
OVERTAKE YOUOVERTAKE YOU

Google Leo

un-trooh
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Get Learnt
-by mighty_chondria

Welcome back. There’s a chill in the air and it's an even year. You 
know what that means: midterm election adverts.

Every single seat in the house is up for election and many senators are 
too. How do they afford every ad slot in Jeopardy!? Campaign finance. 

Someone has to foot that bill and it sure ain’t you and me.* OpenSecrets.org is a log of all 
the donations disclosed by any candidate and many larger organizations. So who bought 
our politicians? 
Well, the best data available is for incumbents but I encourage you to poke around.  
Joseph Morelle, the current Rep for RIT is paid for mainly by the American Israel Public 
Affairs Commitee (AIPAC) with a sprinkling of University of Rochester money, weapons 
manufacturers, and one beverage company.† Current UND Rep Julie Fedorchak is funded 
by oil, old folks, and oligarchs— but almost exclusively in-state interests. Did you see the 
$380,000 that was left after Morelle’s last campaign? Nice to have cash on-hand. 
So, with the candidates having already picked their poison, now it’s time to pick yours.‡ 
Just read the label first. 

All Data from Open Secrets, accessed 25 Sep 2026.

*  Or as Bullhorn Acacia would(n’t) say, you and I.
†  Constellation is based out of Rochester.
‡  If you read this far, you probably vote down-ballot. Good! We will get into that next week. 

Who’s on the Top of the Ticket?
For the RIT folks:
Governor: Hochul (D) is incumbent. Challengers are Blakeman (R), Anglade (I), and Makeley (I).
US Rep NY-25: Morelle (D) has represented you since 2018. McIntyre (R) is challenging.

For the UND folks:  

US Rep ND-AL:§ Fedorchak (R) is incumbent. Challengers are Hammer (D), Neville (I), and Tuttle (I). 

§   Just the US House and well, just one district, cause it is North Dakota.i 
i NoDak is approximately as populus as Monroe County, NY (roughly 779,000 vs 750,500 people). 

Figure 1. Morelle: Oops, all War  
Crimes edition

 
Figure 2. Fedorchak: Old and  

Oily Oligarchs
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Dear Susan,Dear Susan,
I have eaten nothing but soup for the past two days. Regrettably, my stomach I have eaten nothing but soup for the past two days. Regrettably, my stomach 
is a l ittle unhappy. Should I switch to my al l pickle diet to stop being sick, or is is a l ittle unhappy. Should I switch to my al l pickle diet to stop being sick, or is 
my body just adjusting to soup?my body just adjusting to soup?	  		 	  		  	       		 -In a Pickle
Dear Mx. Pickle,
It seems you’re experiencing some good old soup-shock. We’ve all been there! Don’t give 
up just yet, as you haven’t had a chance to experience the plethora of benefits of an all 
soup diet. However, I wouldn’t be surprised if your body is going through pickle 
withdrawals as well. My advice is as follows: seek out a Polish restaurant, and order 
yourself some zupa ogórkowa. This hearty pickle soup should help you bridge the gap 
between your diets. After a few days of this, you will be able to expand to other varieties 
of soup once again. I wish you the best of luck on your soup endeavors! 

-Susan

AAsk sk SSusanusan ❤❤

Seeking advicSeeking advicee??
Ask SusaAsk Susann!!

JJoin our oin our 
DiscordDiscord
 server  server 
to get to get 

involved  involved  
with GDT.with GDT.

GDGDT'sT's
weekly-ish weekly-ish 
column to column to 
aid what aid what 
ails you.ails you.
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Comic Corner
		                -curated by G.S.

Comic by Sam Owen
dsoart.com  •  IG: @dsosartdotcom

Comic by Annabelle "Moowsie" Olendzki 
www.annabelleolendzki.com  •  IG: @moowsie and @doghauscomic

Want to read DOGHAUS on nicer paper...or maybe with some color? A Kickstarter 
is currently funding an official book with 200+ strips at kck.st/4uSSuty.
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Comic by wood man
Featuring GDT's toot bunny.

The Somnambulant Sommelier
-by mighty_chondria

Hailing from Glendale, Arizona by way of Hillside, New Jersey, this beverage is a light 
and refreshing way to drown the Sunday scaries. The cans are elegantly elongated 

and environmentally conscious, recyclable if a frat bro were so inclined. The palate is 
vibrant with notes of malt and watermelon. The bouquet is excitable with carbonation. 
With a full bodied and fruity nature, decanting is unnecessary. Consider pairing White 
Claw Watermelon with dining hall take out, a vape, or your roommate’s Cheetos. 

Food &Drink ReviewsFood &Drink Reviews
21+21+
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Jimmy John's — A Review
-by Honest Madman

I avoided this chain because I found the name off-putting. It felt like I would find 
dudebros being served by people that called you "sugar" or "hon."

I admit it: I was wrong to avoid getting food from there. A friend lost a bet and arranged 
for a sandwich to be delivered. Yes, the sandwich tasted like victory, but it was also the 
best sandwich I have ever had from a chain.

Jimmy John, I was wrong about you. I still have never stepped into one of your 
establishments. Maybe it is filled with articles of flair. Maybe it is surgical and simple, 
embodying brutalist spartanism. I don't know. I only know you make a great sandwich.

There are lessons to be learned here. Don't judge eating establishments by their name,  
for one. I now eagerly look forward to walking into White's Pharmacy, Hooters, and  
Slippery Dick's In-and-Out.

Yes! I embrace that food quality is not a function of name! Thank, you Jimmy John. Thank 
you. Thank you. 

Imaginum Auctores. cont.
Page 10: Pearson Scott Foresman. "Sledge Hammer." 2020. commons.wikimedia.org/

wiki/File:Sledge_Hammer_(PSF).png

Page 11: Le Breton, Louis. "Alexander III illustration." 1863. Dictionnaire infernal. 
commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Alexandre_III_(Dictionnaire_infernal).png

Page 11: Li, Andy. "Grave of William I of England in the church of Saint-Étienne, Caen." 
2025. commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Grave_of_William_I_of_England_in_the_
church_of_Saint-%C3%89tienne,_Caen_2025-03-24.jpg

Page 11: littlestpersimmon. "Free Ornamentation II." 2026. www.tumblr.com/
littlestpersimmon/811542261969158144/free-ornamentation-ii-this-work-is-dedicated-to

Page 12: Unknown. Illustration from manuscript folio of Moldavia. Possibly 15th or 16th 
century. commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Stefan-1502-Cod.-slaw.-fol.-245r.jpg

Have art? Writing?
SUBMIT! To:
graciesdinnertimetheatre@@gmail.com

These two slippery 
dicks (Halichoeres 
bivittatus) look 
forward to 
serving you.
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Bruce Moxie and the Orphan-Crushing Machine
-by Bruce Moxie

Bruce Moxie wasn’t your typical tumbleweed Texan. He was a man of pure will, 
determination, and a body fat percentage too low to be medically believable. He 

didn’t concern himself with such things as sleep or meals— every morning, he descended 
from his pull-up bar and pumped pureed grass-fed beef directly into his veins with an 
industrial syringe manufactured in a Boeing assembly plant. When he wasn’t concerning 
himself with the amount of G-force he could exert on his extremities during his mid-
afternoon Olympian frontflip session, he tore up the hammer and sickle banner and 
enacted the gnashing of teeth, reducing the nylon polyfiber to molecules.

Now, Texas had been a strange place as of late, what with senator Jerry Mander lurking 
about. Nobody knew quite too much about this man on account of his mysterious aura. 
What was known, however, was his promise to put an end to the mystical orphan-
crushing machine.

“Vote me into office, and I promise you great citizens of Texas that I will finally halt the 
construction of the terrible contraption you all have been so worried about,” exclaimed 
Mander at his political campaign speech.

“Yes, Mister Mander! We need you!” replied the crowd in wonderstruck awe. They didn’t 
seem to think twice about this machine...all except for Bruce.

Bruce Moxie had always been suspicious of this Mander man. He had a face that not even 
his mother could love, a ravenous, wrinkly smile that emitted dangerous beta particles, 
and a raspy yet attractive voice that made the crowd put their hands together in such a 
rhythmic fashion that you would think they were wired to the floor they stood up on. 
Bruce couldn’t help but wonder, why is Mander in charge of an orphan crushing machine?

As such, Bruce began the plan of a man, a plan to scan what ran through the man, the 
flagman hackman who hid a terrible secret. His heart pumped blood into his brain as his 
neural folds surged in a true Texan cacophony. He would break into Mander’s campaign 
headquarters and uncover the shivering nude form of his true intentions.

That same night, Bruce set his plan into action. He tiptoed through the night with all the 
grace of a drunken baby, only staying hidden by his hideously malformed muscular 
silhouette. With his body juiced up on intravenous GMO beef and several unnamed 
military beverages, he gently removed the comically large circular vault door from 
Mander’s machinational menagerie and set it aside like a quivering animal.

He found blueprints inside the cold, greasy metal filing cabinets that lined the walls.
Inside, written in neat Congressional handwriting, were the plans for the orphan-crushing 
machine— a whopping thirty feet tall, chrome-plated, FDIC insured, and fitted with 
enormous gears that seemed suspiciously human in proportion. The design was very 
human. That’s when Bruce saw something that made the hairs on his amazing human 
form stand on end.

According to the beautifully written notes in the tight little margin, Mander wasn’t going 
to prevent this thing from being brought to meatspace. His true intentions were far more 
sinister than even Bruce could fathom...he was upgrading it to crush 300% more orphans 
per minute. That’s a threefold efficiency increase, truly a marvel of engineering. Still, not 
good. Bruce’s nostrils widened in disbelief, his pupils dilating as his palms deposited 
enough sweat to completely hydrate a family of four along with a pet dog. His face began 
to rapidly reshape, becoming more aerodynamic by the minute, which didn’t seem 
possible before. He poked his beefy finger into the center of the saline-soaked document. 
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“Not today, commie,” Bruce uttered gutturally in a frequency so low it shook the walls.

The machine, the blueprints said, was planned to be constructed in a subterranean 
chamber directly beneath the Texas capital in the chamber of legislative secrecy (just 
between the oriental café and the Tesla charging station). But there was a problem: the 
materials to build the machine were locked in that room behind a door that required a 
custom-fitted key, as most do. Bruce also knew that Mander was the only one who had 
such a key. His fists tightened in pure American frustration as the paper inside them 
detached from their molecular bonds.

He kept reading through the scrolls and found another piece of vital information that 
would help him on his journey: there was a second key. It had been stolen, however, by a 
mysterious femme force only known as Abuela Imigrante. As punishment, she had been 
sent to the border tower of doom to be deported on the 17th of October. Bruce checked  
his high-wattage combat-grade nuclear-powered watch and saw that it was already the 
16th of October.

“Oh no, oh no! This assignment is due— I mean, I have to get the key before the end of 
October 17th!” Bruce whispered deafeningly to himself and everyone else who might have 
been listening. He barrel rolled through the wall, causing half of the entire structure to 
collapse. Massive clouds of dust and debris billowed through the air as the impact of the 
foundation collided with the ground, sending shockwaves through the city. Bruce was 
unscathed and was making a beeline directly toward the border tower of doom.

To make a long, long story short, he finally arrived at the tower. Signs and branding 
everywhere told him that the tower was sponsored by a large pharmaceutical company 
and three fast-food chains. Abuela Imigrante had taken the key months ago, apparently 
with the same intent that Bruce now carried: to save the orphans. She had been  
detained for “attempted heroism and possession of unwarranted morality.” Wake up, 
America. Geez.

When Bruce arrived, he saw her crocheting malevolently through the bars of her cell.

“Are you Abuela Imigrante?” Bruce asked. She shifted her gaze to Bruce’s hulking frame 
and swallowed back a bolus of vomit caused by his grotesque form.

“Who wants to know? You with ICE, or with America?” she interrogated him. “Neither,” 
replied Bruce. “I’m with vengeance.” Lame! Who does he think he is, Batman?

She smiled, a hideous, wrinkled smile that ended all metabolic processes of any organism 
that saw it. But not Bruce. Today, he had his military-grade antimemetic UV obliterators 
on his face, and ain’t nothin’ gettin’ past them there shades.

“Then you’re late,” she uttered in her terrible immigrant voice. She produced the key 
from her embroidered Mexican zapato and handed it over without an ounce of hesitation. 
Slow your roll, grandma.

“End that machine. And when you do, tell Mander that Abuela sends her regards— and 
a tax audit.”

Hours later, Bruce stormed the Texas capital with all the stealthy precision of a souped-up 
Plymouth Barracuda. Down the mysterious marble hall he crept, waddling past portraits 
whose glazed-over eyes seemed to follow him and who whispered their campaign 
slogans. At last, he reached the chamber and found Senator Mander blocking the door, 
who turned around to face him.

“Just what do you think you’re— oh, God. Oh, my God,” whimpered the senator as he 
witnessed true Texan beauty in its rawest, unfiltered form. It proved too much for him to 
handle and he died immediately of a very violent brain aneurysm. Bruce shuffled over to 
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Mander’s lifeless body, picked it up with his horse fingers, and ate it. As long as it was 
within his macros, he could eat whatever he wanted. The formaldehyde coursing through 
his veins might have had an adverse effect on Bruce’s circulo-respiratory system, but eh, 
whatever.
He waltzed into the chamber and found several piles of clockwork machinery strewn 
about like a steampunk hobbyist’s wet dream. He waltzed over and instead of eating 
them, he picked each one up in his gigantic calloused hands and pulverized them one-by-
one with a mere glance. You can’t build an orphan-crushing machine with powder. Well, 
unless you reshape the powder back into a shape with a mold and sinter it back into a 
single mass. Luckily, Bruce’s years of expertise operating a heavy-duty steel mill back 
where he got that syringe came into play. He recognized a powder metallurgy setup in the 
corner of the chamber and reduced it to its elementary particles with his earlobe.
Bruce was now content. His duty was done. The orphans were saved. 

Chicken Bam-Bam
-by Rock Goblin

Creates One pan, One Knife, and One Cutting board in terms of dishes.

Ingredients:

•	 1 chicken breast
•	 Around 3 to 4 baby bella mushrooms
•	 Around 4 to 5 cloves of garlic (can add more if wanted)
•	 Two big pinches of rosemary
•	 Big pinch of salt
•	 Smoked paprika
•	 A little oil
•	 Pan
•	 Hammer
•	 Cutting board
•	 Reasonably sharp big knife 
•	 Plate
•	 Plastic wrap

Mince mushrooms and garlic well, then put aside. Slice the chicken breast open 
“taco style” creating a large pocket. Stuff with minced mushrooms, garlic, 

rosemary, and salt. Wrap stuffed chicken breast in saran wrap, then hit with hammer  
until flat, ensuring stuffing does not fall out. Put oil in pan, then heat. Once hot enough 
to cook meat, rub stuffed chicken breast with salt and smoked paprika. Sear well on each 
side, then reduce heat and cover to ensure filling gets cooked. Once done, serve with a 
starch and vegetable of chef’s choice. 

This dish, invented by my emotionally repressed father in lieu of going to therapy, 
delights children and adults alike. By flattening the chicken, even and quick cooking is 
ensured, and by placing the majority of the seasonings inside the chicken, the flavor of  
the cooking mushrooms and garlic becomes absorbed by the meat, making an ordinary 
dish extraordinary. 
If desired, making a simple sauce by deglazing the pan with a dry white wine is highly 
recommended. 
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The Return of The Return of GDTGDT’s’s  

All Souls' Day Story ContestAll Souls' Day Story Contest
1st Place: $150
2nd Place: $50

Submission Deadline:
October 21st, 2026

How to submit:How to submit:
1) Save your work as a .docx or .rtf file.1) Save your work as a .docx or .rtf file.
2) Name your document with your last name2) Name your document with your last name
     as the file name (psuedonyms accepted).     as the file name (psuedonyms accepted).
3) Give us information to contact you.3) Give us information to contact you.
4) Fill out the google form using the QR4) Fill out the google form using the QR
     code to submit your work.     code to submit your work.

Top submissions will be published Top submissions will be published 
in a special late-autumn issue.in a special late-autumn issue.
All submissions remain the intellectual property of the All submissions remain the intellectual property of the 
author. Stories must be fall- or spooky-themed. Limit author. Stories must be fall- or spooky-themed. Limit 
of 7,500 words (long-form) or 15 pages (for poetry).of 7,500 words (long-form) or 15 pages (for poetry).

Only 20 days left 
to submit for a 
chance to win!

The Return of The Return of GDTGDT’s’s  

All Souls' Day Story ContestAll Souls' Day Story Contest
1st Place: $150
2nd Place: $50

Submission Deadline:
October 21st, 2026
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--by Ada H. Ominamby Ada H. Ominam

notes from the solar notes from the solar 

field, part Ifield, part I

poetrypoetry

a 

lone goose’s 

caw in the distance  

rippled towards me like a 

spilled soda rolling  

out of a can and onto a granite 

kitchen floor.  

at first i was annoyed— 

sticky waves of dissonant sound over  

skin made stone by november’s frosting  

grip, a call for attention to trap  

the sympathy of some likely unwilling mate— 

but carried by the wind, the goose drew near,  

and though i had buried my face in my scarf   

to protect my ears, i could no longer ignore that  

the caw had become a yelp; a whimper and a cry like 

dropping on the kitchen floor 
 

a knife, steel 

ripping into chilled 

surface  

hoping that the cracks it 

leaves will trap  

the sympathy of some 

unwilling friend. 


