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In the state of New York, a person is considered
“incapable of consent when he or she is less than sev-
enteen years old”. However, this law doesn’t seem to
stop a multitude of college women
from creaming their panties about
sixteen year-old Nick Jonas and the
rest of the (fortunately legal) Jonas
Brothers. What exactly is it about
these purity ring wearing, tight pant
sashaying, Disney produced group
that has girls all worked up and ready
to strip off their skivvies? 

Perhaps it is because of a double
standard that no one really questions
this borderline illegal love. Perhaps it
is because the irony of wanting to get
in the pants of a kid who tells every-
one he doesn’t want any pussy can-
cels out any real threat. Or perhaps
nobody is concerned because the
chances of a college girl getting with a sixteen year old
celebrity are miniscule. Perhaps as miniscule as a cer-
tain something else? Something tucked away in skin
tight denim? 

There may be no clear answer to this “dilemma”,
but in attempt to find out I interviewed two eighteen
year olds and a twelve year old. Which interview
belongs to the preteen and which to the (il)legal adults?
You be the judge:

1. Why do you like the Jonas Brothers?
A1: They’re SUPER hot with morals, which is some-
thing you don’t find in most teenaged boys. It’s inno-

cent fun, and they actually have talent. They write their
songs and play their instruments. And their pants are
super tight, and I want to scissor them off. But I don’t
like them because their pants are tight—I like their style.
They’re just down to earth.

A2: They’re SUPER hot and their
music is really good and fun to
dance to. They’re super talented
and they play their own instru-
ments, write their own songs, and
Nick’s bomber jacket is super hot.
They’re just super romantic.
A3: They are good role models and
amazing musicians. They’re funny,
nice and really, really cute.

2. Who is the cutest Jonas broth-
er and why?
A1: Well, I have a tie between Nick
and Joe. How do I explain? Joe is a
charming, flirty, funny goof. He’s a
fun guy. And Nick, I have a super

crush on Nick because his head of curly hair and his tal-
ent and maturity and overall sexiness. Joe is a sex sym-
bol and Nick—a fifteen year old should not be that hot.
A2: For me it’s a tie between Nick and Joe, because
originally I thought Nick was hotter, but then I saw
Camp Rock and Joe was so hot, and so then it was a tie
because they’re hot for different reasons. 
A3: Joe because he has a great smile, great hair and is
just so cute. He’s funny too.

3. What is the craziest thing you would do to get
backstage passes to a Jonas Brothers’ concert?
A1: Although I love them, I would never sleep in the

street for them. Some fans go through the extreme of
camping out for them, but as much as I love them, I
would never do that.
A2: I would flash someone.
A3: Wow, a lot of things. I would probably do anything.

4. If you were with Nick Jonas for one night and
could do ANYTHING you wanted, what would you
do?
A1: We would take a long walk and then he’d serenade
me with his guitar. Then I would slip off his purity ring
and I’d forget to sign him out at 3:30. We’d finish the
night with watching movies and cuddling. We’d be cud-
dle buddies.
A2:  We would have a picnic on the beach and he’d
give me a single red rose. There would be a candle on
the picnic blanket. He’d be wearing one of his really
nice outfits and his bomber jacket. Then we’d take a
long walk. We both dress up really nice and then after
our date we could go back to my room.
A3: Hahaha…wow…um…. I would probably go to
somewhere he liked and learn things about him that no
one knows and learn what he is REALLY like.

Struggling to decipher which interviews belong to
the college women and which belongs to the seventh
grader? Worried that Chris Hansen might come to cam-
pus one day and ask your roommate to have a seat? It
seems strange that we have reached the point where this
is an issue. The boy wears a fucking purity ring. That
means the last thing he’s doing is fucking. Not only
that, but he’s not even old enough to drive. Perhaps
more of college girls should listen to Nick’s words of
advice: “Slow down sugar, I’m a diabetic.” Slow down
girls, he could be a sophomore in high school.

by Maggie Mauk
STAFF NON-PEDOPHILE

Throughout history there have been duels and rival-
ries that have shaped their times.  Henry  VIII and the
Pope.  Athens and Sparta,  Zoolander and Hansel.  But
currently there is a duel set to surpass them all: the
Kings of Leon and the Jonas Brothers.  You see, The
Jonas Brothers are a trio of teenage brothers surnamed
Jonas, homeschooled by their pastor father in New
Jersey, and signed to Columbia Records.  The Kings of
Leon are three twenty-something brothers and a cousin
surnamed Followill who were raised and schooled by
their Pentacostal minister/father, who traveled the
south delivering sermons, and signed to Columbia
Records.  Both fraternal sets started bands, found suc-
cess, and ostensibly play rock and roll.

However, the similarities end there.  The Jonas
Brothers, now signed to Disney’s Hollywood records,
tour with Miley “Hannah Montana” Cyrus, and star in
Disney original movies, such as Camp Rock.  They are
clean cut, perform on anti-drug tours, wear sexual
abstinence promise rings, and generally appear as
wholesome as Mom’s apple pie, Flag Day, and main-
taining a strong nuclear arsenal.  The Kings of Leon
are brooding, bearded, and mildly alcoholic.  They
named one of their roadies “Nacho” because he
appeared as such when they were on mushrooms.
They write lyrics like “On our knees, we’ll feast on the
sex show.”  They are as American as bourbon, ciga-
rettes, and frontier justice.  The Jonas Brothers have
sold millions of albums, have managed three in the
Billboard top five, and were on the cover of Rolling
Stone.  The Kings of Leon peaked at number 25.  

But more important than what these bands do is
what these bands are.  It’s not that the Jonas Brothers
are incessantly moralizing, uber-clean cut, and  micro-
managed by a giant corporation targeting them to girls
who just got breasts.  That’s been done.  It’s that this is
the first time that a band has undergone this much of a
boy band process and still calls itself rock and roll.
This band which, according to a recent Rolling Stone
cover story is managed and image controlled by a full
time Disney representative, is no different than *N

Sync, 98 Degrees, and BBMak.  What distinguishes
them is that instead of being a bubblegum singing group
who combines pop and lock dancing with vague profes-
sions of love, the Jonas Brothers are being portrayed as
an actual rock and roll band.  Certainly a basic compe-
tence with a guitar is par for the course for almost any
musician, but it’s their portrayal as a genuine band that
offends me. Rock and Roll, once the musical equivalent
of crippling heroin addiction is suddenly about to be
crowned by three virginal non-smoking, non-drinking
nancy-boys in the employ of the Disney
corporation.  The very fact that they were
on the cover of Rolling Stone would be the
headstone to rock and roll if Rolling Stone
itself hadn’t turned into a cheap throw-
away rag.  They have taken the sex, drugs,
and rock and roll out of Rock ‘n’ Roll.  The
fact that somehow they are being packaged
as a genuine rock band to an entire gener-
ation is planting the seed for the total
destruction of an American cultural land-
mark.  They’re basically Hanson, but
nobody took Hanson this seriously.

I certainly understand Disney’s business model.
They have a narrow market of approximately 8-15 year-
olds and a constant turnover in viewership.  There’s not
a single person watching the Disney channel right now
who remembers Lizzie McGuire, much less The Famous
Jett Jackson.  They are the primary media source to this
age group, and as such almost any garbage they throw at
the wall will stick; their market of children spending
their parent’s money are fish in a barrel. The Jonas
Brothers are only the latest incarnation of this.  But by
marketing them away from the traditional teeney-pop
model the Disney Channel has broken a sacred trust of
pop music, never to pretend to be another genre.
Nobody thought The Cheetah Girls were a legitimate
musical group; nobody thought of BBmak as a real
band.  By this band’s trying to place their foot in rock
territory (especially with their habit of ripping off good
music videos), they have done something tantamount to
the North Koreans crossing the DMZ, the Germans
invading Belgium.  Disney marketing this as rock and

roll is nothing less than an act of war against rock and
roll music, against American culture, against America.

Proudly defending everything good about America,
like sex, drugs, rock ‘n’ roll, and capitalism are the dirty
backwoods rockers of the Kings of Leon.  They spent
their childhoods traveling the South, formed a band the
second they were all old enough to drive, and have been
making records, touring, boozing, partying, and wom-
anizing since.  As cultural messengers for all of the
seedy beautiful dive bar underbelly of the American

spirit, they have been lauded by critics,
Europeans, and college kids, but still lack
the cultural following of the Jonas
Brothers.  I understand there are people
that don’t particularly love the Kings of
Leon, but still hate the Jonas Brothers.
That’s fine; you can take or leave them as
a band.  What’s important is that you
understand the total cultural destruction
that would stem from any Disney Channel
band actually rising to the top of rock and
roll.  Obviously Disney, which owns
ABC, ESPN, The Disney Channel,

Hollywood Records, and of course Walt Disney
Pictures has the capacity to provide more exposure to a
band targeted at a specific audience than any other
media conglomerate in any other way.  Disney’s star-
making capacity has the potential to forever destroy
everything that is good about the best kind of music
there is.  The virginal, straight edge non-threatening
posturing of the Jonas Brothers has the capability to
ensure that rock ‘n’ roll will never again have enough
edge to cut warm butter, and that’s wrong.  It’s wrong
to try to sell something as beautifully anti-social as rock
‘n’ roll to kids, and it’s also wrong to dumb it down in
the process.  These kids will grow up, have hormone
changes, hate their parents, and listen to great music
anyway.  They will try drugs, have sex, go to school,
have fun and at some point grow up.  But for a few cru-
cial years in their teens it will sometimes seem like
good, edgy music is one of a few things that are gen-
uinely theirs and it is wrong for Walt Fucking Disney to
try and take that away from them.

by Sam Wadhams
STAFF JO-LOVE

(And other Jonas Brothers-related questions)

That’s what she said.

Garnering press,
but not pussy.
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the paper is not Vogue. And I am most certainly not
Anna Wintour. I’ll never be able to tell you the differ-
ence between Gucci and the Gap. But I was there, on
the front lines of a runway show. The following is an
account of my experience.
AUGUST 2008

Received an email from Gen Art about volunteers
needed for an event, “Fresh Faces in Fashion” to kick
off New York Fashion Week on September 4. Though
I’m not really fashion literate, it sounded
like a fun way to experience a part of
New York culture that, until recently, had
escaped me. When in Rome, right? I
responded to the email with a confirma-
tion, and immediately received informa-
tion about the dress code (“nice, head-to-
toe black attire”) and my volunteer
assignment (“event usher”).
SEPTEMBER 4, 2008; 6:00 PM

Arrived at the Manhattan Ballroom a
few minutes late, flustered, and still dressed in my
school clothes. I don’t know what I was expecting, but
there was a red carpet, and there was a marquee, and
there I was in Old Navy shorts and sandals. I had to
check in with a woman wearing a headset and glam-
orous makeup. “You’re a volunteer?” she sneered. If I
hadn’t printed my email confirmation, she probably
thought I must have walked in off the street.
6:25 PM

Backstage was a frantic hodgepodge of makeup
artists, dressers, and designers, all of whose facial
expressions matched that of my mother’s the day she
dropped her wedding ring and (for ten minutes) could-
n’t find it. The only people not rushing about were the
models, who were sitting in a side room labeled
“Catering.” What was the catered spread, you ask? I
kid you not: a tray of romaine lettuce and cherry toma-
toes with three types of ranch dressings on the side.
Nobody was talking. Fashion is, apparently, serious
business.
6:50 PM

After changing, I took my post on the floor with two
other female ushers. I was stationed by the velvet rope

separating the open bar/ standing-room-only section
from the seats just next to the runway. My tasks? Only
allowing appropriately-ticketed hot people to their seats,
protecting the goody bags, and essentially telling every-
one else to piss off.  The doors and the bar were set to
open at 7. In the meantime, I had a glimmer of hope for
making some friends. The two girls in my section came
over and struck up conversation. “So are you a student in
New York?” one asked. When I told her yes, I go to
Fordham, she seemed impressed. “That’s like, a really
good school. I go to LIM.” I was about to ask where that

was, but the other girl squealed,
“Omigosh! I go to LIM too! I’m a fresh-
man!” Then they skipped and giggled
away. No friends for me.
8:15 PM

The show was slated to begin at 8:00,
and at a quarter past there were still seats
to fill and no signs of a start. The people
with standing-room tickets were getting
very antsy. “Why can’t we sit?” “We
were told we could have seats if there

were any available.” I realized I was in a position of
authority at this point- and not the kind of authority I
wanted to have. This kind required shrewd, heartless,
full-throttle bitchiness. My supervisor had instructed me
to not open the velvet rope to any non-seating ticket
holders until he personally told me to do so. I tried to
keep apologizing while remaining firm in my reply to
their complaints, “I am not authorized to allow you to sit
at this time.” But then a poor woman with arm crutches
pushed her way to the front. “Please,” she pleaded,
“there are plenty of seats over here. May I have one?” I
had to deny her, and I died a little inside.
8:35 PM

Finally, the show begins. It is hosted by Shannon
Doherty, and features eight up-and-coming designers
including Crhee, Hyden Yoo, Ideeen, JF and Son, Lialia,
Philip Sparks, Richard Ruiz, and Sariah. Each designer’s
presentation lasted roughly two minutes, which I found
to be surprisingly short. The crowd was attentive and
excited; the media blitz at the end of the runway was
snapping photos furiously. I was particularly stricken by
the designs of Sariah, which contained many bright col-
ors, bold patterns, and feminine silhouettes. The look of

JF and Son was one that could easily transfer from the
runway to everyday. The clothing was sheer and
weightless, in neutral colors with sparkly accents. The
models wore dazzling coral and turquoise jewelry to
contrast the simple slacks and dresses. Other designers’
shows flew by in a jumble of menswear and women’s
couture. 
9:00 PM

After the last model stomped off the runway, the
ballroom quickly became a ghost town. Within min-
utes, the crowds had scattered, the harsh overhead
lights replaced the elegant wall chandeliers, and the
goody bags were gobbled up like rations at a refugee
camp.  I was thanked by my supervisor for my help and
dismissed for the evening. And in the blink of an eye, it
was over.

Personally, I did have fun working the show. I know
many people out there would melt for the chance to
attend a runway show, and yeah, I got a little thrill out
of it. I wanted to make some friends, but I quickly real-
ized that people don’t make friends at shows. They net-
work. And since I wasn’t there to further my career—
only to indulge in sampling a different lifestyle than my
own— networking wasn’t going to happen.  Before the
show, I knew I wasn’t cut out for a career in fashion,
and I thought it was because I never caught the label
bug. But I realize now there’s another reason: to work
in fashion, you not only have to look fierce, but you
have to be fierce. If that means denying a disabled
woman a seat, then I don’t belong. 

Watching the swift transition of the show proved
how fleeting fashion really is; not merely the trends
themselves, but the events that spur the publication of
millions of magazines and spending of untold amounts
of cash on, say, something as simple as a leather belt.
But there’s something to be said of the designs and the
presentation itself. How much time must it take to craft
a really beautiful, original, well-fitting skirt? Certainly
eons longer than it takes for the well-coiffed pixie
model to walk it up and down the runway. Hours of
preparation go into the runway show, from the sketch-
ing and construction of the clothes to the dressing of the
models themselves. All to create a surreal, glitzy dis-
play of art that in every sense moves, breathes, and
lives—if only for a moment.

Once again designers from all over the world
flocked to New York Fashion Week to debut their
spring collections in Bryant Park.  Even the fashion
world could not ignore the economic climate and the
looks reflected the times in various aspects.  Some
designers showcased timeless pieces (the types you
buy once and wear forever), while the collections of
others tried to whimsically escape from reality.  Still,
other designers incorporated a more constricted style
with geometric shapes or tried to create designs that
were a throwback to more carefree times.  As per
usual, the eighties were back with a vengeance bring-
ing with them the power-bitch suit and leggings.
However, some designers looked back to a more lov-
ing time: the seventies.  Anna Sui’s collection started
off with an assortment of beautiful, bold, hippy prints.
In between, her show did become somewhat eccentric
with the amount of influences.  There were Eastern
European peasants, tribal girls, and Elizabethan mod-
els.  But somehow, the collection was cohesive. 

On the side of escapist fashion, nobody can be quite
as whimsical as Betsey Johnson.  Her collection
showed off her odd, sideshow universe where southern
belles, pirates, clowns, and pioneers coexist.  It was
definitely not the most demure collection, but I think
everyone can appreciate see-through hoop skirts.  Erin
Fetherston’s collection was also fantastical.  While not
quite as insane as Johnson’s, Fetherston’s molded
pieces had the delicate fashioning of meringues and
the colors of Easter candies.  A nice balance between
the romanticism of Fetherston and the derangement of
Johnson was Christian Francis Roth’s sportswear.  His

collection nicely mixed naval uniforms with wild prints
for a striking appearance.   

Of course there are always the designers who create
smart, classic collections.  While some of the forms were
lost in Calvin Klein’s shockingly white collection, there
were still many timeless pieces.  His use of architectural
forms also helped to define his clothing as bold
rather than bland.  Oscar de la Renta, on the
other hand, was able to deliver a chic collection
with a sense of humor.  The striking colors and
geometric shapes were best used in his swim-
suits, but he was still able to produce a string of
incredible gowns.  The range from casual knits,
to formal wear played out perfectly.  Then there
was Ralph Lauren.  Personally, I don’t think
that Ralph Lauren should be allowed to design
after his Olympic Opening Ceremony wear.
That being said, the collection was not as
grotesque as it could have been.  Yes, there were a great
deal of harem pants, but his use of gold was not extreme-
ly tacky.

The show that received the most buzz was definitely
Marc Jacobs.  As far as American design goes, Marc
Jacobs is a master.  His collection drew upon so many
eras for inspiration—the 20’s, 30’s, 70’s—but it all
blended together beautifully.  The models marched out in
odd assortments of wrap skirts with little jackets atop.
There were masculine tweeds matched with feminine
blouses and skinny sweaters.  The best part: each ensem-
ble was extremely accessible; one could easily pick
through and choose wearable pieces.  
Abeté paired a mixture of colors against a backdrop of
black and white for an effect that was something like a
Mondrian work.  Some of the tops were even a nice

deconstruction to corsets.  Taking the constraint of the
corset a step further, Hervé Léger by Max Azria used
strips of fabric cut on the bias to create the look of
bondage.  The shapes in this show were the most
interesting—at once sharp and cutting edge, but still
classic.  The daring swimwear was especially inter-

esting.  For the most part, the pieces looked
like the illustrations for Watchmen, which is
fitting given the Metropolitan Museum of
Art’s recent costume exhibit, Superheroes:
Fashion and Fantasy.

By far, the worst collection was by 3.1
Phillip Lim.  In comparison to Phillip Lim,
Ralph Lauren looks like a fashion prodigy.  I
don’t know what the worst aesthetic was.
His shapes and cuts were sloppy.  The prints
seemed to have been taken off the house
coat of a legally blind sixty year-old.  And

he had jumpsuits; jumpsuits and overalls made out of
suit material so that even professional women have
the option to look like steel workers and train conduc-
tors.  Even his menswear was awful.  What should be
easy—suits and jeans, sweaters and jackets—became
a terrible display of shortened pants, jeweled belts,
and silk boleros.     

For the most part, the trends of this year can work
for everyone: head to toe white, seventies prints, mix-
ing tweed and silk, adding some bondage to make it
all fun.  There is, however, one trend that everyone
should decide to stop before it starts: harem pants.  If
you wear harem pants, you will not look like
Scheherazade from One Thousands and One Nights,
nor will you look like Jasmine from Aladdin; you will
look like an asshole.

the paper does
by Sara Germano
ARTS CO-EDITOR

Fierce.

...and we just can’t get enough!
(MORE THOUGHTS ON NEW YORK’S CHICEST WEEK)

By Clara Ennist
STAFF FASHION FORWARD

Don’t
even
think
about it.
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