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Yearnin’ for some learnin’, we at the paper set out
one day last week to find ourselves a hard-hittin’ news-
paper. When we couldn’t find an issue of The Ram
ANYWHERE on campus, we begrudgingly headed to
the nearest bodega to find an issue of the New York
Daily News, our fallback option.

Thank god for fallback options.
To our surprise, buried deep within the pages of our

newly acquired rag, we stumbled upon an informative
little piece about our very own neighborhood.
Apparently, so says “New York’s Hometown
Newspaper,” this whole get-hammered-and-rail-lines-
and-scream-and-puke-and-pee-in-the-streets-until-4-
a.m.-four-nights-a-week thing that we’re all so fond of
isn’t really working out for the people who live in the
Belmont neighborhood for periods of time longer than

four years.
“We feel we’re oversaturated with bars,” said Ivine

Galarza, district manager of the community board that
represents Belmont. “They are open until 4 a.m., they
don’t care who they serve, and they have other types of
illegal activities.”

As a result, the article goes on to say, Community
Board 6 passed a unanimous motion earlier this month
to look into the possibility of imposing a moratorium
on new liquor licenses. In other words, the student
body has been so ludicrous (and in such numbers) this
September that local residents are literally asking that
another bar never be opened again in the area.

While the short-term implications of a ban on new
liquor licenses are admittedly minimal, the situation
itself once again raises the type of questions that con-
tinue to loom ever more ominously over the Jesuit
University of New York.

As Joe McShane leads us ever onward toward the
glory of 2016 and beyond, can we peacefully co-exist
with our neighbors? Perhaps not, especially if any
more of us decide to show up. In the past few years
alone, the number of Fordham students living directly
off-campus has increased significantly, as evidenced
by the dramatic rate of construction of those ubiquitous
white brick prison-like off-campus dormitories. The
school itself is in the process of building more Res-Life
housing off-campus, and as we all can see (and hear),
Campbell Hall is well on its way to bringing a few hun-
dred more eager suburbanites to our outer-boro para-

dise (Starbucks and all). As the student population
increases, so too does the chance for problems. More
parties, more noise complaints, more urine in the gut-
ters, more fights, more smashed bottles, more drunk-
en crowds standing at the Tri-Bar with nothing to do
and lots of booze to do it with. No, we think it’s safe
to say the actions of Community Board 6 will not be
the last organized protest against the ever-rising num-
ber of boozed-up bros hitting the streets of the Bronx.

But we here at the paper think that it would be
pretty hypocritical of us if we got preachy about the
way you all choose to spend your Tuesday, Friday,
and Saturday nights; more often than not, we’re out
there with you. We’d love to offer up a solution that
would please everyone, but to be perfectly honest, we
don’t really think one exists. College students are not
going to stop drinking to excess, especially when the
alcohol policies of Fordham encourage students not
to stop drinking, but rather to simply do so off-cam-
pus. And the people who try to live their lives in the
Belmont area – especially those who have been here
long enough to remember a time when far fewer stu-
dents lived in the neighborhood – are going to grow
angrier with each passing year. As this university
continues to expand, it is going to continue to face
more and more big-school problems. The situation
with Community Board 6 has made clear that sus-
tained and serious tension with the neighboring com-
munity is almost certainly going to be one of those
problems for years to come.

by Cassandra Pinter
STAFF BABYMAKER

Last week I came across an article in the New York
Times entitled “Saudi Women Find an Unlikely Role
Model: Oprah,” and being the feminist asshole I am,
became interested in the topic. This article discusses how
Oprah’s show gives women in Saudi Arabia a new per-
spective on their sex lives, marriages and taboos, which
are all topics that are not openly discussed in their coun-
try.  Saudi women have been able to view mostly uncen-
sored episodes of Oprah since 2004 and since women
spend much of their time within the confines of their
house during the day, Oprah
provides hope of change to
come for the second class cit-
izens in a mainly male domi-
nated country. While Oprah’s
magazine O is not legally dis-
tributed within Saudi Arabia,
women are given access to
the women’s magazine
Sayidaty, which allots a one-
page feature about Oprah per
issue. 

What I found most alarm-
ing about this article was that
these women have relatively
easy access to many
Westernized media resources
that discuss issues ranging
from marital abuse to equal
opportunity, yet not one of
the social issues Oprah or any
westernized media source
highlight is considered pub-
licly acceptable in the Middle
East.  This then raises the question, “How does the
Westernized media these women are gaining access to
change the views and traditions of females in the Middle
East?” It is clear that the Saudi women in the New York
Times article find a connection with Oprah who “strug-
gles with her weight, who overcame depression and rose
from poverty and from abuse,” which gives these women
a chance at their own success in a society that doesn’t
support freedom of expression from their female popula-
tion. 

One woman who had previously been sexually
assaulted by her driver was inspired by an episode of
Oprah to talk about the experience with her mother.
Although this doesn’t seem out of the norm for anyone
in America, opening up about abuse is prohibited in
Saudi Arabia, even within the family. What Oprah and
other Westernized television shows are providing
women in the Middle East is a chance to relate to
women who are not held under such strict expectations
and is also giving them the ability to relate to one
another. From this stems change. 

The Westernization of Middle East Media in Saudi
Arabia has already led to even more drastic changes in

the expectations of
women just within the
last year. After the air-
ing of the popular
comedic television
show Tash Ma Tash,
women by the thou-
sands began petitioning
both in their private
homes and publicly for
the right to drive. The
television show, which
had repeatedly shown
scenes of Middle
Eastern women driving,
sparked this discussion
for the second time
since 1990. The differ-
ence between the 2007
uprising compared to
the petitions in 1990 is
that Saudi government
has become much more
receptive to the idea of

women driving, which they decided doesn’t actually
break any Islamic law. The Saudi Human Rights
Council, which is a government-backed social justice
system, has openly said that with the development of
the internet, television broadcasts and radio shows from
the West, changes are expected to take place socially,
especially for women. 

While many positive changes have already and will
continue to take place because of the westernization of
media resources in Saudi Arabia and the rest of the

Middle East, serious threats have also ensued. It is dif-
ficult to overcome a country’s set of social expecta-
tions, especially when they derive from an idea as sen-
sitive as religion. Even if women succeed in gaining
rights relating to self-expression and independence on
a government level, it does not mean that the people,
who have held these morals for their whole lives and
generations before them, will give up their ideology.
With social victories for women also comes the poten-
tial danger of private abuse and oppression.  Although
the long-term result of women’s rights is equal oppor-
tunity, the beginning stages will be a harsh transition
from a male oriented society to a human oriented soci-
ety. Danger to women who leave the house without
their husbands could be subject to ridicule from other
men, and an even more serious, is the potential for an
increase in marital abuse rates.   

The short-term threats that will affect Saudi women
are both risky and damaging, but the long-term results
could eventually lead to the independence of these
women. In an era of interdependence and globaliza-
tion, it is nearly impossible to keep these oppressed
women quiet. They now have access to Westernized
media that is advocating for their safety and right to a
voice. The Middle East now dominates America’s
headlines and there is no hiding the horrible situations
these women have come to accept and how they are
looking for an escape.  And this escape goes beyond
Oprah. Saudi and Middle Eastern women are finding
jobs, and driving cars, things that were considered sin-
ful for a woman just fifteen years ago. While these
gains are not revolutionizing the status of women, they
are steps in the right direction. 

It is clear that this era is one of interdependence and
also of tension between countries. It seems that the
women of the Middle East are being positively affect-
ed by the interdependence more than anyone else.
These brave women have found hope in westernized
ideals that they hope to strive for. They have gained
the strength to talk about their marriages and abuse
with each other in order to make a change within
themselves and also within their country. It is impor-
tant that American influence in the Middle East is
making positive change even during war, and through
our media and ideals about equality, Middle Eastern
women are beginning to pave the way for their own
voice.
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Belmont Neighbors:
“Stop Peeing On My

Front Steps.”



Country Club
Second Estate pre-French Revolution.  They reveled in
their decadence and looked down upon the teenage
workers with elitist snarls.  

Anyways, there was always a pretty standard formu-
la for members.  Women were either extremely over-
weight, or very anorexic; some of the latter sporting
newly furnished porn-star breasts.  Plastic fingernails
were practically a standard, and each woman looked
like an extra in a cookout scene of The Sopranos.  Men
either looked like greased up professional wrestlers or
Nantucket boating gentry: bulging bodies with fake tans
or expensive Polos with salmon colored shorts.
Basically, Crestwood was a little bit of the Jersey shore
dropped haphaz-
ardly into south-
e a s t e r n
Massachusetts.  

The absolute
worst part of the
job is what some
people would con-
cede to be the best:
the children.  The
children were
abhorrent, mania-
cal and spoiled, yet
if I played with
them long enough
there was always
the chance that a
generous parent
would give me a
tip.  I don’t think
that I would like to
have children after
this job, which
doesn’t matter as I
am sure I am no
longer capable of
this biological mir-
acle (reproduction)
due to the insuffer-
able and constant blows to my undercarriage from some
of the especially satanic brood.  

There was a small girl there who often tried to break
my fingers.  As I was distracted, she would sneak up
from behind me, grab a finger (usually the pinky) and
pull back on it as hard as she could.  When her attempts
were foiled it would not be unusual to see her climb
upon my throne from behind, upon which she would
take a handful of my helmet hair and immediately jump
down, pulling me backward in a violent and especially
painful jerk.  Members and employees, who oft-ignored
my screams of agony and just assumed that I was good
with children, regularly witnessed these moments of tor-
ture.  “Alex, the kids just love you!” they would say.   

Other infamous offenders included a trio of young
blond brothers straight out of The Village of the
Damned. They were evil, but I liked their parents so I
would suffer their injustices silently.  The dad would

give me a twenty every now in then, and when he was in
especially good spirits he would ask me “who I was
fucking” or where one could “get a good bag of grass.”
My usual answers, an embarrassed “nobody” or “surely
I wouldn’t know sir.”  Before long the discourse between
us became more nonchalant, and he would tell me of his
college exploits taking psychedelics and having rampant
sex, his wife laughing and his children usually in compa-
ny, probably trying to force a wiffle-ball bat up my rec-
tum.

The only thing that horrified me more than these boys
striking me in the groin while I wasn’t paying attention
was to watch them strike each other in the nether

regions, fall down in pain, cry, and
retaliate by striking the offender
harder and with more violence.  A
later incident revealed to me the
truly masochistic state of these
boys, as I witnessed one produce a
feces-ridden index finger from the
seat of his pants, presumably from
sticking his own finger up his butt.  

As mentioned before,
Crestwood never drained the pool
after somebody pooped in it.  This
happened a few times, and was
usually the fault of babies who
haven’t yet gotten past the stage of
shitting uncontrollably.  The feces
was retrieved and thrown into a
wastebasket, which was then
thrown into a dumpster.  One time,
an unlucky colleague of mine had
to retrieve a log from the pool.
Upon making contact with the
skimmer, the log broke up into lit-
tle brown particles—diarrhea,
momentarily kept intact by the
calm waters of the vacant pool.  

After the poo was extracted the
pool was shut down for the rest of
the day.  These are regulatory pro-

cedures, which are supposed to be followed by a total
cleansing of the pool surface.  Crestwood usually just
had us dump several gallons of corrosive, undiluted
chlorine into the water.  Sure, it killed any microorgan-
isms looming, but it also worsened one’s eyesight and
burned the skin terribly.  

At the end of each workday I would close down the
pool, do a very lazy job of cleaning up the area, and then
clock out.  This was certainly the best part of the day, as
the inside of the club was almost empty and maintained
an especially eerie atmosphere.  Alone and unsupervised,
I used these moments of solitude to replenish my fledg-
ling liquor collection, as the bar was always left unat-
tended.  I always stole Captain Morgan’s; this was the
only perk of the job, and the alcohol was barely enough
substance to wash away the horrible memories of atroc-
ities suffered to acquire the then rare and mystical liquid.  
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by Alexander Gibbons
STAFF DOODIE FLOATER

Crestwood Country Club sits amongst the faux
countryside of southeastern Massachusetts, and after
a couple of weeks of working there, it seems that I
began to make a point of hauling ass down the drive-
way with my radio blaring at top volume.  These
were not necessarily my normal driving habits, but
lame, Fonzie-like histrionics such as driving with
loud music on or punching jukeboxes were just the
sort of thing that annoyed the honkies who often fre-
quented Crestwood.  I was a lifeguard of the kidney
shaped pool, the pool that had a maximum depth of
six feet six inches.  This job was, and may still be,
the source of my innermost dispositions, and at the
same time it was my personal cause for rebellion.
There always seemed to be a wacky and unseen
force looming over everything, a force that made
every trip to Crestwood unreal to me.  The behavior
of the members was too bizarre, the facilities were
too disgusting, and everyone was too stupid.  It
seemed that I was actually living in Caddyshack,
except Bill Murray or Rodney Dangerfield weren’t
there to make everything O.K, and Crestwood never
drained the pool after somebody pooped in it.  To be
more precise, I was living in Caddyshack II.  

The basic requirements of my job were: prevent
swimmers from drowning, clean the pool, clean the
filters, play/take care of children at pool, dispose of
dead rodents found on the premise, scoop shit out of
pool when necessary, take out the trash, keep the
area tidy, and anything else I could do to appease
anybody wearing a polo shirt and/or “Titleist” hat.
For this I was paid eight dollars an hour.  

The suggested minimum wage for lifeguards in
Massachusetts is twelve dollars an hour.  Also, the
normal job requirements of most lifeguards in
Massachusetts are as follows: prevent swimmers
from drowning.  While I worked at Crestwood the
summer job market was pretty dry, so I followed
every order and suggestion like a little prick for fear
of losing my title.  I always wore a shit-eating grin
on my face and fired hatred through my pupils, a
revealing practice masked only by my fake party
Ray-Bans.  The job was not hard; I have worked
harder and for less before.  The job was simply
unbearable.  

Members were always a sight to see.  They
seemed to be carbon copies of one another, yet each
maintained his or her own unique ignorance or
douchebaggery.  Crestwood offered a hallucination
of upper class living for middle-class suburbanites,
the kind of folks who own those McMansions with
about twenty feet of lawn between each house.
Surprisingly, people who pretend to be rich are actu-
ally worse to serve than those who are actually
loaded.  At least the real wealthy people often feel as
though they are instilling charity upon someone
serving them, whereas these phonies acted like the

“I really hope my
kids are shitting in the
pool right now. Wow...
money is awesome.”



by Joseph McCarthy
STAFF ZOROPETERIAN

Translator’s note:
This dramatic work, found sailing the ether some 97
novemdecillion light years from the northern edge of
our Milky Way, was translated to render the easiest
reading.  A stricter translation of this clumsy
Zoropeterian dialect would be nearly incomprehensi-
ble.  In any case, it is not a stretch to say that no trans-
lation offers a reading that is relatable or even believ-
able to Human beings.

SCENE:
On a politically inferior planet called Zoropeterius the
most prominent political figures attend a dinner
party—buffet style.  Centuries behind in political evo-
lution the simple people of
Zoropeterius allow a bipartisan sys-
tem to reign.  So then, if you are not
a member of the Light Green or Dark
Green party, you are not at this party.
In your stead, the planet’s political
pundits—or at least its political prac-
titioners—mingle and clusterfuck
amongst the Zoro-equivalent of
champagne, escargot, chicken on a
stick, celery and dip, and cheese
cubes.  We zoom in on the shrimp
cocktail, specifically the line that has
formed behind it.

(Toward the front of the
shrimp line, a Light Green Party
member

stands behind a Dark Green
Party member.  The former leans 

forward for a few words.)

Mr. Light Green: Long shrimp line,
huh.
Mr. Dark Green: (flabbergasted)
Insolence!  He speaks as though we
were equals.
Mr. Light Green: I was only remark-
ing how—
Mr. Dark Green: I won’t have it!  Not after all that I’ve
put into this line—all that I’ve contributed to this
party.  I won’t stand childish ingratitude.  No.  And tell
me how long you’ve waited in this line,
Mr….uh…hrmph.
Mr. Light Green: (checks his watch) I guess about five
minutes now* 

(*five Zoropeterian minutes is equivalent to
approximately 47 Earth years).
Really, I was just making small talk.
Mr. Dark Green: Infant!  You tater-tot, milk bubbling
squealer!  If only you knew the trials and tribulations
of shrimp line living…

(Mr. Light Green reflects)
Mr. Light Green: (taken aback) Sir, I’m only one place
behind you.  You couldn’t have waited so much longer
than I.  That’s unfair.
Mr. Dark Green: Fairness, he wants!  If only he knew
the intricate mechanics of the shrimp line…if any-
thing is for certain, it is that fairness has no say in the
shrimp line.  The god of the shrimp line is Justice.
Mr. Light Green: (sincerely) What is Justice?
Mr. Dark Green: Justice is getting the amount of
shrimp one deserves according to one’s place in line.  
Mr. Light Green: So the people in the back of the
line—
Mr. Dark Green: Should receive the smallest amount
of shrimp.
Mr. Light Green: And the people closest to the front?
Us?
Mr. Dark Green: The largest amount of shrimp.  For
example I, being in front of you, would receive a larg-
er ration—ahem, portion—than you.  Anyway, we’re
all going to get to the shrimp in due time, you and I
will just be first.  When the peasants—ahem, the peo-
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ple in the back—get to the front, heaven knows the
shrimp won’t have swam away.
Mr. Light Green: But then where will we be?
Mr. Dark Green: Who?
Mr. Light Green: You and I.
Mr. Dark Green: When?
Mr. Light Green: When the peasants—ahem, the people
in the back—get to the front.  Surely we can’t all fit at
the front.
Mr. Dark Green: No sense worrying about that.
Anyway, it’s the Just way of handling things.
Mr. Light Green: Never heard of it.
Mr. Dark Green: Never heard of what?  Be clear.
Mr. Light Green: (pronounces it wrong) Justice.

Mr. Dark Green: (to himself) …slobbering, wide-eyed
cheek-pinched delinquent!  Unqualified, inexperienced

spittle-drenched…
Mr. Light Green: Ohh, Justice! (pronounces it correct-
ly)  Well in my opinion, everyone in the line should
receive the same amount of shrimp—we have to con-
sider how each member of the shrimp line got to the
shrimp line in the first place.  Take me, for instance.
The reason I am situated behind you is because you
pushed me out of the way!
Mr. Dark Green: I would never—!
Mr. Light Green: Yes, you tripped me!  It’s all coming
back: I was on my way from the fruit and vegetable
salad line to the shrimp cocktail line…the whole place
saw it—even the president.  My face landed right in the
vat of cheese fondue at the fondue table, and I had to go
and clean myself up in the restroom.  Now don’t you go
denying—
Mr. Dark Green: If that’s so, then why didn’t you con-
front me?  Are you a coward?
Mr. Light Green: Well no, I—
Mr. Dark Green: Because cowards belong in the vege-
tarian line.
Mr. Light Green: I didn’t get the chance—!

(Suddenly, five other Zoropeterians approach
the shrimp line.) 

Mr. Dark Green: Gasp!  Nevermind that—look!
(he grabs Mr. Light Green’s arm and points to

the approaching figures)  
Mr. Light Green: Yes…?
Mr. Dark Green: Intruders!  An infiltration of the
shrimp line!  I won’t have it.

(runs from his place in line to stop them)
Get back!
Mr. Light Green: But it’s only the cooks.  What harm
will they do?  How could they be so different from the

rest in line? (points to the line behind him)
Mr. Dark Green: From the rest?  From our cherished
shrimp line members?  They are established!  They’ve ties
to the shrimp line, an aquired status.  They’ve always been
here.
Mr. Light Green: But we can allow them to wait at the
back of the line, can’t we?
Mr. Dark Green: And when they get to the front and
devour our precious capital—I mean shrimp?
Mr. Light Green: Hmm.  And then we would be—where
would we be then?
Mr. Dark Green: When?  Speak up, boy!
Mr. Light Green: When the cooks get to the front.  Of the
line.
Mr. Dark Green: Well we won’t let them!

(He flails his arms and dinner plate at the cooks,
who turn and walk away.  Mr.   Light Green

watches.)
Now shoo!

(As if from the heavens, a carrot stick
comes flying Zoropeteriusbound 

And ricochets off a few members of the
shrimp line.  Shrill cries

erupt from the line.)

Mr. Dark Green: Terrorists!  Communists!
That earthly Joe McCarthy reincarnated!
No!...it was the fondue line!  Those heartless
fiends.  Finally they’ve decided to attack.
Mr. Light Green: You can’t be serious.  It was
a carrot, not molten cheese.  If it didn’t come
from the fruit and vegetable salad line then
something is terribly wrong here.  
Mr. Dark Green: …I’ve seen the way those
fondue people have been staring at our pre-
cious shrimp.  They’ve been just dying to
attack—well we won’t let them have it, by
God!  Assemble the cavalry!  Call up the
grenade bombers and napalm slingers and
shrimp sauce squirters!  It’s time for war.
Mr. Light Green: You’re probably right; car-
rots can be dipped in cheese fondue.  (to him-
self) Actually, it tastes pretty damn good.

(A war ensues.  Many perish, and even more are
covered in shrimp dip.)

Mr. Light Green: (exhausted.  From the floor) How long
has it been now since we’ve begun fighting?
Mr. Dark Green: (defeated.  Lying on the floor) How dare
you speak to me—(huff.  Puff.  Cough) You—oh, hell.
(he checks his watch, nearly collapses back to the floor).
About a half a minute* (*this equates to about five Earth
years)
Mr. Light Green: (getting up.  Loud so that everyone can
hear) Thirty seconds!  Enough of this!  Let’s call it all off!
Who here is tired?
Chorus: (yawns.  Stretches) I could use a nap.  Oh—you
mean to say we’re still involved in that wretched war?
Ancient business, I’d completely forgotten.  Yes, let’s call
it all off.  (getting up) Who were we fighting again?
Mr. Dark Green: (from the floor) Remember the carrot
stick!
Chorus: Carrot stick…carrot stick…Oh!  The Fondu Line!
How I hate them!
Mr. Light Green: But our shrimp supply is diminishing!
Not to mention we’re losing the battle!
Chorus: Well then!  I want no part in it!
Mr. Dark Green: Remember the carrot stick!
Chorus: The fondue line!  I hate them!  Yes!  On!
Mr. Light Green: Peace!  Diplomacy! Fairness!
Chorus: My king!  How could I have lived without those
words.
Mr. Dark Green: The carrot stick!
Chorus: It’s there in those words.  That fear and hatred!
But was I ever without them, even if buried in subcon-
sciousness?  On!  Go!  Kill!

(This continues for quite some time)



BREAKING NEWS! WWOMEN AREN’T RRETARDED!
by Kate Murphy
CO-ARTS EDITOR

It’s nothing new for advertisers to co-opt the con-
cept of feminism to promote their product, and to dis-
tort the meaning of sexism to protect their product’s
existence. From deodorant to cigarettes, products
have been peddled to women under the guise of a
feminist stance. Now the advertisers are the
Republican Party, and their product: Sarah Palin.

Recently, in a class I’m in, we looked at Virginia
Slims’ advertisements that attempted to appropriate
sentiments from the women’s liberation movement
and associate them with a decidedly un-liberating
product, cigarettes. Starting in the late 1960s and con-
tinuing into the next decade, Virginia Slims adopted
the slogan “You’ve come a long way, baby,” and pic-
tured independent, career women. But it’s pretty easy
to see through the marketing. While they may have
come a long way, the women pictured always
remained impossibly thin, beautiful, and stereotypi-
cally feminine. Clearly these women were not the
bastions of feminism they were touted to be; they
were marketing tools. And “feminism” was the hot
word du jour, a marketing tool as well.

As I stared at these ads, I couldn’t help but feel the
method behind the marketing of these cigarettes was
alarmingly similar to the logic behind Sarah Palin’s
Vice Presidential nomination and the way the
Republican Party has decided to promote her candi-
dacy. Just like it was in the late 1960s, “feminism” is
a buzzword for marketers in light of Hillary Clinton’s
campaign for the Democratic nomination. And just
like the marketing team at Virginia Slims, somebody
in the Republican Party realized that appropriating
the word could mean votes, even if they had to

grotesquely alter or virtually neglect any semblance of
the meaning of feminism. 

So the Republicans nominated a woman. Maybe
women only liked Hillary Clinton because she had a
vagina. So they’ll vote against what Hillary actually
stood for so they can still see a woman in the White
House, right? Please God, I hope women are not as stu-
pid as the Republican Party thinks we are.

Next, they had the difficult task of justifying her
nomination as anything but a flagrant ploy to get women
voters. Well, she was the mayor of a town about the size
of Fordham’s population! She’s been a governor for two
years! Her state is pretty close to Russia! She has exec-
utive experience! But wait, so did George Bush! Fuck it;
start peddling out the faux feminist propaganda. She
wears lipstick!!!!!

And so, Sarah Palin began talking about breaking the
glass ceiling that Hillary and Geraldine Ferraro cracked
for her. She began talking about how she is an average
hockey mom and a member of the PTA. Well, that’s
great. But herein lies the problem. You see, kids, being
a woman does not a feminist make. Not even being a
career woman with children. Not even a hockey mom. It
just doesn’t mean you’re a feminist, and it doesn’t mean
you stand up for women in general. In fact, Sarah Palin
stands for decidedly anti-woman things. Come on, I
don’t even consider myself a feminist and her view-
points, as a woman, make me want to vomit.

Let’s see here, Palin is anti-choice, opposing abortion
even in cases of rape and incest. Wow. She doesn’t
believe someone who has been sexually violated in the
worst possible way should have the choice to abort the
rapist’s baby or not. Just clarifying. And she opposed the
Violence Against Women Act, which, by the way,
Democratic Vice Presidential nominee Joe Biden wrote.
While she was the Mayor of little Wasilla, she had rape

victims pay hundreds of dollars for their own rape kits
and medical exams, a practice that has now been out-
lawed by Alaskan state legislature. Maybe she banned
rape kits because they contain emergency contraception,
which brings me to my next point. Palin endorses absti-
nence-only sexual education. While comprehensive sex-
ual education, which includes abstinence as a method of
prevention, has been proven to be the more healthy
choice between the two, Palin sides with the dangerous,
unhealthy, and horrifically backward practice. And then
her teenage daughter got pregnant. Sigh.

But these issues, deemed “women’s issues,” don’t
even begin to touch upon the many ways in which it
would be terrifying if she ever had to actually lead our
country. And just as conveniently as they pulled out the
“feminist” card, the gender card was pulled.  Suddenly,
we see Dick Morris telling Sean Hannity that Palin’s
treatment is a result of the “deep sexism that runs
through our society.” But wait! John Stewart showed me
a clip of you last November, Dick Morris, in which you
said, “When a woman wants to be President, she should-
n’t complain based on gender!” So it’s ok for the
Republicans to accuse Hillary of “retreating under the
apron strings,” but not to ask Sarah Palin the most basic
questions, because, oh I don’t know, she seems a smidge
under-qualified.

In the end, I think the Republicans’ strategy will back-
fire. I hope it will. This is some of the most superficial
pandering we’ve seen in this election, and on top of that,
it’s pretty damn insulting to women. It’s insulting that
the Republican Party is using a woman as their market-
ing tool, and it’s insulting that they think we would
blindly follow any woman they put in front of us. So
come on women, don’t be the idiots so many people
apparently think we are.
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by Olivia Soloperto
STAFF SEA OF MISINFORMATION

This historical presidential election finds me, for
the first time, thoroughly engaged in politics. It has
focused my attention on this political season and I
have been attempting to educate myself about the
salient issues that are involved in this momentous
election, the stakes of which have increased signifi-
cantly with the meltdown of the financial markets.

Where does one find reliable information and how
does one determine what information is reliable?
Conservative thinkers believe that there is a liberal
bias in the broadcast and print medias that favors
Barack Obama and democratic office holders and
their policies.  There is ample support for this posi-
tion.  Chris Matthews, Keith Olbermann and Rachel
Maddow, for example, each of whom thinks of him
and herself as a journalist, unabashedly and openly
shill for Mr. Obama every night on the cable news sta-
tions.  The New York Times, Boston Globe and
Washington Post, lions of print journalism, make no
secret about how the democratic ticket is viewed on
the pages of their publications.  As citizens and con-
sumers, we have become the pawns of the corporate
media of which the government is little more than a
subsidiary.  Mainstream media donates generously to
parties’ campaigns in order to ensure that the incum-
bent will maintain the back-scratching system that
purports to be an essential American institution.
Without the support and approval of the media, a
politician cannot succeed. Media controls perception.
Perception controls the flow of money to the cam-
paigns.  Many predict that the biggest loser in this
election cycle will be the mainstream media that has
lost its credibility as an independent reporter of the
facts and has become politicized.

Obviously, the positions of reporters and commen-
tators affect the way that issues are related to the vot-
ing public.  The issues, which are selected to support
a predetermined bias, are presented in such a way so
as to conform to the dictates of a sound-bite world
and a twenty-four hour news cycle.   The issues are
trivialized and scandalized to an “Entertainment

Tonight” level and then streamlined to the American
public.  The issues of the day, however, such as the war
in Iraq and Afghanistan, health insurance, the bailout of
Wall Street and global warming are so complex that
news and journalism, such as it is, cannot and does not
do any justice to the essentially serious nature of the
problems which face the next administration and the
voting public.

How, then, does the average citizen gain the kind and
quality of information which he or she needs to make
informed decisions about for whom to vote in such a
momentous election when the information “out there” is
biased and unreliable?  Where does one obtain objective
information?  How much information would the voter
need to make an informed decision?  Even if that infor-
mation were available, could the average voter under-
stand and digest the information so that it could be used
as a tool in the voter’s arsenal against federal corruption
and corporate deceit?  

We are bombarded daily with images, updates and
panicked news reports.  The consumer has access to a
wealth of information, yet I wonder if the general pub-
lic is any better informed for this availability, or simply
paralyzed by the volume of information.  If one were to
try to understand the complications of global warming,
for example, wouldn’t one have to read and understand
at least some of the science behind it? Who, among us,
has the time or inclination to do that?   If one wanted to
understand a candidate’s position on a piece of proposed
or passed legislation, one would have to read and under-
stand the legislation in order to arrive at an informed
decision about the quality of a candidate’s position on
that legislation or a charge against a candidate that his
or her position is against the mainstream majority
voter’s position. But this is precisely the problem.  The
media is not equipped to provide such an education and
most readers are not inclined to mine such an education
from the news, even if it could be offered.  What we are
left with, then, is a sensationalism that amounts to pseu-
do-news, half-truths and bias designed to persuade with-
out even a half-hearted attempt at a serious and deep
discussion of the issues of the day.  We consume our-
selves with Palin Derangement Syndrome as a substi-
tute for the kind of education that we need on the issues.

We are fed what we are willing to accept and we get the
candidates who we deserve.  It is our responsibility to
demand transparency from the establishment and we
must be willing to question authority and excavate the
truth when necessary. 

This year, I wanted to attempt an experiment in source
analysis.  I felt assaulted from every direction by a host
of information that seemed to be contradictory and con-
founding.  I wanted to educate myself by a combination
of means and mediums so as best to ensure that I received
accurate information on which best to predicate my deci-
sions.  I attended a panel-style forum of independent
New York journalists discussing what they have seen,
what is at stake in this upcoming election, and why inde-
pendent media is so essential to the functioning of a
democracy.  Relic hippies and hipsters filled the hall and
spilled onto the floor with rapt attention at the prospect of
hearing the truth from reporters who were not bought and
owned by Rupert Murdoch.  There was a general senti-
ment that the government’s interests have become so dia-
metrically opposed to those of the people that something
had to happen soon.  Themes of “taking back govern-
ment” and creating a system with built-in accountability
and ethics did not seem all that idealistic in a room of
people who had empowered themselves with enough
information to know what was really occurring.
Journalism should be the public’s first line of defense
against government callousness and self-interest. Yet we
find ourselves living under a system in which our jour-
nalists are arrested as violent rioters bent on disrupting
rather than protecting the political process. The media
should exist to keep our government under vigilant sur-
veillance and to aid us in educating ourselves on how
best to function in and under a democracy.  A true peo-
ple’s candidate would call for the separation of media
and state, as the relationship has become all too incestu-
ous. With this election, however, it seems the political
process has disintegrated into a lobbyist competition with
only CNN and Fox News left standing to benefit. As cit-
izens and consumers on the precipice of a crucial politi-
cal moment, we must reject whole-heartedly any
attempts to sell news as entertainment and we must make
the time and effort to learn the issues so that we can dis-
cern when we are being lied to and what is the truth.

News EEntertainment iis BBullshit BBrainpoison



by Sir Harold QuaabXLII
STAFF SAM WADHAMS

My fellow Americans, today is the day.  Today is
the day when my party, my people have chosen me to
make the arduous hike to the top of Mt. Rushmore
and carve my face into the raw granite of this great
nation.  First, there are people I need to thank.  Let me
thank my party opponents, whom I mercilessly slan-
dered and double dealt, and who are here tonight only
to toe the party line to salvage their careers.  Let me
thank the party bosses, who bet and worked against
me only to be crushed under my boot in my moments
of success.  Let me thank the voters of America, a nar-
row plurality of whom supported me.  Let me thank
my campaign manager, who covered my many
numerous indiscretions and kept them out of the
headlines.  Let me thank the media, who glossed over
my spotty voting record to focus on my choice of tie,
running mate and mandatory flag pin.  Finally, let me
thank my family for almost avoiding saying and
doing stupid things to endanger my career.

This is a troubling time for our great nation.
Policies I previously supported now appear to suck,
and I will come out strongly against them.  The econ-
omy is weak, mostly due to the actions of my friends
and classmates who now control the national finance
syndicates.  Gas prices are higher than I was first
semester of college and rising faster than the terror
alert board.  We are a nation at war, uncertain of our
future.  We as a nation can no longer take rambling,
aimless road trips in our Hummers, eat Kobe beef and
ostrich eggs for breakfast and spritz ourselves with
Fiji water should our central air ever quit working,
even momentarily.  Michael Phelps may have won
more Gold medals than France, but China still won
more than us.  Jobs are outsourcing, college prices are
skyrocketing and millions of Americans are sliding
into debt.  To this, I say to you, my supporters, detrac-
tors, apathetics, foreigners and aliens monitoring our
earthly communications: Yes I Can.

Yes I Can overcome a questionable track record,
seemingly inconsistent qualifications and a hostile

media to become your President.  Yes I Can ignore the
promises I made during the primaries during my cam-
paign, just as I will strive to ignore my campaign
promises in office.  Yes I Can become dramatically
less accessible, interesting and earnest as my horse
draws closer to the finish line.  Despite the fact that
the majority of America either doesn’t want or does-
n’t care about my Presidency, I will tell you, Yes I
Can.

Just the other day I was in Omaha, Nebraska talk-
ing with an American hero, Holden McGroin.  Holden
used to be a mud farmer until he had to pack up his
equipment and send it to China, where fourteen year
old gymnasts will farm his mud and ship it back to
America.  Just the other day I was in Jacksonville,
Florida, where I met Trinity Fire.  Trinity was a
dancer who became unemployed after her clientele
moved on to Russian internet sites and Indian phone
sex lines.  Just the other day I was in Mendecino,
California where I met Pine Hickman, a pot farmer
who was being driven out of the business by cheap,
imported Mexican haybale weed.  These and millions
of other Americans are being driven away from their
livelihoods in these desperate economic times where
they need money now, more than ever.  These people
asked me if I could help them, and I told them: Yes I
Can.

I have solutions to the economy, terror, cultural dis-
sonance and fear.  They are long, vague and too bor-
ing to list here, but I promise you: Yes I Can.  I love
freedom and American traditions like exploitation,
Manifest Destiny, rampant capitalism and Kentucky
Bourbon.  When I was in Washington I fought corrup-
tion by taking kickbacks, pandering to my friends and
helping the big guy.  I attended numerous votes, some
of which I actually voted in.  During my tenure I made
hundreds of important political decisions based on
general information given to me by my twenty some-
thing aides.  I signed bills I didn’t read and then read
MAD Magazines.  They made me chuckle.  People
have asked my if I am really qualified to be president,
and I have told them: Yes I Can.  Because, you see, I
am the American Dream.  I am everything your par-

ents hoped you would grow up to be, that is, if you take
the skeletons out of my closet.  I worked very hard but
achieved success through luck.  I believe in love and
freedom and football and I am going to catch and sodom-
ize Osama bin Laden.  That’s right ladies and gentlemen,
I am going to keep our borders safe by pandering to the
military industrial complex, promoting the growth of pri-
vate armies and most importantly by misappropriating
government funds.  I promise to ignore important memos
and pass on false ones.  I promise a return to the
Presidency of yore, before the nosy press revealed the
flagrant abuses of power of my office.

Ladies and Gentlemen, I promise you a better tomor-
row, a better today and even a better yesterday.  I prom-
ise you things that appeal to you, things that I cannot pos-
sibly provide.  I promise you a resurgent America, dollar-
a-gallon gas, five-cent hamburgers and a gold in every
single event in London 2012.  I promise you the next four
years of your life will be all the fun of college without
classes or hangovers.  America, this is our time.  Not only
that, but as I said, I am going to pull down the pants of
and fuck in the ass Osama bin Laden.  Yes I Can.

by Duncan MacKenna
STAFF ORGANIC APPLES

All of the Fordham security personnel had the
same response to the question, “Has anything like this
ever happened before?” A violent exchange between
a citizen and the NYPD has never taken place on our
campus. Because this is such an exceptional occur-
rence, it is healthy and productive to find out as much
as possible about the difference between this event
and other campus disturbances. Also, it is important
to ask what kind of implications this will have on the
way that future disturbances are handled, before we
find out the hard way, like the people at Kent State.

To get straight to the point, was it necessary to
involve the NYPD? And if so, why? John Carroll
made the decision to call the NYPD, and explained
his reasons for doing so. A security supervisor named
Dennis Cassidy initially confronted the man in front
of the library moments after he ran through the gate,
and managed to stall him there long enough for more
security personnel to arrive, including Mr. Carroll.
There was a consensus among the supervisors that
they “could tell he was violent.” While some may
think they should just removed him from campus
immediately when they outnumbered him, Mr.
Carroll said that they didn’t want to throw him out
onto the street, which would endanger people outside
the campus. He wanted to “get the guy some help,”
and he said that he feels like he “saved the guy’s life.”
Even though I tried to suppress my feelings, it
seemed he could tell that I didn’t believe him.

It is debatable whether or not the presence of the
NYPD escalated the situation to a level that it would-
n’t otherwise have reached; however, it is a fact that
the situation took a turn for the worse when the police
came to the scene. According to Mr. Carroll’s
account, the man was much more hostile towards the

NYPD sergeant than he was towards campus security.
Sergeant Sanchez was among the first police officers
to come to the scene, and the man began yelling more
intensely at him. He also began brandishing the knife
upon the arrival of the police. Before that point, he had
not actually attempted to harm anyone, and no one had
been aware of him having a weapon.

There are occasions in the past when campus secu-
rity officers have had to forcibly remove people from
campus in restraints, but their experience is almost
entirely with intoxicated students, not with “emotion-
ally disturbed people” from off campus. To ensure
everyone’s safety from this armed man, they called in
Emergency Services, who responded quickly to the
scene with extra “tools” they could use. They chose a
restraining pole, a long pole with something like a
hook at one end, to keep him at a distance away from
the officers. The man charged at them when they
brought out this pole, and they held him back, tasered
him, and had him arrested. Most people would not see
this as a way of “getting the guy some help.” 

Mr. Carroll does believe that some good came to
this person out of the events. He said repeatedly that
he thinks they saved that person’s life. In other words,
if it the NYPD hadn’t had a taser and the restraining
pole (tools that the NYPD did not have 30 years ago,
when Mr. Carroll worked for the NYPD), they proba-
bly would have shot him. Imagine the reaction if the
NYPD shot and killed a local citizen on our campus.

The reasoning behind all of this action was that this
was “not a typical threat,” but that it was “a threat to
life.” The question is whether or not this man’s inten-
tion in coming to campus was to threaten or harm peo-
ple. If the man’s initial motivation for coming to cam-
pus was not to harm people, then something in the cir-
cumstances around him on campus caused his inten-
tions to become harmful. It was very difficult to find
out what this man’s intentions were, and it seems that

nobody knows. He was yelling and cursing most of the
time, and much of what he said was not aimed at negoti-
ation. However, at one point, the man yelled something
about “looking for the post office.” One security guard
told me that the person was not from around here. The
guard said that he was from “Brooklyn or something,”
meaning that he did not randomly walk onto the campus.
He must have had some reason for leaving his home area
and coming to campus. All people’s actions are working
towards some goal; this person had a purpose in running
through the security gates.

The Fordham community should always be able to
rely on our security guards to handle problems on cam-
pus. That’s why the school employs them. Unfortunately,
there are violent people outside our campus, and it is
important to be able to control them if they enter our
gates. All of the anonymous security guards (anonymous
because some were given orders not to answer any ques-
tions about this incident) agreed that the situation proba-
bly could have been handled without the NYPD.
Moreover, people in the Fordham community expect that
a group of our guards could handle a single disruptive,
potentially dangerous person. On the other hand, the
actions of the NYPD are out of our control, and they do
not have any accountability to our institution. As citizens
of New York, the NYPD is at our service, but once they
are called to campus, they do not answer to us. They fol-
low their own judgment and bring their own methods of
problem solving. Bringing them to campus is always a
very serious step, and should not be taken lightly.

Some people use Rottweilers to scare off people who
would do them harm. The NYPD is like the Rottweiler
that the citizens of New York use to protect themselves,
and it would not serve its purpose if it were a timid,
domesticated poodle. However, the owners of dangerous
animals must limit them to strict boundaries and always
keep them on a leash.

TTaazzee  mmee,,  BBrroo!!

Dear America, Yes I Can.
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