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certainly not claiming that the neophyte neo-cons in
McGinley basement are making a literal statement,
their flyer is not just silly exaggeration, either. Rather,
though it is meant to be comical, it is the manifestation
of an earnest belief that has emerged in the Right wing
of American politics in recent months. The group here
at Fordham which represents the party that has con-
trolled both the presidency and the Congress, that has
shifted the balance of the judiciary in its favor, and that
has dictated federal government policy for the better
part of a decade honestly believes itself to be an
oppressed minority. Indeed across the country, conser-
vatives are repositioning themselves as the proverbial
“victim.” And, perhaps strangest of all, they aren’t even
out of power yet.

The re-branding of the Republican Party as scrappy
underdogs would make more sense if America were ten
years into Democratic control of government, when the
recent years of GOP success were distant history. Or
perhaps too it would be reasonable if the current
unpopularity of the party were a random or unjustified
discrimination. But neither is the case.

America is coming off eight years of a Republican
president, one that veered far right of center and often
catered to the radical elements of his party’s constituen-
cy. For six of Bush’s eight years in office he worked
with a GOP controlled House and Senate; together they
pushed through massive tax cuts for the highest brack-
ets, vastly increased defense spending and presided
over a massive period of business deregulation. And to
cement the lasting effect of the past decade has been the

appointment of two conservative Supreme Court jus-
tices. The Republican Party, when all is accounted
for, has done pretty well for itself thus far in our nas-
cent millennium.

Well, of course, we would never revel in some sort
of shallow post-election shadenfreude, oh no. We’re
content to simply work off our November 4th hang-
overs and get ready for the long road ahead with a
new resolve and feeling of hope after eight years of
what can only be described as disaster. That being
said, it does feel really, really good to see the Chad
Ciocci’s of our great nation being reduced to the
whiny crybaby stereotypes that they had always
falsely attributed to us on the Left. 

For all the ludicrous accusations of un-American-
ness that the Right flung at critics of George Bush,
it’s nice to see the same noble patriots starting
Facegroup groups looking to impeach a president-
elect and starting websites urging us to “join the
resistance” against a man who has yet to assume
power. It’s good to see those who loudly chastised
those who would dare to question our countries ill
advised stumble into Iraq, or the embarrassing human
rights violations at Gitmo suddenly looking to call
themselves “rebels.”

But, good sportsmen that we are, Fordham
University’s College Republicans are welcome to
come and share an arugula salad with us godless,
unAmerican, baby killing freaks any day; so long as
you drop this silly idea that you, of all peoples, are
somehow underrepresented in this world.

by Andrew Waldron
STAFF YES WE CAN

It started out with me just calling up my uncle on
Sunday night—the second of November—for a ride
home on Tuesday night, election night, for a wedding
rehearsal I had Wednesday night.  My uncle, Pat Purcell,
is a very well known political and labor union
leader/planner who always has an invite to political
events in the city.  I could only
imagine the parties that would be
going on for the biggest night of
elections in decades. The
Sheraton on 53rd and 7th in
Manhattan was hosting the State
Democratic Representative
Election Night Party, and of
course my uncle would be there.

“Well, would that work?” he
asked after explaining to me, win-
ning over my envy, “Are you able
to come, and then I’ll drop you
guys off at home in Jersey after?”
“You guys” being my girlfriend
and myself, and my answer being,
“Fuck yes we would.”
Immediately after hanging up, I
phoned my girlfriend to see what
she thought. Her answer was just
as delicately polite and soft-spo-
ken as mine.  We’d be off to party
with the Dems, ringing in the
New Year of Presidency with the
people who constitute NYC Town
Hall.

We met and went across the
street to get some dinner.  The
food we got trumped that of the
Fordham cafeteria and championed that of any of the
stops on Arthur Ave.  My uncle explained to us that there
were three parties going on that night: the AFL Union
Party, the Working Families Party, and the state
Democratic Party.  He was a member of all three, so we’d
have untethered access to all of them.  After dinner we
hurried over to the hotel and found our way to some of
the people who work for my uncle.  They slapped wrist-
bands on our wrists—“These babies will get you in any-

where.”  We first landed inside the Union Party since it
was my uncle’s priority. Well, it was awesome in there.
Mini hot-dogs and other foods, flat screens for watch-
ing the latest updates, and a free bar.  A free bar, for two
college freshmen, is like using one of your three wish-
es from a genie in a bottle to wish for a million more
wishes.

As the night wore on, my uncle introduced us to
countless New York politicians.  Being from New

Jersey, all of those
NYC politicians
seemed all the more
foreign to me. One
man, Anthony D.
Weiner, Democratic
politician and mem-
ber of the U.S. House
of Representatives
from New York’s 9th
district, sought out
my uncle.  We met
and spoke for a little
bit, all the while
holding a Coors in
my hand.  Some of
the guys we met lin-
gered a bit longer
than we would have
liked them to,
though, forcing us to
construct awkward
conversation.  There
was one guy who
was short, old and
quirky.  All I remem-
ber of his name was
that there was
“Stuart” some where

in there, and all I remember of him was that he was
incredibly kind, but the conversation was not worth
sustaining.  Later in the night, that same guy would be
introduced by Governor Paterson during the rally after
the
announcement of Obama’s victory.  He went onto
speak with passion in front of every important democ-
rat in the state of New York, right in that room, and we
stood there still wondering what his whole name was.

The most
sc in t i l la t ing
part of the
evening came
as the count-
down to eleven O’clock rounded down to a few sec-
onds.  The room, as capacious as it was, was packed
tightly with people, and when the polls in California
closed at eleven and Obama was pronounced the win-
ner, overwhelming ecstasy shook the floor.  People
went ape-shit, and appropriately so. An elderly woman
who had been sitting in the middle of the room the
entire time stood up and danced around like a college
student for the rest of the evening. Governor Paterson
came on stage to speak, but his podium-presence was-
n’t merely enough to quell the excitement on the floor.
The silencer was the Obama-esque chant, “Yes We
Can.”  Paterson began reciting the psalm, and every-
one began to follow. The speakers that followed
brought as much thrill to the table as the room could
handle.  It was pure, sustained chaos.  No one cared to
watch McCain concede, because as of that moment, he
was just another right-leaning politician.

The night truly exploded when it came time for
Senator Obama’s victory speech.  The room was
packed as tightly as a tub of ice cream.  People
received every word he spoke as if he was orating
right in front of us, rather than on a movie theatre sized
screen.  Around me, people cried tears of happiness as
they knew that change was on the way.  The man next
to me repeatedly muttered everything Obama said
under his breath.  Everyone admired each word that
came out of the imminent President’s mouth as if it
were vocal gold—sure beat watching his speech on the
15 inch T.V. I’ve got in my dorm room.

After Obama’s speech, the night more or less
slowed down. The drunk continued to get drunker and
the more sober turned to coffee and cookies, while lots
of interviews were conducted.  To conclude, if you
ever wondered what big politicians do on big election
nights, here’s the deal: they hang out in big rooms and
drink (a lot); they do interviews for various television
programs as well as answer the questions of journal-
ists; they stand around talking about politics; they
absorb every nuance of CNN-like programs as they’re
broadcasted on industrial-sized projection screens,
while celebrating every victory their party earns.

We here at the paper are no strangers to hyperbole.
The president of this University, Father Joseph
McShane, who for all we can tell is a fairly non-despot-
ic and amicable individual, once adorned the cover as a
1984-esque Big Brother (And just so happens to be
gracing this issues cover, as well).  He also regularly
appears within the paper’s pages under the pseudonym
Daddy Mac, a foul-mouthed reggaeton star with a pen-
chant for cocaine. But at least the paper’s intent is to be
nothing more than silly, lampooning an easily recogniz-
able campus figure with obviously fake attacks.

A recent set of flyers produced by the culture war-
riors over at the Fordham College Republicans is a
decidedly different story. As seen around campus last
week, the group’s advertisements portrayed young
GOPsters as the Rebel Alliance, the mythic opposition
from the Star Wars trilogy, and asking others to join
them in their perceived struggle. Though the paper is
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Democratic PParty PParty!

“Whoaah 4-minute
keg stand for Obama,
Donkey dude!”

Being a Trust Fund Turd
From Connecticut
Precludes You From
Joining the Rebel
Alliance. Sorry.

the paper’s opinion:



The Cullyssey: Or, There
(to jail) and back again

Eventually the police cuffed us all together and
drove us to 161st street.  We were only there for a half
hour, and then we were all brought to the 44th
precinct.  We stayed in two-person cells there, and my
cell-mate didn’t speak English, just Spanish. His
name was Nicholas, and he seemed like an alright
guy.  He told me that he went to a bar, and there were
two guys who got in a fight—the police were called,
the fighters left, and the only thing the police knew
about the fighters was that they couldn’t speak
English. He matched that description: they arrested
him.

We took turns sleeping on a cold wooden bench
that was in our cell.  Every three or four hours, we
were given these tiny, horrendous ham and cheese
sandwiches.  I had to take the ham off; it was too
gross. 

Along the cell block, kids were yelling and even-
tually started freestyling.  I say “kids” because that’s
what they were: about ten “criminals” on the cell
block were twenty and
under; three were six-
teen. All the grown men
were quiet.

In the cell next to me,
a sixteen year-old kid
named Jesus was paired
with a 45 year old ex-
con who’d spent a col-
lective 20 years in jail.
Lucky for Jesus, the ex-
con (regardless of being
racist and seemingly out
of his mind) was nice to
him. 

At about 8 pm on
Sunday night, we were
taken back to 161st
street. That is where the
court is, so we were
under the impression that we would get to see the
judge soon.  There were two cells across from each
other: one held about twelve people, and one about
twenty.  Most of the same guys from the beginning
were still with me.  We had access to a pay phone
within the cell, but I had no one to call, so I gave the
kid Jesus my fifty cents.  He called his Mom and cried
on the phone, but hid it well. Still, his friends could
tell he cried, and they seemed disgusted with this and
talked to him sparingly for the rest of their stay in jail.
What I found most appalling about the police was
their treatment of this sixteen-year-old kid.  He should
not have been there with us—he was so young.

When it was about ten at night, there was another
batch of arrestees thrown in the cell. Unbelievably,
Sean was one of them.  I saw him first when he
walked by my cell in a single-file line. 

“Sean! Yo Sean!” I yelled.
“Hey TC.  I figured I’d be seeing you,” he respond-

ed.
“Did you save my sandwich?” I yelled.
Both cells erupted in laughter.  An inharmonious

chime of, “The white boy said, ‘Did you save my
sandwich?’” filled each cell.

“No, I think my sister ate it,” Sean kept answering
while walking by.
“It’s good that someone could enjoy it,” I told him. 

“Yeah,” he said.  Then he walked away.  I explained
the situation to my cellies.  I recognized one guy in the
cell from the neighborhood, and he said he recognized
me too.  “I see you all over the place on 187th street,”
he told me.  He’s a short Jamaican with dreadlocks;
he’s an alright old head.  Also, there was this one
Albanian dude who seemed inclined to talk to me:
maybe it was an only-two-white-guys-in-the-cell
camaraderie thing.  He told me, “every time I get
arrested, I just go to the payphone, swipe my credit
card, call all my friends and chill… just swipe, call,
and I’m chillin’...” Once he was done talking to me,
that’s exactly what he did.

Anyway, it wasn’t long until Sean was put in the
cell across from mine.  Apparently, he had been
caught with an open container an hour after me.  It
wasn’t long until the police shifted us up before the

late night, and by chance I was moved into the same cell
as Sean.  We shared it with about twenty others. One of
the guys in the cell was dressed in the classic black-and-
white-striped jailbird suit.  Apparently he was coming
from a Halloween party and was pulled over and charged
with a DUI. His wife was dressed as a cop.

Some guys tried to sleep on the filthy ground.  Sean
and I passed the time talking amongst ourselves and with
some others.  At about 4 or 5 in the morning, we were
moved upstairs together, one step closer to seeing the
judge.

The new cell we were moved into had the dirtiest floor
I’d ever seen.  It was filled with big, sleeping, loudly-
snoring men.  The only spots for us to sleep on were on
the floor.  Sean went to sleep immediately.  Luckily, I
could see a TV from the cell.  Along with a silent, heavy
female cop, I watched Child’s Play and Twelve Monkeys.
Finally, I got so exhausted that I took my spot on the
filthy floor, and when I woke up it felt like I had breathed
in a pound of dust. 

Finally we were moved out of
this cell into another, where con-
versations about the complexities
of gun charges and beating women
took place.  I resisted my urge to
join these conversations.

At about 11 on Monday morn-
ing, we finally got to see the judge.
Until the very end, the cops were
constantly threatening to put each
of us back inside the cell if anyone
spoke a word. 

When I saw the judge, someone
finally said what I was here for:
“Timothy E. Cullen, here for an
unpaid ticket for riding a bicycle
on the sidewalk.”  The judge
waved his hand.  A woman
approached me, said my ticket
would be dismissed, and pointed

to where I could exit. It all took about seven seconds.  So
that’s that. Now, a final reflection…

I believe the absurdity of enforcing such a law as rid-
ing bicycles on the sidewalk is plainly evident.  There
was no use in pleading with police, though, considering
the fact that I was denied the Phillies score by policemen
while they watched the game on TV.  With the exception
of the book-recommender, the police didn’t listen to me
at all.  The NYPD cares about my feelings.

To be fair, Sean and I were both guilty of having an
open container of alcohol outside, and we also didn’t pay
a ticket that we probably should have paid.  However, we
shouldn’t have been arrested on a Saturday, held until
Monday, and charged with absolutely nothing.  At least
charge us with something.

To be honest, I’m not outraged or even that pissed off
about what happened to me.  In fact, it doesn’t really get
me down at all, or even surprise me too much.  I don’t go
to jail that often, but I guess I could chalk up my fucked-
by-authority-but-whatever outlook all the way back to
my childhood, and specifically, to getting “timed-out.”  I
can hear it now: my mother, father, or teacher giving me
the old one-two-three count – three strikes and I’m out.
Many times I had no idea how I struck out (especially in
school), but somewhere along the line I just got acquaint-
ed with being in a position under authority.  Maybe it is
maturity sprouting, but the bottom line is that my spirit
now lacks liveliness when it comes to certain rebellions. 

But saying that, I do think it was ridiculous how
inconsiderate the police were to those of us who were
detained for a long time before even having a trial.  Case
in point: in thirty-six hours, I was fed approx. 300 calo-
ries (and was told that I was lucky to get anything by a
nasty, disgusting woman), I was forced to sit and sleep
on filthy floors, a free phone call was non-existent, my
shoe laces and belt were lost by police (and it took three
days to get my phone and house keys back), I was denied
the Phillies score by about ten officers who were looking
right at it and I shared cells with ex-cons and crying
minors. 

The biggest outrage within the whole situation was the
police’s treatment of those sixteen year-old kids, and I’d
like to believe that a reader cares about this, but I sure as
hell know the NYPD doesn’t.

by Tim Cullen
STAFF JAILBIRD

On Homecoming weekend, my friend/roommate
Sean and I were (separately) arrested. We spent about
thirty-six hours in jail each. I can (kind of) give a valid
explanation for this, but I have to start at the beginning
of things.

I was at my apartment with Sean. We decided to get
sandwiches before we went out. I brought my Yeungling
bottle with me (wrapped in a black bodega bag).  

We got the sandwiches and I picked up more beer. I
still had the Yeungling. While walking down the street,
I took a drink of it and an undercover cop car came up
to me immediately. It didn’t matter that I had the bottle
concealed with a black bodega bag. “What are you
drinking?” he asked.

“Yeungling,” I said.
While waiting for the policeman to write the ticket,

Sean stood with me. We had a mumbling conversation.
I brought up the fact that we both had unpaid tickets for
riding bicycles on the sidewalk which we received
together in the summer. Lo and behold, the policeman
came out and said I had a warrant.

“For what?” I asked.
“Pending drinking charges.” He told me. 
“But I don’t have any pending drinking charges,” I

responded.
“Well, that’s what the computer says.  You have to

come to the precinct. Give your stuff to your friend.”
I think he was too embarrassed to say what my war-

rant was for. Clearly, “riding a bicycle on the sidewalk”
is an absurd crime. Nevertheless, I was guilty, and I
handed Sean my sandwich and my two beers. On the
way to the precinct, I let it be known (in a subdued man-
ner) that there were no pending charges for drinking on
my record. No one cared. I didn’t mention the bike tick-
et because I felt that it was their job to say exactly what
they were arresting me for. I kept a compliant tone with
police though, because I didn’t want to aggravate them. 

When we got to the precinct, they had me stand in
handcuffs and I watched them shoot the shit with their
sergeant for about fifteen minutes. Finally the sergeant
asked me, “What are you here for?” 

“Apparently pending drinking charges, but I don’t
have any.” I told him.

“So you have a warrant?” he said.
“Yes, I guess so. But I’m not sure of what it’s for. Do

you think you could tell me what it’s for?” I asked him.
“Hmm…”he said, “Did you ever read The Bonfire of

the Vanities?” 
“No,” I responded.
“I think you should read it… there’s a character in

the book who relates to this situation a lot. Seriously, it’s
like the same thing…” He said.

“Really?” I said.
“Yeah,” he nodded and walked away. 
The officer who arrested me grabbed me by the arm

and said, “Come on.” 
He told me to take off my belt and shoe laces. I took

them off and went into a holding cell. 
My arrival interrupted some psycho’s story about

attacking his wife with a meat cleaver. A black kid in a
Mets jacket asked me immediately, “what the hell are
you here for?”  A number of men laughed. 

“Nonsense,” I told him. 
“Me too,” he said. He stared at me. I walked to the

wall, leaned against it, and looked at everyone in the
cell.  I had everyone’s attention. The meat-cleaver psy-
cho kept ranting.  Within the next thirty-six hours, I
spoke extensively with everyone that was in this first
cell with me (even the two Mexicans who didn’t speak
English).  Eventually, I learned that the kid in the Mets
Jacket was there for a pending gun charge and an
“observation of illegal activity” charge (he was selling
crack).   He was sixteen years old. He and his friends
took to calling me, “white boy,” at first, but then they
asked me if I wanted to be called that.  I told them I was
fine with it, but they decided to start calling me “T-
money.”

For whatever reason, the police took the meat cleaver
guy out of the cell and told him he could go home.  “See
ya, wouldn’t want to be ya,” he said to us. 

november 18, 2008 the paper page 9

Public Enemy No. 1



by Sam Wadhams
STAFF VIRTUE DABBLER

College is the greatest four to six years of your life.
Only here can you “work” eight hours a week, with
work being a stand-in for playing battleship with the
kid next to you in your philosophy class.  Only here
can you go out and hit the bars five nights a week,
wake up with minimal repercussions, and push on
from depravity to debauchery and back again.  You
can be dirty, smelly, never shave, eat ice cream and
Pops for breakfast, flirt with Marxism and worship a
giant wooden Tiki idol covered in squirrel blood.
College is rife with possibilities.  You are surrounded
by people your age, just discovering the wonders of
drink and the opposite gender, most away from their
parents for the first time, with a level of supervision
that narrowly avoids being called “criminal negli-
gence.”  For the first time in your life you are out in
the world with a guaranteed hot meal (quality notwith-
standing) and a warm extra-long twin bed always
waiting for you.  Suddenly granted the power to make
your own decisions, you will invariably make as many
bad ones as humanly possible.  This is why college
movies are so awesome.

However, this anything-goes lifestyle soon intro-
duces you to what experts call “consequences.”
Hangovers.  STDs. Rapid weight gain. Chest pain.
Scurvy.  At some point you may find yourself waking
up naked on the cold tile floor of the women’s bath-
room three floors away from where you live, covered
in your own vomit, being poked with a broom handle
by a very alarmed co-ed after “winning” a box of wine
race.  Times like this demand what is known as a
“lifestyle re-evaluation.”  And while these are not the
exact circumstances that caused my lifestyle re-evalu-
ation, I decided that a lifestyle re-evaluation was
nonetheless in order.  So for my re-evaluation, I decid-
ed to give up my vices.  Well, most of them.  No
booze, smokes, weed, junk food, red meat, soda or
sex.  I was going to sign my name on a membership

card to the No Fun Club.  Now I’m not a vegan granola
super hiker, nor am I a safety Nazi, so the experiment
would have limits.  Monday to Friday.  Not a ton of
time, but enough to hopefully clean out some portion of
the toxic clusterfuck that lives in my body.  Maybe, with
eating right, not boozing or smoking, no sex and a little
exercise, I could find improved mental clarity and phys-
ical prowess and find the world a generally happier and
more conquerable place.  Yeah, all it would take would
be a little bit of work on my part and I would be able to
grab life by the tail, wrap it around and stuff it into my
pocket.  Things were looking great.

So, once I had established the vices I was getting rid
of and the vices I was keeping (sloth, pride and frequent
blaspheming), all that was left to do was see if I could
last the week without incessantly typing “All work and
no play makes Sam a dull boy” and hacking through my
door with a fire axe.  It wouldn’t be easy.  Entering the
16th Worst Cafeteria in America with most of the menu
verboten would restrict my next fifteen consecutive
meals to chicken, salad and chicken salad.  Despite
Cap’n Crunch’s assertion that a half-box of his cereal, a
gallon of whole milk, a lumberjack stack of pancakes,
two pints of orange juice, a six-egg ham and cheese
omelet, a bowl of hash and a pan-fried rib-eye make up
a “balanced breakfast,” it is in fact only suitable for a
naked marathon in the Sierra Nevadas or living in the
Himalayas in search of the mystical Yeti.  So the first
few days came and went, the dramatic increase in my
fiber intake had some interesting side effects, and I
would occasionally get horrible stomach cramps, but all
and all I wasn’t seeing ghostly twins in the hallway, so
I was still on the plus.

Tuesday provided another challenge, as literally
everyone I knew (with the exception of the nerdfolk in
the nerdery with their calculators), would be descending
like a swarm of booze-addled locusts on the tri-bar,
leaving nothing but empty bottles, mountains of puke
and broken dreams in their wake.  After my roommate
and his friends left, I settled down to do the healthiest
and most productive things I could think of: playing

Call of Duty 4 online, watching Conan, drinking some
warm milk and going to sleep.  Being wholesome is bor-
ing as fuck.  I felt like Helen Keller, unable to see, hear,
speak or make a meaningful impact on society.  I quickly
became the brunt of my own jokes.  Wednesday and
Thursday were better, as they did not carry the social stig-
ma of being indoors on a “going out” night, except for one
friend who repeatedly encouraged me to go in on a case of
beer and celebrate “Thirsty Thursday.”  Instead I went for
a brief jog, ran some wind sprints and did a few sets of
push ups.  I found myself more mentally clear, physically
active and less sweaty.  Things were going my way.  

By the time Friday rolled around, I was reconsidering
the bad habits I had developed.  If only one week of avoid-
ing the pitfalls of college living could have invigorated
and rejuvenated me in such a way, what would an all-out
puritanical, holistic lifestyle do for me?  I could find
myself with the physical prowess of Lou Gehrig without
Lou Gehrig’s Disease and the mental capacity of Stephen
Hawking, but, you know, without the Lou Gehrig’s dis-
ease.  But it would also be boring as sin.  So for my final
test, I decided that I’d earned a night out, vices and all.  So
after pre-gaming with a delicious café cheeseburger, I
headed towards a night that promised me all the tempta-
tions I’d been forced to avoid, and I avoided none of them.
As nights go, I woke up the next morning with a miserable
hangover, vomit spattered on my boots and pant-leg, less
than half a pack of cigarettes I didn’t remember buying, an
empty wallet and an ATM receipt.  I felt like Tommy Lee
Jones at the end of Men In Black when he gets blasted out
of the alien’s stomach: gross, sticky and vaguely trauma-
tized.  But as I hauled my battered, abused body through
the light rain towards the café for some club soda and
grapefruit juice cocktail, I thought back on all the fun I’d
had the night before.  I’d bonded with my friends, collect-
ed stories and had great conversations.  I had had a stereo-
typical college night.  But this stereotypical college night
had come at the cost of my physical and financial well
being, and I was certainly not looking at a brighter future
because of it.  I mean, I felt miserable.  Moral of the Story:
None.
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by ALEX GIBBONS
STAFF “REAL” AMERICAN

With the Presidential election a good two weeks
behind us, many Americans find their lives returning
to a routine normalcy, a normalcy punctuated by an
unprecedented amount of boredom.  Political junkies
who have been riding a year-long high on the edge of
their elements now find themselves squat in the mid-
dle of their uneventful everyday lives.  Even news
commentators seem to be struggling to bounce back
from the media frenzy that was the 2008 Presidential
campaign, their shameless computerized graphics and
holograms now rendered useless when the only polit-
ical stories left to cover concern “the first puppy.”  For
those who voted, this awkwardly empty transitional
period carries either an air of disappointment or satis-
faction.  Though many rational contenders of
President Obama seem to understand that a Democrat
in the White House really isn’t that bad after eight
years of continuous Republican ineptitude, others dis-
agree (their Flying Spaghetti Monster given right) and
choose to approach the Barack Obama Presidency as a
purely anti-American establishment, threatening to
subvert the ideals of our saintly founding fathers…
whatever those ideals may have been.

The fear has set in amongst Red America.  We saw
it in the weeks leading up to the election as proclama-
tions that Barack Obama was either a Socialist or
Muslim (both sentiments which had previously been
dismissed as idiotic banter) began to escape into
acceptable thought streams and political discourse.
And for a very short moment it almost seemed that
these unmerited jingoistic musings might actually be
able to swing the vote in the right’s favor.  But, thank-
fully, the presence of these overzealous and scared
McCain supporters had an adverse effect on the
Arizona Senator’s bid, as it became more obvious that

the McCain campaign seemed to only concern itself
with rallying “real” America towards its cause.  Real
America, of course, is that rather large portion of the
country whose votes mainly rely on proverbs about a big
man who lives in the sky.  

So Barack Obama won the Presidency, and the GOP
quickly moved to renounce the “ineffective” campaign
of John McCain and the utter anti-intellectualism of
Sarah Palin.  Socialism is now allowed to run rampant
across America, and who knows what sort of leftist
extremism President Obama will allow.  Why, I bet ya
that in a year or two, GAY MARRIAGE is gonna’ be
national law, and President Obama will order one in
every five pregnancies ABORTED!  Surely there is rea-
son for our simpler brethren to be concerned.  But don’t
worry, America, that aforementioned fear, that ugly and
stubborn refusal to listen and intelligently come to an
agreement will protect you.  Because after seven years
of rampant military action and shameless infringement
upon the basic rights of Americans, a friendly black man
who wants to help our lower class and restore America’s
tarnished image abroad is what we should afraid of.  

Turn on your television, jump over to Fox news, wait
for Sean Hannity to finish stomping on kittens in the
greenroom and you’ll see this fear in action.  Better yet,
see it manifested close to home and in our youth.  The
College Republicans called for Fordham students to join
their “rebellion” and several writers for Fordham
University’s very own humor publication, The Liberty
Forum, have fervently declared their intentions to resist
President Obama’s socialist kingdom.  Facebook, our
generation’s epicenter for idiocy and trendy activism,
has seen many communal groups come into existence
awaiting Obama’s last day in office, presumably
January 1, 2013.

The major cause of this so-called rebellion: President
Obama’s liberal policies and apparent implementation
of a bigger government.  A standby of rabid post-elec-
tion Obamaphobics is that he will sabotage the

American ideal of small government and personal freedom
(the only successful way to govern a nation) and that he
will overthrow American capitalism with his socialist tax-
ation.  Sure, capitalism is a fantastical way to make cash,
but we’ve recently seen the folly of unsupervised spend-
ing, and surely some sort of regulation is necessary to
make sure the American economy remains a stable system
in years to come.  And though President Obama’s tax plans
seem quite alternative to the foolish “tax cuts” of the Bush
administration (tax cuts that favored the wealthy), calling
them socialist, especially in the wake of a huge $700 bil-
lion dollar government bailout, is preposterous. 

Now if a so-called “redistribution of wealth,” or the idea
that America should do all that is in her power to make
sure that all of her peoples live in dignity moves people to
“rebel,” but five years of a costly war that has claimed the
lives of hundreds of thousands does not, that implies
something inherently wrong with those rebelling.  In other
words: people who are pushed to “rebellion” by economic
paranoia and not war are stupid.  

Disagreement is fantastic.  I love disagreeing.  It is very
fun, so I can understand how some might find some quan-
tum of solace in such an early rejection of President
Obama.  But to so ardently reject the optimistic policies of
a man months before he is even in power seems to be moti-
vated by something more than idealistic diversion.  The
hole that the Bush Administration has dug for America is
so abysmally deep that the chances of reversing the effects
of the last eight years anytime during our generation are
harrowingly bleak.  There is no telling how President
Obama’s presidency will unfold under these circum-
stances, so before we reject and oppose the man that our
country has elected as President, let’s wait until he official-
ly does something bad before we criticize him.   And until
then, let us hope that we can all sit down like adults, con-
verse amongst ourselves like intelligent individuals, and
fix the clusterfuck of a mess we’ve made out of America
and modern Democracy.    

Preemptive Judgement
From the same people who brought you Iraq



Letters from the
Afterlife

by Joseph McCarthy
STAFF EX-SENATOR

Dear Chadwick Ciocci,
You have pissed onto my grave a river that soaks

the soil of my resting place, and with it you have
made a mockery of all preservation of that which
repels and deflects communism and socialism in its
myriads of grotesque faces.  The farce I will recount,
I can only hope, will ground your insolence and fri-
volity in measure and consideration.

When I arrived in hell, they gave me three options
as for how I would pass eternity: sexual subservience
to Mao Zedong, hellish flames, or sobriety.  It goes
without saying, the latter was out of the question; and
I’d always had a low pain threshold, so flames would
not do.  

Now, Mao was whipping me with a leather rod
most violently, as he is accustomed to doing, when it
was brought to my attention that one Chadwick
Ciocci had taken the liberty, in a college newspaper
economic debate article, of stepping so disgracefully
on my decaying toes and crying socialism in America
(!).  

Socialism!  
You will believe me, the father of all anti-commu-

nists, when I tell you that at this moment I heaved
Mao aside and dug upwards to catch a better glimpse
of what might have been the destruction I had labored
to prevent.  Thank Capitalism it was not so.    

The first light as I emerged from hell proved the
red skies you dreamt up to be blue and spotted with
clouds.  You could not know, Chadwick, what disillu-
sionment is, unless you had seen these incredible
events unfold: the youthful, strapping middle class I
once knew had aged into an impotent, wrinkly old
man; and its grandchild was spoiled, aristocratic, and
belligerent.  I saw anything but socialism (I was
ecstatic!). 

You say this is the advent for a socialist economy
under Barack Obama.  And I believed you!  I came up
to see for myself . . . I spoke to the economist pun-
dits—believe me, they were shocked to see me—and
they told me that Obama’s tax increases on the
nation’s wealthiest businesses and individuals were
scarcely more than his republican opponent John
McCain (Capitalism bless his soul).  They told me
and I couldn’t believe them: 36 percent versus 33 per-
cent taxing on small business profits above 250,000
dollars.  How could that curb entrepreneurship or cre-
ativity or business growth?  Is this a joke?  You’ve
disturbed me, Chadwick, for no reason.  How could
this new regime equalize wealth when its margin of
tax decrease for the poorest in the country is hardly
more than 5 percent?  Call me when there is a revolu-
tion—but this?  

You say Obama plans to spread the wealth.  And
of course Americans should be disturbed by that!
What true patriot, after all, would want his money
snatched away by a commie despot and “handed out”
to lazy ne’er-do-wells who have been awaiting the
government’s pacifier ever since they dropped out of
high school their sophomore year, began selling drugs
to their pregnant girlfriend’s abortionist’s tattoo
artist’s friends, vandalizing churches and government
buildings and residences, and painting anarchy and
gang signs in blood across the countryside?  No patri-
ot indeed.  But Chadwick, it is not socialism or com-
munism when, every generation or so, war and debt
causes the government to take responsibility and
pecuniarily sort itself out.     

Call me when the hammer and sickle are dusted off
and taken out of the closet by the monsters of my gen-
eration.  Call me when the saints go marching in on
Capitalist democracy.  Yes, this spreading of wealth is
a return to the way things were eight years ago—not
communism, socialism, or despotism—but an
America where, no matter where or in what condition
you are dropped down the placental slip-n-slide, you
are permitted to prosper.  But enough of this senti-
mental hoo-ha!  

You have deceived me, Chadwick, and I will go
back to my dominatrix a disillusioned man—but sat-
isfied with the knowledge that my country has not
fallen to socialist sympathies.  At last, a content

repose; but not without indignation for your disruption.
See you in hell, Ciocci.

Yours,
Ex-Senator Joe McCarthy

p.s. I received this letter from Eugene V. Debs, the
American Socialist Party presidential nominee from
1904 to 1920.  Although he and I could not disagree
more, Debs might offer you some insight as to why
America’s new economic plan is anything but socialist: 

Dear Mr. McCarthy,
Greetings, comrade, from Limbo.  However more

pleasant the Limbic climate is than the hellish one, the
inter-afterlife-situation postal service is much more
archaic and inefficient here—for when the carrier enters
limbo, time accelerates, but strangely, rewinds on exit-
ing—so I received your letter about the Ciocci boy sort
of after the fact.  They’ve put me in the Absurd Situation
Department, where I think up absurd situations to imple-
ment on earth and other planets.  When I’m not doing
that, I’m allowed to build card houses.  

It is now the
year 3009 on
earth, so all of
the economic
dogma we dis-
cussed earlier is,
frankly, irrele-
vant.  The United
People’s Free
Market of the
W e s t e r n
Hemisphere—
what you
presently know
as the United
States of
America—is no
longer controlled
by a government,
but by a godhead
that reigns
behind a golden
veil in a temple
on Wall Street.  Wrongfully fearing socialism, and more
so communism, in America, an insurgence of extreme
rightist militants took over the country two years into
Barack Obama’s presidency.  A new order was put into
place: a country ruled by the advertisers and bankers and
stock exchange gurus, Wall Street serving as its citadel.
They feared socialism would take root and divide the
country into a servile and a ruling class, but contrari-
wise, this new regime has exalted a few money-handlers
and impoverished the rest.  Americans now understand
that the old adage Ciocci invoked in his article, “A gov-
ernment big enough to give you everything you want is
big enough to take everything you have” also applies to
a capitalist ruling class: except in the latter case, there is
no singular organized ruling group to fight back against.
No one taxes the UPFMWH people.  They are all so
very free.

The injustice of it all is ineffable, and I don’t wish to
try to convince you of how much sorrow I feel for those
now living in our old country.  But you have the power,
Joe, to speak to those living in the year 2008, so, despite
our disagreements, send these words to Chadwick for
me.  After all, we can both at least agree that no social-
ist regime ever penetrated the capitalist fortress of
America—not in 2008, certainly not in 3009.  Here is
what you should send him, and all those badgering on
about a socialist America:

One absurd experiment we tried in the Absurd
Situation Department was creating a mirror of Earth in a
different galaxy, one with a mirror of every human being
that ever lived, in the same order of birth—but each in a
different economic situation.  

I looked up your mirror Chadwick, and I think you
should hear about your life on planet Earth B.  Chadwick
Ciocci B was born in the projects of Compton, CA.
However discouraging his family and local community
were in his early years, he committed himself to his
studies, and, later, applied to top-tier colleges.  He had

the credentials to boot, and got into some of the country’s
best universities.  But Chadwick B couldn’t finance four
years of college; the school he particularly desired to
attend, Fordham University, had a terrible Financial Aid
program.  But, resolved to go to college, he joined the
army, which gave him a full ride.  Chadwick B served his
years in the army after he graduated, and was sent to fight
in a foreign country.  He lost his right leg and his left big
toe and was sent home.  It’s vexing how integral the big
toe is to walking.  Suffering from Post Traumatic Stress
Disorder, and without the social skills or physical capaci-
ty necessary to carry out a normal life, he took up resi-
dence in an old folk’s home, and worked as a greeter at a
nearby Walmart.  He died from a heart attack in a Seven
Eleven, a slushy in one hand, a food stamp in the other,
apparently trying to pay with his only means for the food
a store camera had caught him stealing.  

Allegedly, Cadwick B was an altruist.  The reason he
wanted to go to college in the first place was to learn the
skills necessary to work for his poor family.  He thought
he had worked hard, but the government and the private
education elites and the army, and the capitalists control-
ling his livelihood thought otherwise.  

But it is not
charity, and it is
not altruism, for a
government to
provide for the
bare necessities
of its citizens.
That is called
humanity, civi-
lization, Justice.
When people
gather into a
political commu-
nity, when they
make a pact or a
contract, at that
moment each and
every member
makes a small
sacrifice: that is,
to be conscious of
each and every
member of the

group.  Without this consciousness one is living outside
the political community.  Did wolves in some forest raise
you, or were your very basic needs of food, shelter,
warmth, life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness provid-
ed for you when you were born?  The so-called “fruits of
your labor” (writing conservative propaganda and doing
schoolwork at a not-so-difficult college?) will be account-
ed for by your country, but you cannot forget that you sign
a contract binding yourself to others every time you use
the products of others’ labor.  Like you, I do not support
Obama’s economic policies (obviously for different rea-
sons).  But don’t let’s call it socialism, lest we deceive an
honest republic.
Godspeed,
Eugene V. Debs

Dear Chadwick Ciocci,

What is the middle class? Everything.
What has it been until now in the political order? Nothing.
What does it want to be? Something.

I ask you, Chadwick, which is more lethal: the tyranny of
a government a people can rise up against and extinguish
the power of, or a capitalist-bureaucracy that has no fig-
urehead, no location, and no weakness?   We must choose
where we place our power—the whole of us, not just a
few: that is done by election.  I have seen the primogeni-
ture of free-market capitalism, its ungrateful first sons and
daughters—the ones who shat in the dorm hallways, who
bribed the universities and aristocrats and politicians, the
ones that will inherit the helm of this broken ship when a
last wisp of reason sinks to Davy Jones’ locker—I didn’t
vote for them.  America didn’t vote for them.

Love,
the paper’s Joe McCarthy
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“Damn that Red Satan.”



by Rob Pergament
STAFF THE RAM

If you’ve looked at the front page of The Ram at any
point over the past semester, you probably think that
Supreme Court Justice Stephen Breyer is a crazed
Communist nutcase bent on seeking out every pregnant
woman in the world and tearing their unborn babies
from the womb so he has a snack for afternoon tea.
Since the Fordham Administration refuses to defend
itself, the Respect for Life Club has dominated the
headlines and has been able to dictate the tone of the
one-sided debate.  Of course, I’ve written most of these
articles, which has in each instance been an internal
struggle between my responsibilities to objectivity and
my pro-choice guilt. 

I present, then, a brief presentation of Justice
Breyer’s record, in hopes that it will at least give stu-
dents the opportunity to decide for themselves if Breyer
is deserving of an ethics award from our university.

Mitchell v. Helms – Supports funding of religious
schools

Public school parents in Jefferson Parish, Louisiana
sued because the state was funding non-religious mate-
rials such as computers and library books for parochial
schools.  The parents said the funding violated the
establishment clause and that it supported a religion.
Most of the schools were Catholic.

Breyer voted with the 6-3 majority saying that the
state was allowed to fund parochial schools, as long as
the money went to non-religious products like comput-
ers.  Justice Clarence Thomas wrote, “If the religious,
irreligious, and areligious are all alike eligible for gov-
ernmental aid, no one would conclude that any indoc-
trination that any particular recipient conducts has been
done at the behest of the government.”

Ayotte v. Planned Parenthood of Northern New
England – Upholds parental notification statue.

Planned Parenthood challenged New Hampshire’s
Parental Notification Prior to Abortion Act before the
act went into effect.  They claimed it violated the
“undue burden” test on teenagers seeking an abortion.
Also, they said that only providing an exception for the
possible death of the mother was unconstitutionally
narrow.  The attorney general argued that the provision
to allow a judge to decide quickly in an emergency cov-
ered this issue.

The Supreme Court, including Breyer, decided 9-0
that the parental notification law was constitutional.
According to oyez.org, the Supreme Court’s media
Web site, “Justice Sandra Day O’Connor, writing for

the Court, held that the statute would be unconstitution-
al when applied to the very small percentage of minors
for whom an emergency abortion would be necessary
to avert serious damage to their health.  The lower
court’s decision to invalidate the entire statute based on
its unconstitutional results in this small percentage of
cases, however, was unnecessary.”

Apprendi v. New Jersey – Dissents in favor of greater
penalties for hate crimes.

Charles C. Apprendi, Jr. fired several bullets into the
home of a black family who had just moved into the
neighborhood, telling police afterwards that their race
was a factor in his actions.  The crime had a 10-year
statutory maximum, but the judge, citing hate crime
legislation, added two years to the sentence without
consulting the jury. 

Breyer dissented from the 5-4 majority, saying that
judges have the constitutional right to increase a sen-
tence, and that not every change in a sentence must be
submitted to a jury.  Under the New Jersey hate crime
law, the judge should have been allowed discretion to
increase the sentence.  In his dissent, he cited how in
sentencing guideline laws, some discretion is left to the
judge anyway, because every case is different, and it
would be impractical to expect juries to understand the
intricacies of the different cases.

Boy Scouts of America v. Dale – Dissents against dis-
crimination of homosexuals.

The Boy Scouts of America removed assistant scout-
master James Dale because he was a homosexual.  A
lower court said that Dale had to be readmitted under
anti-discrimination legislation on sexual orientation.

The court ruled 5-4 in favor of the Boy Scouts of
America, with Chief Justice William Rehnquist writing
for the majority, saying that the First Amendment
allowed a group to exclude any member that may
express a message contrary to its own views.  Breyer
dissented with Justice John Paul Stevens.  He wrote that
“every state law prohibiting discrimination is designed
to replace prejudice with principle.”  Because scout-
masters are instructed not to discuss sexual matters
with the scouts, it would not violate the expression of
the group’s values to have a gay scoutmaster.

Friends of the Earth v. Laidlaw – Pollutants are
allowed to be sued for past actions.

Laidlaw Environmental Services, Inc. purchased a
wastewater treatment plant and obtained a permit to
discharge limited pollutants.  The company’s discharge
of mercury into the North Tyger River exceeded the
limits of the permit.  Friends of the Earth won a judg-

ment of $400,000 in penalties for the pollution.  Later,
the company claimed it did not have to pay the sum
because it had reduced its pollutants under the limits of
the permit. 

Breyer joined Justice Ruth Bader Ginsburg in the 7-
2 majority to force Laidlaw to pay the judgment.
Ginsburg said that just because a company had rectified
its pollution problem did not mean that they would not
be subject to penalties for past pollution.  She wrote, “A
defendant’s voluntary cessation of allegedly unlawful
conduct ordinarily does not suffice to moot a case.”

Tennessee v. Lane – Supports accessibility to courts for
the disabled.

Paraplegics George Lane and Beverly Jones sought
damages from the state because it did not provide
accessibility to courthouses.  Lane said he once had to
crawl up the stairs of one courthouse to face misde-
meanor charges, according to the Washington Post.

Breyer voted in the 5-4 majority to allow them to
sue.  He had originally wanted to allow the disabled to
sue for access to a broader array of services and pro-
grams, but conceded to limit it to courts to ensure a vic-
tory.

Implementation of the Judicial Conduct and
Disability Act of 1980

Breyer chaired a committee set to produce a report
on the implementation of a judicial ethics reform act in
2006.  The ensuing 183-page paper was an internal
overview with recommendations of the legal system’s
performance in ethics, especially with concern to cases
in which judges may have had conflicts of interest for
which they may have had to recuse themselves.  It also
concerned possible instances of racial bias among jus-
tices, as well as gender-based prejudice.

The report generally said that judges had performed
well in almost all cases, but many of the most problem-
atic cases were those in the public eye.  Only two per-
cent of all cases in the sample were deemed problemat-
ic.  However, the report did say that the courts had not
done a good job of propagating citizens’ rights to file
complaints under the act, and the authors suggested
several methods to make these rights known, including
posting information on court Web sites. 

- All cases were found at Oyez.org
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