
Hockey is universally regarded as a sport for douchebags.  Not that all hockey
players are douchebags, simply that douchebaggery is often more tolerated
amongst hockey’s douchebaggy population of douchebags than other sports.
However, much how in the land of the blind the one-eyed man is King, in the
world of hockey Sean Avery is King Douchebag.  His offenses include; (alleged-
ly) calling a black player a monkey, saying French Canadian players were essen-
tially wimps, and (allegedly) mocking a player who had a rare form of leukemia.
About his leukemia.  All Hail King Douchebag.  When 64% of your peers vote
you the most hated man in hockey, you are King Douchebag.  George Bush
couldn’t get that kind of approval rating.  He also garnered controversy by
allegedly squirting water in a female fan’s face and calling her a “cunt.”  Even
more recently, during a recent stopover in Calgary, Avery, facing a gaggle of
reporters and completely aware he was being recorded, said, “I’m just going to

say one thing. I’m really happy to be back in Calgary, I love Canada. I just want-
ed to comment on how it’s become like a common thing in the NHL for guys to
fall in love with my sloppy seconds. I don’t know what that’s about, but enjoy the
game tonight.”  This was in reference to The Girl Next Door star Elisha Cuthbert,
and possibly Rachel Hunter.  Cuthbert and Avery dated until 2007, and she is now
linked with Dion Phaneuf, Hunter and Avery dated in 2005 and she is now linked
to Jarret Stoll.  Avery was suspended six games, and his future with his current
team, the Dallas Stars is in doubt because his stunt “appeared premeditated”.  It
appeared premeditated because he approached a group of reporters to slander his
ex-girlfriends and did irreparable damage to himself, his team and the sport of
hockey.  Long Live the King Douchebag.

-Sam Wadhams

Sir Edmund Hillary, beekeeper extraordinaire, fighter pilot in the Royal New
Zealand Air Force during World War II, adventurer and conqueror of both poles,
founder of the Himalayan Trust, one half of the first two-man team to scale
Mount Everest and reach the world’s highest peak, commander of the armies of
the North, General of the Felix Legions, loyal servant to the true emperor
(Marcus Aurelius), father to a murdered son, and husband to a murdered wife,
reached even greater heights as he ascended into Mount Heaven on January 11,
2008.

Hillary finally dug his last pick into the ice after eighty eight years of geo-
graphic conquest, but his most significant legacy remains his philanthropic work.
His Himalayan Trust has been responsible for the creation of a hospital, a school,
and a (tree) nursery in remote areas of the Himalayas.  Education. . . health. . .
these are what will keep the human race alive. . . and educated.  Will the con-
quest of ephemeral crags that, like all material substances, will be ground into
dust under the ruthless, unstoppable flow of time mean anything billions of years
from now?  Such monoliths will be reduced to nothing more than those very
grains of sand that forever pass through the grim reaper’s hourglass of doom.
When the day comes when the earth can no longer support human life, and man
must travel to far-away planets in distant universes in order to find a new hos-
pitable home, will it be these petty pursuits like mountain climbing that get us
there?  Only advancements in education and the human spirit will create the
rockets and the will power necessary to get us there.  And so, for his contribu-
tions to the humanities, the late Sir Edmund Hillary is posthumously awarded the
paper’s sportsman of the year.

-Keeran Murphy
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Miss the last twelve months of hard hitting sports coverage from the paper?
Been in a Latin-American paradise for the first seven months of the year? Well,
then you might have missed just a few memorable moments from the 2008 sports
calendar. But because we here at the paper’s sports are always willing to forgive
and forget, here’s your review of everything and anything that happened in the
world (of sports) over the past 365-days, condensed into an easy to read guide of
five key events.

Hockey Douches

The Giants gave New York one of the greatest of its many championships runs
in 2008. Just a little more than two months prior to the Super Bowl, Eli Manning
threw four interceptions against the Vikings, three of which were returned for
touchdowns. Most were ready to write him, Tom Coughlin and the Giants off. How
foolish they would come February.

Eli lead a memorable drive in the first round against Tampa Bay. One week
later he lead a crucial touchdown drive right before halftime en route to knocking
off the top-seeded Cowboys in Dallas and making T.O. cry and quiver like a little
boy. He then traveled to Green Bay and outplayed Brett Favre on Lambeau Field in
subzero temperatures.

The next quarterback for Eli to outplay? Pretty boy Tom Brady. The GQ cover-
boy scoffed at Plaxico Burress’ 23-17 pre-game prediction, chuckling at the
thought of only scoring 17 points. Brady and his bunch wish they could have been
so lucky.

As it turned out, 17 points would have only been enough for overtime, as the
Giants physically dominated the Patriots throughout the game, hitting Brady a
countless number of times. Even so, the Pats held the lead with under three min-
utes remaining.

What ensued was the greatest drive, which featured the greatest play, in the
greatest Super Bowl in NFL history. Eli to Tyree and then Eli to Plax gave the
Giants the Super Bowl, Eli the MVP, and me one of the greatest moments of my
life. Suck it, Tom.

- Bill Gaffney

Lifetime in Climbing Achievement Award

Little Giants Ruin History

A year of memories and
missed opportunities.

“Helooooo...”

A Man Before
There Were Men..



Years of mediocrity did much to sully the mythical reputation established by
Celtics of lore like Larry Bird and Bill Russell.  For a while, it seemed as though
Danny Ainge and Doc Rivers were purposefully trying to suck hard, as each sea-
son was punctuated by small glimpses of hope and inevitable fuckups that left the
Celtics standing in a dark and dismal corner of New England sports.  The worst of
times came during the 2006-2007 season, the Celtics losing an astounding 58
games and winning only 24.  Times were tough, but out of the despair came a pair
of hopeful trades that landed the Celtics Ray Allen and Kevin Garnett.  Paul
Pierce’s loyalty had finally been paid back in the form of two high profile super-
star teammates.  The Big Three was born, and with the help of a capable bench
the Celtics won more games in the 2007-2008 season than any team since the 85-
86 Celtics.  

The 2008 finals pitted the Celtics against Lebron James’ Cavs and the Detroit
Pistons, two formidable opponents whom presented challenging tasks the Celtics
barely weathered. Success only brought more hardship, and the idea of a Celtics
championship after 23 years of mediocrity became more and more ridiculous
against the Lakers.  Sexual deviant Kobe Bryant led his legion of genetically
enhanced Europeans in an all out brawl against the Celts.  Most commentators
prophesized an early L.A victory, refusing to give any credit to the team that had
completely regenerated from the year before.  But lo! Doc River’s Big Three and
an amazing bench that included Rajon Rondo, Eddie House, and Leon (Ivan)
Powe rose superior, and defeated the stupefied Lakers with a flurry of choreo-
graphed slam dunks (not really), dominant defense (really), and supernatural sup-
port from famed-ginger Brian Scalabrine (not-likely, but the gingers are known
for their mystical powers).  

Basketball glory had once again returned to Boston, and those assholes on
Yawkey Way and in Foxborough no longer held athletic dominance in New
England.  The soul of Ol’ Red was finally allowed to rest peacefully, taking his
respectful courtside folding chair on that large hardwood floor in the sky.

-Alexander Gibbons

My great grandfather, who built the
suburban Philadelphia home I grew up
in, was a life long Phillies fan. As
many did in the days before TV and
internet, he would sit by the radio in
the living room and keep score in a
book, marking down the plays as he
heard them. He never rooted for the
more popular Athletics, and was pre-
sumably glad to see them leave town in
the 1950s.

One summer in 1970s, as his
health took a turn for the worse, the
Phils got to that point in the season
when it was clear they were out of con-
tention. Knowing that it would proba-
bly be his last season, my great grand-
father turned to my dad one day and
said “You know, I really wish they
would have won this year.” In his
entire life, the Phillies had never won
the World Series.

Overdramatic? Certainly. But the
story offers a bit of insight into the
emotional charge something like the
2008 World Series carried in
Philadelphia. There was a legitimate
concern, as it became more and more
likely the Phils would actually win the
thing, that this could be a once-in-a-

lifetime moment. Miss it and you could
die without getting another chance to
see it.

Sadly, there’s a good chance this
Series will be remembered for the rain-
suspended Game 5 and the low TV rat-
ings that that washed-up old hack
Gammons blabbered on about. They
were the topics that ESPN chose to
cover, citing a lack of “compelling”
story lines like Manny returning to
Boston, the Cubs breaking the curse, or
the first ever Freeway Series. But just
because they weren’t written on doesn’t
mean the stories weren’t there. Like a
team that had never had a winning sea-
son reaching the World Series. Or a 25
year championship drought in
Philadelphia. No, it was a rainy Series
that no one watched. Those were the
headlines.

But ultimately, the importance here
was not Fox’s ratings or what the
national sports media chose to high-
light. It was the utter catharsis experi-
enced by millions on Broad Street the
night Brad Lidge closed out Game 5b.
It was euphoria, it was ecstasy, it was
everything all at once. It was a World
Championship.

-Bill Donahue
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The story of Fordham University’s live Ram mascot, Ramses, his conception,
birth, and the details of his life, has forever been a topic of intense debate amongst
the scholarly elite. Since his death of lead poisoning in the early seventies (Ramses
was kidnapped by a reckless band of Manhattan College Scientologists and paint-
ed green as a tasteless prank, he contracted lead poisoning as a result) arguments
over the life of Ramses have been know to incite violent altercations, most notable
the 1980 Spaghetti Incident which left 59 dead and hundreds more wounded, lead-
ing to a consensus that arguments over the elements of Ramses’ life are preposter-
ous. Such disputes allow for the interjection of overzealous and heretical Ramses
followers whose records are often filled with salacious and factually inaccurate
material. The most accurate history available is a hazily recorded collection of sto-
ries supported both by oral recounts of Ramses’ life and a compilation of incom-
prehensible scrawlings, most written in cryptic languages, haphazardly dashed
upon back issues of Hustler magazines with a ritualistic mixture of white-out and
bird feces.

To fully realize the importance of Ramses and the impact his personality had
on Fordham University, one must observe his lineage. The earliest ancestor to
Ramses that can be recounted is the ram Ramulus, who escaped Rome while it was
being sacked in 476. There is no known ancestor to Ramulus, and it is told that he
was one of the original founders of Rome, escaping Troy aboard the ship of
Aeneis. This is highly unlikely, however, as it would make Ramulus over 1000
years old. Certain myths of Greek lore describe an earlier ancestor to Ramulus as
the bearer of the Golden Fleece so ardently sought out by Jason and his Argonauts.
Such stories are fallacious and probably not of Greek origin, most likely appear-
ing sometime during the Pagan revival of Julian the Apostate. Most reputable ver-
sions of Ramulus’ life place him in Genoa sometime around 500 where his off-
spring Ramenstein was born. 

Historians have been unable to bridge the epoch between Ramenstein’s birth
in 500 and the appearance of Ramulus VI at the establishment of the Spanish
Inquisition in 1478. Ramulus VI was violently murdered two years later by a band
of incensed English peasants who blamed him for the great pestilence that ravaged
the countryside. Later, Ramulus VIII was named an honorary Jesuit by his owner
St. Ignatius of Loyola, and was present for the establishment of the Jesuits in 1534.
In 1620 an unknown member of the family is said to have traveled to the new
world on the Mayflower. This is most likely the case, as a Ramulus XII was the
determining factor of many of the tribunals during the Salem Witch trials of 1692
and 1693 (one baah witch, two baahs smarter witch). Many attribute Ramulus
XII’s involvement in the trials to a momentary lapse in moral judgment, though
others speculate he may have had a personal agenda in the matter as many of his
victims were known shepherds (rams and sheep alike despise all shepherds, they
find their attitude rude and condescending).  

In 1840, noted drunk, priest, and failed traveling salesmen John Hughes came
into possession of Ramulus XVI. It is said that Ramulus XVI aided Hughes in his
regeneration and eventual founding of St. John’s College (Fordham University) by
speaking to Hughes in his sleep and revealing to him the finer details of how one
should run a place for higher education. Once again the Ramulus lineage had fall-
en under the domain of the Jesuits, and Rose Hill became the home for all future
members of the clan. 

In 1927 the surname Ramulus was dropped and rams of that family took on
the name Ramses which would be applied to every future member of the clan
regardless of gender. Ramses received praise as the official university mascot dur-
ing football games, and was noted for being extremely close with Harry, a truck
horse who pulled the university’s lawnmower. Sadly, however, the end of the 1927
football season put Ramses into a sever depression, and he was executed on
December 11th by The Ram staff after a brief pursuit into the depths of the
Botanical Gardens. His body was made into a stew, his head stuffed and mounted
as a trophy. 

For years to come, the Ramulus clan was defined by deception and deviance.
Three Ramses were killed in a span of twelve years, each of them found with a
quart of whiskey in their stomachs. One Ramses was found with a note attached
to his wool and a bullet lodged in his brain. The note was unreadable (it was writ-
ten in windings) and the bullet failed to fully kill Ramses. His meat was used for
a broth and his head stuffed and made into a decorative penholder for Avery
Cardinal Dulles. It was not until 1967, when the last of the Ramses was born, that
glory returned to the Ramulus clan.

After a serious bout of depression, and a struggle with alcoholism, Ramses
became a center of spirit on the Rose Hill campus, rallying Fordhamites during
‘The Big Football Game of 1973” in which Fordham defeated Manhattan College
by 40 points. The next day, Ramses green and bloated body was found on
Edward’s Parade. He had never been with a woman, and the Ramulus lineage
came to a sad and silent end.

A small procession made its way to the Bronx beach where Ramses’ ashes and
all memories of him were scattered into the Atlantic Ocean. Since his death, the
Fordham mascot has been a large and frightening ram in Fordham attire. To decide
who shall be keeper of the costume (who in turn would give life to the mascot at
all sporting events), a society of Ramses was established. Fordham administration
refuses to comment on the existence of this society, and its secrecy has ranked it
amongst some of the most infamous secret-societies in history, boasting a larger
membership than both The Skulls and the Free Masons. These keepers of the great
ram consider themselves true ancestors of Ramses, and within their cult of confi-
dentiality lay the true and complete history of the Ram.
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by Alexander Gibbons
STAFF HISTORICAL LIAR

A Paper History

“She’s a witch.”
Parquet Pancakes

Or How I Learned To Stop Worrying And Love
Scalabrine

Because I 
Love This
Picture.

Promise Ful-Philled (And Other Victory Puns)



by Tim Cullen
STAFF GOLDEN BOY

The 35 year-old Oscar De La Hoya is one of the most
recognizable boxers of all time. Looking back on his
long career, including victories in seventeen champi-
onship fights, De La Hoya owns both the title of the
highest-paid boxer ever and a name that will be forev-
er remembered in the annals of boxing lore.

In today’s sport, true boxers are few and far between.
Among the few true pugilists that remain, De La
Hoya’s legend stands just a little bit taller, his popular-
ity reaches just a little bit longer, and his career a touch
more illustrious.

Despite his celebrated history, De La Hoya is only
3-4 in his last seven fights. When asked to give his rea-
soning behind his desire to fight Filipino brawler
Manny Pacquiao, 6 years De La Hoya’s junior, the
Golden Boy responded, “You know, it’s the pound for
pound thing. They say he is the best fighter in the
world.” Continuing, De La Hoya said, “In some ways,
this fight is to prove to me whether or not I can still be
a prizefighter.” 

For his entrance into the ring, De La Hoya came
out, as he always does, with an accompaniment of
horns, guitar and an unmistakably Mexican singer.
After the playing of the Filipino, Mexican, and
American national anthems, the bell rang, and the fight
was on.

Pacquiao immediately showed his youth and
quickness, easily punching his way through De La
Hoya’s defenses. The first five rounds went badly for

the Golden Boy, as he took a beating that, although it
was embarrassing, bordered on admirable. Surely, not
many men can take so many powerful punches to the
face without being knocked unconscious.

By the end of the sixth round, the countenance of
every De La Hoya supporter wore the knowledge that
the Golden Boy would not emerge victoriously in his
contest with Pacquiao. De La
Hoya tried to fight back, landing a
four-hit combo to the face of
Pacquiao, but the Filipino was
unfazed, and quickly answering
with an even stronger combo en
route to yet another victorious
round. 

“Embarrassing” was the term
bantered about by announcers. In
quick succession, the seventh,
eighth, and ninth rounds passed
with Pacquiao’s dismantling of
the Golden Boy. But somehow De
La Hoya managed to survive.

“He’s just too fast,” his man-
ager tells him as De La Hoya sits
in his corner after the ninth round.
The referee, coming to discuss the
plans for the fight’s future, poses
a question: “Are we stopping the fight?” In front of the
legend, his immediate future is discussed in a minute’s
conversation. They tell him to throw in the towel, and
he agrees. As he sits on the stool, an ever watchful audi-
ence ponders what the future holds for De La Hoya.

Seemingly, this is his last fight. 
He walks to the middle of the ring to speak to

Pacquiao. “You’re still my hero,” Pacquiao says to the
legendary fighter. “No,” De La Hoya responds. “Now
you’re my hero.” It was a respectful, but incredulous,
exchange.

“My heart still wants to fight, but when your phys-
ical doesn’t respond, what
can you do?” De La Hoya
said in a quick post-match
interview. When asked if he
would retire, he said he had
to think about his future.

Not all are fans of the
Golden Boy. More than just a
boxer, his resume includes
many aspects of his entrepre-
neurial career from boxing
promoter to pop singer, a side
of the pugilist to which some
boxing purists may object.
But the bottom line is no one
can say he is not a boxer.
Having spent a career mov-
ing through weight-classes
looking for the most fan-
wanted and promotable

match-ups, De La Hoya feared no one. If boxing ever
skyrockets in popularity again, we can be positive that
he had a hand in propelling it. If boxing dwindles out of
favor, the career of the Golden Boy would certainly
make a good movie. Cheers to a great career.
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That Other
‘Golden Boy,’
complete with
magical float-

ing gloves.

So much for the plan to be fiscally responsible.
After missing the playoffs for the first time since 1993,
the Yankees kicked the thought of building from with-
in. Phil Hughes and Ian Kennedy combining for zero
wins and Johan Santana finishing third in the NL Cy
Young voting had a lot to do with that. But perhaps
that’s not all.

The Bombers move into a new stadium with old
players at the core of the team. Derek Jeter, Jorge
Posada and Mariano Rivera, the team leaders and only
three players remaining from the recent
Yankee dynasty, are 34, 37, and 39 years old
respectively. Add in Johnny Damon, 35, and
Hideki Matsui, 34, and you realize that in just
a few years this team will have a very unfa-
miliar look.

Beginning this season, at least officially,
Yankees ownership has a new look. George
Steinbrenner turned the franchise he loves so
much over to his sons, Hank and Hal. George
turned 78 this year and based on reports and
his appearance at the All-Star Game this summer, sadly,
it is evident that his health is diminishing. The Boss
may be entering the twilight of his life while the play-
ers who crave winning as much as he does enter the
twilight of their careers.

The Yankees thought they could be patient and try
to build through their youth without hurting their
chances to win in the short-term. Then Santana went to
the Mets and dominated, Robinson Cano had a .305 on-
base percentage, and Hughes, Kennedy and Melky
Cabrera – players the team neglected to trade for
Santana – did little to help the team in any way. 

The Yankees realize they were wrong. The team
wasn’t good enough to win and the guys they thought

were the future of the franchise suddenly aren’t so
promising. There is little buzz about anyone coming up
through the system and the team’s top players have
already seen their best days.

Panic mode sets in. Jeter, Jorge, and Mo want
another championship. George wants to see another
one, too. More importantly, everyone else in the organ-
ization wants to make sure they get one, especially
Hank and Hal. But the Rays are the division champi-
ons, the Red Sox the runners-up, and neither team is
any worse entering this season. All this adds up to the
Yankees opening up their wallet like never before.

C.C. Sabathia signed for seven years, $161 million
and A.J. Burnett soon
followed at five
years, $82.5 million.
The Yankees’ offer to
Sabathia was signifi-
cantly more than any
other team’s, and
nobody wanted to
give Burnett a fifth
year. Sabathia weighs
almost as much as the

Knicks’ Jerome James and was overworked by the
Brewers at the end of last season. Burnett, meanwhile,
has made over 30 starts just three times in his 10-year
career. Already the comparisons to Carl Pavano are
being tossed around.

The Brian Cashman of last year would not have
made these moves. The Cashman of this year probably
didn’t have a say in the matter. Hank let him have his
way in not trading for Santana, then questioned it a few
weeks later and regretted it within a few months. The
ace of the off-season wasn’t going to get away this
time, no matter what. 

Even if he has no desire to play in New York. After
all it took a great deal of convincing from Reggie

Jackson and, hmm, Jeter. That, about $60 million more
than anyone else was offering, and oddly, the ability to
opt out of the record-breaking contract after just three
years.

Three years. Within three years Jeter’s, Posada’s
and Rivera’s current contracts will all have expired.
Jeter, assuming he plays beyond then, will likely not be
doing so as the shortstop. Posada and Rivera will both
be in their forties and have probably signed their last
deals. George will be 81.

The Yankees are desperate to win once more before
they’re completely out of the picture. For guys driven
by, and known for, winning, the year 2000 was an eter-
nity ago. The plan was to get them another ring while
maintaining flexibility for the future. But at this
moment only Joba Chamberlain is a sure-thing among
the organization’s young players, meaning the Yankees
would have to make a choice.

So here comes C.C. and A.J., quickly making up
for much of the $88 million that came off of the
Yankees’ payroll after the season. With Chamberlain
and Chien-Ming Wang, if healthy the Yankees likely
have the best starting rotation in baseball. All four
could be no. 1 starters on other teams, but desperate
times call for desperate measures.

The window is closing on the Yankees as we know
them. In a few years they will have a new shortstop,
catcher and closer, and who will be playing the other
positions, minus third base, is anyone’s guess. And one
would be hard pressed to find a Yankee fan who
believes A-Rod is going to lead the team to a champi-
onship on his own.

So before the draw to the new stadium becomes A-
Rod’s all-time home run chase, the Yankees are doing
all that they can to win. Win now, in the twilight of their
leaders’ careers and their boss’ life. Whether they can
remains to be seen but, normally, after the twilight
comes darkness.

by Bill Gaffney
CO-SPORTS EDITOR

Near Dark Aging Yankees Seize The Day,
Please Vampires Stay Away?

Visit A White Castle Near You to See C.C. Tonight!! 
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Golden Boy Arrives At Golden Sunset
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