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by Kaitlin Kominsky
STAFF HOLIDAY SPIRIT

Just before Thanksgiving I came down with the
“Hughes Hall Combo,” the most awful cocktail of ill-
ness ever to be bred on this campus. Though I assume
this disease manifests itself in the other far-lamer frosh
dorms as well, these ailments travel faster in fours.
Comprised of the common cold, exhaustion, dehydra-
tion, and various hangover symptoms, coming down
with it makes for an awful three-day stretch. My
immune system is usually an unbeatable force—as it
should be, given the amount of Airborne I choke down
every day. However, Osmosis Jones must have been on
“vay-kay” because once this virus infiltrated, there was
no stopping it. First the sniffles, then the sore throat,
then the agonizing full-on body pain that began my
temporary death. After finishing my second helping of
sweet potato pie on Thanksgiving, all that mattered was
hitting the sack. Catchin’ some Z’s. Going to fucking
sleep.

I fell asleep that Thursday night only to be violent-
ly roused by my cell phone a mere four hours later. It
was my dad, calling from the floor below. Apparently,
speaking face to face has recently become archaic. Isn’t
technology great?  “I don’t remember ever agreeing to
accompany you on this Black Friday adventure,” I
grumbled as I tried to disappear between my sheets,
which was an epic fail.

“You agreed. I am heating up the car for you; let’s
get a move on.” Wow. Heating up the car? For me?
What happened to slipping a twenty into my backpack,
or promising to take me to McDonald’s after soccer
practice? Do all forms of quality father-daughter
bribery dissipate during the college years? 

If you’re from New Jersey, you spend your Black
Friday at the mall, a peaceful place where tweeny bop-
pers and middle aged women alike come together to
participate in the joys of discount shopping. Besides
heartwarming unity, it is also crowded, hot, loud, and
usually smelling of China Express—an overall irritat-
ing place to spend an afternoon, let alone a morning.
But today seemed to garner a Mary-Poppinsy possibil-
ity for my dad, because we weren’t going to a mall. No,
we were headed to the Mecca of all retail, to which
New Yorkers make a yearly hajj in search of discount

Polo socks and perfume. This was no mall, save them
for the faint of heart! This was Macy’s, Herald Square.  

As I woozily fell out of bed and rummaged through
my drawers in morning discombobulation, I noticed
that it was still completely dark outside. I stared at my
bed longingly, evaluating how much this situation
sucked. My arms ached from trying to maximize the
amount of food I shoved in my mouth the night before.
I had slept on my sweater and now had a stitchy imprint
on my left cheek. I was sick. I was tired. Macy’s was
horrible and tacky and gross. I simply could not handle
this right now—or ever, for that matter.

After ten minutes in Macy’s and I was already done
with being there. I saw the New Year’s Ball, I had con-
sumed my Dunkin, and was already bored with the ani-
mated window displays. But alas, I could not leave the
premises without a gift for my dad. I hate buying pres-
ents for my family because there is no challenge. I gen-
erally buy my dad a tie from a consignment shop and
wrap it in an expensive box, but this year I felt a strange
influx of love towards my father and wanted to actual-
ly get him something worth more than three dollars.
And there it was: across the way from the Baby Phat
display was the most beautiful Christmas ornament I
had ever laid eyes on. Envision your typical glass
blown ball with the Giants emblem embedded in a sea
of sparkles. It was so awesome. 

I grew up in a Giants-obsessed household. At times,
this was embarrassing. Through the months following
9/11 we were the only house on the block that displayed
a Giants flag instead of an American flag. We were con-
stantly patronized at Superbowl parties, and lost the
family football pool for eight years in a row. But if
nothing else, this fanship was consistent. I admired my
dad for this dedication, so why not purchase this
Christmas-themed gift to celebrate the glory days? 

I reached out my hand to grab the last one on dis-
play, when a rather large woman approached me.
“That’s mine, honey!” she barked in a thick Long
Island accent. This woman was a tangible replication of
the woman from the John Roberts videos. She waved
her fat and manicured finger at me while attempting to
fix her hair sprayed bob. I didn’t know these type of
people existed in real life.

“Sorry, you can ask in the back if they have any
extras,” I replied unsympathetically.

“I’ll make you an offer you can’t refuse,” she shot
back. Who the fuck did this woman think she was? Was
I going to wake up the next morning with a bloody
horse head at the foot of my silk-sheeted bed?

“Look lady, I don’t know where you think you are,
but this is Macy’s. This is not the Corlione estate.
Please just leave me alone and let me just buy my
Giants memorabilia in peace.” Luckily, it was my
shortest confrontation with someone from Long Island,
and I was on my way to the checkout counter. After
paying a disgusting amount of money for a piece of
glass, I had one foot out of the door when the potential-
ly most horrible day of my life quickly turned into the
luckiest. Fox News happened to be filming a very
important hard news story on the mere occurrence of
Black Friday! I tried to sneak by without recognition,
but I was apparently the perfect candidate for a ten-sec-
ond speech blurb. This may have been because I was
dressed in a red pea coat and a green scarf, or because
my cheeks were rosy, or because I was carrying a
Macy’s bag. A goofy, gap-toothed reporter clad in a fes-
tive holiday tie approached me. I was not enthused. My
nose was running. My head was pounding. I wished
this reporter was Anderson Cooper. I wished Anderson
Cooper was straight.

“And how was your first day of the holiday season?”
the nosey-newsie inquired.

I contemplated telling the truth. I wanted to gush
about the woman who threatened me over a Giants jin-
gle ball, or bitch about how Hughes Hall is a cesspool
of disease. I wanted to complain about how Christmas
is now the most greedy of all holidays, with the excep-
tion of Mother’s day, and how Macy’s should get
Stephen Colbert to cover the parade instead of Al
Roker. But I held back.

“Great. It’s the most wonderful time of the year.” 
Epilogue: My sound bite never ran on Fox News.

The woman I met in the Christmas department was in
fact from New Jersey and not Long Island, as I sat
across from her on the train ride home. I dropped my
expensive jingleball in Newark-Penn Station and it
shattered. I am still sick. It is not the most wonderful
time of the year.

As the semester and the year come to a close, so too
does the reign of the current editorial staff of this pub-
lication. The seniors on the staff will never again sit in
a dank, windowless room beneath the McGinley
Center for days upon days, piecing together the leftist
rag you now hold in your hands. Devastated as we are
about all this, we can take solace in the events of the
past few days, during which we have seen something
that we have so often begged of Fordham: progress.

In the last issue of the paper (Nov. 18), our cover
story was an article entitled “The Silent Treatment,”
which detailed the alleged sexual abuse of two young
boys on the Rose Hill campus in the 1970s and
Fordham’s lack of a response to pleas for an apology
from Richard Cerick, one of the victims. Though it was
initially meant to cover the molestation story itself, it
soon morphed into a story about the school administra-
tion’s handling of the matter. Fordham, according Mr.
Cerick, was doing little to resolve the situation, which

is why he went public in mid-October. And we would
soon find they weren’t going to talk to us either. When
we attempted to contact Bob Howe, the schools director
of communications, he offered a simple and repeated
“no comment,” citing school policy. It seemed odd to us
that Fordham would not at least offer some kind of
statement, but they chose not to when repeatedly given
the opportunity.

It must be mentioned that once again The Ram failed
to seize an important opportunity to carry out their
responsibility to this campus. After rehashing the New
York Times’ brief article on the matter and burying it in
the middle of page four, they published the text of an
interview and the school’s press release in its entirety in
their December 3rd issue, a case study in both lazy and
irresponsible journalism. Independent-minded publica-
tions do not publish the press releases of school admin-
istrations. That’s what newsletters do.

But The Ram’s penchant for self-censorship and
cheerleading is not our chief concern here; we’ve gotten
used to reading of their gushing love affair with
Fordham University that they justify with some con-
fused idea of objectivity. No, it’s the school’s shifting
policy toward Mr. Cerick and making comment to stu-
dent publications that we care about.

We were a bit confused when Fordham released its
statement to The Ram after no- commenting us to death,
but it was sanitized legalese that essentially said noth-
ing. In the December 11th edition of The Observer,
however, Casey Feldman wrote a well researched and
comprehensive article about the situation, including
(gasp!) a real response from University President Rev.

Joseph M. McShane.
“We are deeply sorry for the damage done to Mr.

Cerick as a young man and for his pain and suffer-
ing,” said McShane in a stunning departure from the
“policy” Bob Howe cited just weeks prior. In one fell
swoop, Joe Mac had both reached out to Cerick and
had made a comment to a student publication.

As we mentioned previously, this kind of open-
ness is progress for this university, which is not
known for its administrative transparency. Though
we’re glad to see that the school has chosen to devi-
ate from its original plan of burying their heads in the
sand/covering their ears and screaming and have at
least made an attempt to become part of the dialogue
on its campuses, the situation still leaves a few issues
to be questioned.

Why was it left to the poop joke-filled leftist rag
that publishes five times a semester and the newspa-
per from another campus to report crucial news to
Rose Hill? A case involving allegations of very seri-
ous sex abuse on campus and cold responses from
administrators who should know better should be on
the front page of The Ram, with the kind of time and
effort poured into it that a story of that magnitude
deserves. It is beyond necessary that we, as the mem-
bers of the Rose Hill community, be informed about
the important issues at our school, but we have no
viable newsgathering organization to turn to. As we
have said so many times in this space with the con-
tinual hope that we can change them with our cri-
tiques, The Ram fails the student body of this school.
We all deserve better.

the paper’s official
opinion

You’ve Failed Us
(Again), Mr. Ram

Post Macys Day Mayhem‘
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by Amanda Vodola
STAFF HIGH NOON

Edward Cullen. Some girls freak out at the name
alone, guys groan, and others respond with, “Who the
hell is this Edward Cullen guy on every fucking
bumper sticker?” Here’s a quick rundown for the peo-
ple who aren’t familiar with Twilight. In this book (now
turned movie), a teenage girl, Bella, meets “teenage”
boy, Edward, except he has the ability to stop speeding
vehicles with his body, run really fast, read people’s
minds, and sparkle in the sun. It turns out that Edward
is a vampire, and although he and Bella fall deeply in
love, there is one tiny issue: he wants to kill Bella for
her blood. Kinda masochistic, I know. Also a little
pedophilic as well, since Edward doesn’t age and he’s
actually over 100 years old…

I won’t lie, I love Edward Cullen. I was obsessed
with Twilight over the summer, and I counted the days
until the movie (which was nothing special in my opin-
ion, but I don’t have enough space in this article for that
discussion). Basically, Edward is a new-age Prince
Charming; he saves Bella, slays bad vampires, and
refuses to have sex until marriage, creating more sexu-
al tension than even Gossip Girl has to offer. Even with
Edward’s incessant abstinence, it hasn’t stopped girls
from wanting (and trying) to jump Robert Pattinson and
spreading sexual innuendoes across the internet about
“biting.”

I consider Robert Pattinson to be pretty damn attrac-
tive in that scruffy way, and when I found out that Rob
would be at the SoHo Apple Store to promote Twilight,
I was set on going. Due to my lack of fellow Twilight-
fan-friends here, I went alone…God that sounds so
lame now that I’m putting this in writing. Anyway, I
learned a lot from this experience, and it forever altered
how I think of Twilight. 

Even though I was aware of the insanity of the
female gender, I was not prepared for the events in
SoHo. The Q&A was to begin at 8, but I figured I’d go
down early, hang out in SoHo and do whatever until I
had to line up. I went to SoHo around three, and as I
approached the store, I saw a line coming out the front
door already a half-block long. People had started lin-
ing up at nine in the morning. I like Twilight, but not so
much that I’d waste 11 precious hours of my existence
in a line for Rob.

One seventeen-year-old girl in front of me was clad
in all black, an Edward Cullen T-shirt from Hot Topic,
and carrying a Twilight purse she made by laminating
the pages from the calendar and sewing them togeth-
er…I really wish I were lying. I then had to listen to her

telling her friend how Twilight is “suuuuch a well-writ-
ten book. Just wow, Stephanie is a genius.” That’s
where I have to STRONGLY disagree with any
Twilight fan who concurs with that statement.

Stephanie Meyer was mostly lucky. If Edward had-
n’t been a vampire, he would just appear as a little bitch
instead of a brooding, hot blood drinker. Her writing is
easy to read, but obviously not the work of a pro. She
did two things that really interrupted my enjoyment of
the series. If I learned anything from my English teach-
ers, it was that changing point of view and predetermin-
ing the ending can ruin
a story. She did both.
She suddenly started
changing point of view
from the end of the third
book (Eclipse) into the
fourth (Breaking
Dawn). It was extreme-
ly disorienting, and
parts in the fourth book
were like reading a bad
fan fiction story. Also,
Meyer had said the final
book was what she had
written at the very
beginning, which was
apparent as she tried to
stuff her characters into
a mold just so the plot
could move along, thus
trashing any character
development she had
established. What I’m
trying to convey to the
misguided fans is that
Twilight is not literature.
If it were a TV show, it
would be a soap opera. It kills brain cells, but it’s enter-
taining to watch/read.

I made the poor decision to ask the obsessed seven-
teen-year-old if she knew if there would be a meet and
greet at the end. Her response was, “OH MY GOD! I
HOPE SO!” Her voice was perpetually that of someone
on too much Adderall. Then she continued, “SHIT I
DIDN’T BRING ANYTHING TO HAVE HIM SIGN!”
Which confused me, because she was clad in just about
every type of Twilight merchandise. She then said, “It’s
okay! I can just have him sign my boob!” I waited for
her to laugh and say, “I’m kidding, I’m not one of those
crazy fans,” but that never came. She was completely
serious. And I was completely terrified.

After waiting for five irritating hours, dealing with
crazy bitches trying to cut and crazy moms trying to
bribe their way into the line, I barely made the cut off
for front standing space. If anyone read my little blog
on the internet (www.fupaper.wordpress.com) about
my experience at a metal concert, I would SO take the
elbow to the face over what happened once in the Apple
store. Girls were pushing, screaming, and being com-
plete beasts. I had some snobby FIT bitch bragging
about how she saw him walking around earlier since
she’s only “ten minutes away” from the store, and then

she proceeded to shoot me dirty
looks when someone shoved me
and I accidentally bumped into
her.

The message of “No Cameras
Allowed” was ignored, and
when Robert walked into the
room, I felt like I was bleeding
from the ears. Girls proceeded
to scream, “I LOVE YOU
ROB” as I screamed into obliv-
ion, “I FUCKING HATE YOU
ROB, HENCE WHY I WAIT-
ED FIVE FUCKING HOURS
TO SEE YOU!” That got me
another dirty look from FIT
Bitch. I tried to get a few photos
and took some videos, but not
without having to constantly try
to avoid an arm in the face from
girls acting like the paparazzi.
When it came time for fan ques-
tions, I was curious to hear some
stuff about directing, but people
insisted on dumb questions like:
“Rob, do you have a girlfriend?”
and “Could you take off your

hat so we can see your hair?!” And my personal
favorite: “Rob, will you marry me?!” Um… pretty sure
that NEVER worked… EVER.

He did look quite nice, but the hearing loss, waste
of five hours, and surplus of estrogen in one building
made it close to not worth it.  After walking out, I wait-
ed around a bit to see if Rob or Catherine would sign
some autographs before leaving, but they bolted.  I
watched a pathetic soul chase a taxicab she thought she
saw Rob get into.

From this experience, I learned that Twilight might
have the side effects of insanity, bitchiness, and/or poor
taste in books. So my message to you, readers, is please
refrain from acting like this, ever.

To the Scary Twihards:
You Embarrass Me

I just don’t understand what the big deal is...

The essential garment
for the woman of today,

combining the style of
tomorrow with the

comfort of yesterday.

The Ugg Onesie*, brought to
you by the paper.
*Also functions as horse costume.



by Michael Byrne
STAFF DEUSTCH RAP-FACHMANN

You would have been excused for doing a double
take if you walked into the FLOM Auditorium on
Thursday, November 19, expecting to see a lecture on
the works of John Hobbes or a panel discussion of
church policies during the Middle Ages and saw a
crowd of teenagers freestyling in German while the
legendary Bronx deejay Danny Martinez deftly worked
the turntables.

Gangway Beatz Berlin, an innovative German social
project, was here in conjunction with the Bronx
African-American History Project.  “I’ve been at
Fordham for a long time and I don’t think I’ve seen
anything quite like this,” remarked Dr. Naison, the pro-
ject’s director.

Gangway is the biggest street work association in
Germany, a social agency that seeks to engage at-risk
youths who have been forgotten by the socioeconomic
system.  Gangway works with many young people who
haven’t graduated high school, who are facing or com-
ing out of prison sentences, or who are at risk of being
deported.

Gangway realized that hip hop is truly the language
of global youth culture, and if they wanted to reach the
people they were seeking out, they needed to be well
versed in it.  They were disturbed, however, by what
they found in the German mainstream hip hop scene:
“They rap about stuff that Snoop Dogg wouldn’t have
even put out in his worst days,” said the group’s leader,
Olad.  He described that, for the most part, mainstream
German rap consists of male posturing, talk of guns
and graphic violence, drugs, and the endless quest for
bling.

While American hip hop has a bevy of alternatives
to this bling and violence-focused rap, like Talib
Kwelli, Mos Def, KRS-One, Rebel Diaz, and countless
others, Olad realized that German hip hop offered no
real alternatives.  And while he could show kids in
Berlin an American emcee like Common, they would-
n’t readily embrace him because his lyrics weren’t in
German.  So to remedy this problem, Gangway Berlin

decided to have the kids in the program write, produce,
and record their own hip hop album, which yielded
incredible results.  “Participants were expected to write
about their life, authentic rhymes without clichés and
stereotypes,” explained Olad.  The result is an insight-
ful and interesting album in which people from all dif-
ferent backgrounds talking about their lives, and the
everyday issues, challenges, and stories from the
streets of Berlin.

The album features a remarkably diverse group of
artists.  Olad explained that many of the kids on the
project had previously never left their district of Berlin.
“East Berlin kids didn’t want to come to Kreuzberg for
the record release party because they
thought they would get robbed when
they got off the train; West Berlin kids
were afraid to go to East Germany
because they thought they would get
jumped by Neo-Nazi skinheads.”  These
deep-seated suspicions have plagued
Germany, especially the formerly divid-
ed city of Berlin, ever since the fall of the
Berlin Wall brought about reunification
in 1990.  The West part of Berlin had an
influx of immigration, whereas the previ-
ously isolated Eastern part had never
experienced foreigners before.  There was
immediately tension and sometimes violence
between the youth of these two groups.  The general
public felt equally threatened by the immigrant gangs
and the ultra-conservative far-right youth gangs that
targeted foreigners.  However, it seems like the album
as well as the Gangway project is starting to bridge
many of these gaps.  The album features rappers from
the East German district of Marzaan, as well as rappers
that are immigrants to the West Berlin district of
Kreuzberg.  The power of music brought these seem-
ingly divergent groups together as they collaborated on
the album, and than rapped together on stage at
Fordham.

One group that performed at the event, ICBM,
seems to symbolize the multicultural future of Berlin,
consisting of emcees from Pakistan, Lebanon, Turkey,

Albania, and Palestine.  All of the members are immi-
grants to Germany, and they live in the Wedding dis-
trict of Berlin.  One member of the group, who held a
Palestinian passport, wasn’t able to come for the trip
because he wasn’t allowed entry to the United States,
seemingly highlighting the challenges that these kids
face.  Nevertheless, the group, which consists of
Snaipa, Bex, Jack-Nai, Kanakan, and Fortic, was unde-
terred and took the stage by storm and put on a rousing
performance.  They are currently finishing up their first
mixtape, “Bis Ich Meine Stimme Vesliere,” which
roughly translates to “I Am Losing My Voice.”  They
are also getting ready to collaborate with the Bronx’s

own hip hop heavyweights Rebel
Diaz on a track that is slated for
the next Gangway album.

One emcee that really blew
the audience away was Joe
Mad Dog, whose rapid-fire
delivery would make Twista
run for cover.  With the quick-
est flow of the night, he per-
formed a song that criticized
U.S. foreign policy with a
level of subtle sophistication

worthy of The Wall Street
Journal.

There was another great perform-
ance by the lively female emcee Die

Schwesta, who over the summer had made it to the
finals of “End of the Weak,” a German freestyle contest
which could be compared to BET’S “Freestyle Friday”
competition.

Representing the East Side of Berlin were the for-
midable emcees Birow, Beema, and Tibe.  Birow and
Tibe performed what was possibly my favorite song of
the night, a catchy yet hard-hitting rap in German that
contained an English chorus of “Let’s Go, Rep for the
Streets.”  Beema and the others are working on starting
a record label of their own based in East Berlin, called
G. Funkee Records.  With the level of enthusiasm and
technical skill that they showcased at Fordham, I’m
sure it will be a success.
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German Hip Hop Hits Fordham,
Deutschemen Drop Blitzkrieg Beatz

by Timmy Reis
STAFF METH MULE

It was a cold Monday morning and I refused to go to
school. The oven I had created between the bedspread
and the down comforter was too comfortable to give up,
so I stayed tucked in, did a casual j and watched some
cartoons. I flipped through the usual suspects: the
Cartoon Networks, the Toon Disneys, the
Nickelodeons, and found that all of the magic that emi-
nated from the animated shows of my youth had van-
ished. Nickelodeon has eschewed the wildly inappro-
priate cartoon programming that had such an impact on
my emotional development as a youngster, shows like
Ren and Stimpy and Rocko’s Modern Life, in favor of
flash animated PC garbage that is neutering the senses
of humor of cartoon watching kids growing up today.
Fuck Nickelodeon, seriously. These kids now don’t
even watch the old Looney Tunes classics which, while
well before our time, were a nearly century strong tra-
dition passed on from our parents’ generation, a gener-
ation that appreciated quality cartoons. It’s shameful
that such a storied history of animation has been cut off
by the new breed of parents, assholes that went to high
school in the 80’s. These douchebags have raised their
kids on organic food, nonviolent videogames and Pixar
movies, and it really makes me feel sorry that their kids
are missing out on so much of the cool shit that I was
able to enjoy as a kid. But I digress, the point is I spent
the morning watching cartoons feeling at once bitter
and nostalgic. The morning toon sesh segued into a bout
of daytime television that left my brain numb. The pro-
gramming on cable television during the standard
weekday is offensively boring. Daytime soaps bleed
into re-run episodes of Columbo and poorly produced
TV tabloids, stopping every couple minutes or so to

show a slew of commercials that last longer than the
block of programming that preceded them. It was while I
stopped on Comedy Central to watch a few minutes of
the flagrantly unfunny movie, Just Friends that I had an
epiphany: I’d rather be watching Cops. I immediately did
a guide search and found that Cops was playing in a 4
hour block on G4 and back to back on Tru TV. Such
options! I tuned in to the longest running show in FOX
television history and was swept away to a fascinating
world of white trash meth abuse and inner city drug
activity, a world where the men and women of law
enforcement prove that America still kicks ass, a world
filmed on location. 

The next night I was watching an episode of Sons of
Anarchy on FX. Some of my friends seem to think that
this show is good, but I’ve given it more than a fair
chance and have decided that it is overacted, underwrit-
ten and overall corny. If that group of geriatric fucks is
the baddest outlaw motorcycle gang in town, then that
whole scene has gone soft. Tell me that real life bike
gangs roll deeper than that please. Anyway, my friends
were trying to defend the show without anyone having
criticized it (a telltale sign of a shitty show), and I real-
ized that, once again, I’d rather be watching Cops. The
more I thought about it, the more it became clear that
“Would I rather be watching Cops?” was the perfect stan-
dard by which to judge all TV shows. Think about it.
Cops is the definition of mindless entertainment. It
unflinchingly documents the plight of the lower class
American without any form of analysis or insight. It sim-
ply shows the more fortunate of us how lucky we are not
to be from Florida. According to internet sources, the
show’s formula follows the cinema verite convention,
with no narration or scripted dialog, depending entirely
on the commentary of the officers (read: idiots on power
trips because they couldn’t get laid in high school) and on

the actions of the people with whom they come into
contact (read: rednecks). To be honest, I think that
describing Cops as anything in French is a stretch; it
makes it sound like the show has some semblance of
sophistication, which as any loyal or even casual
watcher will tell you, is patently untrue. In short,
Cops is fun as hell to watch and easy on the head, the
television equivalent of pizza, something you can
watch all the time and not get tired of because it’s
pure, it’s simple. 

If the show you find yourself watching is not as
compelling as seeing a woman call the police to help
her get her crack money back from a prostitute that
stiffed her, or a drunk Mexican getting tazered after
trying out some ill conceived karate moves on his
arresting officer, the program fails the “Would I
rather be watching Cops?” test and is not worthy of
your time. The best thing about this system of televi-
sion judgment is that it is nearly always applicable on
account of Cops always being on. More so than even
Seinfeld or Friends, Cops stays in nearly constant
syndication, and with over 20 years on the air, there
is more unbelievable footage that makes people all
across America feel better about themselves than
even the internet would know what to do with. See
for yourself, Cops is on all the fucking time on mul-
tiple channels. Even now, if you check, it’s a safe bet
that on at least one station, Cops is airing, and it’s
better than most of the other shit on. So the next time
you find yourself watching a heavily edited for TV
version of Commando, or old episodes of Murder She
Wrote or Star Trek: The Next Generation, or whatev-
er the hell you’re watching that probably sucks, ask
yourself, “Would I rather be watching Cops?” and
make the right decision, watch some Cops.

Chances Are, You’d Rather Be Watching Cops
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Death and Academia: A Holiday Heart Warmer
by Bobby Cardos
ASSISTANT EXECUTIVE EDITOR

I admit outright that in writing this I risk sounding
exploitative, given the surrounding context for this
forthcoming musing—but it is through this context that
I believe I’m even motivated to write this, and to neg-
lect to mention it would make the existence of this a
non sequitur.

Between May and October 2008, three people in my
life passed away. None of these deaths were as signifi-
cant as, say, a parent, sibling or close friend would be
to me. However, their relations to me (by blood or oth-
erwise), were significant enough that I feel that each of
their passing contributed to my current outlook in an
important way.

I have essentially lived in the Fordham/Belmont area
since I came to college, staying here over the summer
and moving into an apartment this past fall. I’ve not
been home for more than three consecutive weeks
since coming to college, and indeed, may never be
home for three consecutive weeks again. That said, all
of these deaths occurred while I was at Fordham.
Granted, only one of these actually occurred where I
live (Pennsylvania), the other two passing in Rhode
Island, where I surely would not have been were I stay-
ing at home over the summer anyway. Nevertheless, I
still think that being at Fordham when these things hap-
pened, away from the home base I so adamantly
refused when I came to college, has dictated the feel-
ings I had during and since the deaths of these people.
To say that I feel removed would be an oversimplifica-
tion. There is a distinct sense I have that being at
Fordham has not only made me feel distanced from
these events, but also distracted. In fulfilling the aca-
demic and personal duties placed upon me—by myself
and others—the deaths of three people in my life have
been cast aside for the sake of these duties.

Though the impetus for this, I do not believe that
coping with death is the only thing that is problema-
tized from functioning within the academic setting,
albeit certainly one of the most significant. I’ve found
that even personal pursuits—in my case, introspection,
personal creative pursuits, contemplation of faith (or
lack thereof), personal ideology, etc.—things that are
of tantamount importance to a well cultivated soul,

have become, if not muddled, then completely cast
aside in fulfilling goals academically and extracurricu-
larly. These are goals which ultimately pale in impor-
tance to me compared to my personal undertakings. Yet
I still put these duties first, and I do it based on the fact
that one of these things costs $40,000 a year and the
other does not. It seems ironic that this is the case even
in a University such as Fordham, an institution purport-
ing itself to promote cultivation of the whole individ-
ual, but it has become painfully obvious that my philos-
ophy and theology classes, though certainly informa-
tive in their way, prove to be conduits unsuitable for
personal introspective development outside of mental
cultivation. I do not blame Fordham for this. After all,
an academia based on personal spiritual advancement
would be arbitrary and nearly impossible to execute
with any success or tact. And one certainly can’t blame
a college for challenging its students to work hard to
perform well academically. But it raises a quandary:
what balance does one make between personal pursuits
in which the self is the sole evaluator, and
academic/career-based advancement, meeting the stan-
dards of others? I would argue that the former is infi-
nitely more important the person on the whole, but
simultaneously the latter must be met in order to func-
tion adeptly in society. Perhaps it is a result of poor
time-management, but to do both endeavors justice
seems impossible, and postponing introspection indef-
initely is to be unforgivably self negligent.

To return to my initial context, I find myself think-
ing about the people who have passed on recently in the
margins of my life; the few minutes of silent exhaus-
tion before sleep, or during the few days I am home
during the year. When I go home, I visit my neighbors,
whose husband/father died—he was in his forties—and
though we rarely directly broach the subject of his
death, it remains at the forefront of my mind.
Simultaneously, however, because I was at school
when he died, I sometimes feel as if he could walk in
the door at any moment making a quip in the brand of
humor by which most of his friends and family remem-
ber him. This is a difficult mindset to contend with, but
at least in these types of instances, I feel I am able to
give these deaths just contemplation.

But the times are, as I’ve said, marginal, and when
I take time to think of these things at Fordham, it seems

to come with guilt. I could be getting work done right
now. I should read this for class instead of this, etc.
This guilt is problematic, not because it places a large
amount of importance on school, but because it also
tends to actively promote eschewing personal pursuits
indefinitely, operating on the base assumption that you
are going to wake tomorrow. Though I certainly don’t
suggest that the odds aren’t usually in your favor, this
spawn of the brash and naive “never gonna have to die”
mentality, if held during, ultimately continues beyond
the college setting. Adult coworkers from my high
school job would also take off minimal amounts of
time for deaths in the family or similar emergencies,
because our modern workplace setting, like college, is
a performance based atmosphere incessantly short on
time and unsympathetic to those who feel a need to
“stop and smell the roses” (read: contemplate issues of
great moral and spiritual significance and engage in
personal developmental activities that ultimately deter-
mine the extent to which one leads a fulfilling life).

The crux of all this is essentially thus: society as we
know it is constructed such that in order to function in
society and pursue personal goals, a balance has to be
struck, and it typically and unfortunately must be
struck in a way that both things must make concessions
to the other in order to maintain some semblance of a
healthy life/soul/whatever. That’s obviously going to
be something different for each person, and I’m not
going to pretend that I’ve got it figured out in the
slightest. I know my neighbors’ husband/father did find
it, and I am glad to know that he did. I am not so sure
about the other two: my grandmother and my uncle.
The latter rejected society, but not in a productive man-
ner, and my grandmother I’ve always known as a
retired woman, spending much of her time reading in
her house and watching the television, so I am still
unsure what to think about her regarding that. The
deaths of these three people have forced me to think of
my own as a very real (but hopefully imminently
unlikely) possibility—and though academic success is
something important to me, were I to wake up dead
(zing!) tomorrow, I would not want good grades to be
the accomplishment upon which my life was defined.
Rather, I’d want it to rest on something more personal
to and definitive of me, something a transcript or ledger
could never communicate.

by Emily Genetta
STAFF HOMEWRECKER

Nebraska is known much more for its nothingness
than for its progressiveness. Until recently, however, the
state had the most progressive child welfare law in the
U.S.  Its “safe haven” legislation—the term used to
describe laws that let parents abandon their children
with no legal repercussions—was the broadest of any
state’s; the rest of the country limits the age of the aban-
doned child to one year at most, but Nebraska’s law
allowed for children of any age to be left at the
state’s hospitals.  According to State Senator Arnie
Stuthman, Republican and proud owner of the
most Midwestern name ever, “This was never the
intent of the bill.”  In order to get enough support
to pass the legislation, which originally was only
supposed to protect newborns, Nebraskan law-
makers settled on the term “child,” which sounds
vague, but legally refers to all people under 18
years of age.  This resulted (apparently uninten-
tionally) in 35 children— many teenagers, a few
from out of state—being abandoned by their par-
ents.

The Nebraskan state legislature was called into
emergency session right before Thanksgiving in
order to amend the four-month-old law.
Everyone, from journalists to average citizens to the
National Safe Haven Alliance, was relieved.  They
should have been outraged.  As tragic as it is to allow
parents to abandon their older children, the alterna-
tives—illegal child abandonment, child abuse, and mur-
der—are far worse. 

The reality for Americans in the early 21st Century
is that our child welfare system sucks.  Resources are
scarce, welfare workers are either too busy or just don’t
give a shit, and few people seem to realize the conse-
quences of these problems—or the consequences these
problems fail to prevent.  According to a 2006 report,
just over two out of every 100,000 children die from

abuse or neglect.  In that year alone, 3.6 million cases of
abuse and neglect, involving 6 million children, were
investigated overall.

Only major initiatives can help lower these numbers.
State welfare agencies have to be completely overhauled
before they can provide adequate psychological and
financial help for American families.  Massive education
campaigns must be undertaken, and far more—and far
stricter—child welfare laws must be enacted. As it is, our
legal system has put so much emphasis on maintaining
the family that concern for individuals has been sidelined.

Many state welfare
agencies, for example,
do not focus on child
services but family serv-
ices; their main goals,
as espoused in their
mission statements, are
not the well-being of
the children so much as
the preservation of the
family.  Only in cases
where there is physical
or sexual abuse or
imminent physical harm
are the children actually
removed from the

home.  In all other cases— including those that involve
emotional abuse, occasional physical abuse, and any case
that may have credible but insufficient evidence—fami-
lies are essentially legally mandated.  Children who run
away are returned to their parents unless evidence of such
physical or sexual abuse or imminent harm can be prof-
fered, and parents are not allowed to abandon children
whom they feel they may abuse due to behavioral or men-
tal issues (on the part of the parents or the children).
When compounded by financial problems, such behav-
ioral and mental health issues are painful, compelling rea-
sons for parents to abandon their children. 

As the law currently stands, parents can file for “cus-

tody relinquishment,” as an article in the current issue
of Newsweek explains.  The piece tells the story of
Leslie Byers’ decision to legally abandon her daugh-
ter Megan through custody relinquishment.  Megan
suffered from severe mental health issues that her
family could no longer afford to treat.  Luckily, Byers
had the foresight to apply for legal relinquishment.
The children who would benefit most from laws like
Nebraska’s “safe haven” legislation, however, are not
those with patient and level-headed parents like
Leslie Byers.  Rather, these children are being aban-
doned in crisis by parents who feel they have run out
of options and may no longer be able to calmly and
non-violently deal with their children.

Until the welfare system is equipped to adequate-
ly address the concerns of these families, it’s uncon-
scionable to require that children stay with their par-
ents or parents stay with their children; as long as the
current situation stands, the neglect and abuse inves-
tigations will remain at 3.6 million per year.  In the
meantime, legal child abandonment must be allowed
for one of the same reasons that we should (and do)
allow abortion.  Not because of bodily autonomy,
obviously, but because, well...it’s going to happen
anyway.  Despite what Chad Ciocci tells you in The
Ram, legalizing medical abortion does not lead to
more abortions (unless you look at biased statistics).
Rather, it leads to more legal abortions and fewer
back-alley abortions that result in women dying of
hemorrhages and infection (blow up a picture of that
and hold it outside the caf, will you Right to Life?)
Similarly, legalizing child abandonment will not lead
to more children being abandoned than would have
otherwise met a worse fate.  Women do not take the
decision to abort lightly, and parents do not abandon
their children unless they are at their wits’ end.
America should do the intelligent, progressive thing
and make child abandonment safe, legal, and—of
course—rare.

“Safe,” Legal, and Rare:The Merit of Nebraska's “Safe Haven” Law

“I’m just a
midwestern
gal, getting by
on the kindness
of a sensible
child abandon-
ment law.”
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