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arts
Of Jazz and Paint and Culture Tax, of Artistry and Kings

by Joe McCarthy
SENATOR OF THE ARTS

I was recently informed by 
good friend and slightly 

less legendary (Benham) Jones 
that the more famed (Quincy) 
Jones, longtime guru of the mu-
sic industry in America, is pe-
titioning (Jonesing) for a Secre-
tary of the Arts cabinet position 
in Barack Obama’s presidential 
wardrobe.  Yes, Quincy Jones, 
the producer of Thriller, con-
ductor and arranger of countless 
musical pieces including We Are 
the World and some of Sinatra’s 
genius, has declared himself the 
apt candidate for…what?  The 
U.S. chieftain of Art?  Ho hum, 
what does that even mean? That 
when we go to the polls we have 
to fi nger paint our ballot, or that 
the White House is going mod, 
or there’s going to be citizen 
craft hour every day?  Well, it 
sounds nice, anyway, and art is 
good, right?  You and me, we’re 
progressive, aren’t we?  —So 
we should all sign the online pe-
tition to fi x the U.S. with a Sec-
retary of the Arts.  I’m not sure.  

It turns out America is one 
of the only modern nations 
that does not have a minister 
of culture or some govern-
mental position concerning art 
or culture.  Instead, we have a 
government-funded institution 
called the National Endowment 
for the Arts.  So, what’s the dif-
ference between a state with an 
arts secretary and a state with-
out one?  Doubtless, America is 
a culture powerhouse, dare I say 
superpower—even if it has yet 
to come of age.  We are a con-
glomerate of the world’s best in 
the arts, and then some of our 
own.  But what is missing?  It 
can be agreed that if a country 
needs a secretary 
for something, 
whatever it is 
must be disorga-
nized or fragile.  

Well, for start-
ers, the energy 
and life the artists 
in this country are 
willing to pour 
into their art vast-
ly outweighs the 
public’s willing-
ness to enter into 
conversation with 
the collective cre-
ation—rather than, say, enter-
tainment.  Art is, after all, two-
sided; the castaway’s sandcastle 
or painting or manuscript left on 
that uninhabited beach remains 
lonely sand and void color and 
vague etchings of black symbols 
until another conscious being 
can enter into conversation with 
it.  So the artists are lonely and 
the museums and theatres are 
dwindling cesspools of mildly 
disinterested tourists.  So what?  

Well, the drive for Secre-
tary of the Arts has much to do 

with the fear that public schools 
aren’t instilling an appreciation 
for art—and it’s true.  Everyone 
knows the art programs are the 
fi rst to go with budget cuts; far 
be it for a child to go without a 
healthy appetite for football or 
history or physics, and even the 
sciences get abandoned eventu-
ally, but the point is, the public 
schools become just another 
necessary obligation for both 
sides of the learning process, 
especially without art.  A cul-
ture dies in a child’s imagina-
tion before it is even presented.  
This, obviously enough, has to 
do with money.  Just as a per-
sonal testimony, I recently acted 
in a volunteer production for a 
local Bronx school, one of the 
more progressive public schools 
geared toward environmental 
awareness.  Its entire art 
department--visual, dra-
matic, musical, etc.--was 
one very kind woman.  
The entire art department 
for hundreds of kids at one 
of the most progressive 
schools in the Bronx is one 
woman.  She told us we 
were the only drama they 
had the budget to teach—
and we were free!  So, in 
one of the only places the 
government directly ap-
proaches its people, the 
public school, it is blatant-
ly neglecting its culture 
and arts.

Quincy Jones has pro-
fessed that if Jazz history 
were taught in public schools, 
if the rappers in America would 
get their shit together, if kids in 
America were told their country 
actually had a culture to speak 
of, then there would be less 
school shootings among other 
things.  He claims Americans 

are culturally confused and 
have been misled as to what 
their culture is actually founded 
upon.  I agree, and by now pub-
lic schools should be panick-
ing about culture.  But doesn’t 
that responsibility fall under 
the realm of the National En-
dowment for the Arts?  There 
aren’t enough pillow cases in 
these fi fty states to hide all the 
money the NEA is given to help 
“enrich our Nation and its di-
verse cultural heritage by sup-
porting works of artistic excel-

lence, advancing learning in the 
arts, and strengthening the arts 
in communities throughout the 
country” (wikipedia).  But even 
without the help of the NEA, 
couldn’t we the people help our 
schools without the government 
interceding?  Hasn’t, in the his-
tory of Art, money for the pur-
poses of Art come from donors 
and patrons?  Evidently, there 
must be a crisis in spirit which 
cuts a bit deeper than a pecuni-
ary defi cit; as the former NEA 
president put it, “We’re not go-
ing to be able to think about hap-
piness and quality of life only in 
terms of the next vacation or the 
bigger house or the new car [un-
til] we move away from a con-
sumerist view of a high qual-
ity of life — once we’re forced 
away from it — arts and culture, 

creativity, homemade art, those 
things can begin to come to the 
fore” (NPR).   

However less willing the 
average citizen is to go to the 
opera than to the mall, there is, 
luckily, no (legitimate) debate 
over whether or not art has an 
important place in society; the 
ones who hold the latter opin-
ion know how large our paint-
brushes and how sharp our pens 
are.  The question of its place in 
politics, however, is an appro-
priate and signifi cant debate.  
Take the Minister of Culture in 
Italy.  Somebody, please, take 
him.  Last year, Sandro Bondi, 
Italy’s Minister of Culture—a 
position akin to the one Jones 
is pushing for—demanded that 
a curved skyscraper be straight-
ened because he thought it was 
too modern and he couldn’t un-
derstand it.  He might as well 
have given the fi nal push to It-
aly’s cherished Leaning Tower 
of Pisa, for God’s sake, if he 
doesn’t like leaning things.  So 
we see how potentially corrupt 
the governmental control of Art 
and the money for Art can be.  
But on the other side of the de-
bate is the potential corruption, 
however natural, of an elitist 
circle of artists who hold all 
the power for art—the Medici 
family during the Renaissance, 

Bono in the 21st century, 
whatever.    

Art is political, but 
so is politics.  If you mix 
the two political systems, 
you can look at it like a 
Venn diagram; art on the 
left—the power struggles 
in fame and recognition, 
in the value of particular 
pieces and creators of 
art dictated by competi-
tion, genius and luck—
and government on the 
right—all the power rela-
tionships between people 
and nation, lobbyists and 
politicians, the constitu-
tion and the gavel.  And 
then you have the middle, 
their meeting point, where art 
defi es government in engaging 
the public against its maladies—

which, in turn, controls that 
art.  This seems counter-
active to the art process; 
whereas, in a system where 
Art is not incorporated into 
government, they work sep-
arately, with Art completely 
autonomous and able to car-
ry on its natural process, and 
government acknowledging 
its culture without meddling 
in it.  How many more cases 
in the course of humankind, 
after all, has a nation’s gov-
ernment become corrupt 
than has its art? 

However, it may be in-
evitable that a government 
will, in some way, control 
it’s culture and arts.  But 

here’s the difference as I see 
it between the NEA, a govern-
ment-funded group, having a 
hand in the national piggy bank 
for arts, and a Secretary for the 
Arts:  The fi rst is an organiza-
tion run by artists using govern-
ment money to try to hydrate the 
places in the country where Art 
has dried up, by giving grants to 
individuals and organizations.  
The second is harder to defi ne 
because we’ve never had one 
before.  But the general prem-
ise is that a government position 
has both the money and political 
power over the arts, meaning it 
can do and do away with (hence 
the example of Italy); whereas 
in the fi rst case, the NEA only 
has money to give.  In this way, 
the NEA seems a much more 
natural helping hand to the Arts 
than do the obtrusively grubby 
fi ngers of a secretary or minis-
ter.  

The difference between the 
two scenarios—art in govern-
ment vs. a separation of the 
two—lies in how the public 
comes into contact with art, 
whether by the natural process-
es of competition and genius 
and Lady Luck, or by the selec-
tive hand of government offi ce.

Think about how we come 
in contact with art in this way: 
we enjoy particular works of art 

not because we have listened 
to, viewed, touched, tasted, 
(smelled?) the entire catalogue 
of hitherto created art and have 
decided which ones are worth 
our time.  Rather, we are con-
tinuously presented with an ex-
tremely small amount of works 
deemed valuable where all the 
chips have been placed, either 
by a donor, a large enough por-
tion of the public, or in the case 
at hand, the government—and 
from that small group we say, 
okay, this is brilliant and this 
is crap.  It’s important to make 
the distinction that your crap 
is still more distinguished than 
90 percent of the graffi ti and 
gnome sculptures and garbage 
assemblages and shitty plays 
out there, and more so, that it 
has value for the sole reason 
that it has been bought for such-
and-such a price by such-and-
such a number of people.  The 
difference in the case at hand is 
that all the chips would be in the 
hands of the government. That 
is to say, if the government is 
controlling who gets the green-
backs, the government is con-
trolling who gets the fame, how 
art is distributed, and, in a sense, 
how the public reacts to it.  

But Quincy Jones is no dic-
tator.  I trust he won’t, in his 
fi rst hundred days, topple the 
MoMA.  My aim in question-
ing the possible assumption of a 
Secretary of the Arts in Amer-
ica is to outline the difference 
between money fi ltering into 
an organization made itself of 
artists who (hopefully) make 
responsible decisions, and a fi g-
urehead with the monetary and 
political power over the ebb and 
fl ow of Art’s tide.  If the NEA 
is presently not strong enough 
to do its job, maybe that’s why 
Obama has loaded the much 
talked about Economic Stimu-
lus Plan with money for the arts.

So, should you sign the peti-
tion?  What do I know. Overall, 
I am hoping the non-govern-
mental sphere will take respon-
sibility for the crisis in Ameri-
can art, enough to bring to the 
public a confi dence that it can 
create and wonder on its own. 

“Not Straight 
enough”

Welcome to          
.    Urf, Quincy

“...[until] we move 
away from a consum-
erist view of a high 
quality of life — once 
we’re forced away 
from it — arts and 
culture, creativity, 
homemade art, those 
things can begin to 
come to the fore.”
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Especially in this season, air particles charged with 
sameness can suffocate you to death.  I’m talking about 
the dorm room you’re chained to, the classroom or caf-
eteria you frequent, the grassy parade you walk by ev-
ery day.  In a quotidien life, these places will put a drain 
to your blood until you start reaching for your i.d. to start 
your car, and saying “good, thanks” when asked “what’s 
new?”, until you start forgetting where you were going 
and why.  It’s hard to bypass.  I know people who change 
around their furniture every day to fi ght stagnancy, and 
that seems to work.  If you like your room the way it is, 
then go to one of these events.  Go fl y a fucking kite.  -JM

What: New Museum will pay for your Z’s
Where: The New Museum (235 Bowery)
When: Exhibit runs 4/8/09-6/14/09
How Much: FREE Thursdays 7-9pm 
     
Why: This is avant-garde at its (annoyingest) best.  We weren’t 
happy with the Mona Lisa so we put a moustache on her. We 
took a poem and started making shapes and pictures with the 
words.  We published Ianesco.  But this, my friends, this leaves 
all the rest in a smug--I mean smog, of dust.  Haven’t you ever 
wanted to BE art?  You’re in luck: “The Generational: Younger 
Than Jesus,” an exhibit of live human sculptures by Chinese art-
ist Chu Yun, is seeking women ages 18-40 to sleep on exhibit at 
the museum for six hours a pop.  It pays $10 an hour, plus the 
cost of a trip to the doctor and sleeping pills.  Let me break this 
down for you, ladies.  You get paid to sleep in a museum.  Ap-
parently this is supposed to be some commentary on our genera-
tion, specifi cally the 18 to 40 year old women in America--by 
a Chinese male.  If I had time to get a sex change I would, but 
in any case, I think I’ll at least go see you asleep for free some 
Thursday night in April.  For the full job posting, see: http://
www.idealist.org/if/i/en/av/VolunteerOpportunity/164126-75

What: “Words in Freedom: Futurism at 100”
Where: MoMA (53 St btw 5th and 6th)
When: 2/13/09-4/6/09
How Much: Fridays 4-8 FREE (otherwise $12)

Why:  Can you believe it’s been 100 years since 
F.T. Marinetti published his Futurist Manifes-
to?  I can’t.  It seems like only yesterday.  Come celebrate the most 
insolent, violent, and depraved art movement, futurism, right in 
our own back(neighbor’s)yard at the MoMA.  If you haven’t read 
it, let me share with you a meager slice of the Futurist Manifesto: 
describing the said document, Marinetti writes in the opening 
paragraph, “And trampling underfoot our native sloth on opulent 
Persian carpets, we have been discussing right up to the limits 
of logic and scrawling the paper with demented writing.”  There 
you have it.  Then, once we’ve lusted over the loathing and de-
crepit rage and curiosity of the futurists, we’ll ride on combust-
ing pistons at grinding speeds of superhuman capability, ripping 
time and space in two, off the face of the Earth back to the Bronx.

What: The Cleveland Orchestra
Where: Carnegie Hall (57th and 7th)
When: Wed, Feb 4, 2009, 8 p.m.
How Much: $10 student tickets!

Why: If you haven’t yet taken advantage of Carnegie Hall’s $10 
student ticket events, you are a pinhead.  Aside from the fact that 
they have whole frigging fountains of Ricola in the lobbies and 
foyers, it’s really nice to infi ltrate the impenitrable boundary of 
New York’s bourgeousie, especially during a fi nancial crisis, es-
pecially when you’re paying the equivalent of fi ve subway rides 
and they’re stuck with full price. Featuring Franz Welser-Möst, 
Music Director and Conductor, and Measha Brueggergosman, 
Soprano, this night of Wagner, Strauss, and Ligeti should be 
a real treat.  If Wagner’s music is the direct expression of the 
world’s essence as he claimed, then maybe you should give his 
famous Wesendonck Lieder, Op. 91 a listen in person.  I would, 
but I’m going to be at the opera.

by Bobby Cardos
EXECUTIVE EDITOR

As a reader of literature, 
I give preference to the short 
story. It is a form of fi ction 
that tends to be neglected by 
the general readership. And it 
is a shame. The short story is a 
potent type of fi ction, in many 
ways more diffi cult to execute 
than the novel. The 
descriptor short, 
though vague, indi-
cates that economy 
of words becomes 
tantamount, to the 
point where literally 
every word has to 
count, something that 
a writer can often get 
by without doing in 
the novel.

When it comes 
to the contemporary 
literary world I pos-
sess little knowledge, 
especially regarding 
short story writers. 
As a college student, 
I have neither the 
time nor the coinage 
to purchase and read 
through the myriad pe-
riodicals of short fi ction. Thus, 
my purchase of the 2008 edi-
tion of The Best American Short 
Stories was not just an impulse 
buy, but also a means to get in 
touch with the current literary 
world.

Each year the stories are se-
lected by a guest editor, usually 
somebody with clout in the sto-
rytelling community. This year 
the guest editor was Salman 
Rushdie, an ironic choice given 
that he is not an American. He 
acknowledges this in his intro-
duction, as well as the criterion, 
something he deems necessary 
given the various ways one 
could interpret any one word 
of the collection’s title. Stories 
were selected from nationally 
distributed American and Ca-
nadian periodicals which were 
printed in English by those who 
were American or Canadian, or 
who’ve made either place their 
home.

The stories cover a variety 
of subjects. T.C. Boyle’s “Ad-
miral” tells the story of a col-
lege graduate dogsitting for the 
same rich couple she had when 
she was in high school—only 
this time the dog she is sitting is 
a genetically engineered replica 
of the one she had sat before. 
The family is trying to repli-
cate this puppy’s experience 
to that of its “father,” hence 
her sitting the dog. She does it, 
but is unable to enjoy the well 
paying and cushy job the same 
way she could as an adoles-
cent. “The Year of Silence,” by 
Kevin Brockmier chronicles a 
metropolis’ supernatural expe-
rience with brief periods of pure 
silence, and its attempts (and 

ultimate success) in making it 
permanent. Katie Chase’s debut 
work, “Man and Wife,” is about 
a nine-year-old girl being mar-
ried off to a signifi cantly older 
man in Southern America.

Most of the collection’s sto-
ries are a throwback to natural-
ism and, though in many cases 
beautifully written and concep-

tually intriguing, they are often 
too heavy handed in their writ-
ing for my own tastes. “The 
Wizard of West Orange,” writ-
ten by Steven Millhauser and 
set in the late 1880’s, is about 
a librarian’s obsession with one 
of the title character’s inven-
tions, a body suit designed to, 
through scrolls much like those 
of a player piano, replicate 
bodily sensations. Written in 
diary form with dialogue much 
like Rorsarch from Watchmen, 
the story has overtones of 
modernity and the power of 
technology to captivate and 
consume, using an implau-
sible historic setting seem-
ingly for no other purpose 
than to appear unique.

Rushdie claimed to se-
lect stories that were both 
well written and had “the 
sense that [they] had to be 
written, that [they] were nec-
essary.” This may be true, 
but his selections reveal his 
own tastes for what desig-
nates a story’s necessity. 
After reading his selections, 
I felt that, having never read 
a word of Rushdie’s fi ction, I 
had an adequate sense of his 
own writing style. This is, of 
course, the problem with any 
selected anthology: it is subject 
to the personal preferences of 
those selecting.

Despite this bias that is 
largely divergent from my own, 
the collection boasts a few sto-
ries worth noting. Miroslav Pen-
kov’s “Buying Lenin” shows a 
university student’s relationship 
with his grandfather, a die hard 
communist. Their relationship 
is centered on harsh and some-

times humorous love (when 
the grandfather knows his son 
is leaving to study in America, 
he writes “You rotten capitalist 
pig…Have a safe fl ight. Love, 
Grandpa”). “From the Desk 
of Daniel Varsky” by Nicole 
Krauss starts as a temporary ex-
change of furniture from Daniel 
Varsky to the protagonist, both 

of whom are “poets.” A 
relationship meant to be 
a brief transaction turns 
into a longer, long dis-
tance Platonic relation-
ship, which ends when 
Varsky disappears some-
where in South America 
for presumably politi-
cal reasons, leaving the 
protagonist with both his 
furniture and the burden 
of their relationship with 
it. And, of course, Tobias 
Wolff, a personal favorite, 
closes the collection with 
“Bible,” a story of what 
appears to be a carjacking, 
but turns into something 
more mundane: a per-
turbed immigrant father 
trying to force Maureen, 

his son’s teacher, to not have his 
son expelled for repeated cheat-
ing. It centers on the man’s faith 
in God for his success and the 
disillusion that results when he 
is candidly told that his son will 
never be everything he hoped.

Also noteworthy are the 
stories “The Worst You Ever 
Feel,” by Rebecca Makkai, 
and “Straightaway,” by Mark 
Wisniewski, which, out of the 
twenty stories comprised in 
this collection, makes a quarter 

of it truly worth reading, in my 
opinion. But again, such is the 
nature of anthologies. Those 
who enjoy Rushdie’s work and 
naturalism in general will enjoy 
these stories. Those who dislike 
this style of writing, however, 
will tire of the bombastic styles 
that many of these stories boast, 
and would do better to look 
elsewhere for their short fi ction 
literary fi x.

Events 
List

Contest: highest head-price set by Arab leader.
“I win.”

the paper’s
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Alright, kiddies.  The dark, dreary days of winter have 
set upon us, but instead of sleeping all day and stinking up 
the tri-bar at night, why don’t you do your very damndest 
to try to catch one of the many musical performances in our 
area?  We do, after all, live in New York City, even if some-
times our green little corner of the BX seems separated by 
more than a subway ride.  Plus, two of these three shows 
are free.  That’s 66%! You’re being presented with the op-
portunity to have someone else do something valuable for 
you for free.  These are troubled economic times, and some-
how these people are willing to work for nothing.  So instead 
of sitting, watching Gray’s Anatomy and putting on holiday 
weight, climb your ass up Fordham road, hop on the train, 
and escape to a dreamworld of music. –SW

Who? Andrew W.K., Cheeseburger
Where? Santos Party House
When? Friday, February 6th @ 6:30pm
How Much? Free!
Why?  Because if you’re into getting shmammered and listen-
ing to grimy ole’ rock ‘n’ roll music, it doesn’t get too much 
better than a free Andrew W.K. show.  Everyone knows Andrew 
W.K. likes to party hard, because he told us, but Cheeseburger, 
a Brooklyn trio is garnering favorable comparisons to bands like 
The Stooges and just made an appearance on the Step Brothers 
soundtrack.  Plus it doesn’t get much cheaper than free.

Who? The Black Keys, Lucero, The Heartless Bastards
Where? Terminal 5
When? Friday, February 6th @ 7pm
How Much? $30
Why? The Black Key’s most recent disc, Attack and Release, 
was a Danger Mouse-produced bluesy romp through everything 
that has been good about rock music in the 21st century.  They 
also have a reputation for putting on blistering live shows that 
makes them a hot ticket in any town. While the openers are a 
little weaker, Lucero is essentially plays country-fried versions 
of slow Nirvana songs, and The Heartless Bastards sound like 
a bar band covering The Pretenders, but the absolute sonic de-
struction of The Black Keys should make the show worth the 
price of a bottle of whiskey.  Not that you should choose one 
over the other.

Who? Skeltons, Zs
Where? Zebulon
When? Thursday, February 12th @ 9pm
How Much? Free if you’re “21”
Why? Though not particularly big on my radar, everyone else 
in this offi ce has an absolutely giant man/woman/Gila monster 
crush on Skeletons.  Skeletons, formerly known as Skeletons  & 
the Girl-Faced Boys and Skeletons & The Kings of All Cities, 
are a quartet from Brooklyn.  They tore the roof off Fordham 
last semester, and the live shows are fantastic.  Zs are a strange 
band, skirting between noise rock and dance music powered by 
big Carribbean rhythms.  These combine to form what one paper 
writer described as an “unhinged” experience.  Williamsburg is 
just a hop over the bridge and a great place to go and see peo-
ple in skinny jeans.  Recommended after party at the Alligator 
Lounge, a bar where you get a free personal pan pizza with every 
pint you buy.  Shake off your recession blues with free music 
and pizza, because all the cool kids are doing it.  See you there.

by Sam Wadhams
ARTS CO-EDITOR

In the wake of the Obama 
election and inauguration, 
“hope” and “change” seem in-
extricably linked.  Those two 
words seem to have inspired an 
entire generation to press on-
ward, pick themselves 
up from the ground, 
dust off, and walk into 
the future with unbri-
dled optimism.  In the 
words of Fitzgerald, 
“Gatsby believed in 
the green light, the or-
gastic future that year 
by year recedes before 
us.  It eluded us then, 
but that’s no matter, 
tomorrow we’ll run 
faster, stretch our arms 
out farther…”.  Cer-
tainly, with the Ari-
zona Cardinals headed 
to the Super Bowl and 
an African-American 
in the White House, 
we are facing a future 
full of unexpected 
joy, brought about by 
belief in “hope” and “change.”  
But change is not always good, 
and the way I know this is be-
cause Conan O’Brien is leaving 
Late Night.

Now, Conan’s not leaving 
late night television; in fact, 
he’s being promoted, taking 
over Leno’s spot on the To-
night Show.  But this means 
he’s leaving New York, leaving 
his roots, leaving his fans, and 
heading into the cold, corporate 
teeth of the city of Los Angeles.

This is bad for two rea-
sons.  Firstly, as a night owl, 
Late Night always fi t into my 
schedule a little better than the 
Tonight Show.  I usually fi nd 
myself going to bed closer to 
1:30 than I do 11:45, so I often 
frequent Conan’s monologue.  
Now, with Conan moving to an 
earlier slot, I will be forced to 
swallow the hot shot of bile that 
leaps into my throat and try to 
sit through the pathetic musings 
of Jimmy Fallon.  Fallon, for 
those of you that never watched 
Saturday Night Live after Will 
Ferrell left, is best known for 
being the one guy who could 
never make it through an entire 
sketch without laughing.  He 
also wrote some of the most 
wretched drivel ever seen on 
live late night television, and 
forced Tina Fey out of blissful 
retirement because he was un-
able to solo host Weekend Up-
date.  Norm MacDonald solo 
hosted weekend update.  It’s not 
rocket surgery.  On the uptick, 
Fallon’s in house band will be 
The Roots, which is fantastic, 
but you can paint a smiley face 
on each one of your herpes, and 
it still won’t get you laid.

The other reason that 

Conan’s departure confuses and 
saddens me is that Conan might 
not be cut out for the more cor-
porate Tonight Show.  Jay Leno 
is a smug, huge-chinned fuck-
dick, but his brand of vaguely 
chuckle inducing humor is 
much better suited to a mass 
audience than Conan’s more 

esoteric, hit-or-miss comedy.  
Conan also enjoys pushing the 
envelope in his late night slot, 
and something tells me the high-
er-ups at NBC will be less than 
thrilled with their main man ac-
cusing his bandleader (Bruce 
Springsteen’s drummer, Max 
Weinberg) of aggressive pedo-
philia on a weekly basis. One 
week Late Night had only male 
guests, and Conan celebrated 
this with an enormous “Sausage 
Party” graphic, and an announc-
ing voice making crude cock 
puns (Paul Rudd became Tall 
Pudd).  Conan is not above a 
good crude joke, but he also has 
a uniquely honest, self-effacing 
brand of humor that may not 
play too well with Leno’s fan 
base, who Leno expects to wor-
ship him unequivocally lest he  
bludgeon them with his enor-
mous jawbone.  NBC seems to 
think the same thing, shooting 
Conan in the foot face by giving 
Leno his own hour show imme-
diately preceding the Tonight 
Show.  Now this is understand-
able, Leno willingly left the 
Tonight Show, but he remains 
a huge draw, and (fuck my life) 
considerable talent.  Letting him 
defect to another network or go 
into retirement with only a pale, 
gangly ginger to replace him is 
the equivalent of throwing $700 
billion at American banks with 
no preconditions as to how they 
spent it.  In a word, moronic.

Conan’s later slot also al-
lowed him a better musical se-
lection than Leno.  Leno, having 
to pander to every PTA mom up 
past her bed time, was constant-
ly having adult-contemporary 
soft-rock James Blunt type mu-
sic on, while Conan was able to 

host edgier acts like Chromeo, 
Nick Cave & the Bad Seeds, and 
Fleet Foxes.  Once again, the 
NBC brass is not going to allow 
their primary late night show 
to put on a grimy, moustached 
Nick Cave to sing “He feasted 
on their lovely bodies like a lu-
natic /And wrapped himself up 

in their soft yellow hair”.  
People get offended by 
stuff like that.

In every way this is 
a travesty.  I remember 
being 14 and staying up 
to watch Conan’s mono-
logues and laughing hys-
terically, but unlike most 
things I liked at 14, Conan 
has only gotten better.  
And that’s because Conan 
only got better.  He start-
ed his career, well, aw-
fully.  At one point, on his 
show’s tenth anniversary, 
the incomparable Mr. T 
gave Conan a gold chain 
with a giant “7” on it.  
When Conan informed T 
that he had, in fact, been 
on the air for a decade, 
Mr. T responded, “I know 

that, fool...but you’ve only 
been funny for seven!”  Part 
of Conan’s appeal was that he 
never forgot how easy it is not 
to be funny, and he brought to 
the show a self-awareness that 
made him eminently watchable 
and entertaining.

So, despite the pleas-
ant surprises brought to most 
Americans under the banner of 
change, I have almost no hope 
for Conan’s move.  Jay Leno, 
a man whose sole talent is un-
bearable smarm and the abil-
ity to chuckle at his own jokes 
without shame, will get a major 
time slot, uncontested by other 
networks, and only further his 
popularity.  Conan, once the 
edgier, more interesting late 
night host will be mummifi ed 
into the straightjacket of GE’s 
corporate interest, advertiser 
revenues and a much older set 
of sensibilities.  Finally, the 
later slot, which comes on after 
the type of people that write let-
ters of complaint go to bed, will 
be inhibited by the talentless 
shrieking chimp that is Jimmy 
Fallon. Then leaf subsides to 
leaf, So Eden sank to grief, so 
dawn goes down to day, Noth-
ing gold can stay.  Goodnight, 
you sweet, awkward gangly 
ginger prince.  Goodnight and 
Good luck.
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by Alex Gibbons
FEATURES EDITOR

Alan Moore’s masterpiece, 
Watchmen, has been in produc-
tion hell ever since talk about a 
possible movie began back in 
the eighties.  Since then, several 
attempts have been made to get 
Watchmen on the big screen, 
with capable directors like Ter-
ry Gilliam attached to possible 
adaptations.  No director has 
ever succeeded in getting the 
show off the ground until hot-
shot Zach Snyder (2004’s Dawn 
of the Dead, 300) took the helm.  
First reactions were mixed.  
Watchmen has long been con-
sidered to be “unwatchable,” 
impossible to translate to the 
silver screen due to its illustra-
tive complexity, and because re-
cent adaptations of writer Alan 
Moore’s work have been, well, 
shitty. 

Still, willed out of existence 
from the start of production by 
Watchmen writer/creator and 
weathered curmudgeon Alan 
Moore*, Watchmen seemed 
bound for more trouble.  When 
Fox fi led grievances against 
Warner Bros. in early 2008 over 
the creative rights to Watch-
men, the thought of the project 
forever being trapped in pro-
duction limbo was all together 
not too absurd.  Fox bought the 
rights to a Watchmen movie in 
the eighties when talk of a pos-
sible fi lm adaptation fi rst arose, 
and in August of 2008, just as 

production on the fi lm was 
wrapping up, fi led a complaint 
to bring Warner Bros. to court 
over rights to the movie.  After 
all, Fox never did sell the rights 
they bought in the eighties, and 
though the company never pro-
duced the fi lm, they do still own 
the rights to any Watchmen fi lm 
adaptation.  

In 1986 Producer Larry Gor-
don attempted to get the picture 
made with FOX, which spent 
$1.4 million on the project be-
fore abandoning it all together.  
Next, Gordon went to WB, and 
when principal photography 
began sometime in 2007, FOX 
had apparently made clear to 
Warner Bros. the conditions 
of the Watchmen movie rights.  
Warner Bros., however, de-
cided telling FOX to go fuck 
themselves was an overall more 
effective method of getting shit 
done.

In Warner Bros. defense Fox 
has had Watchmen in the base-
ment since it was purchased, 
leaving the project to rot in what 
I imagine to be an Area 51 type 
hangar, sent to die amongst oth-
er forgotten pitches and scripts 
while ideas like a The Day The 
Earth Stood Still remake with 
Keanu Reeves are granted dis-
tribution.  Yes, truly a tragic 
place.  And Fox emerging from 
their complacency like a crusty 
geriatric to claim creative rights 
over Watchmen as soon as pho-
tography wrapped last February 

is no admirable scheme either.  
Now, I don’t live by the Baby-
lonian code, but if that same ge-
riatric from next door left a TV 
in the throw-away pile and then 
demanded it back after I’d fi xed 
the damned thing and attached a 
Bose speaker system, I’d say to 
hell with him.  If the shady and 
nefarious business dealings of 
Hollywood are at all representa-
tive of the companies producing 
fi lms, I’ll be 
damned if the 
Fox doesn’t 
practice hon-
or amongst 
thieves.  Still, 
Fox remained 
shameless in 
their pursuits, 
and soon the 
amount of 
bullying and 
cronyism they dis-
played suggested the intent of 
total acquisition of the fi lm, or 
total shutdown. 

That being said, legally 
we are inclined to live by the 
American judiciary system, 
which maintains an air of law-
fulness and apparently a smid-
gen of reason.  So the two 
production rivals went to pres-
ent their respective arguments 
before a judge who, I imagine, 
was completely confused and 
out of his element for most of 
the proceedings.  Superheroes, 
you say?  We had a superhero 
back in my day.  His name was 

Lyndon B. Johnson.  Rumors 
that Fox was looking to have 
the 20th century logo appear be-
fore the fi lm suggested that the 
company was actually seeking 
to claim creative credit for the 
fi lm as well, and made it all the 
more impossible to sympathize 
with them.  Meanwhile, fanboys 
across America were threaten-
ing boycotts of specifi c Fox 
fi lms, fearing that the Watch-

men release date would be put 
in jeopardy by the court hear-
ings.  Both FOX and Warner 
Bros. acknowledged the volatil-
ity of the situation, and decided 
an out of court settlement would 
be better for both companies.  

 What happened next 
was a series of ridiculous threats 
and proposals as each company 
tried their best to steer the situ-
ation to better meet their in-
terests.  FOX proposed that 
WB move their release date of 
Terminator Salvation to avoid 
confl icting with FOX’s Night 
At The Museum 2.  WB wasn’t 

having any of that, and again 
forcefully extended their mid-
dle fi nger in FOX’s direction.  
WB then made it clear that they 
could block an upcoming Tina 
Fey/Steve Carell picture, Date 
Night, by holding Carell to a Get 
Smart sequel that would con-
fl ict with Date Night’s produc-
tion.  Carell wasn’t having any 
of that, and forcefully extended 
his middle fi nger in WB’s direc-
tion.  

So the settlement ended up 
being purely fi nancial.  FOX 
will not have their logo appear 
before the fi lm, but will receive 
an upfront amount of $5-$10 
million as well as 5-8% amount 
of the fi lm’s gross and a tasty 
piece of any Watchmen sequel 
or spin off.  In layman’s terms, 
FOX gets a ton of fucking mon-
ey.  Warner Bros. still retains 
distribution rights, however, 
and the fi lm retains its March 6th 
release date. 

*(Moore hates all movie 
adaptations of his work, citing 
that they all essentially miss 
the point, and said about direc-
tor Zach Snyder in a July ’08 
interview in some useless en-
tertainment magazine, “He’s 
the person who made 300…
and everything I heard or saw 
about the fi lm tended to increase 
[those problems] rather than re-
duce them: it was racist, it was 
homophobic, and above all it 
was sublimely stupid.”)

by Emily Genetta
STAFF UNMARRIED

I did not intend to see this 
movie.  When we went to the 
Lincoln Center AMC— on a 
Saturday night, without advance 
tickets— my boyfriend and I 
had every intention of seeing 
The Curious Case of Benjamin 
Button. Then, when we discov-
ered it was sold-out, we intend-
ed to see Defi ance.  This is the 
movie we bought tickets for; we 
in no way contributed to the box 
offi ce count for Bride Wars, just 
so you know.  Unfortunately, the 
theatre for Defi ance was already 
full.  We snuck into Benjamin 
Button— full.  We considered 
sneaking into Doubt, but it had 
started a while ago.  Finally, 
we thought about waiting  45 
minutes for the next showing of 
Revolutionary Road.

“Forty-fi ve minutes and a 
two-hour-plus movie? It’ll be 
pretty late by the time we get 
out.” he said, uncertain.

“You know,” I added, “I 
heard it was really depressing.  
I don’t really want to be de-
pressed.”

“We could always see Bride 
Wars,” he said, half-joking.

“Yeah, that could be fun-
ny… in an ironic way.  But I 
don’t know.  I’m going to the 
bathroom.” 

The girls in front of me in 

the endless bathroom line 
were having the same dis-
cussion.  They decided to 
see Bride Wars, because, 
they reasoned, it would be 
pretty funny… in an ironic 
way.  By the time I actually 
got to pee, I was totally con-
vinced.

“Let’s see Bride Wars,” 
I told my poor boyfriend.  
“It’ll be funny.”

Bride Wars is not funny, 
not even in an ironic way.  In 
fact, it’s probably even more 
depressing than Revolution-
ary Road, because at least 
that movie’s got Kate Win-
slet. Bride Wars has Kate 
Hudson.  She and the painfully 
smiley Anne Hathaway lead the 
audience on an hour-and-a-half 
exercise in inane sexist stereo-
types, and oh my God, every 
second hurts.

The movie opens with wee 
Kate and Anne (I forget their 
characters names— do you re-
ally care?) play-acting as bride 
& groom.  We learn that both 
little girls have their own wed-
ding scrapbooks, which is re-
ally strange, but signifi es how 
very, very important it is for 
these little ladies to… be some 
guys’ wives?  No, getting mar-
ried isn’t about the actual mar-
riage for these kids— it’s about 
the wedding day, and about get-
ting to play princess.  That’s 

fi ne when you’re six, but you’d 
think that by the time we next 
see the protagonists—twenty 
years later— their ideas about 
marriage would have evolved.  
Nope— ladies like weddings 
because they get to be super 
special for a day, and they will 
destroy you if you get in their 
way.  That is the conceit behind 
this movie: women are simple, 
single-minded, petty creatures.

Candace Bergen’s wedding 
planner is Queen of the Petty.  
Her job is to obsess about little 
details (or one of her jobs— she 
also works part-time as this 
movie’s entirely non-essential 
narrator).  Despite this fact, or 
maybe because of it, she over-
looks one huge detail and books 

Kate’s and Anne’s wed-
dings for the same time, at 
the same place.  More cor-
rectly, her pathetic, single 
receptionist books their 
weddings wrong, and she 
loses her job for it.  Watch-
ing this paunchy, middle-
aged (and ring-less) woman 
shuffl e outside with her 
things is sad enough on its 
own.  Throw in a severe, 
disapproving look from 
Candace and incessant has-
sling from Kate and Anne, 
and it’s downright painful. 

The only other single 
character who’s given much 
screen time, one of Anne’s 

colleagues, is a drunken, ob-
noxious woman who we’re 
supposed to hate.  Even the 
token married friend is a mis-
erable bitch.  —In short, all of 
the women in this movie are 
terrible stereotypes. (At least 
there aren’t any racial stereo-
types; this movie, which is set 
in Manhattan, casted all of two 
people of color). They whine, 
they nitpick, they have shirt-
less nervous breakdowns in 
the boardroom (isn’t that what 
women do in the offi ce when 
they’re upset?), and they back-
stab each other.  Back-stabbing 
drives the plot of this movie: in-
stead of agreeing to a joint wed-
ding, or sensibly changing their 
dates, Kate and Anne sabotage 

each other’s lives in escalating 
shows of cruelty. 

 Anne won in my book, with 
her evil plan to transform Kate 
back into the fatty she always 
was by sending her chocolate 
(girls sending each other choc-
olate = evil).  It resulted in my 
favorite scene:

Kate Hudson is in her under-
wear, abs rippling.
Kate: OH MY GAWWWD
Nondescript fi ancé: What is it, 
babe?
Kate: I GAINED FIVE 
POUNDS!
Nondescript fi ancé: Uh…
Kate: MY DRESS DOESN’T 
FIT
Nondescript fi ancé: Have it let 
out?
Kate: YOU DON’T ALTER 
VERA WANG TO FIT YOUR 
BODY; YOU ALTER YOUR 
BODY  TO FIT VERA WANG

Truer words have never 
been spoken.

In the end (SPOILER 
ALERT!), Kate and Anne have 
a knock-down, drag-out fi ght 
in their wedding dresses, then 
abruptly stop, look each other in 
the eyes, and hug it out.  Anne 
dumps her fi ancé, because it 
turns out he’s sexist (??!!!?), 
and we all learn an important 
lesson: buy your movie tickets 
ahead of time, for reals.

I’M A PRETTY 
PRINCESS!!

“I got yer lawsuit right here”
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Unemployment in New 
York City is an engaging yet 
cruel mistress.  Finally un-
hinged from the tiresome and 
consuming stranglehold of the 
offi ce, the unwanted worker can 
stretch out and taste all those 
pockets of New York City cul-
ture that felt previously locked 
away and denied to him or 
her.  Lectures, galleries, per-
formances, etc.  Without a long 
day logged at the soul killing 
salt mine, the unemployed fi nds 
Gotham the fertile land of op-
portunity that the second grader 
imagines while on a fi eld trip to 
Ellis Island.  However, while 
the recently immigrated leave 
their homeland ready to work, 
the recently laid-off leaves the 
workplace ready to spend.  Ob-
viously problematic.

Luckily I had the opportu-
nity to see Brooklyn Academy 
of Music’s current staging of 
Chekhov’s The Cherry Orchard 
before that fi rst post-mortem 
bank statement rolled in.  My 
experience with Chekhov’s 
work is limited only to style ref-
erences by the likes of Arthur 
Miller or John Cheever, so I was 
excited to check out the perfor-
mance when a friend brought it 
to my attention.  The show is 
the inaugural entry into BAM’s 
new “Bridge Project,” which 
links the The Cherry Orchard 

by Eamon Stewart
STAFF DEWEY COX

ing things to do most weekends.
With all of this in mind, I’d 

say I was somewhat disinterest-
ed when a friend from the New 
School told me about a Battle of 
the Bands he was going to be in 
on January 18th.  But something 
said that this might be differ-
ent, these weren’t a bunch of 
chickenshit high schoolers who 
would awkwardly stand around 
on stage playing shitty songs 
through shitty amplifi ers.  These 
would be people in their 20s, 
people with experience, people 
who had some idea about what 

they were doing.  So I hesitant-
ly agreed, and decided that the 
event wouldn’t be worth any-
thing more than alcohol (con-
sidering that I got high before 
a court appearance earlier this 
year, you can imagine what my 
expectations were).

And boy, were those expec-
tations met.  The concert was 
at Don Hill’s, a stingy but en-
joyable little club down in the 

Village.  Other than the setting, 
most of what transpired was 
eerily similar to high school.  I 
was asked several times by peo-
ple who looked to be about thir-
teen if I could get them drugs, 
and I’m fairly certain that one 
kid asked me twice.  The MC 
was stoned out of her brains and 
was frequently interrupted by 
people pretending to be much 
drunker than they actually were.  
And then there were the bands.  
Ten acts played with half-hour 
sets, and it very quickly became 
a grind.  Watching a band that 

sounded like a bad parody 
of Bloc Party followed by 
the cliché angry feminist 
punk band which led into 
the avant-garde instrumen-
tal band quickly wore on 
me.  For a long time I zoned 
out and couldn’t remember 
what happened between 
Kore Rozzik and The Dirty 
Mothers(not that I particu-
larly care).
What did bring me back was 

the second to last band, a female 
duo named Sweetie.  Armed 
with a bunch of synthesizers 
and live drummer, the group 
was a breath of fresh air.  Their 
sound was melodic electronic 
pushed forward by a very loud, 
heavy, distorted bass.  What 
balanced all of this was singer 
Ife Mora’s vocals, which con-
tained a tremendous amount of 

power but never drowned out 
everything else.  The music also 
bore Latin and R&B infl uences, 
giving it a greater sense of soul 
than most other keyboard-based 
bands.  The music was original 
and very fun to listen to.  And 
although I was much happier 
after watching their set, I still 
wasn’t sure if the night had been 
a waste.

The fi nal band made the 
night worthwhile.  For some rea-
son this band christened them-
selves The Will, a thoroughly 
bland name for a band that was 
anything but.  Although after-
wards they claimed that their 
main infl uences were classic 
rock, their sound bore a closer 
resemblance to the best of the 
stoner and doom metal bands 
(think Sleep, Electric Wizard, 
or Kyuss).  But what made The 
Will different was their musical 
profi ciency, although they had 
the heavy sludge sound of those 
bands they played with a techni-
cal ability that those other bands 
didn’t possess.  They would be-
gin with punishing heavy riffs, 
but could create intricate musi-
cal interludes where all instru-
ments were playing different 
things but interwove perfectly.  
My one complaint was their 
singer, whose lyrics were posi-
tively retarded at times.  There 
would be a line where he repeat-
ed the same word several times 

(“If it happened to happen that 
it happened…”) and everyone 
would cringe.  It was one of the 
moments where you feel embar-
rassed because the person has 
no idea how stupid he sounds, 
and there’s nothing you can do 
to help him.  But besides these 
hiccups The Will were terrifi c, 
and made the trek down to the 
Village worthwhile.

After this unfortunately ev-
erything slipped back into high 
school.  The winner of the com-
petition would win $500 and 
some studio time, as well as a 
broken promise about getting 
in contact with an A&R person 
from a record label.  So all of 
the sudden I was very interest-
ed in who won, hoping that it 
would be The Will or Sweetie.  
So when the MC came up and 
announced that the show had 
ended in a tie between The Will 
and Sweetie, I wasn’t really sure 
what to think.  The MC added 
that both would be entered into 
the next round and that they still 
had a shot at winning the prizes.  
Since that show I haven’t heard 
anything else about the con-
test, and I have looked.  As far 
as I can tell, neither band won 
anything other than a few extra 
fans.  All in all the show proved 
my fears; a lame idea in the sub-
urbs will prove to be a lame idea 
just about anywhere else.

with Shakespeare’s A Winter’s 
Tale through a constant cast, 
itself a bridge between the dra-
matic communities of London 
and New York.  The contrast-
ing styles of the English and 
American actors (especially 
during more comic moments of 
the show) provide an engaging 
meta-subplot in itself, giving a 
degree of exciting credibility 
to the “Bridge” concept.  Sam 
Mendes directs from a quickly 
paced update by Tom Stoppard.

The plotting of The Cherry 
Orchard is extremely simple, 
set into motion when Ranevs-
kaya returns to her family’s 
beautiful provincial estate after 
several years abroad.  The fi -
nancial toll of aristocratic pride 
is apparent though, and the fam-
ily will have to auction off the 
estate in the coming summer to 
pay mortgage unless other ac-
tion is taken.  Nothing is done 
though, the estate is sold and 
the family leaves.  That’s pretty 
much the whole dramatic out-
line that Chekhov provides, 
with the tasty stuff obviously in 
the dialogue and though those 
motions noticeably absent in the 
world of aristocratic exchange.

For the most part, Mendes’ 
spare staging respects the sim-
plicity of the work, allowing the 
actors to chew the dialogue with 
limited distractions.  He plays 
with space tastefully, linking 
the domestic space of the house 

interior with the cherry orchard 
via a thick mat of carpets, cast-
ing most of the action in bright 
white light, effectively con-
structing the entire estate.  Cer-
tain fl ourishes though, while 
visually memorable, 
distract away from 
the major themes at 
hand, and a few seg-
ments even border on 
the vulgar and gar-
ish.  As a loud metal-
lic shriek disrupts the 
pastoral fi nal scene 
of Act 2, an almost 
fl awless segment that 
catches the entire 
company anxiously 
lounging in the cherry orchard, 
Mendes brings the back curtain 
up behind the action to reveal 
a tableaux of haggard peasants 
sternly staring over the cast and 
out towards the audience.  For 
a moment, I actually started 
laughing out of confusion, half 
expecting the peasants to rush 
forward with loaves of bread 
in their hands for some big Les 
Mis ejaculation.  A lengthy 
magic show is given by the 
governess Charlotta during the 
show’s masquerade ball center-
piece; while this sequence left 
me entertained (I love magic!), 
it killed the inertia of the narra-
tive and almost made me forget 
what the show was about.

Mendes more than excuses 
himself for any stylistic fl our-

ishes through his excellent di-
rection of the cast here.  Appar-
ently Chekhov claimed his fi nal 
work to be a comedy upon its re-
lease, an assertion that has per-
plexed and frustrated directors 

since.  Mendes has an ensemble 
that cooperates and agrees with 
one another, acknowledging 
themselves as subordinates to 
the text and juicing just the right 
accents to make things equally 
funny, sad and nauseating.  The 
only cast member unwilling to 
cooperate is the marquee Ethan 
Hawke, who updates his angst 
fi lled student of Dead Poet’s 
Society with a big dose of revo-
lutionary optimism that begs to 
be overacted.  Hawke abides 
and sticks out like a boner for 
the fi rst half of the show.   To 
his credit, though, Chekhov 
makes it especially hard for the 
audience to like any characters 
in the show at one point or an-
other.

Stripped down to the text, 

The Cherry Orchard is ulti-
mately about money, mort-
gages, and the need to let go of 
past lifestyles; it seems very few 
shows could be so relevant at 
this time.  Unemployed and now 

$35 closer to going broke, I 
couldn’t help but feel a little 
haunted by the play’s sugges-
tion of failure through indeci-
sion, a word that infects my 
daydreams regularly.  By the 
end though, Chekhov allows a 
uniquely bitter optimism, sug-
gesting that though situations 
may stretch until they snap life 
does go on.  The fi nal image 
lingers on the body of Firs, the 
estate butler who remained in 

service even after the emancipa-
tion of the serfs simply because 
he had nowhere else to go.  Left 
behind accidently, he wanders 
out of his bedroom like Kevin 
McCallister from Home Alone, 
confused but content in the re-
cently vacated estate.  

The sound of an axe crack-
ing into the cherry orchard rings 
out like a crucifi xion hammer 
over this endearingly funny fi -
nal monologue, as Firs sprawls 
out on the fl oor and takes a last 
breath.  With the family now 
departed for a different albeit 
uncertain life, Firs is a comedic 
sacrifi ce to the estate, showing 
that life will run you over if you 
cannot let go… Like I said, it’s 
a uniquely bitter optimism. One 
thumb up!

Battle of Bands, that most 
nostalgic part of high school.  I 
fondly remember those times; 
paying $5 to see six or seven 
bands, at least fi ve of whom 
completely sucked dick but 
tried very hard.  There was an 
MC (usually your friend) who 
made multiple attempts to be 
funny but usually fell fl at be-
cause they had inhaled several 
ounces of marijuana before the 
concert began and could now 
barely hold a conversation, let 
alone remember the 
name of any of the 
bands that were play-
ing.  The only reason 
you went to this show 
was because your 
friend was in one of 
the bands and he had 
somehow convinced 
you that it would be a 
lot of fun, even though 
deep down you knew 
he was full of shit.  The winner 
was decided on the grounds of 
what band was the least annoy-
ing, at which point the victor 
received some remarkably gay 
award that didn’t come close to 
equaling the stress, anger, and 
disappointment that everyone 
who was involved with the cer-
emony now felt.  The saddest 
part about all of this was that it 
was one of the more entertain-

by Benham Jones
STAFF QUEENS
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