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arts

by Kate Murphy
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

trators often remind us, and it’s 
not in their best profi t interest 
to piss off the alumni who give 
them money. I’m pretty damn 
sure that’s why Fordham decid-
ed to pull the plug on funding. 
But disagreeing with the content 
is a pretty convenient excuse. 

But what do I know?
So for several years now 

students here at Fordham have 
put on the production without 
funding from the University, 
but with support from various 
departments, including Wom-
en’s Studies, Peace & Justice 
Studies, and African American 
Studies, among others. Each 
year students engaged in a dead-
lock with administration—stu-
dents not willing to forfeit their 
freedom of speech and the Uni-
versity not willing to forfeit its 
moral superiority. But this year, 
it’s different.

This year, rather than per-
form The Vagina Monologues 
again, students will be staging 
A Memory, A Monologue, A 
Rant, A Prayer. Like The Va-
gina Monologues, MMRP is the 
brainchild of Eve Ensler. It is a 
collection of monologues deal-
ing with violence against wom-
en by celebrated writers, such as 
Alice Walker, Nicholas Kristof, 
and Maya Angelou.

Executive producers of the 
show, Shauna Barry and Hilary 
Whitham, believe A Memory, A 
Monologue, A Rant, A Prayer 
is an important step forward 
for V-Day at Fordham. These 
monologues bring up fresh, 
contemporary issues with dif-
ferent perspectives from several 
different countries. With over 
60 monologues to choose from, 
those in charge of the produc-
tion pared it down to ten mono-
logues. The 10 monologues that 
will be performed at Fordham 
incorporate both global and 
local issues, ranging from ar-

ranged marriage in Pakistan to 
the rape of a John Jay student. 
Also notable, this production 
includes both male and female 
performers, a fi rst for V-Day 
here at Fordham.

The producers note that the 
subject material is a bit more 
serious than that of The Vagina 
Monologues. “The point is that 
it’s not supposed to be pleas-
ant,” said Barry, “Sexual assault 
isn’t pleasant.” The producers 
also pointed out that an admin-
istrator expressed concerns that 
some people in the audience 
would relate to these mono-
logues. “I just thought, ‘You 
can’t be serious.’ That is the 
whole point! That’s why they’re 
doing it,” said Whitham. They 
hope that MMRP will resonate 
with audiences, so they don’t 
feel alone in their experiences 
and raise awareness of the glob-
al experience of women.  

And so, for the fi rst time in 
nine years, Fordham approved 
funding for a V-Day produc-
tion (not all of the funding 
they asked for, but it’s a start). 
Co-executive producer Hilary 
Whitham said, “While we are 
very excited that OSL&CD has 
sponsored this year’s produc-
tion, we hope that in the future 
their funding will not pose re-
strictions on what the money 
can be used for.” That’s right 
kids; economic censorship 
means no chocolate vaginas at 
the bake sale this year.

Funding doesn’t mean 
they’ve given up on free speech. 
The people behind MMRP 
want to make it clear that they 
didn’t give up on The Vagina 
Monologues, they just wanted 
to try something new. Whether 
MMRP or The Vagina Mono-
logues is staged next year (or 
both?! That’s what Lincoln 
Center is doing!) they just want 
V-Day to continue at Fordham.

Like every year, all the pro-
ceeds from the show will be 
donated to benefi t a women’s 
charity. This year the charity se-
lected is Equality Now, an orga-
nization that, “works to end vio-
lence and discrimination against 
women and girls around the 
world through the mobilization 
of public pressure.” Established 
in 1992 and partially based out 
of Manhattan, Equality Now 
will receive 100% of the prof-
its A Memory, A Monologue A 
Rant, A Prayer makes.

See A Memory, A Mono-
logue, A Rant, A Prayer on 
March 5 and 6 at 8PM in 
O’Keefe Commons. $5 for stu-
dents, $8 for non-students. You 
really can’t fi nd a better way to 
spend 5 bucks.

It’s September 1999. I’m 
10 years old and in the 5th 
grade, on my way to a class-
mate’s birthday dance party 
(oh yeah, you remember those 
days). My guy friend’s mom 
is driving us there and, be-
cause he gets shotgun, he has 
the highly coveted control of 
the music selection. Putting 
in a CD, he asks me, “Have 
you ever heard of Blink-182?” 
That question, and the sub-
sequent 45-minute car ride, 
would open my ears forever, 
initiating me into the music 
world and changing my life.

Looking at 90’s music, 
Blink-182 defi nitely makes the 
cut as a defi ning band in most 
teen’s years. In those days 
both punk and teen angst were 
ubiquitous, and Blink-182 
combined them seamlessly, 
accentuated by juvenile lan-
guage and humor that appealed 
to our underdeveloped minds. 
Upon hearing Enema of the 
State, everything I had previ-
ously listened to was reexam-
ined and found utterly lack-
ing. Britney, Christina, and 
N’Sync all went the way of my 
Furby: wholly forgotten and 
collecting dust in the top shelf 
of my closet. The next day I 
immediately went out, bought 
the CD, and proceeded to play 
it incessantly until I knew ev-
ery lyric and could suffi ciently 
annoy my entire family by 
singing every song. I distinctly 
r e m e m b e r 
my mom’s 
revulsion at 
the pornstar-
esque girl on 
the cover and 
her warning 
that my dad 
would ground 
me, so I had to 
fold the inside 
paper backwards in order to 
safely bring it with me every-
where I went. 

Although many will agree 
that Blink-182 was awesome, 
to me they were more than just 
really sick music. They intro-
duced me to a style of music 
previously unknown, and with 
that new style came new intro-
ductions and an entirely dif-
ferent way of looking at life. 
Blink-182’s music introduced 
me to anxiety over the op-
posite sex and anguish about 
my parents, to hostility and 
rebellion; “The Party Song” 
brought me tequila and keg 
stands, “Rock Show” showed 
me Warped Tour, and “All 
The Small Things” promised 
that one day I too would have 

Every March, for the past 
few years, right about this 

time, Fordham students get 
word that for yet another year 
The Vagina Monologues would 
be performed, and for yet 
another year the production 
would go unfunded by the 
University, shunned due to 
what Fordham considers 
inappropriate subject mat-
ter. This March, however, 
things are different. A simi-
lar production is being put 
on, but it’s not The Vagina 
Monologues, and Fordham 
is giving them money. So 
what happened? Let’s re-
wind.

Fordham students be-
gan a student-run produc-
tion of The Vagina Mono-
logues nine years ago. And 
for one year the show re-
ceived funding from Ford-
ham. A widely known and 
critically acclaimed play, 
The Vagina Monologues 
speaks frankly about sexuality 
and gender, bringing to light is-
sues such issues as sexual abuse, 
sexism, and sexual violence. 
The Vagina Monologues stands 
as the foundation of the V-Day 
movement, a movement to end 
violence against women, partly 
by encouraging performances 
of The Vagina Monologues and 
donating the proceeds to wom-
en’s charities. For anyone who 
is familiar with the play, you 
are probably familiar with some 
of the controversy that comes 
along with it. Long story short, 
in one monologue a girl speaks 
about being sexually abused as 
a child and subsequently sexu-
ally healed as a young teenager 
by having sex with an older 
woman. This monologue, Ford-
ham claims, is more or less why 
they can’t fund the production.

Now if you’re familiar with 
the paper, you know how much 
we hate censorship. Co-execu-
tive producer of this year’s pro-
duction, Shauna Barry, points 
out, “Those monologues aren’t 
fi ctional, so the horrifi c thing 
was that the administration de-
nied the testimonies of these 
women, which in essence de-
nied their experiences.” 

Now, I would like to think 
that Fordham stopped funding 
The Vagina Monologues be-
cause of their myopic views on 
sexuality, but let’s be honest. 
Fordham funds a whole lot of 
stuff that oh, I don’t know, old, 
wealthy alumni would fi nd ob-
jectionable. They do, after all, 
fund us (well, usually). Ford-
ham is a business, as adminis-

someone leave me roses by the 
stairs, all when I was barely 
out of a training bra. Through 
them I found other bands and 
broadened my musical hori-
zons; to this day I credit them 
as the basis of why I like the 
music I like. Though my tastes 
have changed over the years, 
Blink-182 has remained one 
of my favorites, always in the 
portable CD case as a wing-
man in case everything else 
seemed utterly shitty and I 
needed a trusted friend to fall 
back on. The CD is so worn 
from incessant playing that 
“What’s My Age Again” skips 
even on my iPod.

When I heard that 
Blink-182 had broken up, I 
was devastated. How could 
the epic band that brought rock 
into my life be fi nished?! True, 
they weren’t played as fre-
quently as they had been when 
I had fi rst discovered them, but 
there was still a soft spot in my 
heart for my fi rst “real” band. 
They were like the person who 
takes your virginity – you 
know they probably weren’t 
the greatest or the most tal-
ented, but they’ll always hold 
a certain place in your memo-
ries. Now my musical V-card 
holder was abandoning me, 
just as I was reaching the age 
when I could drive myself to a 
concert. Oh the angst!

Fast-forward four years to 
the 51st Grammy awards and 
me sitting around with nothing 
better to do on a Sunday night 

than watch 
M . I . A . 
nearly rap 
herself into 
early labor. 
Not really 
paying at-
tention, I 
s u d d e n l y 
c r a n k e d 
the volume 

when I saw Blink-182 appear 
on stage together for the fi rst 
time since 2005, where Mark 
Hoppus proceeded to an-
nounce “Blink-182 is back!” 
My heart leapt with glee, and 
I was suddenly 10 years old 
again in the back seat of a min-
ivan hearing their songs for the 
fi rst time. My wing-men were 
resurrected, melodiously be-
hind me once again. 

As I said, my music taste 
has changed considerably 
since 2005, yet I never turned 
my back on Blink-182. They 
introduced me to teenage angst 
(which you can take as a good 
or bad thing).  Yet ultimately 
what mattered was how well I 

read more about Blink-182’s 
comeback on pg. 19

by Mickie Meinhardt 
STAFF MOUSE
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Wikipedia-By-Association-Events-Spectacular
Let’s talk February, the month they tell us we are nowly 

experiencing: February.  February means purifi cation, after 
the Roman purifi cation ritual undergone during that part 
of the year.  Added last to Roman calendar because they 
thought winter should be monthless.  Julian Calendar.  Had 
made mistakes in calculating the Leap year (added one ev-
ery 3 years instead of every 4).  Leap day.  A person who was 
born on February 29 may be called a “leapling”.  Leapling.  
Superman born on February 29th.  Superman.  Superman 
infl uenced by Great Depression.  Tackled issues such as the 
KKK.  KKK.  Combined Greek word “Kyklos” and clan (evi-
dently they were illiterate) to form their name.  Kyklos.  The 
cycle of governments explicated in Plato’s Republic.  Govern-
ment.    Wages war.  In early human history, defeat in war 
usually meant enslavement.  Human History.  “begins with the 
invention, independently at several sites on Earth, of writ-
ing, which created the infrastructure for lasting, accurately 
transmitted memories and thus for the diffusion and growth 
of knowledge.”  That’s February for ya.  Enjoy these events 
and see you in March.                                    -Senator      

What: Shark Attack Sundays!!
Where: Bondi Road Fish and Chips, 153 Rivington St. 
When: Sundays
How Much: $10 “Shark steak,” $10 Pitchers of “Beach Juice”
Why: I almost had a heart (shark) attack when I came across this 
gem in ye olde series of tubes.  I’m not sure if they’re serious 
about the shark steak being real shark, but I know that I’m will-
ing to fi nd out.  You’re selling yourself short if you’re not just as 
willing.  And “Beach Juice”?  I have no fucking clue what that 
means, but judging by the extensive beachy drink menu on their 
website—and the gnarly song that plays in the background—I’m 
sure it’s a tasty blend.  Sunday nights are depressing and stress-
ful.  Go eat a shark.

What: Vienna Philharmonic Orchestra!
Where: Carnegie Hall (57th and 7th)
When: Wed, Feb. 25, 8:00 p.m.
How Much: $10 student ticketz, kids
Why: About this concert, Carnegie Hall’s website reads, “Lang 
Lang joins conductor Zubin Mehta for a performance of Cho-
pin’s breathlessly moving Concerto in F Minor. Then it’s off 
to Imperial Vienna for Johann Strauss II’s most lilting waltzes 
and dashing polkas—plus the sparkling Overture to Die Fleder-
maus.”  Honestly?  Ricola fountains in the lobbies.  If I’ve said 
it once I’ve said it a thousand times: take advantage of Carnegie 
Hall’s $10 student offers—I know I won’t be able to afford the 
full price once I’ve been tossed into the muddy gutters of post-
gradhood.  But if the aforementioned arguments haven’t swayed 
you, then you should go because I might be there.  We can hold 
hands and stuff.

What: Massive Brooklyn Flea Market!
Where: Fort Greene Market, 76 Front St. at Washington St. in 
Dumbo, Brooklyn
When: The next twelve weekends, Saturday and Sunday, from 
11 a.m.-6 p.m.
How Much: Chump change
Why: Because you don’t dress enough like they did in the civil 
war.  I’m serious.  If you think you’re a hipster just because you 
have a fl annel shirt from Urban Outfi tters, you’ve been living in a 
cage (or too far from the L), and have been outdone by thousands 
of super-hipsters who are fi ve steps ahead of you.  You need that 
yellowing dress someone’s grandma died in, that defunct bayo-
net, that used copy of Gulag Archipelago.  This is just another 
way, other than eating shark, to make Sunday a thrilling voyage 
of erotic discovery.

by Sam Wadhams
ARTS CO-EDITOR

Few fi gures have cut such a 
wide and violent swath across 
journalism as Hunter S. Thomp-
son.  Eternally clad in a Hawai-
ian shirt, aviators and white, low 
top converse, clutching a ciga-

rette holder, bottle of whiskey 
and, more often than not, fi rearm, 
he stands like the Colossus of 
Rhodes astride New Journalism.  
His writings are impressive, but 
his legacy comes from the utter 
abandon with which he lived his 
life.  No car was too fast, no dose 
too strong, no bottle deep enough.  
He stood as a monstrous testament 
to the cathartic powers of excess, 
a terrible creature only restrained 
by his own shackles.   Because of 
this, generations of young dop-
ers, anti-establishment types and 
writers have been drawn to this 
Gonzo beacon, trying to live how 
he lived, write how he wrote, and 
see what he saw.  And all of them 
have failed.

Thompson’s best known 
work is likely Fear and Loath-
ing in Las Vegas: A Savage Jour-
ney to the Heart of the American 
Dream.  Fear and Loathing is 
Thompson’s best known work for 
a reason, in two-hundred pages 
Thompson manages to evoke the 
brilliant terror and madness that 
comes from feeling your fenders 
clicking along the guard rail.  The 
book is on the shelf in a million 
rooms with lava lamps, black-
light posters and beanbag chairs, 
but has still gained some level of 
respectability for its pioneering 
spirit, perfectly capturing the zeit-
geist of an age.  

But as much as Fear and 
Loathing is the book that made 
Thompson famous, made thou-
sands of kids clamp their teeth on 
TarGard cigarette holders and talk 
in jilting staccato, it was also the 
book that destroyed him.  It made 
him a modern day Dionysus, a car-
icature of excess that both forced 
and allowed him to live every day 
like it was Saturday.  And while 
his liquor and acid fi lled trips to 
and from the edge of sanity made 
for good copy, it began to dull his 
writing abilities.  He became nar-

cissistic and lazy, cashing in on 
the character he had made for 
himself instead of devoting the 
effort he had given to his previ-
ous stories.  As a young man, 
he reportedly would copy en-
tire Fitzgerald and Hemingway 
books just to know how it felt to 

be in their 
p o s i t i o n 
as a writ-
er.  As an 
older man, 
he would 
accept ad-
vances on 
books and 
articles and 
turn in noth-
ing.  His 
work, Gon-
zo journal-
ism, tradi-
tionally put 
the writer 
at the center 
of the story, 

but by the mid 1980s he was the 
writer and the story, producing 
masturbatory screeds of self-
indulgence.  The expletives and 
interjections that had framed se-
rious journalism took on a life 
of their own as Thompson tried 
to fi nd yet another way to get 
rich and famous by doing drugs.

Though Thompson burned 
out, nobody can question how 
brightly he once shined.  His 
fi rst collected works, The Great 
Shark Hunt; Strange Tales For 
A Strange Time, was released 
thirty years ago and shows his 
t r a n s i -
tion from 
s t ra igh t -
laced Beat 
r e p o r t e r 
to out-
law icon.  
One of 
his early 
pieces, “A 
Southern 
City With 
N o r t h -
ern Prob-
lems”, is a 
well-writ-
ten and insightful look at race 
relations in his native Louisville 
in 1963.  “The Temptations of 
Jean-Claude Killy”, another 
early piece, has Thompson fol-
lowing the Olympic skier on 
his cross country tour to shill 
for Chevrolet, with Thompson 
commenting on what corporate 
involvement means to sports.  
These early works, combined 
with his fi rst book, Hells An-
gels; The Strange and Terrible 
Saga of the Outlaw Motorcycle 
Gangs, showcase Thompson’s 
tremendous talent as a writer.  
And then he tore it apart.  The 
book contains the fi rst Gonzo 
article, “The Kentucky Derby is 
Decadent and Depraved”, which 
Thompson lashed together from 
his notes and considered an ut-

ter failure, claiming it would 
ruin his career.  It didn’t, and 
from the ashes of a failed article 
on horse racing came the liter-
ary style that would be his bread 
and butter for the next thirty-
odd years. 

As one reads more and 
more of The Great Shark Hunt, 
Thompson’s twisted sensibil-
ity slowly reveals itself.  At 
various points the reader fi nds 
him once shouting a biblical 
sermon from a balcony twenty 
stories above a hotel lobby at 
dawn on Super Bowl Sunday, 
and next getting through cus-
toms from Mexico with, “two 
hits of MDA, six tabs of acid, 
about a gram and a half of raw 
cocaine, four reds and a random 
handful of speed.”  (The solu-
tion, of course, is to take all of 
it).  He manages to cover many 
respectable journalistic topics, 
but does so with such frenzied 
voracity that it is impossible to 
tear yourself away.  The Great 
Shark Hunt represents that time, 
the perfect storm where Thomp-
son’s potential as a writer was 
fi nally brought to bear in Gonzo 
journalism, but before his work 
ethic slipped away.

Thompson shot himself four 
years ago last Friday, as he had 
long promised he would some-
day do.  He was getting old, his 
body was failing him, and sixty 
odd years of living a vicious 
lifestyle had taken their toll.  He 
will be missed both as a literary 
fi gure, and as a triumphant sub-

versive, a perennial reminder 
that not all rules are there for 
our own good, nobody telling 
you what to do should be trust-
ed, and nobody should come in 
your house without invitation.  
Thompson represented a unique 
part of America’s libertarian 
frontier spirit, trying to hold on 
to the freedom to do what he 
wanted on his land, to his body, 
without interference, even as the 
world grew smaller and smaller 
around him.  He was, in every 
way, a giant, and the six-hun-
dred page Great Shark Hunt is a 
fi tting memorial, a testament to 
his monstrosity.

A portrait of the artist as a 
young man...

...and an old fart.



february 25, 2009    the paper page 17   

The dull days of winter continue.  This is the most boring 
time of the year in sports, all the good movies have been re-
leased for the Oscars, and all the fun movies won’t be around 
until summer.  Your best bets now are DVD releases, ski-
trips, and binge drinking.  But, should you decide to brave 
the February chill, make moves southward, and enjoy what 
the administration has repeatedly told us is our “campus,” 
maybe you can fi nd some music in New York.  And because 
this is the horrible time of year between Christmas and 
Spring Break/Tax Refund time, and you are probably al-
most as broke as I am, the fi rst two shows are   FREE!  
-S.W.

Who: The Lonely Island
Where: Virgin Megastore, Times Square
When: Wednesday, February 25th @ 7 pm
How Much: Zero dollars.
Why: The Lonely Island is the product of Saturday Night Live 
cast member Andy Samberg and SNL writers Akiva Schaf-
fer and Jorma Taccone.  They are promoting their new album, 
which includes shorts seen on SNL, such as “Lazy Sunday,” 
“Dick in a Box,” “Jizz In My Pants,” and “I’m On A Boat,” the 
last featuring T-Pain.  Normally, I have a beef with any concert 
held at a Virgin Megastore, and a beef with most comedy/sing-
ing groups, but the fact is these guys are hilarious, they’re also 
the only good thing about Saturday Night Live these days, and 
Virgin Megastore is practically bankrupt anyway.  It won’t cost 
you more than a subway ride.

Who: The Maps and Atlases
Where: Our own wonderful Ramskellar
When: Saturday, February 28th @ 8 pm
How Much: Also FREE
Why: Well, aside from the fact that the show is absolutely free, 
the Maps and Atlases are a Chicago experimental-guitar quartet 
returning to Fordham to tear the house down.  Certainly experi-
mental quartets playing in the basement of the cafeteria might 
not be your average Fordham bro’s idea of a perfect night, but 
this is a band with a growing fanbase, and a great way to start 
your Saturday evening.

Who: George Clinton & The P-Funk All-Stars
Where: B.B. King’s House of Blues
When: Thursday, February 26th @ 8 pm
How Much: $38.50
Why: I understand that this ticket is the monetary equivalent to 
four liters of Georgi or Boca Chica, or your bottom, bottom shelf 
winter booze of choice, but the opportunity to see George Clin-
ton shouldn’t be passed up lightly.  So if you can shakedown the 
cash, go party like a an extra in PCU.  It’ll be worth it.

Who: The Roots
Where: Highline Ballrom
When: Thursday, March @ 11 pm
How Much: $10 in advance/$12 at the door.
Why: Philadelphia’s own The Roots have spent 20 years being 
one of the most interesting mainstream bands you can still afford 
a ticket to see.  Two days before this show they become Jimmy 
Fallon’s house band on Late Night, but please don’t hold that 
against them.  Once again, for ten bucks a night on the town and 
some good music is the best way to cure your wintertime blues, 
and if you’re really desperate you can close your eyes and pre-
tend to be Jimmy Fallon, though I don’t know why you would 
want to.

by Mickie Meinhardt
STAFF ARTS MONGER

One of the greatest things 
about going to Fordham is the 
fantastic city we have at our 
disposal; it has everything to 
offer for cheap, college-student 
friendly prices. I am, of course, 
speaking of the Bronx, our oft-
overlooked place of residence 
(silly you, thinking I was refer-
ring to Manhattan!). True, it is 
not the most chic or the most 
cleanly of New York’s bor-
oughs, but hey, it’s home, and 
you may be surprised to discov-
er it does hide some good fi nds, 
if you know where to look. With 
the economy being what it is 
now, who has the money to drop 
a few hundred at a boutique in 
the city for a fl imsy top or a 
“designer distressed” pair of 
jeans? Even New York’s thrift 
stores are pricey. So what is an 
apparel-lacking un-
dergrad supposed to 
do? Answer: Ford-
ham Road.

As advertised on 
those colorful bro-
chures we received 
during freshman ori-
entation, Fordham 
Road is the Bronx’s 
“premier shopping 
district”. This may hold true, 
but not so much for Fordham 
students, except in the case of 
groceries, cheap rugs, and phar-
maceuticals; how many girls 
do you know respond with, 
“Thanks! I got it on Fordham 
Road!” when you compliment 
them on some killer heels? 
Probably none. Yet I couldn’t 
help thinking we have to be 
overlooking something. Why 
else would the walk to the sub-
way be so crowded with Bronx 
residents every day if there 
wasn’t something worthwhile 
there? Are we really so arrogant 
that we cannot condescend to 
shop in the same district we live 
in simply because its stores ca-
ter to lower-incomes? I wanted 
to prove that wrong. So I took a 
fi eld trip up the block, and truth 
be told, the places we pass all 
the time—come on, admit it, ev-
eryone knows Dr. Jays—really 
do have good fi nds.

Easy Pickins was my fi rst 
stop. I’ll admit, it was a little 
daunting, the scantily clad man-
nequins leering at me atop their 
towering gold-and-rhinestone-
encrusted heels. However, a 
few minutes inside changed my 
mind; it was just like a thrift 
store—sort through the bad 
long enough, and you come up 
with a gem. The fi rst thing I 
noticed was a grey-and-white 
plaid coat with belled sleeves 
and a double row of black but-
tons—very cool, and only $20. I 
was even more impressed when 
I discovered the tag read Oleg 
Cassini; Oleg was, of course, 
the famous designer responsible 

for outfi tting Jaqueline Ken-
nedy in all her iconic clothes. 
Apparently, Easy Pickins took 
a leaf out of Target’s book, 
stocking cheaper versions of 
designer favorites. I also dis-
covered a dusky, deep purple 
belted leather jacket (I have a 
love affair with leather jackets), 
also only $20, and an array of 
warm cotton thermals (perfect 
for those icy days when you 
just want to be warm in class), 
$6 each. Not bad! Next in line 
was Conway, of the oversized 
pink shopping bag fame. Again, 
I was very pleasantly surprised. 
The fi rst thing that caught my 
eye was a row of cute fl oral 
blouses, cap sleeved and ruffl y 
with tiny fl owers all over—
very spring-Urban-Outfi tters, 
all $13. The Urban knockoffs 
didn’t stop there though. They 
had an exact replica of the mul-

ticolored plaid shirtdress I’ve 
been eying all winter, for about 
a quarter of the price and in all 
the same colors - black checks 
with either turquoise, pink, yel-
low, grey, or white—and still 
only $13. As I made my way 
to the sleepwear, I discovered 
some seriously comfy leggings 
($3 each) and knit legwarmers 
to rival American Apparel ($5). 
For such basic stuff, it really is 
great to know you don’t have 
to spend a lot or go too far to 
fi nd what you’re looking for. 
Dr. Jay’s Ladies was my last 
clothing store. Although I knew 
they could hold their own with 
a vast array of awesome kicks, 
would they stand up to the oth-
er stores in the area clothing-
wise? Yet the doctor knew just 
what to prescribe. You know 
those acid wash colored jeans 
at American Apparel, in light 
pink, light blue, light purple 
and somewhere around $75? 
Same colors, for only $23. And 
how about the equally expen-
sive neon skinny jeans? Again, 
the same pants for a fraction of 
the price. Take that, overpriced 
hipster boutique. Dr. Jay’s also 
appeared to have my number, as 
they had some fabulous patent 
leather trenches, in black or red, 
much like the very expensive 
red Thriller jacket I bought over 
Christmas break, only this one 
was much cheaper, and looked 
like it would keep me warmer on 
my nights out. Of course, I had 
to make a trip to the third fl oor 
(I’m a closet sneaker freaker) to 
eye the Nike air dunks I saw in 
the window. They were 6 dif-

ferent colors and so cool. I was 
also happy to discover they had 
metallic high top Converses, 
which I’ve been wanting very 
badly. Admit is, there is a place 
for gold Chuck Taylors in your 
closet; Dr. Jay’s might make a 
customer of me yet!

Of all the places I stopped 
on Fordham Road, Cinderella 
Club was without a doubt the 
diamond in the rough. You’ve 
probably seen it on the walk to 
the subway, a small place on the 
corner, several stores up from 
Duane Reade with tons of over-
size jewel decals on the window. 
It’s a jewelry paradise, although 
not kitschy like the Claire’s 
in your local mall. I beelined 
to the $2.99 earring rack, and 
immediately found some big 
quarter-size jewel studs in sev-
eral different colors, as well as 
some cool white-and-turquoise-

snakeskin studs and 
several plain, solid 
colored ball ear-
rings, the kind ev-
ery girl should have 
on backup. I looked 
around the rest of 
the store, which is 
covered fl oor to ceil-
ing with accessories, 
and found the cool-

est plastic bracelets (big multi-
colored geometric shapes, remi-
niscent of a cubist painting), a 
lime green patent plastic clutch 
(perfectly beer-proof), $15 rain 
boots in every color possible, 
and a very punk silver bracelet 
with oversized spikes. Every-
thing in the store is under $20, 
with most things being in about 
the $12 range – a very refresh-
ing number to hear. Nothing can 
step up an old outfi t quite like 
a killer chandelier earring and 
a new pendant necklace, both 
of which can be amply found 
in Cinderella Club. Maybe you 
won’t fi nd your Prince Charm-
ing there, but you can fi nd his 
bejeweled equivalent (and 
which will probably look much 
better on your arm). 

True, Fordham Road may 
not be the best quality clothes, 
but it is a lot of fun, especially 
if you aren’t going shopping 
for anything specifi c. Even 
the street vendors are worth 
checking out - those checkered 
scarves match everything and 
come in a plethora of colors, 
and are a mere 5 bucks each. 
Just like any girl, if I’m mak-
ing an investment purchase, it 
won’t be here, but any savvy 
shopper knows it’s good to 
mix and match your higher-end 
clothes with some cheaper fi ll-
ins, otherwise you’ll be perma-
nently broke. With everyone’s 
pockets being a little bit emptier 
these days, wouldn’t it be nice 
to spend less for a change? So 
grab a couple friends and head 
up the road – just don’t stop for 
a “free phone”. 

Mickie Meinhardt getting 
          the sweet deals

Fordham Road ;   A Diamond in 
the Rough?
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Ari Folman’s Waltz With 
Bashir blends journalism, car-
toon, and fi ction to create a sur-
realistic look at the 1982 Leba-
non War, specifi cally the Sabra 
and Shatila massacre.  Folman, 
himself an Israeli veteran of 
the war, guides the viewer 
through his own memory as 
he struggles to reconstruct 
the events surrounding the 
massacre.  His recollection 
of the war fragmented and 
shoddy, he turns to other 
veterans, a journalist, and 
a psychologist to help him 
piece together the events 
which he supposedly wit-
nessed.  What Folman and 
the audience discovers is a 
haunting account of the mas-
sacre, an event that seems to be 
shrouded in secrecy, as ambigu-
ous to the viewer and the world 
as it is to Folman himself.

Folman’s journey begins 
late one night, during a con-
versation with a fellow friend 
in a bar.  His friend speaks of a 
frightening nightmare, one that 
supposedly resonates from the 

sent to kill them.  The story is 
about a breakdown of human-
ity, a breakdown of civilization, 
and an ideological struggle to 
see whose idea is worse.  As he 
strives to fi gure out the mean-
ing of his vision, the audience 
struggles to fi gure out what is 
the point of the war.  Conse-
quently, the fi lm is an incredibly 
sad one.  

It’s appropriate that the 
animated Ari Folman bears a 
striking resemblance to Vincent 
van Gogh, because somewhere 
towards the middle of the fi lm, 
when Folman sits in a fi eld of 
daffodils with his fellow vet-
eran, you realize that you are 
seeing the cinematic equivalent 
to a Van Gogh painting.  While 
watching, you feel a sense of 
complete immersion; the visu-
als take hold and force you onto 
a caboose, hooked to an engine 
barreling onward towards Ari 
Folman’s horrifi c inevitable dis-
covery.  An important, enlight-
ening, and amazing fi lm, Waltz 
With Bashir is one of those few 
fi lms worth paying a twelve 
dollar admission price to go and 
see.  Five stars in my book, ab-
solutely amazing.  

Bashir is up for an Oscar, 
Best Foreign Film, and I’ll be 
damned if it doesn’t win.  The 
fi lm is close to perfect, and I can 
think of nothing that I objected 
to or did not fully enjoy through-
out the entire movie.  An awe-
some blend of several animation 
styles and a sharp soundtrack 
perfectly compliment Folman’s 
story.  The soundtrack, a strange 
blend of Middle-Eastern rock, 
electronica, and pop is worth 
listening to alone and sets the 
tone for the fi lms paranoid feel, 
spurring the idea that the entire 
Lebanon war was pointless and 
nonsensical.  

Especially since the most re-
cent fl are in the ongoing Israeli 
Palestinian confl ict, Waltz With 
Bashir is incredibly relevant.  
The point of the movie, how-
ever, is not a suffocating one.  
Folman, an Israeli, stays far 
from the ridiculously contrived 
anti-Israel sentiment popular 
in today’s society, and the ul-
tra die-hard pro-Israel feeling 
many conservatives hold.  Fol-
man pulls no punches, he mere-
ly tells a story of boys sent to 
fi ght and kill more boys, who 
in turn plan to kill those boys 

we consider normal human 
behavior (the great Art Spie-
gelman did so, deftly, with his 
book, Maus), it still maintains a 
stigma of illegitimacy in many 
circles.  The movie also utilizes 
original interviews, Folman’s 
subjects simply rotoscoped to 
fi t seamlessly into the rest of 

the animated fi lm.  It 
does not, however, 
fi t into the category 
of a documentary.  
This is because of 
Folman’s beauti-
ful embellishments, 
what I consider the 
core reason for the 
fi lm being animated 
in the fi rst place.  By 
utilizing animation, 

Folman allows the viewer to see 
the depth of his nightmares, and 
presents a visually psychologi-
cal perspective to better place 
the viewer into his own con-
fused position.  No, Waltz With 
Bashir goes beyond the docu-
mentary or the animated fi lm.  
It becomes a work of magic 
realism, an engaging fi lm that 
works like a drug to alter the au-
dience’s perception of anything 
and everything.  

war, in which twenty rabid dogs 
chase him down a street.  The 
conversation does something 
to jog Folman’s memory, and 
soon he has a mysterious fl ash-
back of his own in which he and 
several other Israeli soldiers 
emerge naked from the ocean to 
see a fantastic sight, West Bei-

rut illuminated by falling fl ares 
and a crowd of ghostly women 
wailing through the streets.  Ari 
understands that the vision is di-
rectly connected to the massacre 
and struggles to make sense of 
what it means.

Waltz With Bashir, as a fi lm, 
is diffi cult to categorize.  For 
one thing, it is animated and 
thought the cartoon has long 
been a medium worthy of tack-
ling events that transcend what 

by Eamon Stewart
STAFF DIDN’T GO SEE IT

roically tried to kill Adolf Hitler 
but also once insightfully com-
mented that Poland was fi lled 
with “Jews and half breeds” and 
that “this nation feels only good 
under a whip.”  There was The 
Reader, a fi lm about a teenager 
who has an affair with a wom-
an whom he later discovers…
oops!  She was a concentration 
camp guard!  Although neither 
of these fi lms appeared to be 
of any particular worth, I still 
thought it was noteworthy that 
at least somebody was taking 
a stab at a Nazi fi lm that odd-
ly enough showed the German 
people as people and not evil 
cyborgs sent from the future to 
kill Adrien Brody.

One of Hollywood’s recent 
offerings, however, is an ex-
ercise in moral ambiguity that 
was probably unintended by 
those who made it.  Defi ance, 
the movie based on the Bielskis, 
four Jewish brothers who de-
cided that waiting around to be 
killed in the forests of Belarus 
with a bunch of other Jews was 
preferable to waiting around 
to be killed in a concentration 
camp, was supposed to be an 
inspiring story about Jews who 
fought back during WWII in-
stead of letting themselves be 
victimized.  Although it’s cer-
tainly a nice sentiment, every-
thing I read or saw about this 
movie indicated blandness and 
action-movie stupidity.  I didn’t 
buy Daniel Craig as an angry 
Jew after Munich, and I still 
don’t.  The movie received very 
mediocre reviews and didn’t 
come close to covering its $50 
million budget.

But the movie’s troubles 

may lie in more than just shitty 
storytelling.  The makeshift pla-
toon the brothers put together, 
known as the Bielski partisans, 
has been under investigation by 
the Polish government for sev-
eral years due to allegations of 
war crimes.  Tuvia Bielski, the 
eldest of the brothers, is be-
lieved to have been affi liated 
with the NKVD, the feared So-
viet organization that was also 
the precursor to the KGB.  
Bielski named his military 
unit “Kalinin” after Stalin 
butt-buddy Mikhail Kalinin.  
The Bielski partisans also 
spent most of their time steal-
ing supplies from locals as 
opposed to fi ghting the Ger-
mans, with the movie appar-
ently emphasizing the latter.  
But the biggest source of con-
troversy comes because of the 
partisans’ believed involve-
ment in the Naliboki massa-
cre, an event that occurred in 
May of 1943 that left about 
130 dead in the town of Nabi-
loki, then Germany-occupied 
Poland.  Essentially the mas-
sacre was the result of the 
Soviets not honoring an agree-
ment they had signed with the 
people of Nabiloki where they 
would not attack each other and 
would act together in the event 
of a German attack.  It appears 
that the Soviets ignored their 
pact because many of the locals 
were pro-Polish, and the Sovi-
ets viewed them as potentially 
problematic once the Germans 
were to be removed.  Things 
didn’t get much better for Nabi-
loki, as the town was burned to 
the ground four months later by 
the Germans, with the survivors 

being shipped off to forced la-
bor.

The Bielski brothers are 
thought not to have actually 
been involved in the massacre, 
but it is believed partisans un-
der their command were pres-
ent and aided the Soviets.  This 
knowledge questions if the Biel-
skis are really heroes, bandits in 
the woods, or if they’re one ex-

ample of Stalin’s many WWII 
cronies.  And either way, given 
the gazillion Holocaust movies, 
was it really necessary to make 
a movie about them?  Defi ance 
director Ed Zwick (who previ-
ously trivialized children sol-
diers and confl ict diamonds into 
rock em sock ‘em fun in Blood 
Diamond) doesn’t do much to 
answer those questions; “The 
Bielskis weren’t saints.  They 
were fl awed heroes, which is 
what makes them so real and so 
fascinating.”  Calling any non-
fi ctitious character a “fl awed 

hero” is a total bullshit copout 
that can be defended by any 
argument based on a singular 
perspective.  I’ve never heard 
anyone who supports univer-
sal healthcare, vegetarianism, 
or anti-smoking call Hitler a 
fl awed hero, although he strong-
ly advocated all three.  To call 
the Bielskis simply “fl awed” is 
to brush off not only those who 
died during the Nabiloki mas-
sacre but also their clear alli-
ance with Stalin’s forces (and if 
you want to get technical about 
it, Stalin was responsible for 
more deaths than Hitler, but hey 
who’s counting?!).

But none of this is to call the 
Bielskis monsters either.  Their 
saving of an estimated 1,200 
Jews is certainly admirable and 
remarkable.  To leave their story 
at just that is not only unfair but 
typical of Hollywood airbrush-
ing.  The most immediate pur-
pose of movies is to entertain, 
and there’s nothing wrong with 
a movie being nothing more than 
that (although the reviews for 
Defi ance suggested it couldn’t 
even manage that).  But when 
movies slap “based on a true 
story” or “based on real events” 
(as they frequently do) all over 
their posters and commercials, 
any idiot who goes and sees 
the movie will leave the theater 
thinking they were just enter-
tained and enlightened.  Hol-
lywood’s continual dumbing 
down and sanitizing of history 
will produce more people who 
believe anything they see with-
out any of their own analysis 
and critical thinking.  One day 
we may know nothing besides 
what we see at the theaters.

by Alex Gibbons
FEATURES EDITOR

One of the few enjoyable 
things about the end of the holi-
day season is that one can turn 
on the television or open up a 
magazine without being bom-
barded by advertisements for 
one of the roughly seventeen 
Holocaust movies that will be 
hitting theaters that weekend.  
For the fi lm industry, Christ-
mastime is Nazi time, and 
there’s nothing that will wreck 
the joy of the season quite like 
seeing a movie whose backdrop 
is the systematic execution of an 
estimated 6 million people.  The 
timing of these releases is fair-
ly obvious: it’s time to pile on 
for the Oscars, and the Oscars 
love  movies with absolutely 
no hope.  To be sure, there are 
some terrifi c Holocaust movies 
(Schindler’s List, Germany’s 
Der Untergang, that scene at 
the beginning of X-Men when a 
young Magneto uses his super-
powers to bend the gates of Aus-
chwitz), but most of these fi lms 
are the cinematic equivalent of 
unzipping the Academy’s col-
lective pants and sucking to 
swallow.  Really, how else can 
you explain Life is Beautiful?

But this year I did notice 
something a bit unusual about 
the crop of Nazi movies.  Sev-
eral of the fi lms released over 
the holidays sought to view 
their subject matter in shades 
of gray, or at least the sources 
they were inspired from didn’t 
view things in stark black and 
white.  Valkyrie, although basi-
cally Mission Impossible 4 with 
more goose-stepping, was based 
around a man who not only he-

     Based on LIVE FOOTAGE

Doug Funny 
goes to war...
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On Friday, February 13th, 
Manhattan’s New Museum pre-
sented the latest installment of 
their “Get Weird!” concert se-
ries, a series of performances 
described offi cially as “experi-
mental and freaky jams” per-
formed by “unknown legends 
and young-gun mavericks”.  
The most recent performance 
featured Portland based drone/
shoegaze artist Grouper (aka 
Liz Harris) and NYC/LA based 
experimental/electronic duo 
High Places, and was held in the 
museum’s intimate basement 
theater.  

With white washed walls 
and a white exterior reminiscent 
of a series of stacked milk crates 
(adorned only with the words 
“HELL, YEA!” in garish rain-
bow font), the New Museum 
provided a proverbial tabula 
rasa for patrons to get weird in; 
a blank canvas ready to be splat-
tered with peculiar whatnots 
and strange what-have-you’s.  

Before I describe any specif-
ics of the performance itself, I 
feel as if I would be remiss in 
my duties if I did not fi rst ex-
plain my deep-seated and slight-
ly creepy infatuation with Grou-
per.  I am going to marry her.  
She will be my wife.  End of 
story.  No matter that she lives 
in Oregon and spends her days 
traveling about the country hyp-
notizing audiences and fans at 
intimate venues with her dron-
ing vocals, haunting guitar riffs 
and looped effects (or, in my 

case, with her muted good looks 
and melancholy aural mys-
tique).  We will work this out.  
The only foreseeable problem is 
that she does not yet know that 
we are going to be wed, but I 
suppose this can be fi xed with 
a barrage of letters and photo-
shopped pictures of she and I at 
the beach (or something 
cliché like that). In sum-
mation, I like Grouper a 
whole lot.

I digress.
Now that I’ve put 

that out in the open, I 
can end my tangential 
professions of affection 
and discuss something 
that may be worth read-
ing about.  The performance 
began with a set from Grouper, 
who is still enjoying the suc-
cess of the June, 2008 release 
of her third album “Dragging a 
Dead Deer up a Hill’ on Type 
Records.  I arrived about fi fteen 
minutes late thanks to the dirty 
D train derailing earlier in the 
day.  I entered the theater to fi nd 
my bride on stage with her gui-
tar in the middle of a beautiful 
and intricately layered piece of 
ambient noise.  I moved through 
the crowd (all sitting Indian-
style on the hardwood fl oor) and 
promptly plopped myself down 
on the foot of a man I later dis-
covered to be Robert Barber of 
High Places.  

After this slightly awkward 
encounter, I began to watch 
the performance intently and 
promptly entered a near hyp-
notic state of hyper-relaxation.  

Each song played began with 
a simple guitar line and some 
beautiful vocals, and subse-
quently (with the aid of innu-
merable effects pedals) built up 
to eventually form a multi-lay-
ered and stunning piece of plac-
id, melancholy and amorphous 
musical haze.  The ambience 

was complemented by some 
engaging yet somewhat indeci-
pherable fi lm projected behind 
her that resembled an amalga-
mation of close-up shots of rain-
fall and TV white noise snow 
(though it was once marred by 
the signature “low battery” alert 
of a macbook).  Tape hiss, slow 
delay, and the looping of Grou-
per’s signature haunting vocal 
melodies/chanting all coalesced 
and resulted in an engaging 
performance where each song 
was beautifully indistinguish-
able from the previous one, the 
breaks inbetween identifi able 
only by a brief setting down of 
the guitar to take a sip of coffee.

Still reeling from Grouper’s 
morphine drip of a set, the audi-
ence stood up and stretched af-
ter she parted and prepared for 
a more energetic performance 
from High Places (though I 

nearly wept after she left the 
stage and disappeared from 
view).  When High Places, an 
electronic duo consisting of 
Robert Barber and Mary Pear-
son, took the stage the atmo-
sphere instantly and radically 
changed.  The projected back-
drop shifted from falling rain 
and kaleidoscope shapes to a 
mix of home movies, fruits, 
vegetables and solid bright col-
or fl ashes, and the crowd went 
from contemplatively sitting 
on the hardwood to condens-
ing near the stage and dancing.  
High Places opened with some 
slow chanting and ambient ef-
fects, but then quickly moved 
into a more upbeat state.  Their 
set continued with jaunty in-
strumental loops, pulsating and 
heavy beats not usually found 
in their studio recordings, and 
singsong lyrics from Pearson, 
which bore striking resemblance 
to children’s nursery rhymes in 
rhythm and tonality.  Though it 
stood as a striking juxtaposition 
to the calm and quiet set Grou-
per offered, it also served as an 
appropriate supplement to the 
hypnotic torpor that overtook 
the room after the opening set.

Though each artist was not 
overtly “weird” in their own 
right, their being placed on a 
single ticket certainly achieved 
an unexpected effect.  The show 
in its entirety dragged spectators 
down into a contemplative lan-
gor and then pulled them up into 
an electronically induced danc-
ing euphoria.  Indeed, as prom-
ised, the night got weird.

by Emily Genetta
STAFF BLAXSPLOITER

Our society is in the penul-
timate stage of artistic develop-
ment.  I know this because the 
ultimate stage has been revealed 
to me in sleep-deprived visions 
of the future.  UltimateArt will 
be accompanied by industrial 
music, and it will consist of the 
artist literally shitting out her 
pixelated masterpiece on live 
TV, remixing the .fl v turd on 
Youtube before it’s completely 
exited her anus, and then send-
ing an instantaneous account 
of the performance piece to our 
Kindles.  This will happen in 
approximately 50 years, when 
people are still using the .fl v 
Flash format but actually get the 
Kindle reference.  It will be the 
collapse of the wildly expand-
ing artistic universe, and it will 
be glorious.

Like the non-metaphorical 
universe, the artistic universe is 
expanding at a faster and faster 
pace.  Or it will have to because 
we have a lot of artistic ground 
to cover before 2059.  Consider, 
if you will, the lack of comic-
book-inspired theatre.  I bet you 
never considered that before!  

But it’s true: even with all of our 
post-post-modernist, multi-me-
dia, cross-genre hoo-ha, no one 
has made a concerted effort to 
infuse theatre with comic book 
aesthetics… until now!

Well, okay, the Vampire 
Cowboy theatre company has 
existed since 2000, and it may 
not even be the fi rst to “create 
and produce works 
with an emphasis 
on stage combat and 
dark comedy with 
a comic book aes-
thetic.”  But the com-
pany performed at 
ComicCon!  So it’s 
offi cially the van-
guard of comic-book 
theatre, something 
which would not 
interest me fi fty or 
even a million years 
from now.  Luck-
ily, it’s not fi fty or even a mil-
lion years from now (ha CHA), 
and I hadn’t the slightest notion 
of Vampire Cowboy’s ‘comic 
book aesthetic’ when I went to 
see Soul Samurai at the Here 
Arts Center. All I knew was that 
it involved blaxsploitation and 
kung-fu, and, therefore, would 

make an interesting Valentine’s 
Day date.

As it turns out, Soul Samu-
rai is an amazing date.  It has a 
little bit o’ somethin’ for every-
one, including romance for all 
the lovers out there.  The plot is 
anchored in the tragic relation-
ship between Dewdrop (Mau-
reen Sebastian) and her badasss 

girlfriend, Sally 
December (Bon-
nie Sherman).  
Despite Sally’s 
retro look— she 
sports bell-bot-
toms and a white 
girl ’fro—she and 
Dewdrop are not 
living in 1970’s 
New York.  This 
is NYC in the fu-
ture, and it’s even 
more dangerous 
than it was in the 

’70s due to a serious vampire 
gang problem.  But Sally is a 
college student just like you and 
I, and so she does not let a little 
vampire turf war deter her from 
fi nding good weed.  She drives 
with Dewdrop into Brooklyn, 
and… well, I won’t ruin it for 
you, but suffi ce it to say this is a 

story of revenge.  
For most of the play we fol-

low Dewdrop— now fi ve years 
older and more kickass— on her 
quest back to Brooklyn to kill 
vampire leader Boss 2K.  She’s 
joined by a pesky wangsta from 
Queens who has dubbed himself 
Death Cert-ifi cate, or ‘Cert’ for 
short. Paco Tolson plays Cert 
with perfect comic timing, and 
he would have stolen the show if 
every other aspect of it weren’t 
so damn good.  The story itself 
is incredibly engaging, present-
ed out of chronological order so 
as to gradually reveal the back 
stories of the heroes, villains, 
and their dystopian New York.  
As the play progresses, we learn 
in fi ts and starts about Sally 
and Dewdrop’s relationship, 
New York’s  division into un-
stable borough-states, and our 
protagonist’s transformation 
into a sword-wielding kung-fu 
master.  There’s another story 
line woven throughout, a tale 
of urban isolation that punctu-
ates the combat scenes called 
‘The Completely Uninterest-
ing Tale of Marcus Moon.’  It’s 
clear that his kind of story struc-
ture is borrowed from modern 

by Sean Kelly
STAFF ENAMORED

    Blink-182 con’t

comic books and is partly what 
is meant by a ‘comic book aes-
thetic.’  The rest of the aesthetic 
is visual: the costumes, lighting, 
scenery, and fi ght scenes are all 
highly stylized.  

Comic books, however, 
aren’t the only artistic infl u-
ence present in the production.  
As noted before, Soul Samurai 
plays with kung-fu and blax-
sploitation tropes.  While it’s 
more homage than mockery, 
the play subverts and tran-
scends the racist stereotypes the 
genres promote.  It casts a white 
actor as a pimp and a black ac-
tor as the Japanese martial arts 
master, all while keeping the 
traditional kitsch factor.  This 
hodge-podge of styles ends up 
working well in creating a sur-
real, visually stunning show.  
It defi nitely attests to the tal-
ent of the writer and director ( 
Qui Nguyen and Robert Ross 
Parker, respectively) that the 
play was charming rather than 
cloying, even with the addition 
of puppets, a Kanye soundtrack, 
stop-motion animation, and live 
video shorts.  Soul Samurai 
never crosses the line into gim-
micky because it utilizes all of 
its elements so well.  So if multi-
media, trans-technological, pix-
elated shit is the future of art, 
Soul Samurai is the fi rst step in 
that direction.  And I mean that 
in the best possible way.

My future wife.

related to them; for the fi rst 
time, this was music I iden-
tifi ed with. Their reunion ex-
cites me for a throwback to 
great 90s music, full of bang-
ing drum solos, relatable 
lyrics, and countless memo-
ries, as well as the prospect 
of seeing a band I truly ap-
preciate and respect perform 
again. There’s something 
to be said for seeing a band 
you’ve loved for nearly a 
decade play when you’re 
old enough to truly value 
their talent and the impact 
they had on your life. The 
band has a tour planned for 
summer 2009, and an album 
that the members describe as 
having “elements of all their 
past projects” is in the works. 
Though +44, Angels & Air-
waves, Box Car Racer, and 
Travis Barker’s compilations 
with DJ AM are not quite 
as spectacular as Blink-182 
was, I’m confi dent that the 
growth the band members 
have experienced will only 
augment Blink’s new mate-
rial. Finding music that lasts 
is rare in our ADD-affl icted 
culture and seeing this band 
endure gives me hope for the 
musical legacy our genera-
tion will leave. Maybe this 
reunion will be fl eeting, and 
maybe it will suck. But you 
can be sure I will buy tickets 
immediately upon availabil-
ity and will stand in front of 
the stage with the same awe 
and appreciation I had at 10 
years old, faithful to the em-
bodiment of teenage angst 
that connected me to the 
world of music.
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