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Black History Month? 
more like 

‘Brownish History Month’
by Lenny Raney
STAFF HE IS ACTUALLY 
BLACK—OR BROWN. (WE 
DON’T REALLY KNOW)

Dear Black People,

It’s me, the actual color 
Black. You know, the REAL 
Black. We need to have a heart 
to heart. There’s been something 
that has been bothering me for 
quite some time now. I under-
stand that this month is a time 
specifi cally reserved to honor 
the hardship and strife that you 
have had to overcome in this 
country, and that’s great. More 
power to you. But seriously, 
can you stop keeping a brotha 
down? Every year I have to see 
all of this hullabaloo about “cel-
ebrating Black History” without 
even being mentioned once? I 
mean, yeah Harriet Tubman was 

great,  obviously, but could a 
theoretical cosmic singularity 
named after her swallow plan-
ets whole? Yeah, that’s what I 
thought. Clearly I’m important 
and supremely awesome, yet I 
get nothing but a bad rap.

Think about it, Black Histo-
ry Month is the only good thing 
named after me, and it doesn’t 
even involve me! Let’s see, 
there’s Black Monday (stock 
market crash), Black Tuesday 
(stock market crash), black 
magic, blacklisting, black mar-
ket, black mail, blackballing, 
black sheep, The Black Album 
(holy Christ was that a horrible 
way to ‘retire’), and the list goes 
on. Hell, there’s even a popular 
saying “such-and-such is the 
new black.” Why does there 
even need to be a new black? 
Did I all of a sudden get ugly 
or something? Shit, I can’t even 
be recognized as the opposite of 
white. When you think of Heav-
en, what do you think of? Puffy 

white clouds, fl owing white 
gowns, tons of white people 
frolicking merrily, right? Now 
when you think of hell, what 
do you think of? RED fi re and a 
RED devil. That’s real fair. Oh, 
and a big fuck you to whoever 
decided to make a “black light” 
purple. It makes no sense, ass-
hole.

But seriously, you guys 
aren’t even black. You’re 
brownish. I mean even the dark-
est members of your race are 
quite a few shades lighter than 
me. Now, I know it doesn’t roll 
off the tongue quite as easily 
to say “brownish people,” but 
I feel this is really a chance for 
you to stop stepping on my toes, 
here. Think about it, what does 
it look like to the rest of the 
world for you to want the recog-
nition of your accomplishments 
despite your hardships even 

though you completely co-opt 
my identity? I’ll tell you: pretty 
shitty. So here’s my proposi-
tion: scrap Black History Month 
all together and we’ll come out 
with a whole new cause for rec-
ognition and remembrance of 
our COMBINED struggles: the 
Universal Julian Year for the 
Appreciation of All Instances 
of the Darker Side of the Spec-
trum. 

During the UJYAAIDSS 
(pronounced YEW-Jee-Ades), 
teachers will spend classroom 
time lecturing about both the 
Underground Railroad and 
the greatest rugby team in the 
world: The New Zealand ALL 
BLACKS. NBC can run a “The 
More You Know” PSA about 
the brilliance of George Wash-
ington Carver AND Johnny 
‘The Man In Black’ Cash. There 
are even several points of con-
vergence between your cause 
and mine. The Black Panthers 
wore all black. “The blacker 

the berry, the sweeter the fruit,” 
you say? Well, I must be made 
of pure sugar then. Any brown-
ish LGBT out there perchance? 
Well, did you know that a solid 
black triangle is a popular les-
bian pride symbol? The oppor-
tunities are endless.

Everybody knows that 
Black History Month has some-
what devolved into an ethically 
questionable bone that your 
people have been thrown as a 
kind of “sorry” for only being 
allowed to participate fully in 
this country for the last forty 
odd years. Shouldn’t I be able 
to get in on some of that since 
you’ve completely stolen my 
identity for the last 450? I really 
hope I didn’t offend any of you 
in the process of this plea. I re-
ally do like you guys. After all, 
if I’m being completely honest, 
you’re the coolest thing about 

me. I mean, I couldn’t imagine 
being the color white and hav-
ing to be associated with having 
a small manhood, not being able 
to dance, and bands like Nickel-
back or Creed. 

So, let’s agree to live and let 
live, okay? I can see this work-
ing between us. The prior men-
tioned proposal, UJYAAIDSS, 
is a year long ordeal so we can 
even take alternating months 
if you don’t want to share the 
limelight. Just don’t give me 
a measly pity shout and make 
me take the shortest month of 
the year. That would just be a 
dick move and in general a huge 
slap in the face after everything 
you’ve put me through over the 
years. 

In Solidarity,
The Color Black

Solidarity.

A couple of us paper editors 
went down to Washington 

DC for the Inauguration. We 
spent fi ve glorious days there, 
fi lled with monuments, muse-
ums, and shockingly expensive 
beer. But space is of the es-
sence, so we present to you: In-
auguration Day with the paper.

It started when we went 
on the Metro around 7:15AM. 
We boarded in Alexandria, 
VA. It was much like the most 
crowded rush hour subway ride 
you’ve ever been on in NYC, 
but more smiley. By the time 
we got into DC, they couldn’t 
let any more passengers on—
there was literally no more 
room—and as we got closer 
and closer to our stop we be-
gan stopping for extended pe-
riods of time in the tunnel. At 
this point, we were separated 
from each other, smooshed 
in between various strangers, 
so we began checking out the 
merch other riders were wear-
ing. (The amount of fantastic 
bootleg Obama merch cannot 
be overstated. Most notable: a 
black camper sweatshirt with 
Obama’s head poorly Photo-
shopped onto a B-boy with text 
above it that read, “Clockwork 
Obama,” and underneath it, 
“You already know.” Well, we 
didn’t already know. In fact, 
we had absolutely no idea what 
that was supposed to mean. We 
wish we bought it.)

But we digress. After being 
stopped on the Metro, we were 
told our stop was too crowded, 
so we would not be stopping 
there. Because the Metro had 
skipped our stop, we would be 
let off near where the parade 
would take place later that day. 
We got off the subway and as 
we made it to the fi nal escalator 
which brings you up to street 
level everyone on the escalator 
started chanting “Daylight!” 
and “Yes We Can!” Finally we 
were above ground.

Because we were spit out 
near the parade route, we would 
not be able to walk down the 
streets that led to the Mall be-
cause they were blocked off 
by barricades. As “We’re on 
the Road to Nowhere” played 
in our heads on repeat, we 
zigged and zagged in search 
of the Mall. Most of the police 
were outrageously friendly, but 
imported from other cities, so 
they couldn’t really tell us how 
to get there.

After accidentally waiting 
in a long security line (for no 
reason) and wandering aim-
lessly until we reached the end 
of the barricaded parade route, 
sometime around 10:30AM 
we caught a glimpse of the 

Washington Monument. At 
about this point, we were able 
to hear audio from those huge 
TV screens—the audio this 
time being a children’s choir 
singing “Yes We Can” in a dis-
tinctly angelic manner. We had 
arrived.

We tried to get as close as 
possible, but we were told we 
couldn’t move any closer than 
the grass in front of the Wash-
ington Monument. For those of 
you unfamiliar with Washing-
ton D.C., that is pretty damn 
far away from the Capitol 
Building where the swearing in 
would take place. So we settled 
down near one of the huge TV 
screens and made friends with 
our new neighbors. Most nota-
ble: the Hispanic couple behind 
us, not only because they were 
literally the cutest and nicest 
couple ever, but also because 
they brought American fl ag 
balloons which were released 
as soon as Obama was sworn 
in.

It all went by so fast: too 
many fi ve-minute-friends to 
count, Rev. Rick Warren being 
too “Praise Jesus”-y for com-
fort, Aretha Franklin bring-
ing the house down, Obama’s 
speech making everyone tear 
up, Rev. Joseph Lowery being 
hilarious—oh, and the entire 
crowd booing George Bush 
every time he was on screen, 
which was amazing and de-
served. 

Afterward we danced with 
strangers as “Hail to the Chief” 
played and reporters took our 
pictures. We high-fi ved every-
one and screamed “See you 
in four years!” It was as if we 
were in the best, most Ameri-
can movie ever. That American 
movie turned post-apocalyp-
tic when it took us just under 
fi ve hours to get onto a Metro 
(we tried four different sta-
tions) and get out of the mas-
sive crowds. But then it turned 
amazing again when we spent 
the evening in an neighborhood 
full of drink specials (think 
“the Obama Express Martini”), 
hip hop dance parties (think 
“When I say Barack, you say 
Obama”), and again, more fi ve 
minute friends than you can 
imagine.

That was really the name of 
the game that weekend: feeling 
American, buying bedazzled 
Obama gear, being a tourist, 
singing every American song 
we could think of while walk-
ing around at all hours of the 
night, and making friends. It 
was amazing. But, my God, we 
regret not buying that Clock-
work Obama sweatshirt.
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by Stephen Latanishen
STAFF BUDDING 
IDEALIST

When I was fi fteen my fa-
ther, myself, and ten other kids 
my age took a trip into the New 
Mexico wilderness, and for fi ve 
days on end we neither saw nor 
heard anyone save ourselves. At 
one point my father had us stop 
and listen—the loudest sound 
on earth in those moments was 
our hearts beating. My father 
remarked to me that I could 
only hope to fi nd a silence such 
as this in places where people 
were few and far between. On 
January twentieth I heard a cel-
ebratory roar of two million turn 
to a more all-consuming silence 
than I ever heard in the wilder-
ness.

I spent fi ve of the most ful-
fi lling days of my life, from 
the sixteenth of January to the 
twenty-fi rst, in our nation’s cap-
ital on a leadership conference. 
I met and shook hands with 
Colin Powell and Al Gore, and 
got within ten feet of our Presi-
dent on his parade route to the 
White-house. What struck me 
most however was the unity and 
the singularity of mood I en-
countered in those I met on the 
streets. They were people from 
all over the country and differed 
in race and political affi liation, 
among many other things, but 
they were all there to celebrate 
being American and starting 

over. I set out from Philadelphia 
on the train immediately behind 
then President-elect Obama’s 
as he made his whistle stop 
tour—this, I can tell you, was 
two things: incredibly exciting 
in knowing we were on the cusp 
of history—literally—and ex-
tremely frustrating in that every 
time he stopped along the way 
our entire train was searched by 
police. Upon arriving in Wash-
ington, the sound of the city was 
deafening, but the excitement 
was contagious. Every taxi-cab 
had a magnetic Obama “O”; 
his face was plastered on every 
surface. A Chinese restaurant I 
stepped into for lunch had post-
ers of him smiling and gestur-
ing at a bowl of photo-shopped 
chicken Lo-Mein. Pepsi has al-
most given him a formal corpo-
rate endorsement, with brightly 
colored signs located all over 
the metro system, proclaiming 
“Hope!” “Change has come.” 
One yellow sign at L’Enfant 
Plaza metro station went so far 
as a blatant “Obama!”—all with 
the new Pepsi insignia, which 
looks remarkably similar to that 
ubiquitous “O”. Every build-
ing I passed was bedecked in 
red, white, and blue bunting. 
To walk around in the city was 
to be part of a non-stop block 
party—on every block—at all 
hours day and night. The city 
more resembled the twenty-four 
hour hustle and bustle of Man-
hattan than the usually straight-

laced avenues of the Federal 
Triangle, which usually close 
at fi ve and are completely de-
serted by ten at night, with the 
notable exception that no one 
was yelling at one another and 
everyone was in a fantastic, if 
not jubilant, mood. The bars 
didn’t close until fi ve a.m., and 
the topic of conversation was 
incessantly political. There 
were people from all over the 
country and from all sides of the 
American political discourse. 
Everyone wanted to bounce dif-
ferent ideas off of one another 
though the overwhelming mood 
of the day—one that seems to 
be sweeping the nation—was 
of Liberal Progressivism. My 
roommate, for instance, was 
from fi fty minutes south of New 
Orleans, a place where racial 
stereotypes and language are 
still a part of everyday life. He 
and his whole family had been, 
for generations, committed 
card carrying members of the 
Republican Party—until this 
year. What Barack Obama had 
said resonated with him and his 
immediate family. The candor 
with which he spoke convinced 
his mother, father, grandparents, 
and sister to vote with him for a 
Democrat for the fi rst time since 
his Grandmother voted for JFK. 
Stories such as this were almost 
commonplace in those I met and 
spoke with across the city. 

Perhaps most striking of all 
to me was how the inaugura-

by Emily Genetta
STAFF GLORY DAYS

Barack Obama is a force of 
sheer awesomeness.  In his fi rst 
week as President, this man 
ordered the closing of Guantá-
namo Bay, banned torture, re-
versed the measures Bush took 
to subvert the Freedom of In-
formation Act, overturned the 
Global Gag Rule, signed into 
law the Lilly Ledbetter Fair 
Pay Act, and demanded that the 
Department of Transportation 
increase its fuel effi ciency stan-
dards.  Here I am, still trying to 
wrap my mind around the fact 
that he gave a shout-out to athe-
ists in his inauguration speech 
and chatted with Beyoncé about 
the ‘Single Ladies’ dance, and 
he’s already gone and saved 
the entire motherfuckin’ plan-
et.  Please excuse my profanity 
and hyperbole, but I’m a bit in 
shock.  I’m not used to politi-
cians actually doing what I want 
them to do, at least not at the 
federal level.  I’m not used to 
admiring my president. It leaves 
me feeling all… hopeful… and 
completely useless.

Until now, my life as a con-
scious human being—aware of 
culture, politics, society—was 
defi ned by three things: the in-
ternet, the Bush presidency, 
and awfulness.  That last part 

may be redundant, but that’s 
okay because it’s very impor-
tant.  In fact, it bears repeating: 
from the age of 11 onward, for 
my entire adolescence, for all 
the time I’ve had a modicum of 
global awareness—things have 
sucked.  Hard.  On ev-
ery possible level.  And 
so I constructed my 
identity on the premise 
that the world is an aw-
ful place that we need to 
fi ght against.  Despite 
my previous assertion 
about motherfuckin’ 
planet-saving, Barack 
Obama hasn’t made 
the world a not-aw-
ful-place; there’s still 
plenty to fi ght against.  
What he’s changed is 
the sense of dire ur-
gency and intense pes-
simism surrounding political 
activism.  It’s a new, hopeful 
America, kids, and our genera-
tion has to fi nd a new, hopeful 
way to relate to it.

Maybe I shouldn’t speak for 
my entire generation.  After all, 
not everyone is as relentlessly 
gloomy as I am.  I know I’m not 
entirely alone, though, when I 
say that there was some comfort 
in having as our leader an epic 
villain against which to rally.  
George Bush really was a uniter, 
not a divider, at least for the un-

der-30 crowd.  He and his cro-
nies (oh, his cronies!) provided 
us with a focal point in our fi ght 
against injustice.  They also 
provided us with some amaz-
ing political humor.  The Daily 
Show just hasn’t been as funny 

since Bush left offi ce, mostly 
because humor is funniest when 
it’s subversive, and there was 
nothing grander to subvert than 
The Bush Administration™. 

There isn’t anything so 
grand now.  When we talk about 
fi ghting for habeas corpus, we 
can no longer point at Bush 
and Guantánamo.  Now we 
have to look at the individual 
cases—the impoverished, rail-
roaded Americans no one likes 
to talk about and the immense, 
scattered number of human 

tion acted as a massive equal-
izer. On Monday the nineteenth, 
Martin Luther King, Jr. Day 
was celebrated in DC through 
star-studded concert at the Lin-
coln Memorial to which the 
Obamas were invited as guests 
of honor. Around one-hundred 
of the world’s most talented 
and famous individuals were 
there—yet, after their perfor-
mances they struggled with 
people like me to get a picture 
of the then President-elect. To 
watch Beyonce Knowles be-
come star struck and sheepish 
when Obama addressed her 
was incredible and solidifi ed a 
fact that we lose sight of on oc-
casion: that we are all equal in 
our political representation. Be-
yonce gets the same number of 
votes as I do: one.  

The next day, inaugura-
tion day, during his address, 
President Obama spoke with 
something that I haven’t felt 
sincerely from our elected of-
fi cials in seven years: honesty 
and sincerity. We as Americans 
have faced a long eight years of 
extreme partisanship and being 
kept in the dark, of being ridi-
culed and despised the world 
over and not being able to do 
anything about it. For me, stand-
ing there on Tuesday and listen-
ing, forty feet to my left Ray 
Nagin, mayor of New Orleans, 
and sixty feet to my right Sheryl 
Crow, just standing as I in the 
crowd as equals, in that all en-

rights abuses abroad that seem 
overwhelming. We have a new 
president who supports such hu-
man rights, but it’s not really 
within his purview to travel to 
Bumblefuck, AK or the jungles 
of Myanmar and demand that 

they let his people 
go.  It’s still up to 
grassroots activ-
ism, and I worry 
that there isn’t 
the drive, the col-
lective anger and 
defi nitive attack 
plan, that we had 
when we were ral-
lying against the 
ultimate villain.  
George Bush was 
so easy to hate 
because he was 
equal parts power-
ful, strong-headed, 

and ignorant—and he was guar-
anteed to go away after eight 
years. Truly, the perfect villain.

On a more personal level, 
I’ll miss George Bush because 
he was my villain, or my foil, 
to be precise.  Everyone has 
their own inner-monologue; I 
have my own inner-novel, and 
the narrator couldn’t help but 
pull George into it.  It probably 
started in 2003, when I realized 
that most major events in my 
life were coinciding with major 
events in the Bush presidency. 

My 13-year-old self would like 
me to point out that while this 
is incredibly narcissistic, it’s 
also true.  If I fucked something 
up, Bush would fuck it up even 
harder.  He quickly became ev-
erything I didn’t want to be, and 
while I moved past some of the 
more literal, narcissistic paral-
lels between the personal and 
the political, I held onto the idea 
of Bush as my foil.  Everything 
he stood for, I fought against, 
and when we both failed I saw 
my fl aws in him, magnifi ed by a 
million dead Iraqis.

 In short, I miss having 
Bush around because hating 
him was just easier on a person-
al, psychological level and on 
a communal scale.  It’s always 
easier to hate someone than to 
support him, to throw stones 
(or shoes) than to—fuck, I’m 
fresh out of tropes.  The point is 
that I’m a hater.  I like to throw 
shoes, and so do many people in 
my generation.  We’re going to 
need to forge a new way of re-
lating to American politics and 
the world at large in this time of 
‘hope and change,’ and though 
this is hard, it’s much  preferred 
to actually having Bush as pres-
ident.  But maybe we can install 
him as National Gripe Target? 
It’s a pretty catchy name for a 
new cabinet position.

Why I Miss George Bush

The Silence of Millions
An Inauguration Experience

compassing silence as drank in 
every word, I truly believed and 
do believe what I was taught 
as a ten year old, and what our 
President has been saying since 
I fi rst heard him on television in 
2004: “That out of many, we are 
one—‘E Pluribus Unum’”. I am 
so thankful for the opportunity 
to have been present that week. 
I came out of it with my belief 
in my country and in myself re-
affi rmed.

 I believe as many other 
Americans probably do that this 
will be a long haul, but we’re 
fi nally returning to those most 
American of roots. Honesty, 
Sincerity, and Hard Work.

“I’ll miss you too, Emily”

Sponsored by Pepsi ®



by Keeran Murphy
STAFF HIGHFALUTIN

Nothing says America like 
two testosterone-saturated co-
horts of muscly men assembling 
into two parallel lines, slamming 
into each other, falling over, and 
getting up to do it again, and 
again, and again, until they’re 
red, black, and blue.  This is 
American football—where leg-
ends are made and where dreams 
are destroyed, from the pee-wee 
parks and pickup games of tiny 
rural hamlets to the ultramodern 
superdomes and Superbowls 
of the NFL.  Like most Ameri-
cans, I do enjoy sitting back on 
a Sunday to watch “the game,” 
yet, to call myself a sports fan, 
to put my interest in football 
fl ush with that of Joe Six Pack, 
would be a brazen exaggeration.  
While football has become a na-
tional obsession, my relation-
ship to the sport has been one 
of trial, turbulence, and, at best, 
capriciousness.

I know there is a lot of strat-
egy involved in the game, and 
there are surely plenty of very 
intelligent athletes out there to 
counterbalance what seems to 
be the gladiatorial brainlessness 
of method tackling.  I know 
that when the ball is snapped, 
the fi eld of play becomes an 
intricate matrix of cause and ef-
fect, each member of each team 
playing an 
integral part 
in enabling 
the chain 
of events 
to play out 
as they do.  
And when 
a long pass 
play is com-
pleted or a 
run is per-
fectly exe-
cuted, it can 
be beauti-
ful, even 
baroque in 
its com-
plexity and 
synchronic-
ity.

Yet, I have never been able 
to embrace the sport with the 
obsessive fandom that runs wild 
and rampant like an unbroken 
stallion throughout much of our 
country.  No matter how much 
I might appreciate a well-exe-
cuted offensive series, I always 
lose interest.  To be clear, I do 
enjoy watching football. I’m not 
trying to come across as some 
champion of the mind, turning 
my nose up at the somatic half 
of a Cartesian dualism.  Hell, I 
can’t help but get excited when 
someone leaps through the air 
to catch a human-launched pro-

jectile from thirty yards away, 
only to have his legs merciless-
ly plowed into in midair, turn-
ing him into a human pinwheel 
as he whirls uncontrollably to 
the ground, hoping all the while 
to maintain control of the ball 
[you know, that schadenfreude-
induced “Ooh that must have 
hurt! (but I really want to see it 
again)” reaction].  Yet, my own 
personal experiences with foot-
ball ineluctably reduce the game 
to little more than a bunch of 
idiots running into each other.

My mercurial love affair 
with American football has 
been steadily waning since my 
elementary years when I gave in 
to the coercion of a few of my 
friends and decided to join the 
babe-ogled ranks of the grade 
school gridiron squad.  They 
convinced me that I would be 
an excellent addition to the team 
(I was quite fast for a seventh 
grader), which was on the hunt 
for its third straight city cham-
pionship.  Looking back now, I 
can clearly see the error in this 
decision.  Although I was cer-
tainly dexterous and energetic, 
I would now describe myself 
during that period of my life as 
“sprightly” or “nimble” rather 
than “athletic.”  Had I spent my 
afternoons eating lumps of lead, 
I might have tipped the scale at 
ninety pounds.  Meanwhile, my 
peers were sporting the latest in 
proto-pubescent facial hair and 

the mystifying miasma of un-
checked underarm odor.  Also, 
I really didn’t have a clue how 
American football worked.  But 
luckily, this affaire de cœur with 
the pigskin didn’t last long.  The 
coach had the good grace never 
to put me into a single play of a 
single game.  His doing so prob-
ably would have resulted in the 
grotesque and permanent maim-
ing of yours truly.

This single season of be-
ing repeatedly steamrolled by 
my peers on the practice fi eld 
(never quite sure of what I was 
supposed to be doing (or how 
(or why)) at any time during 

drills and scrimmages) was 
quite enough for me.  Like any 
young-for-his-class feather-
weight pre-teen with a head on 
his shoulders, I quit the team 
and returned to reading novels 
and doing the optional exercises 
in my grammar book.

As I said, since then, my 
interest in the sport has been 
s t e a d i l y 
waning.  A 
large part 
of this may 
also have to 
do with my 
hometown 
professional 
team being 
the Ben-
gals. There 
was a brief, 
superficial 
spike in in-
terest when 
the Bengals 
made the 
playoffs a few years ago, but 
our star quarterback’s knee was 
decimated by a particularly por-
cine Pittsburgh Steeler on the 
opening drive of the fi rst game 
of the series.  Carson Palmer’s 
injury allowed John Kitna to 
take the reins of the team.  And 
that’s where the spike plum-
meted back down to its rightful, 
and from then on perpetual, na-
dir.  See, at the time, there was 
an axiom whispered by the very 
breeze that blew through the 

Queen City 
that went 
something 
like this: “If 
John Kitna 
is the quar-
t e r b a c k , 
start drink-
ing.”  Either 
we would 
be winning 
by an insur-
mountable 
margin and 
it was time 
to start cel-
ebrating, or 
something 
had gone 

horribly wrong, rendering the 
demigod Carson Palmer un-
able to complete his holy mis-
sion to slaughter the Hectors of 
the AFC North and drag their 
corpses around their respective 
sporting arenas.  Since then, the 
Bengals have returned to their 
idiom of letdown and embar-
rassment, and the only reason to 
get excited about football in the 
greater Cincinnati area has been 
the Bearcats, who have sudden-
ly become good.  I really had no 
idea they were good at football, 
as the University of Cincin-
nati has always been a basket-
ball school—that is, until they 

started sucking at basketball.  
But after winning the Big East 
championship and starting the 
Orange Bowl with an impres-
sive six-play, seventy-some-
thing yard blitzkrieg through 
Virginia Tech’s defensive lines 
for a spectacular touchdown, 
like virtually all sports teams 
from Cincinnati after the Big 

Red Machine’s World Series 
victory in 1990, they folded.  
This game really just showed 
how out of touch I have become 
with the sport.  While watching 
the game, I realized that I went 
to high school with the Bearcat 
punter, who, according to the 
television commentator, is “un-
questionably the best punter in 
the nation.”  I didn’t even know 
he was on the team.  And then 
there are the Ohio State Uni-
versity Buckeyes just a bit to 
the north.  But I will never be a 
true Ohio State fan while their 
mascot is the Buckeye; sure, the 
buckeye is the state tree, but the 
tree itself is not the mascot.  The 
mascot is the seed.  They might 
as well be called the Ohio State 
University Zygotes, or maybe 
the Fertilized Ova.

***
Over Christmas break, 

a friend of mine asked if I 
would like to go to the Ben-
gals game—the last of the sea-
son.  On any other occasion, I 
would have declined the invi-
tation.  But I immediately told 
him that I would go, because 
his family has season tickets, so 
the seats were great (and free), 
and, as neither of us really cared 
about the outcome of the game, 
it would be a great opportunity 
to observe the sports-obsessed 
subculture of Cincinnati in its 
most impassioned—and most 
inebriated.

When we arrived at the 
game, I spent most of my time 
observing what was around 
me and very little time watch-
ing what was happening on the 
fi eld—for example, the stadium 
planners’ proclivity for allitera-
tive nicknames to certain stadi-
um sections: Carson’s Corner, 
Pepsi Plaza, et cetera.  But most 

interesting were the people.  We 
were surrounded by a sociologi-
cal cesspool of Middle America.  
The swilling of beer, the scarf-
ing of stadium grub, the catcalls 
at the cheerleaders (Ben-gals)—
it was as if the black gates of 
Mordor had opened and spilled 
its denizens into some mon-
strous, open-air mead hall.  And 

there we were, 
enjoying every 
minute of it.

One of the 
most interest-
ing characters in 
attendance was 
a Kansas City 
Chiefs fan sit-
ting right in front 
of myself and 
my friends.  He 
had about four 
different signs, 
each pushing 
its luck to pass 
as having been 

constructed in a kindergarten 
craft corner.  My favorite was 
his hope to draw attention from 
TV cameras.  It was one of 
those acrostic ones that spelled 
the name of the broadcaster, in 
this case CBS.  But his across 
words had been ill chosen and 
lacked any catchiness or clever-
ness.  Scrawled across his neon 
orange poster board were the 
words: “Chiefs Believe Strong-
ly.”  By proudly wielding this 
sign, he merely opened the door 
for shouts of, “Sit down you id-
iot!” and “What does that even 
mean?”  He moved around from 
section to section and was later 
tackled by a portly, inebriated 
Bengals fan whose face was 
painted orange and black.  Secu-
rity ejected the “Chiefs Believe 
Strongly” guy without cause 
and without trial.  It was a dark 
day for good sportsmanship.  
The Bengals ended up winning 
the game, managing to secure 
themselves a worse draft pick 
for next season than they would 
have gotten had they lost.  All 
in all, I had a good time at Paul 
Brown Stadium.  It was a nice 
diversion, but if my history with 
the sport has proved anything 
thus far, then it was a diversion 
and nothing more.  At the end 
of the day, football for me will 
always fall short of being the 
raison d’être that it has become 
for so many.  As a fi nal thought 
on the game that I’ve been for 
so long considering, as the per-
oration to this disquisition, I’ll 
appropriate Karl Marx’s words 
on an entirely different topic 
and say that football “is the sigh 
of the oppressed creature, the 
heart of a heartless world, and 
the soul of soulless conditions. 
It is the opium of the people.”

FOOTBALL:
Barbarism and Beauty

“Why don’t you go read a 
goddam book or something?”

The Opium of the People
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by Chris Sprindis
ASSISTANT EXECUTIVE 
EDITOR

The American Dream is not 
at the bottom of a bottle of whis-
ky in Summit, New Jersey.

This past winter break, my 
roommate and I embarked on 
a six-day tour de friends across 
parts of the East coast, staying 
at friend’s houses, trying to see 
what we could of our neck of 
the country. With hopes fl ying 
high, we made a list of ten ob-
jectives to accomplish while on 
the road, including “look great,” 
“put the folk back in Ameri-
cana,” “spread our seed,” and 
at the top of the list, “fi nd the 
American Dream.” Not an easy 
task, but we thought it could be 
done. Long story short, we nev-
er found it, but there were times 
when it felt quite close. Driving 
down long stretches of highway, 
s w a m p e d 
in the shit-
laden stank 
of industrial 
America, it 
felt as though 
we were right 
upon the tail 
of the Dream, 
but she al-
ways outran 
us by a small 
margin. 

A r m e d 
with enough 
tobacco for a small army, a 
meager supply of booze (lasted 
one night), and some gas mon-
ey, we left Connecticut with 
ambitions so grand Genghis 
Khan would have been jealous. 
Within minutes, our objective of 
“look great” was largely accom-
plished, and we lurched ever 
closer to fi nding our Dream. 

One of the most cohesive as-
pects of the trip was the unhin-
dered kindness offered by each 
friend’s family. Hot meals were 
provided, beds/cots/couches 
were acquired, and we enjoyed 
an overall sense that we were 
for the most part welcome to 
be staying where we were. Al-
though it’s pleasant, the Ameri-
can Dream is not having a nice 
family. 

The cities, too, had much 
in common (mostly just home-
less people and big buildings.) 
We managed to hit New York, 
Washington, D.C., Philadel-
phia, and Boston, and all of-
fered a wide range of signature 
dining options and trademark 
tourist attractions. We searched 
and failed at fi nding the Ameri-
can Dream in the awe-inspiring 
Air and Space Museum in D.C., 
although the ingenuity that must 
have been involved in dream-
ing that something larger than 
my house could fl y is certainly 
part of some dream somewhere, 
if not the American one. The 
Reading Terminal Market in 
Philly gave us a great oppor-

tunity to see the range of cul-
tures in the city, and the few 
times we ate there left a pretty 
good taste in my mouth for 
Philly as a whole. Yet still, the 
American Dream was not to be 
found in the selling of delicious 
ethnic wares in a large build-
ing smelling of cheese. Boston 
came at us full force with a bar-
rage of overpriced historical 
tourist traps, but we did what 
we could to seek out the more 
genuine parts of the city. Fine 
tobacco and cheap used books 
were what we came out with. 
Perhaps the American Dream is 
pushing off cheap walking tours 
on people who are going to tell 
their grandkids about Paul Re-
vere for a day and then forget 
everything they learned? We’re 
getting closer, I’m sure. 

All of the cities had quite vis-
ible levels of poverty. In every 
city we were asked for change, 

and driving around D.C. while 
silently watching men sitting 
and screaming on the sidewalks 
was a particularly eerie and 
touching part of the trip. There 
we were, seeing our country, 
and at the same time we were 
seeing people who would never 
be more than a few blocks from 
where we saw them. Through-
out any city, a homeless man 
is a homeless man is a hungry 
man and America will still sleep 
tonight, ignorant or unwilling to 
stare her poor in the face, igno-
rant of her Dream. 

In truth, the American 
Dream seemed closest to frui-
tion when there were no people 
around at all. It was driving in 
the late afternoon, with the sun 
bathing the landscapes in a 
golden wash, that the scenery 
seemed truly special. Whether 
the slow and steady puff from 
the smokestacks of Jersey’s 
factories making the American 
machine roll on, or the soft, 
oceanic sway of Pennsylvania’ 
s rural fi elds, the land itself 
seemed most aware of its place 
in the world. Each setting had 
its own specifi c role in making 
life work, and the simple under-
standing that the land was being 
used at all, for better or worse, 
seemed to be closer to any sort 
of Dream than any small-town 
chocolate shop or highway rest-
stop to be found on the roads of 
America. 

And yet, it almost came 

down to a fl ock of birds for 
me. Yes, birds carried me clos-
est to the American Dream on 
this trip. Stripped of land and 
people, simply looking to the 
sky gave me the most awe on 
the trip, and it happened on the 
second day! After fi nishing our 
lunch of canned tuna on the 
beaches of New Jersey, we got 
into the car and headed down to 
Virginia. In the late afternoon, 
when it started to get dark, we 
entered a stretch of road that 
was leaving a rather fl at land-
scape of factories and entering a 
small valley.  A few miles ahead 
on the straight road, I could see 
the road move from open land 
to being entrenched between 
two heavily wooded hills. As 
we drove a closer, a dark cloud 
began to rise from the hill on 
the right. We kept driving the 
last few miles to the valley, but 
the cloud only grew larger and 

larger. By 
the time we 
got within 
a mile, we 
could see 
that it was 
a massive 
fl ock of very 
small birds, 
erupting off 
the hill and 
entering the 
sky. When 
we were di-
rectly under 

them, the last of the sunlight 
was completely blocked out, 
and the fl ock was still grow-
ing in size, at least a mile by 
this time. And at the end of it 
all, amongst these thousands of 
tiny birds, was one hawk, barely 
visible in the swarm, but notice-
able by its different shape and 
larger size. One hawk, nearly 
incapable of causing harm in 
such a large fl ock, had spooked 
an entire hillside of birds, caus-
ing them to leave their spot and 
disrupt the entire sky. Maybe 
we’re the hawk, maybe we’re 
birds, or maybe we’re both, but 
I can’t help but think the Ameri-
can Dream was somewhere in 
that black cloud.

In the end, I decided that 
whether we spent six days or six 
years driving around, we prob-
ably weren’t going to fi nd the 
American Dream. The Ameri-
can Dream is most likely a com-
pilation of everything we experi-
enced and much more. Drinking 
in friend’s basements, watching 
the windmills of America turn, 
skidding on ice, having the nice 
family, and pooping fi ve times 
in one day in fi ve different rest-
stops is surely all part of some-
thing much larger than we could 
ever fi nd. Two teenagers can’t 
unravel a web of meaning 250 
years in the making, but a few 
strands were undone, and we 
defi nitely got somewhere, if not 
just home again. 

by Aaron Charles Peer
EARWAX EDITOR

Democracy needs journal-
ism. People need information to 
form opinions. There needs to 
be a way for the truth to come 
out. But is our media really giv-
ing us truth? 

In the 1960s and 70s, Amer-
ican TV executives aired bland, 
indifferent programming in 
hopes of not disturbing or chal-
lenging “normal” viewers. The 
public called it “least objection-
able programming.”  TV execs 
must still do that today, and it 
allows people to follow only 
the media that confi rms their 
pre-existing beliefs. American 
TV execs of the present leave 
important news stories on the 
cutting room fl oor because they 
think it’s not what we want to 
hear; that there are even some 
stories that we’re not allowed to 
hear. News reports and televi-
sion shows come pre-personal-
ized to fi t our comfort zones by 
info-fi lters that perpetuate our 
ignorance.

 TV ads though, they like to 
play dirty. It seems that com-
mercial marketing tactics are 
even more psychologically 
manipulative than in the past 
because of the economic crisis. 
I see “panic marketing.” Does 
panic marketing perpetuate the 
economic problem or help it? 
New, less psychologically mer-
ciful commercials transfer the 
“panic” from the producer to the 
consumer. Consider Wendy’s 
Threeconomics or the new Toy-
ota commercial’s lecture-style 
voice-overs as some examples. 

Post-modern artist Barbara 
Kruger makes art 
that pairs black 
and white photo-
graphs with so-
cially-conscious 
epigrams. One of 
Kruger’s pieces 
features a hand 
holding a red sign 
with white text 
that reads “I shop 
therefore I am.” 
Her clever saying 
describes the role 
of each member 
of a capitalist so-
ciety.  Her artwork suggests that 
capitalism measures our worth 
in the property and products that 
we own or want to own. With 
that in mind, TV commercials 
are designed to develop and 
harbor our material identities 
and desires.

Society knows TV though. 
By now, reasonable people can 
see through infomercials and 
reality shows. However, the 
internet is much newer and not 
as easily decoded. Now busi-
nesses don’t need store-fronts, 
they need warehouses. And 
kids don’t need speaking skills, 
they need typing skills. For ex-
ample, when I was twelve, stay-
ing at home on a Friday evening 
to talk to my friends on AIM 
was just as satisfying as going 

to somebody’s house to actu-
ally spend time with them. 
Besides, there’s no way that as 
many friends could fi t into my 
friend’s basement as onto my 
buddy list. I was worried for 
while that as 21st century ado-
lescents like my friends and I 
learned how to talk with a com-
puter monitor and a keyboard, 
we might compromise some 
of our verbal communication 
skills.

Okay, so maybe all of my 
social skills weren’t lost and 
instant messaging isn’t so cool 
anymore. But now, all those 
kids on my buddylist have 
grown up. We’ve gone from 
Slingo and Slime Sports to 
facebook and blogspot. I won-
der: do regular check-ups on 
their facebook accounts com-
pare to real, steady face-to-face  
(or even telephone) commu-
nication with my highschool 
buddies and far away cousins? 
It’s doubtful. But don’t you 
feel like you know somebody 
when you check them out on 
facebook? If you’ve ever acted 
differently with a person face-
to-face after having found new 
information about them on 
your news feed, the answer is 
“yes.”

Checking out your friends 
online is psychologically com-
parable to checking out a gro-
cery store tabloid. Frequenting 
someone’s photos and “About 
Me” section isn’t so much dif-
ferent than following your fa-
vorite celebrity using the mass 
media. They’re both entirely 
impersonal, and they’re both 
better than doing your home-
work. Your friend’s prom pic-

tures might mean only about as 
much to you as looking at pic-
tures of your favorite actor at 
the Golden Globe’s red carpet 
event. 

Besides, you can’t really 
know somebody through their 
facebook account. They choose 
what stays up there and what 
doesn’t. The same way FOX 
News Network can choose 
which news stories to air and 
not to air, a facebook user can 
choose to show or not to show 
you whatever they want about 
themselves. 

Media connects us and the 
outside world. It relays infor-
mation, but it leaves room for 
deceit. My conclusion: discre-
tion is very important.

Media Discretion:
A Caveat

The Freezing Limits of Human Depravity and Finitude

(How I spent My Christmas Vacation)

Yep, that’s pretty much what it was
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by Charles Hailer
STAFF HUNTER S. 
THOMPSON

There are certain quasi-fas-
cist ringleaders in the soured 
media landscape (both big and 
small) who have been stoking 
the fl ames of uncertainty during 
this time of tremendous change. 
From Chad Ciocci to Rush Lim-
baugh, anti-American propa-
gandists have been loudly lend-
ing their support to those who, 
for the last eight years (spe-
cifi cally the fi rst six), held this 
country so close to the fl ames 
of Hell that our charred national 
ass is now limping towards a 
new horizon. Those same dogs 
of destruction are wishing our 
Commander-in-Chief outright 
failure in his endeavor to helm 
this nation out of the whirlwind 
of shit we’ve been forced in. 
And, perhaps worse than that, 
they’ve been wagging their 
ever-righteous fi ngers at Presi-
dent Obama for his Cabinet 
selections, specifi cally citing 
potential Attorney General Eric 
Holder’s “terrorist” ties. These 
ties include conspiring with 
known radical Bill Clinton (of 
the mid-90s Zipper Conspiracy) 
and the Chiquita Fruit Company 
(a.k.a. the Gay Panthers?) and 
are so obviously and  laughably 
bunk that you’d wonder what 
kind of strange glue these ass-
holes were sniffi ng during the 
last eight years when they went 
totally unconcerned with the 
Enron and the Halliburton and 

the Backwater connections roll-
ing into Washington and having 
some sort of debauched orgy 
whilst bathing in the country’s 
lifeblood.

The point I’m driving at here 
is that it is absurd, after the radi-
cal experiment of the last eight 
years that nearly ruined our 
country, for Rightists to throw 
around words like “radical” 
and “terrorist” when describing 
anything that Barry Obama, a 
fairly moderate Democrat (by 
any sane person’s defi nition), 
does in his fi rst hundred days. 
Futhermore, the emotional and 
historical core of my thesis is 
that the American Right is al-
ways wrong and has always 
been wrong and that any debate 
about the issue is the weakest 
“sauce” there is. But moving on 
again, the heart of the core of 
my thesis is this: the American 
Right holds dear a totally mor-
ally bankrupt ideology that ap-
peals to the ugliest aspects of  
human nature. It is a godless, 
self-centered ideology, an ide-
ology that is so anti-American, 
so anti-Christian, so hateful and 
so artless that it is a testament 
to the failure of our education 
system that it has been able to 
thrive as it has. 

With the re-emergence of 
that foul-mouthed pill-popping 
blimp, Rush Limbaugh as the 
moral center of the Right’s po-
litical universe, it is becoming 
ever clearer just how base and 
debauched the conservative ele-
ment of the American political 

spectrum really is. While they 
clash and do battle in the name 
of God for the life of every fe-
tus, they choose to neglect to 
even acknowledge any homo-
sexual, criminal or immigrant 
as a human being. They have 
been content to shout praise to 
the Lord while blindly support-
ing unjust wars and a lumber-
ing, corrupt military-industrial 
complex, they have loudly 
asked: “What would Jesus do?” 
while they bitched about the 
“culture of victim hood” that 
“bleeding heart” liberals have 
created sui generis. They have 
wrapped themselves in the fl ag 
while they piss all over the Con-
stitution. They have “defended” 
America by trying to destroy 
her ideals. The American Con-
servative element simply has 
no sense of moral decency; to 
them, a human being’s worth is 
measured by the margin of prof-
it that they can squeeze out of 
their existence. They have been 
and will be a litany of hypocri-
sies if not devils masquerading 
as shining knights of Right and 
righteousness. 

So, we’ve established the 
Right to be a godless sect of 
greed-heads and swine, content 
on destroying America and her 
moral foundation. But that’s 
only common sense (historical-
ly and otherwise); the horrors of 
the American Conservative soul 
takes on a much more dreadful 
and visceral nature when ap-
plied to today’s newscape. 

The conservative element 

Poop!  Well that should 
have gotten your attention.  
Anyway, they call me Regi-
nald.  Cheers.  I’ve been a writ-
er-in-residence at Fordham for 
over a year now, and they’ve 
fi nally given me the task of cre-
ating a new mission statement 
for the University.  An arduous 
task, but with your feedback 
I feel I can pull through.  I do 
have to tell you, the Old Maroon 
is one fi ne establishment.  Trust 
me, I’m no crowd-pleaser; I tell 
it like it is, by golly, and that’s 
the God honest truth.  paper, I 
just need to show you how much 
I gosh darn love this place by 
highlighting all the little things 
that just tickle me pink—I hope, 
then, you’ll steer me in the right 
direction towards crafting the 
perfect mission statement.  

Where should I start?  Well 
,one thing I love about this 
place is the accessibility of the 
city.  They didn’t even need me 
to fi gure this one out:  Fordham 
is my school.  New York is my 
walk to the D-train and wait 
forty minutes in a tunnel.  They 
didn’t have to call in a poet for 
that one.  And you just can’t get 

enough of the copious alien-or-
horsefl y-mobiles and skittish 
golf carts buzzing around cam-
pus either, can you?  They’re 
just so goddamn necessary and 
helpful in so many ways.  And 
don’t you just love it when you 
and thirteen people are sitting 
in the Ram van?  Or when the 
fi fteenth passenger enters and 
the air pressure of the tires de-
presses to below 10 psi?  I think 
it’s swell.

I just love it, Fordham.  I’m 
bloody bonkers about you, 
gal.  And yet there’s more, pa-
per.  Don’t you just love it when 
you’re swiping your Fordham 
approved I.D./driver’s license/
small photo of your pet hermit 
crab/Platinum American Ex-
press card through the scanner 
at the entrance of the univer-
sity library and it starts fum-
ing and fl ashing GAME OVER 
YOU’RE MINE BITCH in 
red?  And don’t you just love 
the reprieve from that same ol’ 
song when you pass by the TV 
in McGinley basement that’s 
programmed to not stab babies 
24/7 with MTVu?  Brilliant, 
Fordham.  How about them 

apples?
But let’s not forget Fordham 

residence policy.  I, for one, 
feel that we all need that help-
ful guidance as a mere catalyst 
towards becoming men and 
women for others, to make sure 
we don’t masturbate, or steal 
precious time from friends by 
keeping them late into the night, 
or drink a beer—all selfi sh acts 
in my opinion, ones we should 
duly be punished for. And ac-
cordingly, I’ve always held 
that the three most underrated 
works of literature are Angels 
and Demons by Dan Brown, 
The Prince by Machiavelli, and 
Fordham University Residence 
Policy by St. Ignatius of Loyola.   

I love good journalism.  And 
really, it’s hard to come by. 
I know that you at the paper 
sometimes obscure with potty 
language and satirical balabaloo 
the greater causes of news and 
analysis, such as the very Lib-
erty and Progress of America—
but I don’t fault you too much 
for that (I’m here, aren’t I?).  I 
can squeeze a hearty laugh or 
two out of your rag if I ignore 
the impossible ignorance to-

ward extreme leftist and right-
ist politics.  But besides that, 
you’ve got some fi ne publica-
tions, Fordham, popping up like 
Venus fl ytraps around a fresh 
carcass. 

And I just love the appropri-
ation of the Alumni House from 
Rodrigue’s to fi x the infrastruc-
ture.  The timing is great; Ford-
ham ratings are rising, more 
students are applying, and no 
one has to know about clubs of 
yore that admitted a place for all 
the bastard, dislocated spirits, 
the students strangely estranged 
to the Dynasty of Tri-bar and 
bro-and-biddy-dom (bloody 
squares!)—especially if the ap-
propriation prolongs for an in-
determinable amount of time, 
purging Fordham of the type 
of riff-raff who would frequent 
its rebel-generating confi nes 
by casting them into the depths 
of McGinley amongst the un-
friendly and unhip walls and 
chairs and ceilings.  Fucking 
miscreant zoo.  I love, too, that 
all future classes won’t know 
about what a drug-and-orgy 
fest it was in its heyday. I just 
love ethnic cleansing, too, don’t 

you?  By Jove, I’m keen on 
that.  But what do I know?  I’ve 
been here for scarcely a year 
and a half.  Only the recounted 
memories of former students, I 
suppose, and the whiff of dried 
paintbrushes and unused wood 
between Martyrs, Queen’s 
Court and South. 

I do love Fordham’s helping 
hand to its outside communi-
ty.  The way the administration 
treats its security is awesome, 
too.  I have this love thing with 
Fordham’s alter ego—the ghost 
of Father Fordham—who roams 
the campus, spreading intercon-
nectedness and friendship and a 
fervor to learn.  I’m just smitten. 

Well, paper, I’m just out of 
wind by now, so I hope you’ll 
refl ect on the aforementioned 
thoughts, and help me to craft 
the perfect mission statement 
for our Old Maroon. 

Until next time, I’m faithfully 
yours, 

Reginald    

today is at war with American 
individuality, their wars against 
homosexual rights and small 
businesses come from a new fi s-
cal ideology that has one terrible 
goal: turn America into a ho-
mogenous T.G.I. Fridays-cum-
Wal-Mart-sponsored wasteland 
where the roads would be tra-
versed by monstrous, earth-
killing road terrors fueled by 
corn by-product and pure fear, 
devoid of any substance what-
soever. This is most evidenced 
by their love of “small govern-
ment” and their desire to see a 
“perfect society” where mas-
sive corporations can pick at 
the bones of the American way 
of life while the useless gov-
ernment remains powerless to 
provide some sort of an ethical 
center in the world of Big Busi-
ness. These freaks are perfectly 
okay with this so long as Amer-
ica can claim a massive military 
run by corrupt anti-American 
arms dealers pretending legiti-
macy is the “military-industrial 
complex.”

In this twisted world, the 
ideal news show is anchored by 
an overfed, illiterate bully like 
Sean Hannity and a vacuous 
blonde bombshell with poorly 
executed CGI blaring sycophan-
tic USA Today-styled headlines. 
Over the radio waves, schizoid 
assholes like Michael Savage 
can spew their angry white man 
hatred at the poor and disen-
franchised, fi ghting off the in-
visible demons of a progressive 
society. Newspapers would be 

aimed at illiterates, the content 
would be entirely pictograms 
and dumbed down English, 
their primary function would be 
to provide the pious populace 
with moral outrage over Paris 
Hilton’s latest public “mishap.” 
Jesus Christ in Heaven, this 
sounds far too much like our re-
ality after the last eight years of 
this miserable shit.

Again, I’m sidetracked. 
This whole rant was prompted 
by Chadwick E. Ciocci’s most 
recent column in The Ram’s 
opinion section where he cor-
rectly pointed out the need for 
a real dialogue between many 
voices in democratic politics. It 
was unfortunate, however, that 
the reasoning he gave for sup-
porting strong dialogue came 
from accusing potential At-
torney General Eric Holder of 
having “terrorist” ties. It’s this 
sort of belligerent, ill informed 
paranoia that reveals a terrible 
truth about the American Right 
and how they operate. They are 
totally unconcerned with truth, 
logic or morality; they will do 
anything and everything, no 
matter how low or wretched, 
to get whatever it is they want. 
“Terrorism” to them is just an-
other word to stir up fear in the 
hearts of the great unwashed 
masses; they don’t care for truth 
because truth doesn’t serve 
them. It is terrible, it is godless, 
and it is wrong. And that’s a 
fact.

Conservatism:
Our charred national ass

Dear paper,
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by Michael Deasey
STAFF M4WW

     For those of you not in the 
know, and I’m pretty sure if 
you’re reading this fi lth then 
you’re in the know craigslist 
is the death of dating websites, 
job search websites, internet fo-
rums, and a bunch of other shit 
that my fi ve a.m. brain doesn’t 
feel like contemplating.  Specif-
ically, I’m going to refer to two 
sections in particular.  The fi rst 
is casual encounters, and really, 
it’s exactly what it sounds like.  
The second is missed connec-
tions, where people (read: hip-
sters) post their rants and raves 
about how they were awestruck 
at the beauty/grace/fashion/
something inane of someone, 
and as a result were unable to 
make communicable sounds to 
said person. So without further 
ado, I present part one: Casual 
Encounters.

Firstly, half of all advertise-
ments in the casual encounters 
section are from hookers, cour-
tesans, ladies of the night, male 
prostitutes etc.  They can be im-

mediately distinguished by their 
atrocious spelling and butchery 
of the English language.  It’s 
a well known fact that all of 
the above are unable to speak, 
read, write, or hear grammati-
cally correct English.  (this rule, 
however, only applies to CL).  
The other half of the adverts 
are from bots advertising dating 
websites.  I know this because I 
sit awake at fi ve in the morning 
surfi ng CL instead of sleeping.  
I also know that these ads are 
for nonexistent people because 
I respond to them.  I also joined 
one of those “dating websites” 
once (It was like three dollars 
for three days, and I wasn’t 
broke at the time). Those sites 
are total scams.  Said monies 
are better spent on drugs, alco-
hol, or both—not that I condone 
either.

If you’ve been paying any 
attention to the shit I’ve been 
spewing, you might have no-
ticed that I’ve already account-

ed for all of the casual encoun-
ters section.  This is the magic 
of craigslist: fi fty percent plus 
fi fty percent does not account 
for one hundred percent.  After 
the advertisements for hook-
ers and blow, we’re left with 
maybe one real craigslist advert 
(Hyperbole alert!).  If you’re 
female, I wouldn’t recommend 
posting anything too sexual on 
craigslist—unless you’re trying 
to accumulate as many cock-
shots as possible.

Casual encounters may not 
actually be good for casual 
encounters, but it certainly is 
good for its hilarity.  For the 
most part, the whole shindig is 
a shitshow of debauchery and 
hedonism, with numerous ad-
verts asking for any or all of 
the following: “hot young latin 
cock,” “looking to get pounded 
all night long,” “best oral ever,” 
“free blowjob,” “struggling art-
ists looking to please well-off 
gentleman (donations accept-
ed).”  There are also the famous 
examples of rather vaginal art-
work and erect phallus symbol-
ism, usually present if the above 

phrases are absent.
As for the blow, well, if 

you search in the ww4m (what 
guy doesn’t love a threesome), 
you’ll fi nd a few advertise-
ments for something called ski-
ing.  Now, I may have failed 
Comp/Rhetoric freshman year, 
but I’m pretty sure when an ad-
vertisement asks for “lift tick-
ets,” refers to a white powdery 
substance, has the word lines 
in it, and is on CL, it refers to 
cocaine.  So if you want to fi nd 
someone who will be your “ski 
instructor”, CL is the place to 
do it.

And then there are “Missed 
Connections,” an excuse for lis-
tening to an iPod everywhere 
one goes.  There are two types 
of ads, with the extremely rare 
third type that doesn’t really 
count as a type because of its 
rarity.  The fi rst type of ad is the 
“iPod excuse.”  The rundown 
is something like this: Cute girl 
sits on subway; cute boy sits on 
subway somewhere across from 

cute girl.  Cute girl is engrossed 
in book; cute boy is engrossed 
by new, hip music.  Cute boy 
has hip haircut; cute girl notices 
cute boy.  Cute boy takes no-
tice of being noticed and fl icks 
bangs; cute girl is awestruck by 
cuteness of bang fl ick.  Cute girl 
gets off subway, regrets that she 
did not speak to cute boy.  Cute 
girl posts missed connection.  
Now, it doesn’t really matter 
if they were paying attention 
to each other. It’s quite pos-
sible that they were not.  What 
is important is that cute girl 
thinks cute boy fl icked bangs 
at her.  Her missed connection 
goes something like this: “Up-
town N around 12:30 this morn-
ing, You: Super Cute Boy with 
Bangs, Me: Girl reading Gulag 
Archipelago.  You caught my 
eye, and I think you noticed.  
Coffee sometime?”  As we can 
clearly see, the endgame sce-
nario for ALL CL adverts is sex.

The second type of missed 
connection advert is the self 
loathing “why did you leave 
me!?!” advert.  Basically, after 
the successful missed connec-

tion, cute boy 
and cute girl 
hook up, have 
coitus, start 
relationship, 
and when 
said relation-
ship is dashed 
against the 
rocks, cute 
boy posts a 
missed con-
nection poem 
containing all 
of his emo-
tion for cute 
girl.  Anyone 
who has ever 
had a missed 
c o n n e c t i o n 
relationship 
and sort of 

fi ts the description immediately 
believes this to be about them.  
And then there are a plethora 
of responses, none of which are 
from the actual person, but it 
isn’t like he is actually looking 
for the same cute girl, just an-
other cute girl who posts missed 
connections.

The third type is the missed 
connection of a non-hipster 
looking for another non-hipster, 
as only hipsters actually post 
missed connections.  This third 
type usually follows this stan-
dard formula: “DOES ANY-
ONE KNOW JOHN DOE?  I’M 
LOOKING FOR JOHN DOE 
FROM the BRONX.”  These 
adverts are about as specifi c as 
a missing person’s report, so the 
success rate is rather low. Truth 
be told, success overall is a rar-
ity on craigslist, but there is at 
least one thing that is guaran-
teed, and that is this: entertain-
ment; specifi cally, your enter-
tainment.

“Give us your tired, your poor.
Your huddled masses yearning to 

breathe free.
And we’ll write a 1000 word poop 

joke about it.”

Come to the 
paper

Meetings every 
Tuesday at 

eight p.m. in 
the Annex

Why I Am a Nerd
(Or, How I Learned to Stop 
Living and Love Craigslist)
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