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Castigating Apathy

In 1965, when writing an 
article for The Ram about 

the burgeoning Free Speech 
Movement on college campus-
es across the country and the 
massive sit-ins and subsequent 
student arrests at the Univer-
sity of California, Berkeley, 
Mary Ann Roman concluded 
that free speech protests prob-
ably wouldn’t happen here at 
Fordham, because “nobody 
gives a damn.”

We found this little nugget 
about the eternal sloth of Ford-
ham University students when 
it comes to defending their 
own rights in the book, Ford-
ham: A History and Memoir. 
We found it particularly rele-
vant considering our neighbor-
ing colleges, The New School 
and New York University, 
have recently “taken over” 
their schools in protest.

In fact, NYU is still occu-
pied at the time this is being 
written. A group called Take 
Back NYU! has taken over a 
dining hall in their student cen-
ter, Kimmel, refusing to leave 
until their demands have been 
met (pg. 4). Their lengthy list 
of demands includes every-
thing from tuition stabilization 
for all students starting in 2012 
to annual scholarships for 13 
Palestinian students, from a 
fair labor contract for all NYU 
staff at home and abroad to the 
public release of NYU’s an-
nual budget and endowment.

The students have created 
quite a buzz, causing NYU to 
shut down the Kimmel build-
ing and cut off power, wire-
less internet, and turn off the 
toilets, bringing hundreds of 
students to gather in solidarity 
with those inside. While read-
ing about Take Back NYU!’s 
actions, we stumbled upon a 
post on the blog Gawker lam-
basting these students for their 
naiveté and calling on them to 
realize, “your life is destruc-
tive and bad and You Are Part 
of the Problem.” Well, this 
just pissed us off. First of all, 
Gawker, you are a bitchy Man-
hattan media blog, so let’s not 
pretend you are not just as va-
pid as you are accusing these 
kids of being. But beyond that, 
we can’t help but think, at least 
these kids are doing something.

Sure, their list of demands 
might seem lengthy and some-
what unreasonable (for ex-
ample, opening up the student 
library to the public or de-

manding all left over supplies 
are sent to the University of 
Gaza. Good idea? Probably. 
Overly idealistic? Probably.), 
but again at least these kids are 
doing something, standing up 
for something. 

A lot of their demands 
are things that make a lot of 
sense—things that we at the 
paper would like to see hap-
pen at Fordham. Economic 
transparency, for example, is 
certainly something that we 
should be entitled to. If we’re 
going to shell out 4X,000 to be 
here every year, we deserve to 
know where every last cent of 
that money is being spent. And 
what about a fair labor contract 
for all employees? Our labor 
workers are making gains in a 
hard fought battle for a living 
wage (pg. 3), while still many 
of the staff on our campus are 
overworked and underpaid. 
Take Back NYU! also wants 
an elected representative of the 
student body to be allowed to 
sit on their board of trustees 
meetings, and well, we at the 
paper want that at Fordham, 
too.

Which brings me back to 
that article from a 1965 issue 
of The Ram. When consider-
ing what’s going on at NYU, 
we kind of feel the same way. 
Maybe a take over at Fordham 
would never happen, because 
“nobody gives a damn.” But 
just four years after that article 
appeared in The Ram, in April 
of 1969, nearly 200 students 
and faculty members occupied 
Fordham’s president’s offi ce in 
an anti-ROTC protest. Appar-
ently Norman Mailer was on 
campus at the time and pushed 
his way inside the president’s 
offi ce, stood on the desk, and 
yelled to the students that he 
was on their side. And then he 
left. Less than a year after that, 
in November of 1969, about 70 
students stormed and occupied 
the administration building in 
protest of the Vietnam War and 
ROTC. Hell, in May of 1970 
Fordham students lit McGin-
ley on fi re.

So stand in solidarity with 
some students who are actually 
doing something. We deserve 
these same things, Fordham 
(pg. 13). We at least deserve 
free speech on campus (which 
we don’t have). So come 
on, let’s start burning shit to 
the ground (proverbially, of 
course). 

by Bobby Cardos and Alex 
Orf
STAFF SHIT JUST GOT 
REAL

There is a spectre haunting 
our country—the spectre 

of the American Dream. All 
the powers of the American Es-
tablishment have entered into a 
holy alliance to lionize this es-
tablishment: President and Ple-
bian, Conservative and Liberal, 
Aristocrat and Blue Collar. 

Where is the party in oppo-
sition to the American Dream 
that has not been decried as 
shiftless by its Proponents in 
power? Where its Proponents 
have not hurled back the brand-
ing reproach of un-American-
ness against the more advanced 
opposition parties, as well as 
against its reactionary adversar-
ies?

Two things result from this 
fact:

I. The American Dream has 
already been acknowledged by 
most Americans to be the ideal 
upon which our nation is found-
ed.

II. It is high time that the 
Realists should openly, in the 
face of the Nation, publish their 
views, their aims, their tenden-
cies and meet this nursery tale 
of the American Dream with a 
Manifesto of insurmountable 
veracity. That veracity is Nope.

To this end, Realists of vari-
ous dorms and apartment build-
ings have met in the basement 
of Fordham University’s Mc-
Ginley Centre basement to pub-
lish this Manifesto in English—
and only in English.

We the people, in order to 
form a more truthful union, 
hereby abandon our pipe 
dreams, accept our fates and 
otherwise give up the ghost in 
light of the realities before us.

The American Dream was 
born during a time in which 
our country was the only place 
on earth where man could be 
truly self-made. Against the op-
pressive monarchies and static 
social structures of the Old 
World, America was a place of 

burgeoning opportunity and un-
charted territory; a place where 
one could forge one’s own path 
and not have to answer to a 
king, an emperor, or the indig-
enous peoples he encountered 
along the way.

These days, however, are 
over. Manifest Destiny has been 
accomplished, all the lands 
doled out, and the American 
Dream replaced by unchecked 
greed and unsightly strip malls. 
We have reached the peak of our 
decadence, plateaued, and now 
face inevitable decline, into the 
depths of lawless anarchy and 
socialism.

In light of this decline, it is 
irresponsible for fi gures such 
as President Barack Obama 
to speak of “reclaiming” the 
American Dream. In his in-
auguration address, President 
Obama asserted that we shall 
not apologize for our way of 
life, but rather continue in our 
prosperity.

“Yes we can?” We say, 
“Nope.” Can we all have 
our sixteen acres, house, car, 
spouse, children and live in 
economic stability and rela-
tive comfort? Nope. Can every 
hardworking citizen get the edu-
cation they want, the healthcare 
they need, and the opportunities 
they deserve? Nope. Can one 
achieve his goals, whatever they 
may be, through hard work and 
endurance alone? Maybe. But 
probably not.

Various fi gures throughout 
history have tried to hold a mir-
ror to the pockmarked visage of 
the American people. While we 
thought that works like Upton 
Sinclair’s The Jungle (as well 
as the realities that motivated it) 
and Arthur Miller’s Death of a 
Salesman adeptly debunked the 
American Dream, it turns out 
that the Greater American Pub-
lic (the GAP) neither was then 
nor is now literate or focused 
enough to decipher the overt 
messages contained in these 
works—if it read them at all.

In response to this, we have 
constructed the perfect medium 
to convey to the GAP the de-

spair and monotony of modern 
American life: the Reality Park.

Modeled after the soulless 
and disproportionately expen-
sive island of Manhattan, the 
Reality Park will rape your wal-
let just as any amusement park 
would—except that, instead of 
being compensated with amuse-
ment, the GAP is confronted 
with the horrifi cally mundane 
occurrences and shattered 
dreams that populate our fair 
nation from sea to shining sea, 
but have long been neglected in 
favor of the decidedly false pipe 
dreams that can only be referred 
to as the beer goggles of Ameri-
can Society.

Slated to open in 2011, the 
Reality Park chain will offer 
the fi nest simulations of urban 
despair and suburban squalor. 
Admission can be purchased 
through credit only, and debt 
collectors will hassle visitors 
during their stay. While spend-
ing the day at the reality Park, 
the GAP may choose from a 
number of attractions displaying 
various static careers and harsh 
realities prevalent outside the 
park’s walls (think Disneyland’s 
“It’s a Small World” through the 
middle management division 
of an offi ce complex off the 
highway). In lieu of costumed 
mascots, members of the local 
homeless population can wan-
der freely and panhandle from 
guests. The GAP may conclude 
its stay with a visit to the Real-
ity Park Gift Shoppe and most 
popular attraction—Wal-Mart 
(a ride in and of itself).

This is only the fi rst step in 
reducing the GAP’s disposition 
from that of a lone eagle to that 
of a pack of domesticated dogs. 
We are confi dent that by fi rst ap-
pealing the lowest common de-
nominator via the Reality Park, 
a brighter class of Realists will 
follow. We will continue to fi ght 
for the Veracity of Nope until 
we prevail, our somber realism 
ultimately guiding our nation 
towards a better, more respon-
sible future.
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by Kaitlin Campbell and 
Sarah Madges
STAFF PRISONERS OF 
LOVE

Last Saturday was National 
Condom Day, more convention-
ally known as Valentine’s Day. 
Think back: chances are, you 
probably had a romantic dinner 
and then banged in a dorm room. 
If not, you probably wanted to 
have a romantic dinner and then 
bang in a dorm room. These two 
reporters, however, decided to 
completely dismiss this notion 
of an ideal Valentine’s Day and 
make the holiday their own. So, 
if your evening did not match 
the greeting card paradigm, why 
don’t you just be more honest 
with yourself and use the holi-
day to illustrate how you really 
feel about everything Valen-
tine’s Day represents. For next 
year, here’s a foolproof list of 
better ways to spend the day.

 
1. Get drunk 
and vomit ev-
erywhere.
2. Give every-
one you see 
burnt cook-
ies and say, 
“Happy Val-
entine’s Day, 
you fucking 
asshole!”
3. Blow 
pygmy darts 
at your 
crush(es), at-
tached Valen-
tines optional
4. Make tam-
pon bow & 
arrows. Use 
them if you 
want to.
5. Make your 
crush a mix-
tape of love 
songs and 
replace the 
word “love” 
with a laugh 
t r a c k … o f 
yourself. 
6. Cut heart-shaped holes in ev-
eryone’s coat at the bar.
7. Carve your phone number 
into people’s arms with an X-
acto knife.
8. Misquote Shakespeare all day 
long. Yell.
9. Carry a boombox on your 
shoulder all day blasting 
R.E.M.’s “Everybody Hurts.”
10. Give out condoms with 
heart-shaped holes in them.
11. Try this pick-up line: “Hey, 
my name’s _____. Pull my fi n-
ger!” (You know the rest). 
12. Blow up Victoria’s Secret. 
13. Wrap yourself in the Ameri-
can fl ag and seduce Obama.
14. Dropkick a pigeon. (We all 
know that a pigeon’s weight 
would make the ideal punt).

15. Silly string your roommate 
while he/she is having sex.
16. Take your date to Hooter’s.
17. Actually, don’t have a date.
18. Be really charming and at-
tractive.
19. Answer every “What’s up?” 
with enduring eye contact, a 
straight face, and “I love you.”
20. If someone tries to kiss you, 
go right in for the high-fi ve!
21. Go to the caf.
22. Profess your love to your 
Mom and Dad. And whiskey.
23. Don’t shower. 
24. Fuck mad bitches.
25. Pop pimples in everyone’s 
face.
26. Slap anyone who holds the 
door for you.
27. Go to the Build-A-Bear 
workshop and steal all the 
hearts.
28. Don’t shave your legs—
shave your arms, and eyebrows.
29. Don’t wear deodorant—and 
tell everybody. (“So, anyway, 
I’m not wearing any deodorant 

right now…”)
30. Greet everyone on campus 
and when they ask you how it’s 
going, fl ash them. (Guys, just 
unzip your fl y).
31. Give your loved ones really 
practical gifts (“Here’s some 
AAA batteries for your graph-
ing calculator, and I knew you 
needed toilet paper. Happy Val-
entine’s Day!”).
32. Snot-rocket the greeting 
card section at Duane Reade.
33. Trip acid.
34. Seduce someone into going 
back to your room and then play 
Mario Kart.
35. Offer to apply people’s 
chapstick for them. (Don’t have 
a Valentine? Now you will!)
36. Bum cigarettes and then 
break them in half and say, 

“Love hurts.”
37. Go get ultrasounds with 
your girlfriends.
38. Make out with your Ford-
ham I.D.
39. Go hunting…in Central 
Park…for people.
40. Refuse to pee in a toilet for 
the entire day.
41. Oh, by the way, before you 
start this list…Make a count-
down, second-by-second to 
Valentine’s Day. When that 59 
turns to 00, go to bed. 
42. Knock on everyone’s door 
in your building and kick them 
in the crotch. (You may not want 
these to be the same people you 
gave burnt cookies to.)
43. Cry.
44. Buy yourself fl owers. Eat 
them. Vomit everywhere.
45. Poke everyone on facebook
46. If anyone gives you a Valen-
tine, tell them you’re pregnant.
47. Make every meal a candlelit 
meal: (“Before you take a bite 
of those Lucky Charms, I just 

want to change the at-
mosphere for this spe-
cial day.”)
48. Get a tattoo of an 
actual human heart…
on your heart.
49. Give (your boy-
friend or girlfriend, in 
a vial) blood.
50. If anyone asks you 
your plans for Valen-
tine’s Day, respond 
“Watching porn.”
51. Lay in a bathtub 
of rose petals in your 
dorm bathroom. If any-
one asks, tell them, “I 
was waiting for you.” 
52. Write Valentines on 
sanitary napkins.
53. Get arrested.
54. Get laid.
55. Get canonized.
56. Squirt ketchup in 
everyone’s face and 
just shrug and say, “It’s 
festive!” 
57. Flip over every ta-
ble you sit down at and 
act like it’s an accident.

58. Make reproductive organ-
shaped cookies for everyone. 
(You can burn these too).
59. Dress up like Cupid—com-
pletely naked, with angel wings 
and a real bow & arrow (or the 
tampon bow & arrows you al-
ready made).
60. Virginia is for lovers, you 
say? Blow it up.
61. Mistake V-day with V.E. 
Day and scream about beating 
the Germans. 
62. Go to confession with Father 
McShane (popularly known as 
“McFession”). Twice.

If these suggestions weren’t 
for you, then maybe Valentine’s 
Day really isn’t for you. Bum-
mer.

“THROWIN’ DOWN’”
Rhyme by Rick James

Speak, O Prophet of the time
When getting down was a state of mind,

When dragons spit fi re at castles of stone,
And I was left standing on top all alone,
Defending a maiden alone in distress.

With battle axe in hand I gave her my best,
Destroying the dragon and saving her life,

Risking it all, out of sheer sacrifi ce.
Now the story’s the same except space and time,

And I fi nd that my heart is now still
on the line.

The prophet then spoke, his eyes had
expression.

Asking me why the need for depression.
You are the warrior, the seeker of truth.

Your pen is your axe, your strength is your youth.
Follow the path I have laid on this ground,
And all battles you’ll win, by just throwin’

Down
HARD………….

by Tim Cullen
STAFF SHAKESPEARE

Recently, I stumbled upon 
a literary gem in my basement. 
Nailed to the wall is an album 
booklet of the singer/songwrit-
er/poet Rick James. Included 
is a poem by the artist which I 
vaguely remember friends mar-
veling at last year, so I read the 
poem myself. Unavoidably, I 
was struck by its force. I’d like 
to talk about this poem, but fi rst, 
I’d like to give you an idea of 
how it appears.  

Much can be said, but fi rstly, 
its theme. To quote Ralph Waldo 
Emerson, “When crunch time 
comes, either you’re throwin’ 
down’ or going down.” Evident-
ly, R. James does not advocate 
going down. Nevertheless, he 
was once so acquainted with the 
act of, “getting down” that he 
interprets it as a “state of mind” 
(line 2). Although R. James ap-
parently does not throw down 
like or with ordinary people, 
this is a general aspect of the 
poem that a large number of 
people can generally relate to. 

The next six lines bring us 
along a journey that (James 
leads us to believe) is not a 
product of imagination at all, 
but in actuality a true story. 
There is no doubt that the act of 
sacrifi cing it all to slay a dragon 
with a battle axe in order to pro-
tect a distressed, solitary maid-
en sounds like a dreamlike and 
unreal action,  but we are forced 
to believe R. James’ claim due 
to the lack of insincerity in his 
verses and nature.

In the 9th line, James adds 
several degrees of profundity 

to his poem by modifying lines 
1-8 with the enigmatic state-
ment “Now the story’s the same 
except space and time.” Schol-
ars have been drawn to this line 
since the poem was fi rst intro-
duced in 1982. What, exactly, is 
he getting at? Personally, I can-
not say, but there is no doubting 
that the line is incredibly per-
suading. In lines 10-11, we fi nd 
out that our heroes’ heart is still, 
“on the line.”  In turn we are 
given the most vulnerable image 
we have had so far of the poem’s 
initial speaker. To borrow an 

expression 
from the 
streets, R. 
James “shits 
on” the au-
dience with 
the line 
break be-
tween lines 
10-11 – as 
if it were a 
bomb, or a 
similar ex-
plosive. 

In line 
12, a new 
speaker is 
introduced 
and it is “the 
p r o p h e t . ” 
E q u i p p e d 
with expres-
sive eyes 
and a posi-
tive outlook 
on life, the 
p r o p h e t 
c o n v e y s 
the general 

message of the poem. A mod-
est man, R. James does not sing 
his own praises: prophets do. 
“Warrior,” the prophet defi nes 
him, “seeker of truth/ your pen 
is your axe, your strength is 
your youth.” Apparently, the 
prophet himself does not have 
his doubts regarding the worth 
of R. James’ writing and/or po-
tential. As a prophet, he may 
know something about how to 
get things done. He invites the 
poet to follow the path, which, 
“[he has] laid on this ground.” 
We are left to believe that Rick 
James did indeed follow the 
path of the prophet. 

I will (abruptly) conclude 
with this comment on the last 
three lines. Although the proph-
et’s primary audience is the poet 
R. James, let us take his advice 
into consideration and approach 
our individual battles confi dent 
that we will win, due to the fail-
proof plan which has been be-
stowed upon us: to just throw 
down

 HARD……...
 

“Bless me, Father, for 
I have loved.”

“Just, shut up!”

How the Grinch Stole
Valentine’s Day

I’m Rick 
James,

Poet Laureate
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by Sean Bandfi eld
STAFF SUBLIME

Upon entering, the scent 
can be described as nothing less 
than a wall, a perfumed barrier 
separating the world of mortals 
from the world of magick. Once 
penetrated, the thick aromas re-
veal their sources: candles, in-
cense, and oils line the shelves 
and countertops, extractions 
from exotic herbs and minerals 
whose original forms can only 
be imagined. Jagged crystals lie 
in curios below transparent pyr-
amids, while bronze crucifi xes 
hang next to a knee-high geode 
of amethyst, waiting patiently 
for a buyer. If witches and med-
icine men have a supermarket, 
then this is their 99-cent store.

Botanica Religious Supplies 
discretely occupies the corner of 
Webster Avenue and East 189th 
Street, just one block from East 
Fordham Road. Its wonderfully 
decrepit sign is only a hint of the 
charm that lies behind its doors, 
and the hand-painted deities that 
occupy the windows are only a 
small indication of the vast ar-
ray of faiths that the store waits 
to service. Wiccans, Christians, 
Buddhists, and Santeríans are 
all welcome here, but you’d bet-
ter know what you want before 
you walk in, and you’d better 
get it fast. Otherwise, a jour-
ney among the irresistible curi-
osities will cost you much more 
time than you bargained for. 

In this curiosity shop, can-
dles dominate. They take form 
in all kinds of shapes, sizes, 
and colors, and range from 
basic scents to unfathomable 
fragrances. Wicks sprout from 
men, women, cats, and skulls 
all forged in wax, and labels 
promise love and good fortune 
to those who set them alight. On 
the base of one candle read an 

incantation: “With one I recog-
nize you. With two I see you, 
with three I tie you and with the 
power of this candle you will 
come to me and do exactly as 
I say forever and ever. Amen.” 
Below it, another sacred in-
scription: “Never leave a burn-
ing candle unattended.”

Besides the legion of can-
dles, the store harbors an army 
of incense and oils. Incense 
sticks and cones can be found in 
multitudes, reproducing scents 
as foreign as “Opium” and 
“Sandalwood” and as domestic 
as, yes, “Money.” Bags of sul-
fur and various minerals occupy 
the space below the shelves, and 
small packets of myrrh, 
frankincense, and chalky 
“Blue Balls” sit in empty 
Phillies Blunts boxes. And, 
on the shelf just above 
the cauldrons and below 
the brass bells, there is a 
collection of yellow card-
board boxes, each con-
taining a precious amount 
of “Alleged Rattle Viper 
Sperm Incense” (yes, re-
ally). 

Though there is no 
doubt that these tradi-
tional products still have 
their uses, an alternative is 
available for the modern-
day perfume practitioner: 
aerosols. While most of us 
are perfectly content with 
Febreeze and Glade, those 
who desire a slightly more 
magical mist will be con-
tent to fi nd “Dragon’s Blood,” 
“Go Away Evil,” and “Love 
Spray” among the selection. 
These cans promise their user 
a return in the form of protec-
tion, affection, or monetary col-
lection, and are, as “Fast Luck 
Spray” promises, “100% Legí-
timo.”

While examining such oddi-

ties, I couldn’t help but wonder 
about the religious persuasions 
of the owners and employees. 
In search of answers, I was di-
rected to Lady Rhea, the owner 
of the establishment. (The facil-
ity is actually two stores in one: 
Original Products Co., sellers of 
the snake semen and the like, 
and Magickal Realms, Lady 
Rhea’s operation, which spe-
cializes in candles.)

Lady Rhea stood over the 
counter, her eyes shrouded in 
blonde hair,and with glittered 
hands she jeweled an intricately 
carved candle with shimmering 
stars and brilliantly sparkling 
dust. A woman sat, waiting for 

the candle, and explained to me 
that it would help heal her knee 
pain. “You’ve done this be-
fore?” I asked the woman. “Oh 
yes,” she said. “And you believe 
in this?” I asked with the utmost 
sincerity. Gently, and with com-
plete conviction, she nodded her 
head.

Lady Rhea, lining the base 

of a glass holder with fl ower 
petals and a drop of honey, 
placed the embellished candle 
inside and presented it to the 
woman who stood up with a 
limp. “Okay,” Lady Rhea be-
gan. “You have to light this and 
shake your body. Say ‘health is 
wealth, health is wealth, health 
is wealth.’” I was, naturally, in-
terested. “Remember,” she con-
tinued. “Words plant seeds in 
the mind, and seeds grow to be-
come beautiful gardens.” With 
the candle in her hand and faith 
in her heart, the woman left the 
shop, leaving me to speak with 
Lady Rhea and her employees.

“My name is Lady Rhea,” 

she said. “You can search my 
name on the Internet, and it’ll 
come up.” Lady Rhea, a Wiccan 
High Priestess, has been prac-
ticing the religion for over thirty 
years. Inundated with things to 
do, she was nonetheless happy 
to offer me a fair amount of 
time. She explained her frus-
tration with the general lack of 

understanding regarding Wicca, 
and also expressed an interest 
in the younger customers who 
turn to her for guidance. “Kids 
are interested in different things 
these days. They’re brought up 
with their gods, but they want 
something new.” 

With so many different reli-
gions interacting in close quar-
ters, I was curious as to any pos-
sible confl icts that might arise. 
“Most spiritual people are very 
open minded,” replied Jorge, an 
employee. Jorge, whose own 
spirituality is of strong Carib-
bean infl uence, is a representa-
tive of only one of the many dif-
ferent faiths existing under the 

same roof. 
Lady Rhea 
emphasized 
that diver-
sity is a good 
thing. So 
did Stacey, 
the store’s 
manager: “I 
believe that 
there is one 
God with 
many differ-
ent names 
who people 
worship in 
many differ-
ent ways.” 
S u d d e n l y, 
a startling 
shatter jolted 
us as another 
e m p l o y e e , 
after knock-

ing over a shelf of candles and 
holders, covered his face in em-
barrassment. “I’m so sorry!” he 
said, as we gazed upon shards 
of glass and clumps of wax that 
littered the fl oor. “Maybe,” I 
gently proposed, “you should 
have lit some more good luck 
ones?” 

 

Hi,
My name is Christopher Sprindis.
Do you fi nd that in the hustle n’ bustle of  the daily grind, 
you don’t even have time to drink your problems away? Do 
you wish you could just black it all out, but need to be able to 
drive the kids to soccer practice? Well, do I have an offer for 
you!

I’ve been a professional surrogate drinker since 2004. I’m 
well versed in bereavement drinking (both social and soli-
tary), marital strife, breakups, and general problem drink-
ing.

You only get one life. Don’t let health concerns and a tight 
schedule get in the way of  your drinking.
Please call 203-716-3840 today, or come to the Annex on 
Tuesdays at 8pm, and we can discuss the program that’s 
right for you.

I Do Practice Santería
Exploring Alternative Faiths on Webster Avenue

“Do you know what this means? No? 
Yeah, me neither.”
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by Alexander Gibbons
FEATURES/LIST EDITOR

Like many other aspects of 
modern society, the military in-
dustrial establishment is a con-
stantly evolving force.  Each 
year, America spends billions of 
dollars on new types of weap-
onry, working meticulously to 
fi nd more effi cient and more 
awesome ways to blow people 
up.  Perhaps the most ambitious 
project of America’s armed 
forces has been, for decades, the 
robot soldier.  Since the Civil 
War, when General Ulysses S. 
Grant drunkenly revealed his 
plan for a “Mecha Ulysses,” a 
cyber-kinetic armed forces has 
been the 
wet dream 
of gener-
als across 
the coun-
try.  James 
C a m e r o n 
made the 
robot sol-
dier a cin-
e m a t i c 
reality in 
1984 with 
The Termi-
nator, and, 
in 1991, re-
vamped the 
then under 
funded ro-
bot soldier 
p r o g r a m 
with the 
a w e s o m e 
Terminator 
2: Judg-
ment Day 
(funds for 
the robot soldier program had 
been almost completely trans-
ferred to a fl edgling robot police 
offi cer program after 1987’s Ro-
bocop, which lost all legitimacy 
after Robocop 2).  The cyber 
soldier program received a cru-
cial blow, however, when Ter-
minator 3: Rise of the Machines 
sucked a big one in 2003.  

The adverse effects of Ter-
minator 3 did not last long.  
Since 2003, scientists who de-
scribe themselves as “awesome 
dudes” have been making huge 
achievements in robot military, 
careful to avoid creating a pri-
vate robot contractor like Sky-
net, but apparently oblivious to 
the half-assed warnings against 
a robot military presented in 
the Terminator series.  “We’re 
aware of the risk,” noted robolo-
gist Harry Steele, a Newark res-
ident currently working on his 
own robot soldier model.  “It’s 
no big deal, though. Our robots 
are extremely different than 
those in James Cameron’s my-
thology.  We’d like to think of 
them as being more like Johnny 
Five from Short Circuit or that 
cute little Wall-E—except with 
guns.  Huge, awesome, Ameri-
can guns.”  

Of course, as of now, any 
cyber-kinetic weaponry is just 

in the testing stage.  The most 
promising piece of machinery to 
have been revealed to the pub-
lic is the Japanese T-34 Robot 
Mallcop (seriously).  The small 
T-34 has a top speed of 6 mph, 
weighs 25 lbs, and shoots a trap 
net at any fl eeing intruders.  It 
sounds idiotic, but the T-34 is 
in fact an ingenious piece of 
Japanese technology.  Imagine, 
if you will, some fi end running 
from a Bath and Body Works, a 
rucksack full of Yankee Candles 
in one hand and a Shiatsu Mas-
sager in the other.  He sees the 
small T-34, thinking it to be a 
worthless piece of crap, and 
kicks it with extreme force, 
breaking three toes on contact 

and falling hard on his face as 
a result.  Little T-34 shoots his 
projectile net at the burglar, and 
the day is saved.  That, or the 
man simply walks around T-34, 
and Bath and Bodyworks is $50 
bucks short for the day, an ex-
ample is made of the manager, 
and he is tortured mercilessly.  
Either way, what results is guar-
anteed to be one thousand times 
more entertaining than the plot 
of Paul Blart: Mall Cop.  

As of now, the only thing 
those brains at the robot facto-
ries seem to be making public 
is a “Rapid Fire Killer Robot.”  
Sounds pretty cool, huh?  It 
fl ies.  Yup, that’s right.  Jetpacks 
and missiles.  Sweet.  Unfor-
tunately, this type of rapid fi re 
killing robot isn’t made to strafe 
the battle fi eld and exterminate 
with extreme prejudice, it’s 
the kind that shoots down bal-
listic missiles.  But let’s not be 
hasty. I’m sure there are several 
situations in which the rapid fi re 
killer robot could stray from its 
duties and blast a few baddies, 
which means we must be pretty 
close to a humanoid-like robot 
that makes mechanical noises at 
every moment and destroys ev-
erything in sight.  

But not all achievements 
in the robot soldier movement 

have gone unscathed, and the 
protests of many experts have 
somewhat hindered progress 
in the ongoing quest to build 
something that makes cool 
noises when it walks and shoots 
rockets out of its pelvis.  For in-
stance, some experts warn of a 
Terminator-style rebellion, ma-
chines committing mutiny and 
exploding their human com-
manders.  I think it’s safe to as-
sume that these same “experts” 
were the same kids getting wed-
gies and stuffed into lockers in 
elementary school, because the 
prospect of a full-scale robot 
rebellion sounds TOTALLY 
AWESOME!  Hell, if we’re 
going to spend so much damn 

money on beefi ng 
up our militaristic 
strength, why not 
use that fi repower 
on something that 
doesn’t have a 
soul?  Now, you 
can start all that 
talk about robots 
being able to de-
velop conscious 
thought and feel-
ings and blah blah 
blah...  That’s 
a load of horse 
wash.  To stress 
my point, I must 
bring up Short Cir-
cuit again.  Ever 
see Short Circuit?  
That robot suppos-
edly had a soul, 
but it didn’t change 
the fact that he was 
still an annoying 
stupid bastard, and 
I’m sure nobody 

would complain if Johnny 5 had 
an “accident” on the “stairs” 
(and by “accident” I mean “was 
murdered in cold blood” and by 
the “stairs” I mean “with a dou-
ble barreled shotgun”).

Now, if America’s armed 
forces have taught me anything, 
it’s that 90% of military deci-
sions are inspired by miscon-
strued ideas from Hollywood 
movies.  By that projection, it’s 
only a matter of time before 
we’re shipping robots over seas 
to fi ght terrorism.  That’s why I 
have a fi replace full of selective 
service cards.  What’s the point 
of fi lling one out if we’re going 
to have a fully mechanized kill-
ing force within ten or twenty 
years?  Still, some fret over the 
idea of sending mindless kill-
ing machines into combat to fi re 
their weapons wildly and kill 
anything that movies.  When 
asked about this possibility, ro-
bologist Harry Steele stated, “I 
see no difference in the mindless 
killing machines we employ to 
fi ght nowadays and the robotic 
mindless killing machines of 
tomorrow, except that the latter 
are waaaaaay cooler.”  Amen, 
Mr. Steele, amen.  Meanwhile, 
I’ll be hard at work building the 
Nebuchadnezzar and searching 
fervently for the one.   

by Liberty Valence
STAFF MISTORIAN

The world began three thou-
sand years ago. God created the 
world from nothing but hard 
work and determination. Did 
you know that before the Alger 
Hiss mythos developed in the 
mid-19th century, the concept of 
the American Dream was mod-
eled after what was called “the 
Yahweh mythos?” God was the 
original Joe the Plumber. God 
created the fi rst man, Adam, and 
bestowed upon him the knowl-
edge that life begins at concep-
tion; he also warned him against 
the evils of homosexuality, sci-
ence, and unions and told him to 
always be weary of liberal mass 
media. At some point in time 
Eve ruined it for everyone by 
being a feminist, and God ban-
ished Satan to the arctic waste-
land Sweden, where he formed 
a Socialist republic hell bent on 
providing universal health care 
and a working educational sys-
tem. After a long period of wan-
dering the Earth, Adam and Eve 
began civilization (within the 
sanctity of marriage), and even-
tually Charlton Heston saved 
the Jews from the tyranny of 
tax-and-spend Pharos of Egypt, 
which lead to the mass immi-
gration wanderings of God’s 
people until they reached the 
Promised Land where milk and 
honey fl owed.

At some point in time the an-
cient Greeks developed democ-
racy and, through sloth and ne-
glect, came to cultivate an evil 
culture of homosexual debauch-
ery and general snobby egg-
headery. Eventually they were 
crushed by the Macedonians, 
led by Alexander the Great, 
who went on to conquer half of 
the world. Many people say that 
it was the strategic folly of his 
exploits in savage Afghanistan 
and exotic (and exploitable!) 
India that did him in, but, in re-
ality, Alexander decided that he 
was going to be gay, and as we 
all know, gay people can’t fi ght 
wars.

Eventually the Roman Em-
pire came to dominate Europe, 
bringing the virtues of West-
ern Civilization (small govern-
ment, big military, the right to 
life, etc.) to the barbaric void 
that consumed the continent. 
However, Rome too grew too 
big for her britches and fell into 
debauchery. After the borders 
swelled and money and goods 
from all over the world came 
to Rome, so too did the tempta-
tion to expand the powers of the 
government. Emperors engaged 
in irresponsible public works 
funded by taxes unfairly levied 
on the artisan class, and soon 
the economic core of the empire 
fell.

During this time Jesus 
Christ, the Savior of Man, was 
born and died on the cross for 

the sins of humanity. Unfor-
tunately, he didn’t die hard 
enough to forgive the sins of 
FDR’s socialist New Deals and 
Bill Clinton’s goopy debauch-
ery in the White House. 

When Christ died he left ev-
erything to his good friend St. 
Peter, who went on to found the 
Catholic Church. After the Ro-
man Empire fell, it was up to the 
Catholic Church to hold Europe 
together in the continent’s dark-
est hour. Implementing what 
became known as “the Inquisi-
tion,” the Church maintained 
the spiritual safety of every 
John Q. Indulgence Payer. A lot 
of liberal wieners like to call the 
Inquisition “genocide,” but that 
is simply not true. You can’t put 
a price on ensuring the safety of 
orthodox thinking, and that was 
especially true in a time as try-
ing as the Middle Ages. 

During the Middle Ages the 
Church declared war on danger-
ous Islamofascist regimes that 
had brutally occupied the Holy 
Land. The Church attempted 
to bring feudalism to people 
without hope and unfortunately 
found themselves in a bit of a 
strategic quagmire. Showing 
that time honored stick-to-it-
iveness, the West bravely sol-
diered on for another four Cru-
sades.

Eventually the Protestant 
Reformation happened and like 
wildfi re it soon spread to Eng-
land, when King Henry VIII 
became a protestant and inad-
vertently invented Connecticut.

After that, the Renaissance 
happened. A terrible nadir in the 
history of art, the Renaissance 
saw horny old Italian men paint-
ing nude fi gures of women for 
the amusement of wealthy (and 
maybe gay) tradesmen. While 
many ignorant art school kids 
like to tout the lengthy list of 
dubious “accomplishments” as 
the rebirth of classical Western 
Civilization, these people ne-
glect the slippery slope of moral 
debauchery that has befallen the 
Western art world since then. 
On the other hand, this era lead 
to the creation of The da Vinci 
Code which, despite some he-
retical overtones, is really a 
great, ripping yarn.

Things weren’t all bad 
though. Soon Europeans found 
their way from the Old World 
to the Americas, braving treach-
erous, pirate-fi lled seas to fi nd 
two brand new, totally uninhab-
ited, magically gold-fi lled con-
tinents to exploit! The Spanish 
and the British worked hard to 
establish colonies in the New 
World while the lazy French sat 
on their asses on the Continent 
eating snails. I think you know 
where this romp is headed—
but alas, we’ll have to save that 
tale of The Young Republican’s 
History of the World for part II. 
Stay tuned. 

A Young Republican’s
History of the World

The Distant Future:
The Year 2000
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by Anthony DiMieri
STAFF SOLIDARITY

In this era of “Change” in 
the White House and on Capitol 
Hill, it seems to be appropriate 
that we students take seriously 
the notion of bringing change to 
our university. We have much to 
gain. We have much to win. But 
to win anything at all, we must 
organize. 

We need an organization that 
will fi ght for greater campus de-
mocracy, free speech, free post-
ing and the freedom to dissent. 
We need to protect academic 
freedom and defend professors 
who interject unorthodox ideas 
into the classroom. We need 
an organization that will fi ght 
to ensure that our campus is 
as environmentally friendly as 
possible and that our university 
invests its endowment in ethical 
causes. We need an organization 
that will stand against racism, 
sexism, heterosexism, and clas-
sism, both inside our campus 
and beyond its gates. 

We need to demand endow-
ment transparency, and ensure 
that our university does not 
invest our dollars in weapons 
manufacturers or war profi teers, 
in corporations who rely on 
sweatshop labor or in other un-
ethical institutions for the pur-
pose of making a return on our 
investments. 

We need to demand student 
representation on the Board of 
Trustees, particularly in its fi -
nancial decisions. It is our mon-
ey, after all.

We need to realize our com-
mon interests and work collec-
tively to reform our institutions 
in order to meet our needs. We 
need to transform our university 
into the school we wish it could 
be. This is a change we can and 
should believe in. Given these 
goals, and the need for an orga-
nization that will work to reach 
them, I propose that we, the stu-
dent body of Fordham Univer-
sity, form a Student Union. 

This cannot be another stu-
dent club of just a dozen or so 
students, but one that encom-
passes the majority of the stu-
dent body, or at least represents 
such. Thinking of a cause that 
can unite students across the 
board (at least those who live on 
campus) is simple—visitation 
rights. It’s 2009. Fordham has 
made enough progress to recog-
nize its LGBT students, but still 
rejects granting its population a 
gender-neutral visitation policy. 
For too long, we’ve rushed to 
make a 3:30 a.m. deadline and 
sacrifi ced much money in fi nes 
in order to have our signifi cant 

others stay the night. Some of us 
have climbed through windows, 
slipped past security guards, or 
opened back doors to sneak our 
guests in. Shouldn’t our school 
realize  that it is a li-
ability for students to 
bring in anonymous 
guests through their 
windows, rather than 
just signing them in? 
This is not something 
that students pay-
ing $40,000+ a year 
at this institution 
should have to deal 
with any longer.

What will it take 
to win? Well, it will 
take more than a 
simple proposal to 
the powers that be. It 
may take some unconventional 
tactics. Unions ultimately have 
the power to call for strikes, 
and so maybe a mass student 
walkout from class one day fol-
lowed by an impromptu “town 
hall” of students on Eddie’s 
would work. Or maybe a male 
and female “sleep-in” in Keat-
ing, McGinley, or another build-
ing would also work. This may 
not be necessary, but all options 
should be on the table when it 
comes to fl ex-
ing the power 
of the student 
body, the foun-
dation which 
Fordham ulti-
mately stands 
on. We should 
remember the 
now immortal 
words of Fred-
erick Douglass, 
who warned 
“Power con-
cedes nothing 
without a de-
mand. It never 
did and it never 
will.”

Now with 
a collaps-
ing economy, 
two wars rag-
ing, and the 
prospect of 
graduating into a sea of unem-
ployment, visitation may seem 
like a trivial matter. However, 
it should not be seen as such, 
but rather as part of the over-
all struggle for student power, 
for turning our university into 
a democratic institution where 
students are recognized as au-
tonomous adults and are given 
a say in the matters that affect 
them most. 

Fordham’s United Student 
Government has failed the stu-
dent body in taking up this and 
other challenges to the adminis-

tration. Many of our USG rep-
resentatives are well-meaning 
at heart, but how many gain 
their positions by running unop-
posed? Being the only one who 

runs for a position should not be a 
qualifi cation to hold offi ce. This 
is not to say we should paint a 
picture of our government with 
a broad brush. Tom Zuppa of 
USG has passed his proposal to 
restructure club policy and John 
Tully Gordon passed a proposal 
for budget transparency. Ap-
plaud them, but realize that it 
will take much more than these 
two to win larger changes. Thus 
far our government has failed 

to advocate for many of these 
greater changes. USG has little 
representation of students of 
color, commuting students, and 
particularly progressive-minded 
individuals who want use the 
student government as a vehicle 
toward remaking our university. 
Maybe this article alone will 
serve as the kick in the ass to 
those already “in power” to take 
up the causes listed above, but if 
not, we should remember those 
words inscribed at the founding 
of this country: that when a gov-
ernment fails to serve in the in-

terest of the governed, “it is the 
Right of the People to alter or to 
abolish it.” 

Our student union should 
take on the function of a politi-

cal party. Like-minded 
and determined indi-
viduals, possibly nom-
inated by this union as 
a whole, could run for 
offi ce, backed up by 
the mass of students 
that will be either 
members or supporters 
of the union. We have 
to elect people that 
will not just be self-in-
terested resumé-build-
ers with future pros-
pects in politics, but 
students who will rep-
resent the union and 

take risks and struggle against 
oppositional forces. We need a 
Student Government that will 
not simply oversee the “Com-
munity Posting Board” in Mc-
Ginley, but one that will fi ght 
to give students multiple venues 
to voice their opinions freely. 
Without student struggles of 
the past (especially free speech 
struggles), there would be no 
such thing as Fordham’s the pa-
per, our student-run publication 

which allows free expression, 
speech, and the ability to print 
the word “Fuck.” 

If indeed we are to reach 
Depression levels of unemploy-
ment, the political organizion 
skills gained within a student 
union will undoubtedly benefi t 
one in the “real world.”  Learn-
ing how to function as a collec-
tive body, utilizing the strength 
that is collective bargaining (as 
labor unions did in the 1930s) 
will prove benefi cial to an entire 
generation. 

Our student union could 

link up with local labor unions, 
mobilize, and participate in the 
upcoming struggles to beat back 
budget cuts in the public sphere, 
win a universal single-payer 
healthcare, and fi ght for an em-
ployment program that will cre-
ate jobs, putting all who wish 
to work, to work. More imme-
diately, we can link up with lo-
cal student unions, groups, and 
movements to join them in their 
struggles, such as those students 
of the City University of New 
York who can no longer afford 
to go to school due to recent 
tuition hikes and budget cuts, 
or the students who just fought 
valiantly for this kind of change 
at NYU. 

Right now, we need to run 
and elect “Change” candidates 
– people dedicated to actually 
work to make our university one 
of the students, by the students, 
and for the students (and faculty 
as well). We need to hold our 
Board of Trustees members to 
ethical standards (This means 
no war profi teers). Universities 
across the country have trust-
ees with all kinds of blood on 
their hands. The New School’s 
Student Union, for instance, has 
led a sit-in in opposition to their 

board’s treasurer, 
Bob Millard of L-3 
Communications, a 
military contractor 
that’s facing a law-
suit for its involve-
ment in torture at 
Abu Ghraib. What’s 
unusual about their 
situation is not that 
a man like this sits 
atop the university’s 
board of trustees, 
but that the students 
have actually orga-
nized and acted to 
oppose this. 

Obama is now 
in offi ce and will in-
evitably have to face 
off with extremely 
powerful fi nancial 
interests on Wall 
Street that will seek 
to undermine him in 

any efforts to advance econom-
ic democracy in this country. It 
will take a movement of people 
behind him to win any signifi -
cant gains. Here at Fordham, 
we may face off with deans, ad-
ministrators, trustees, etc., and it 
too will take a movement. If we 
work together, we can change 
our university. Yes, we can. 

Students of the university, 
unite! You have nothing to lose 
but your apathy! You have a 
university to win!

Rise like Lions after slumber
In unvanquishable number –
Shake your chains to earth 

like dew
Which in sleep had fallen on 

you –
Ye are many – they are few.

-Percy Bysshe Shelley,
“The Mask of Anarchy”

Forcing Accountability:
An Argument for a Student

Union at Fordham

Time to step up, Fordham.
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by Joseph McCarthy
ARTS CO-EDITOR

This show review is not real-
ly concerned with reviewing the 
acoustic Mischief Brew show 
that occurred on 
Monday night.  I 
mean, it’s con-
c e r n e d — d o n ’ t 
think it doesn’t 
care about the 
show.  Jeez.  But 
I’m stubborn 
and would rather 
write about things 
not entirely per-
taining to the ac-
tual show, per se, 
with which I’ve 
inter-spliced a 
few theses.  For a 
real show review, 
walk straight 
to the nearest 
Klezmer festival 
with a tape re-
corder, four AAA 
batteries, and an 
astute secretary.  

Where were 
you?  Right.  
You’re stand-
ing in a room.  A 
dank, modern 
art ridden crypt, 
I should say; a 
human dwelling 
hungry for the rats 
and metamorphic 
rock that would 
thrive in its cold, 
slimy belly, but 
fed only with the 
fi fty some-odd sweaty, self-pro-
claimed punks and misfi ts who 
linger in corners holding 40s 
and Molson Ices in their hands, 
and little ditties about anarchy 
in their Mohawked skulls.  

You’re the “me” of the two 
eyes being aware of the quarrel-
ing fi sh in a small tank of leak-
ing water in the corner of the 
back room of 13 Thames street, 
Bushwick, Brooklyn, New York 
City, New York, Tri-state, Mid-
Atlantic, U.S.A, North Ameri-
ca, Western Hemisphere, Earth, 
Solar System, Milky Way, Uni-
verse, expanding universe, ex-
panding…expanding…expand-
ing…Whatever.  But you have 
hyperopic vision and Whatever 
is clipping His toenails, so you 
only see the fi sh.  And the 40, 
and the sweaty bodies.

First act: _____.  A guy with 
an amplifi ed acoustic and a silly 
billy humor (read: “Hillbil-
ly,” then “Drunkenness”).  He 
makes some pretty lame jokes 
between his songs: some hard-
chorded Am, F, C, G tunes with 
a capo on the fi rst—and laughs 
when he loses his glasses to his 
habit of thrashing his head to the 
beat.  He’s got cotton t-shirt and 
stringy brown hair, cigarette-
stained teeth, so a $900,000 

smile. 
 –But the laughing is what 

strikes you.  What a range you 
detect between the reaction 
of the crowd to his contagious 
smiles, and then their reaction to 

the straight melodies and notes.  
Is that all people care about?  
The humor, I mean; the human 
presence alongside the music?  

You speak to a 
man not fi ve years 
older than you who 
had heard this mu-
sician on the in-
ternet, who said, 
before the guy had 
started playing, 
that the musician 
totally blew digital 
balls—who now, 
all giddy and excit-
ed, says that, live, 
he is enjoying the 
show.  “He seems 
like he’s having 
such a great time 
up there.  Isn’t that 
great?”  Okay, My 
Little Pony, it is 
great.  But since 
when does that 
make his music 
any good?  

1. If you go to 
a concert to see 
a musician who 
you have already 
heard but didn’t 
like, chances are, your interest 
can only increase due to his or 
her humor and a room of people 

who do like the musician.
Will this converted man go 

and buy the dude’s record now, 
just because the musician seems 
like a good-natured person?  
Fact is, the music was great.  

But why?  And why the hell 
does it matter that it’s live?

Let me explain.  There are 
a good fi ve or six heads block-

ing your vision of the guitarist, 
so, for the most part, you can’t 
see him at all.  And though you 

can hear the music without see-
ing the musician just the same, 
you notice that everyone unani-
mously seems to be looking in 
the direction of the source of 
the music with you.  Bizarre.  

You hear the damn chords 
perfectly fi ne with your ob-
structions ahead; and what’s 
more, you hear it even bet-
ter when you look away 
from the musician and the 
crowd—to the fi sh, or to the 
shitty art on the walls, or to a 
particular face.  Without the 
distraction of the man’s sen-
timents that describe what 
he ate for dinner and how his 
relationship with his mom is 
going and whether or not he 
hates crowds or girls or beer 
(he doesn’t), without the dis-
traction of his crafty hands 
and what he’s wearing and 
how many pedals he’s us-
ing, whether he’s trying to 
impress or not, the reactions 
of the crowd—just look-
ing at the fi sh or the ceiling 
you hear the music so much 
clearer than wrapped up in 
all of those distractions, you 
understand it and appreciate 
the actual sounds so much 
better.  

2. People tend to stare at 
the most interesting visual 
stimuli they fi nd in their sur-
roundings, no matter how 
much it obstructs the rest of 
their senses.  

3. If you go to a concert 
to see a musician you’ve 
heard and liked, the nuances 

the artist makes to the songs 
should be enough compensation 
for your travels and moneys.  In 
this case, the mindless crowd, 

staring at 
people hold-
ing instru-
ments—who 
are just as 
much a part 
of the atmo-
sphere as you 
and the walls 
and fi sh—
will seem 
absurd.  So 
don’t think 
about it. 

Next Act: 
a full Folk-
Punk band 
called the 
Can Kick-
ers.  Wash-
board and all.  
Haven’t real-
ly listened to 
them before.  
You’ve been 
shuffl ed up 
to the front 
and now you 
can see the 

entirety of the implementation 
of sound.  The difference here is 
the energy of the front portion 

of the crowd.  And once they get 
goin’, they won’t stop till the 
fi ddle and banjo players have 
worn their fi ngers to the bone.

4. If you go to a concert to 
see a punk musician you’ve 
never heard or heard of, then 
you must actually enjoy peo-
ple rubbing their sweaty naked 
body parts all over you.  

During one particularly 
up-beat song, a girl takes your 
hand, places a straw hat on your 
head, and screams through the 
turbo-folk, “Dance like you’re 
a farmer!”  (By the way, the 
venue you are in is an anarchist 
commune.)

40’s fi nished.  You start to 
dance and clap along, and then 
two other dancers do the same, 
until the whole room is clap-
ping.  For a second you have 
been recognized by the band, 
and by most of the cramped 
crowd, as the guy who started 
the clapping.  They stare at you 
until, seconds later, towards the 
back, a man climbs up a rope 
that is attached to the ceiling 
and rings the bell at the top.  
A coup d’état!  Phew.  He has 
taken the power you had a mo-
ment ago and is now being car-
ried around the room, patted 
on the back and congratulated 
(this power struggle happens in 
cycles every half minute or so 
between various punks).

But that’s another thing 
about politics at a show (this is 
ironic, because these Anarcho-
Punks would scoff at anyone 
who told them their actions 
were politic):  Although the mu-
sician has the ultimate author-
ity, a select few of the crowd 
can rival him or her by acting 
like an asshole.  The girl who 
yelled, “Take off your pants!” 
or the guy who borrowed the 
mic to sing along a word or two, 
the douche-knobbler who keeps 
coming back to crowd-surf.  

5. In all cases, you go to a 
concert to see other people step-
ping outside of the crowd and 
leading; and that’s the only rea-
son people will pay for it, travel 
to it, and then stare at it.  I heard 
the lead singer of Mischief 
Brew making small talk and 
telling dumb jokes with strang-
ers before he picked up a guitar, 
but they were only funny and 
interesting once he was placed 
in the position of power.

When we got on the train, I 
saw people in clothes who, just 
moments before, I could never 
have imagined not stark naked.  
They looked miserable, like 
normal people, and if I hadn’t 
once seen them climbing up 
ropes and screaming about kill-
ing cops and taking off their 
clothes, they would have been 
just another group of college 
post-grads.

Strange Brew:
The Performative Aspects of Live Music

“Dance like you’re a farmer!”

The young folk punk in his natural element
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