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arts

by Benham Jones
STAFF ARTS DONOR

Dressed from head-to-toe in 
angelic white, David By-

rne and his band fl oated onto the 
gold-framed Radio City Music 
Hall stage at about 8:15 pm on 
February 27th, 2009.  This was 
the fi rst of two shows in New 
York City, capping off a long 
string of dates before the band 
hits the road again for most of 
March and April to work their 
way through Europe.  With in-
struments in hand and the room 
tight with buzzing energy, the 
band seemed ready to unleash 
until something amazing hap-
pened, something that you rare-
ly see these days: David Byrne 
spoke.

Now, I don’t mean it was 
amazing to see David Byrne 
in particular speak; just do a 
YouTube search and you can 
probably fi nd footage of By-
rne giving two cents on almost 
any topic.   Rather, just seeing 
someone start a concert with 
words felt startling and unique.  
Rock Performance Command-
ment #1 dictates that thy show 
must begin with the punctua-
tion of a fi ery fi rst number, im-
mediately drawing the crowd 
in before they have a moment 
to take a breath.  But not with 
David Byrne, no sirree.  Instead, 
Byrne unleashed a completely 
awkward and unpolished greet-
ing, rambling out thoughts on 
the last few shows the band had 
played, what the audience could 
expect tonight and his own ex-
citement to be back in New 
York City.  For some reason, I 
was moved deeply by the un-
cool stutter of the speech, with 
Byrne immediately culturing a 
Populist vibe much more in line 
with the atmosphere of a small 
local show.  While most artists 
this deep into a career of such 
important infl uence approach 
their shows with an embalmed 
sense of reverence, Byrne 

seemed completely comfort-
able with being uncomfortable, 
clumsily reveling in the organic 
nature of performance.  Amen, 
hallelujah.

After the endearing, fum-
bling, mumbling monologue, 
Byrne and the band quickly 
launched into 
2008’s summer-
jam, “Strange 
Overtones”.  Con-
ceptually and mu-
sically, this tour, 
dubbed “The Songs 
of David Byrne and 
Brian Eno”, cov-
ers the broad col-
laboration between 
the two pioneers, 
borrowing mate-
rial from the three 
Enosifi ed Talk-
ing Heads’ records 
(More Songs About 
Buildings and 
Food, Fear of Mu-
sic, and Remain in 
Light), the 1982 ex-
perimental groove 
of My Life in the 
Bush of Ghosts, and 
last year’s folksy, 
elegiac Every-
thing That Happens Will Hap-
pen Today.   Starting the show 
with  “Strange Overtones” was 
a clever kick-off, announc-
ing the set as more than a re-
heated jukebox of hits, while 
also recognizing the throwback 
and celebratory nature of the 
occasion (“this groove is out 
of fashion and these beats are 
twenty years old,” sings Byrne).  
The band moved straight onto 
trickier turf from there with the 
tense and thick beat of “I Zim-
bra”, reveling a bit too long in 
carnival-esque kindness and al-
most declawing the tune in the 
process.   The addition of three 
impish dancers during this tune 
contextualized the fun though, 
signaling Byrne’s preference 
for mischief over mayhem in 
the latter part of his career.  

These dancers popped up regu-
larly throughout the show, often 
engaging Byrne and the rest of 
the band in strange bits of mime 
and comedy.

Now as an artist ages, es-
pecially one dealing with the 
tricky temperament of juicy 

grooves, the sonics of live per-
formance often suffer from 
overcompensation.  This musi-
cal insecurity, sometimes mani-
fested by dousing the guitar 
tone in wishy-washy delay or 
rendering the bass meaningless 
through excessive keyboard 
fl ourishes, produces that shim-
mering and non-descript “fi ller 
sound” that haunts, say, the later 
works of Stevie Wonder.  Clus-
tered, overwhelming and highly 
compressed, nothing is sadder 
than going to see a legacy art-
ist perform, leaving uncertain 
whether his or her instrument 
was actually plugged in.   Thus 
it was refreshing to see Byrne 
handle all electric guitar duties 
himself that night, boldly leav-
ing the sound naked and wide-
open to scrutiny.  Even with a 

seven-piece band backing him 
up (drums, bass, keyboards, 
percussion and three backup 
singers), you could hear every 
single note that crackled from 
Byrne’s classic white Strato-
caster loud and clear.  And when 
the solos got ill, they got SO ill.  

The lush textures 
of ETHWHT 
paced the fi rst 
third of the show 
nicely, showcas-
ing the sweeter 
Byrne with a 
beautiful vocal 
performance on 
the recent tune 
“One Fine Day.”  
And then an early 
dip into My Life 
in the Bush of 
Ghosts brought 
out some of that 
punk mayhem 
after all, with 
Byrne scream-
ing out the manic 
sample vocal of 
“Help Me Some-
body”, bringing 
the audience up 
for an early (and 
sincere) standing 

ovation.
And that’s when the biggest 

problem with the show became 
apparent, something that I might 
term the “Catholic Dilemma.”  
With the lushly cushioned seats 
of Radio City at the ready, many 
patrons couldn’t decide whether 
they wanted to pray sitting or 
standing.  For me though, this 
was the closest I was ever going 
to get to seeing Talking Heads 
and I came ready to suck ev-
ery last little bit of sweat from 
the occasion.  Still, its hard 
not to feel guilty begin six feet 
tall and standing in someone’s 
way.  After doing the sit, stand, 
groove (repeat) for much of the 
middle of the show, the band 
launched into the paranoid pulse 
of “Crosseyed and Painless.”  
Needless to say, I COULD 

TAKE IT NO LONGER.  From 
that point on, I committed my-
self to the groove wholly and 
without precondition, hoping 
that my unhinged devotion to 
dance would either inspire the 
gyration of others or at least 
make them sympathetic to my 
syndrome.   A whole handful of 
Remain In Light followed, in-
cluding “Born Under Punches” 
and “Once In A Lifetime”, and 
the entire house was on their 
feet, sweating and stinking to-
gether.  A classic rendition of 
“Life During Wartime” culled 
straight from the Stop Making 
Sense-era drove the set to the 
new tune “I Feel My Stuff,” 
the back-up singers and danc-
ers crowding around Byrne and 
giving him octopus arms for a 
bizarre and powerful ending.

Returning quickly to the 
stage, the band ripped though 
versions of “Take Me To The 
River” and “The Great Curve” 
before black fell.  Fairly certain 
that the show was over, people 
started to grab their stuff and 
shuffl e out, with one eye care-
fully lingering on the dark stage.  
When it became clear that By-
rne and Co. would be back for 
another bow, I launched myself 
towards a now half-empty row 
of seats with a clumsy high-step 
to provide myself with more 
ample dancing room.  I reeked 
like a rancid eggplant at this 
point and could even feel some 
of the stink in between my toes.  
Unsympathetic to this reality, 
I saddled up close to a hot-ass 
couple sharing the row with me 
when a distinct but seemingly 
accidental keyboard squeal 
fl oated from the stage; I pan-
tomime the lighting of a match 
and hi-fi ve the guy (a big tall 
ass coyote of a Man) next to me 
without a word.  It seems that 
Byrne has bent the rules a bit 
and dipped into 1983’s Speak-
ing in Tongues (an album sans 
Eno) for “Burning Down the 
House”.  When the lights came 
up on the stage, the whole band 
had donned pink tutus and By-
rne led into the fi rst verse with a 
barbaric “Aaaaaaaaaah!”  Plow-
ing towards the fi nal chorus, the 
dancers fl oated off stage lazily 
and then quickly returned in a 
full-sprint, chased by thirty or 
so clumsy ballerinas of all dif-
ferent kinds.  It was pink tutu 
chaos on stage until a Rockette 
kick-line magically coalesced.   
Rhythmically tossing one leg 
in front of the other, David By-
rne beamed a sincere and goofy 
grin, barely able to contain his 
pride.



page 16 the paper april 1, 2009

Scottish people still live in America, 1984 is still a master-
piece, and Miles Davis is still dead.  How did these three co-
incidences coincide so beautifully right in this place at this 
moment?  Because I can.  This is what I offer you, Fordham, 
reaching the end and the beginning of a very dull and disin-
terested time for Arts.  I’m sorry, but that’s the truth.  Still 
and through, I offer you some events to 
keep you all off the streets.                   
 -JM 

What:George Orwell’s 1984 on stage
Where: 59E59x
When: running until April 19
How Much: $25
Why: If 1984 didn’t haunt your late adoles-
cence, sparking a disdain for authority and 
censorship and a renewed sense of the world’s historicity--most 
specifi cally the potential for Big Government to effectively de-
stroy the spirit of every one of its citizens--then there is even 
more reason to go see it on stage. It’s gotten great reviews, and 
for 25 bucks, that’s like, what, the equivalent of two wooden 
nickels in the pre-recession days? No prahblem (Joe Pecci ac-
cent). Rewritten by Alan Lyddiard, directed by Joe Tantalo, this 
off-Broadway production is a real landmark in soft core sci-fi ’s 
career on-stage.

 What: Woodlawn Cemetary
Where: 501 E 233rd St at Webster Ave, Bronx
When: Anytime
How Much: FREE! (--maybe the price of your soul one day)
Why: Founded in 1863, Woodlawn Cemetary has been servic-
ing some of the classyest deadbeats and stiffs in town--notably 
Miles Davis and Duke Ellington. In this “single serving” world, 
where everything is a copy of a copy of a copy, how often are 
you really reminded of your fi nitude? If your T.V. suddenly stops 
working when the Offi ce is supposed to be on (something that 
has been happening to my roomate and I for weeks), don’t take 
it as chance, take it as fate. Grab your favorite black veil and 
umbrella (even if it isn’t raining), walk over to Webster Ave. and 
listen hard for that one longing trumpet note begging to bargain 
with God.

What: Tartan Day Parade
Where: 44th St to 59th St
When: Saturday April 4th
How Much: FREE
Why: Tartan day celebrates Scottish heritage in America (being 
the eight largest ethnic group therein), with scores of vibrant kilts 
and reedy bagpipe anthems ringing out through midtown. “Tar-
tan” refers to the pattern consisting of criss-crossed horizontal 
and vertical bands in multiple colors (wikipedia). Although we 
say “plaid” in the states, you would be mistaken for denoting a 
tartan cloth slung over the shoulder if you were to slip that P word 
in Scotland. Scottish or not, if you have nothing to do on Satur-
day and should duly get your Tartan on. nmnbmnbnmnmnmn-
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Canada : Cruising For a 
Brewsing

by Chris Sprindis
ASSISSTANT EXECUTIVE 
EDITOR

I spent this past spring break 
exploring Montreal with my 
roommate, visiting expatri-
ate friends who now live 
there, and sampling some of 
the best beer I’ve ever had. 
Montreal is not only home to 
great breweries like McAus-
lan and Unibroue (home 
to the popular La Fin du 
Monde, found locally at Cas-
tillo Grocery and well worth 
the money), but also has 
countless brewpubs where all 
the beer is made on premis-
es. Luckily for the beer (and 
us), the brewers actually take 
great care to make the best 
beer they can, and they have 
the liberty to craft new, less 
mainstream brews that they can 
throw on tap at will whenever 
they feel like it.

The ten-hour train ride was 
far too long, and I spent many 
a nap dreaming of the 
malted barley and hop 
mouth- attack that I 
knew awaited me at 
the border. America 
was reluctant to let 
go of us, for she took 
up about 8.5 of those 
ten hours,  proudly 
displaying her grasp 
on us by letting me 
view 17 bald eagles in 
30 minutes during a 
lengthy stint on Lake 
Champlain. Even-
tually we did hit the border, I 
sweet-talked my way around 
any troubles with the Cana-
dian border patrol (no cavity 
searches = success), and being 
19 and 20 respectively, we im-
mediately headed to the snack 
car to buy beer legally, only to 
fi nd out that because Amtrak is 
American owned, our attempts 
would be futile. Again, America 
did not want to let go of us, but 
we, and the train that carried us, 
persevered. 

Eventually we got to the 
station, found our friend’s 
apartment, and were greeted 
promptly with welcoming gifts 
of 40 oz. Black Bulls (Canadian 
equivalent of St. Ides, except 
10% alcohol and the consisten-
cy of watery maple syrup). The 
shitty malt liquor took us well 
through the fi rst night there, and 
by the second we were really 
ready to try some of the actually 
respectable beer of Montreal 
(read: no Black Bulls, no Lab-
att, and certainly no Molson). 

The next night we ended up 
at a cleverly named brewpub 
called Brutopia. This was my 
fi rst real experience with a de-
cent Canadian pub, and I was a 
little put aback by the 5-6 dol-
lar price range for a pint. My 
anxiety quickly subsided when 

I realized that Canada uses the 
metric system, and they only 
use the term pint as a throwback 
to old European pubs. Their 
“pints” were actually closer to 
22 ounces, and the average alco-

hol-by-volume hovered around 
the 6-7% range, making it all 
well worth it. I fi rst tried the 
Nut Brown Ale, which poured 
a rich leathery brown with al-
most no head. It smelled pretty 

hoppy, but the hops 
were all in the aroma 
as the beer turned out 
to contain no hint of 
bitterness with a well-
rounded malt charac-
ter. I also tried a sip 
of my friend’s Choco-
late Stout, which was 
black as night and 
contained enough se-
verely roasted malt to 
actually taste some-
what like a chocolate 
milkshake. It was a 
little too dark to be 

drinkable for an entire night, but 
well worth tasting a pint. When I 
eventually tried their India Pale 
Ale, I knew this place was on to 
something. It smelled extreme-
ly fl oral and had enough of a 
hoppy kick to make you feel the 
beer in the back of your throat 
each time you 
took a breath. At 
the end of the 
night a severely 
intoxicated man 
came out onto 
the heated back 
terrace where 
we were sitting, 
and proceeded 
to demonstrate 
that he could 
tell what kind of 
beer we had just 
by looking at the color through 
the side of the glass. When we 
asked how he did it, his only re-
sponse was, “I’m the manager 
here. We win a lot of awards.” I 
don’t doubt that Brutopia does, 
and they deserve it.

The following night landed 
us at a brewpub called Reser-
voir. The atmosphere was re-
ally dark, but defi nitely cozy 
and inviting, and if you sit in the 
back corner like we did, you can 
see into the back room where 

their beer is brewed. We tried 
to order a large bottle of their 
award-winning Barleywine, 
but they were all out, so again 
I tried an India Pale Ale, while 
my friend ordered their Noir (a 

dark, malty stout which wasn’t 
as chocolatey as Brutopia’s 
but had much more of a cof-
fee fl avor). I was extremely 
surprised to fi nd that I actu-
ally liked their IPA better than 
the one from the night before, 
as the extreme hoppiness that 
characterizes an IPA was 
much less abrasive and overall 
well-rounded. 

The next place we hit 
was a small brewpub named 
L’Amere a Boire, a place I had 
read about online and was ex-
tremely excited to visit. These 

people really cared about their 
beer.  They had a large beer 
menu of the beers they make, 
and each beer took up about 
two menu pages of description. 
My roommate tried the Fin de 
Siecle, which poured a deep 
reddish color with an extremely 
fruity aroma that didn’t deliver 
in the taste. It was almost as 
though someone had perfumed 
a really bland beer to smell 
great, although I must say it was 
still a tasty brew. I got the Biere 
de Mars, their version of a light 
spring beer. It was pretty light, 
but with a fairly developed fl a-
vor that went down surprisingly 
well, a near perfect spring brew.

 Our last stop was a 
small pub called L’Ile Noire 
that didn’t brew their own beer, 
but mainly served local Mon-
treal microbrews on tap (they 
also had a 100+ Scotch list, in-
cluding one 58yr old scotch for 
$500 a dram). I got a McAus-
lan Apricot beer, and seeing as 
how I usually hate fruity beer, 
was pleasantly surprised to fi nd 

that it wasn’t at 
all overpower-
ing, and taste-
fully compli-
mented the beer 
itself. In fact, 
my favorite beer 
of the whole trip 
turned out to be a 
small microbrew 
made especially 
for the pub called 
L’Ile Noire Bit-
ter, which in my 

opinion was a perfect blend of 
aroma, color, malt, and hops. It 
almost smelled spicy, but had 
an ideal blend of bitterness and 
malty presence.

Needless to say, our trip 
proved not only relaxing, but 
overwhelmingly tasty, and 
America knew it, because on 
the long ride home I didn’t see 
a single eagle. 

 +
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It looks like spring is fi nally on its way.  Jack Frost’s icy 
fi ngers have undone themselves from around our collective 
throats, and it’s getting to be the time of year where we can 
splay out on Eddie’s, toss out some Frisbees and generally 
behave like we live in the Thunderdome, but with delivery 
Chinese food.  But should you decide to venture away from 
the green, fenced in pastures/U2 concert hall that is Eddie’s 
parade, there’s some pretty sweet concerts coming up, and 
you can get into most of them for pretty cheap.  So ask that 
cutie in your history class if they like music, sidle on down 
the subway line, and by the time all you seniors are gradu-
ated middle agers, you’ll have some sweet memories to look 
back on.
-SW

Who? MSTRKRFT, The Bloody Beetroots
Where? Webster Hall
When? Friday, April 3rd @ 10 pm
How Much? $10
Why? Because people love to party.  People love to party to 
dance music. MSTRKRFT is a rollicking good time.  The Ca-
nadian techno duo is known for their amazing remixes, and spin 
pretty solid original tunes as well.  Go.  Have Fun.  

Who? Afrika Bambaataa, The Phenomenal Handclap Band
Where? Santos Party House
When? Saturday, April 4th @ 10 pm
How Much? $15
Why? Because if you go to college in the Bronx, and you’re 
given the opportunity to see one of the founders of hip-hop play 
a show for less than a bottle of bottom shelf hooch, you need to 
go.  Afrika Bambaataa grew up in the South Bronx and before 
hip-hop helped found the Black Spades, one of the most danger-
ous gangs in New York history.  After a life changing visit to Af-
rica, he changed his name, founded the Zulu Nation and devoted 
himself to getting kids out of gangs and into hip-hop.  Almost 
forty years later he is still a premier draw, and should put on a 
fantastic, fantastic show.  Go there now.

Who? Thurston Moore, Okkyung Lee, Ikue Mori, Fat Worm, 
Noise Nomads
Where? Santos Party House
When? Tuesday, April 7th @ 11 pm
How Much? $10
Why? Because Thurston Moore is one of the driving forces be-
hind Sonic Youth, who remain one of the single greatest and 
most talented bands of all time. If one of the most infl uential 
voices in music puts on a 10 dollar show, you go.  Santos Party 
house is putting on a legendary week of shows, and you need to 
be at them.

Who? Katy Perry 
Where? The Fillmore at Irving Plaza
When? Monday, April 6th @ 7 pm
How Much? TBA
Why? There are several reasons you should not go to this show.  
Number one, if you really want to pay to see Katy Perry, there’s 
something terribly, terribly wrong with you and if it was up to 
me I’d keep you away from children and sharp objects.  Number 
two, never go to a concert that starts at 7 pm.  You don’t have 
to be home by 11, you have to party.  This is only on the show 
list as a warning that anyone who even considers going to this 
concert will be tarred, feathered and dragged through the town 
square.

by Charles Hailer
STAFF DEADITOR

According to some unfairly 
apocryphal history, in 1978 
a small Minneapolitan musi-
cian climbed Mount St. Hel-
ens in high heels and a thong 
and made glorious love to that 
mighty mountain. Two years 
later, the earth opened up and 
Mount St. Helens spewed mil-
lions of pounds of ash on the 
American wilderness, trumpet-
ing the coming of true Ameri-
can royalty. For the next thir-
teen years, Prince would be our 
country’s King, representing the 
essential and under-appreciated 
mid-Western weirdness, churn-
ing out gorgeously deranged 
come-ons and spiritual pleas 
couched in expertly crafted mu-
sic that transcended any and all 
borders of expectation. In 2009, 
it’s been over a decade and a 
half since Prince has released 
anything to get a real rise out of 
the masses, and yet his follow-
ing remains dedicated and large, 
lurking in the most obscenely 
obscure corners of the Internet, 
savoring every ersatz rumor that 
might fl itter out of 
his Purple Majesty’s 
Paisley Park com-
pound in Chanhas-
sen, MN. These 
dedicated freaks 
populate countless 
message boards and 
Prince-fans only so-
cial networking sites 
to discuss Prince’s 
twisted philoso-
phy and worship at the feet of 
a pop-god that hasn’t written a 
hook worth talking about since 
1993’s “Diamonds and Pearls.” 

This fan community has 
been abuzz lately, as their hero 
has announced the release three 
albums simultaneously one to 
be made in the unique electro 
funk that Prince had initially 
created sui generis in the 80s 
called MPLSound, the other to 
be rock oriented affair named 
Lotusfl ow3r, and the third to be 
an R&B album from his decid-
edly M.O.R.-babe protégé Bria 
Valente titled Elixer. With that 
fl urry of big news for these lit-
tle people, Prince has opened a 
brand new website where Prince 
geeks with $77 to spare can in-
dulge and get digital access to 
a supposed bottomless well of 
live footage and unreleased re-
cordings supposedly dating all 
the way back to the seventies. 
Given Prince’s spotty relation-
ship with fan web-services after 
the collapse of his once pioneer-
ing New Power Generation Mu-
sic Club in 2006, it’d be hard 
to imagine anyone taking such 
an expensive risk. But a quick 
glance into the Prince obsessed 
Internet underworld reveals 
hundreds of lemmings com-
plaining about the website’s 
slow service, lack of content, 
and server troubles.

 All of this adds up 
again, to Prince, ever the self-
indulgent megalomaniac either 

knowingly screwing over his 
fans, or more likely, just not 
caring. For whatever reason, 
Prince’s sadistic relationship 
with his remaining hard-core fan 
base appears to be the one factor 
that can really motivate him as 
an artist. Across all three of his 
new albums, the fan diss-tracks 
are the songs where Prince 
seems to connect most with his 
material, like the kinetic elec-
tro-rockabilly track “No More 
Candy 4 U” on MPLSound 
where Prince tells his “Internet 
haters” that there’s “no future” 
for them while the music and 
vocals capture perfectly the type 
of sexual energy Prince used to 
bring to records like Dirty Mind. 
Elsewhere on “Feel Good, Feel 
Better, Feel Wonderful” Prince 
psychedelicized James Brown- 
styled preacher man turns his 
screeching attack towards those 
who tried to sue the artist for 
unfairly enforcing copyright 
laws on YouTube videos over 
a hot-bed of terse funk. Notice-
ably missing from the three-disk 
package is the seven-minute 
funk monolith “PFUnk,” a no-

toriously awesome 
and explicit “fuck 
you” to the fans 
song that was cre-
ated as a response 
to the artist suing 
the community site 
“Prince Fams” for 
hosting pictures of 
the artists.

The real ques-
tion of course is 

this: are any of the new albums 
worth the trouble that Prince 
seems intent on throwing at his 
fans? The answer is, predict-
ably, no. His diminutive brand 
of sexed up funk and heavy bal-
lads is pretty consistently lost 
on both MPLSound and Lotus-
fl ow3r, where hook-less songs 
get lost in loose jammy tunes, 
tightly nuanced arrangements, 
and thick production values. 
Even with MPLSound’s spare, 
electro sound Prince manages 
to ape current R&B titans like 
T-Pain and Kanye without ever 
capturing the type of radio-
ready directness that makes 
them Top 40 mainstays. Every 
once in a while Prince seems 
to stumble onto a decent retro-
tune that recalls better days for 
the artist, like MPLSound’s 
“Dance 4 Me” where Prince’s 
electronic, androgynous vocals 
go believably retro-sexual over 
a hyper JB’s electro-groove. 
Later in the album, Prince revis-
its the wistful singer-songwriter 
that wrote “Take Me With U” 
and comes back with a humble 
success. Even better would be 
on Lotusfl ow3r’s awesome “$,” 
where Prince takes an NPG-
type jam and transforms it into 
a thoughtful and weird pop-funk 
song with a fun swing element 
thrown in for virtuosic good 
measure. Lotusfl ow3r’s lite-
psyche indulgences comes to a 
positive head on “Boom” where 
Prince layers on some sumptu-

ous little production trips to the 
dreamy verses before the song 
slams into a pounding metal-
lic chorus. Elsewhere on that 
album Prince spins off “The 
Morning After,” a breezy two-
minute pop song that Prince 
used to toss off effortlessly in 
the late 80s. 

But, of course, pointing out 
the successes would unfairly 
downplay how bad all three of 
these albums suck. Looking for 
quality material in a Prince al-
bum in 2009 is like picking pop-
peanuts from a musical turd. 
Take for instance “Valentina,” 
which follows the pretty de-
cent “Here,” is a T. Pain styled 
stab at a contemporary R&B 
jam that shoots for the club 
and winds up reminding us all 
that if we saw a dude Prince’s 
age in said club, we’d probably 
fi nd another party. At least for 
the most part Prince manages to 
avoid rapping about beepers and 
emailing (a lyrical issue that has 
plagued the artist’s post-mil-
lennial output). And then you 
have tracks like “Dreamer,” a 
track that get’s so lost in its own 
Henrix/Funadelic posturing that 
if it weren’t for the asinine lyr-
ics, you’d think it was a Maggot 
Brain outtake. Still the song is 
Prince’s absolute best straight-
ahead hard rock song since 
1995’s “Endorphinmachine,” 
which really isn’t saying too 
much. The worst offenders here 
would be tracks like “4Ever” 
and “Wall of Berlin” where 
Prince strikes a jammy pose 
that put’s artist snugly between 
Social Distortion and Barry Ma-
nilow. It’s unbelievable that the 
man whose orgiastic screams on 
“The Beautiful Ones” opened 
new doors for vocal emotion in 
rock could think that “4Ever’s” 
Gavin DeGraw-isms would 
be acceptable to release to the 
public. Also, the less said about 
Bria Valente’s Prince written, 
played and produced album the 
better. The only saving grace on 
that MOR slop bucket would 
be Prince’s absolutely elegant 
hand in production.

All of this leads me back 
to Prince’s relationship with 
his fans. What makes Prince’s 
lazy, inept, selfi sh and indul-
gent wanderings in the last de-
cade and a half so fascinating 
is that he comes from a tradi-
tion of mid-Western weirdness 
that is distinctly American no 
matter how intergalactic it may 
seem. Prince has more in com-
mon with the guy who made the 
Killdozer than Michael Jack-
son or Justin Timberlake; he’s 
a very strange byproduct of the 
curious cultural perversion of 
the great fl yover Interzone of 
the mid-Western United States. 
For the curious, listen to these 
albums, and then listen to Sign 
O’ the Times and Parade and 
contemplate what makes Prince 
do what he does, and the second 
you realize that you can’t fi gure 
out the answer… you’ve got it.
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Ask yourself; when was the 
last time you saw a really good 
science fi ction movie?  When 
was the last time you went to the 
theaters to see a movie that con-
cerned some futuristic society, 
aliens, spaceships, awe-
some looking machines, 
time travel, or a world 
generally beyond the un-
derstanding of our own, 
and you weren’t there half 
because you were expect-
ing the movie to be a joke.  
It’s probably been a while, 
and that shouldn’t come 
as a surprise because most 
of what Hollywood has 
churned out recently with-
in this genre has been ab-
solute garbage.  The latest 
sci-fi  offering, Knowing, is the 
most recent movie in the canon 
of really bad acting choices by 
Nic Cage (which now seems to 
be a genre unto itself) and fea-
tured a plot so convoluted you 
almost wondered if it was writ-
ten by a committee of 13-year-
olds who were trying to crash 
and blow up as many large met-
al structures as possible.  The 
notable number of busts in re-
cent years (The Invasion, Doom, 
The Happening) begs the ques-
tion, is science fi ction on its way 
to joining noir, musicals, and 
traditional animation as a dead 
fi lm genre?

A better question, and 
one that is easier to answer, is 
whether sci-fi  has run its course 
and deserves this fate.  The an-
swer to that is no.  Science fi c-
tion has always been respon-
sive to societal issues of the 
day, whether it was the fears 
of nuclear weapons of the 50s 
and 60s, the later fascination 
with space exploration, or the 
fear of artifi cial intelligence and 
machines.  Although these par-
ticular fears have receded from 
the public conscious, there are 
plenty of others that certainly 
have come up to re-
place them (the envi-
ronment, cloning, and 
the psychological ef-
fects of our culture of 
violence).  The idea 
that there is nothing 
to talk about within 
the scientifi c world 
that could be adapted 
to fi lm is a ridiculous 
claim, and if sci-fi ’s 
impending doom 
hinges of this then it’s 
a damn shame.

Another reason 
for the genre’s re-
cent garbage is that 
many of its top di-
rectors from the past 
several decades have 
all moved on.  Many of the top 
directors from the 80s, arguably 
science fi ction’s best decade, 
(Terry Gilliam, Ridley Scott, 
Paul Verhoeven, and James 
Cameron) have all moved to 
different genres.  There isn’t 
much to anger about this; any-

you remember about The Day 
After Tomorrow is that tidal 
wave crushing Manhattan, don’t 
you?), and the parts that concern 
people or the story are mostly 
ignored.  If a fi lm like Blade 
Runner or The Thing were made 
today, they would be 90% spe-

cial effects, they would suck, 
and visually they probably 
wouldn’t be much more im-
pressive than the original ver-
sions.  So the special effects, 
which supposedly should be 
making these movies more re-
alistic and entertaining, have 
turned a lot of them into crap.

 The one sci-fi  subgenre 
that hasn’t been deterred by 
these technological advance-
ments is animated fi lms.  In 
fact ,this is the only portion 
of science fi ction that has 
been helped by the special ef-

fects, because these movies as a 
whole, not just the parts where 
shit is exploding, look better.  
The best of these fi lms, The 
Incredibles and WALL-E, also 
rise above their surroundings 
because these movies also work 
as terrifi c social commentary 
pieces.  What’s bizarre and sort 
of sad about this is that they’re 
children’s movies, and they’re 
way more intelligent than things 
being made for audiences above 
the age of thirteen.  Another 
subgenre that appeared to pos-
sibly thrive under modern tech-
nological circumstances was 
the superhero movie, but de-
spite early promise many comic 
book adaptation have either be-
gan well and then later sucked 
(X-Men, Spiderman) or have 
sucked immediately (Daredevil, 
Catwoman).  At this point, the 
superhero series are Batman and 
Iron Man, both characters who 
don’t have any actual power, so 
defi ning them as science fi ction 
would be a bit of stretch.

 The next year or so ap-
pears to have some promising 
science fi ction fi lms, but none 
of them are wholly original 

ideas.  May will see 
the fourth installment 
in The Terminator 
series as well as the 
Wolverine prequel, 
and later this year 
will see a remakes of 
The Man Who Fell To 
Earth, Scanners and 
The Wolfman series 
reboot.  Although this 
is encouraging, many 
of the recent remakes 
of genre standards 
have been pretty god 
awful (Solaris, Roll-
erball, and The Day 
The Earth Stood Still 
come to mind), and 
again, none of these 
are original ideas.  

So is science fi ction dead?  No, 
but at this point it’s been beaten 
unconscious, stabbed, and shot 
several times.  It’s going to limp 
on for a little while longer, but 
at this point there’s very little 
hope of resuscitating it.

body who devotes their careers 
to the arts won’t want to dwell 
with one style for an extended 
period of time, let alone their 
entire careers.  The problem is 
that since that period of tremen-
dous output, there hasn’t been 
much in the way of consistent 

directing.  The most prominent 
science fi ction directors today 
are Roland Emmerich, whose 
only lasting contribution will 
probably be Independence Day, 
and Michael Bay, who’s more 
known for blowing things up 
than anything else.  Other direc-
tors that showed early promise 
have since crashed and burned 
for inexplicable reasons such 
as Alex Proyas (who began 
his career with The Crow and 
Dark City, but then veered off 
the track with I, Robot and the 
aforementioned Knowing) or in 
the case of M. Night Shymalan, 
one too many good movies went 
to his head and killed his humil-
ity and creativity.  In fact, the 
two of the best science fi ction 
movies inside of this decade, 
Minority Report and Children 
of Men, were both made by di-
rectors who took forays into the 
genre (Steven Spielberg and 
Alfonso Cuaron), and aren’t by 
any means defi ned by their sci-fi  
work.

 The rise of directors 
like Emmerich and Bay high-
light a strange problem: the 
advancements in fi lm special ef-

fects.  The ability of special ef-
fects has become the focal point 
of fi lms, taking precedent over 
things like plot development 
and making believable charac-
ters.  What often becomes the 
best part of recent sci-fi  movies 
are the parts that are all com-
puter generated (the only thing 

by Lenny Raney
STAFF CARTOON

Animated feature lengths 
have historically been a di-
visive topic in the movie in-
dustry: fi lmmakers, studios, 
critics, and viewers alike usu-
ally either love or loathe the 
very idea of them. In fact, I’m 
pretty sure that right now you 
can think of at least one or two 
friends or family members 
who ardently hold stances on 
either side of this argument. 
Disney classics aside, for one 
reason or another, arguably 
the most innocuous 
and inoffensive of all 
movie genres seems 
to elicit passionate 
feelings for or against 
it amongst its audi-
ence.

I happen to side 
with those who love 
them, but lately the 
genre has become 
admittedly a little bit 
of a circus sideshow. 
There are still a few 
studios that produce consis-
tently high quality output: 
namely Pixar (of Toy Story, 
Finding Nemo, and most re-
cently WALL-E fame) and 
Studio Ghibli, the Japanese 
studio and production compa-
ny responsible for Oscar win-
ning fi lm Spirited Away, but it 
seems that the vast majority 
of animated fi lms coming out 
in recent times have two com-
mon qualities: banality and 
poorly done CGI. 

In 2009 alone, there will 
be close to 20 feature length 
CGI fi lms released world-
wide. This proliferation has 
led to an oversaturation of 
the genre and an attitudinal 
shift towards the genre. The 
aforementioned naysayers 
who can’t stand animation to 
begin with need only look at 
the steady stream of piss-xels 
that was 2006’s Doogal or 
Robert Zemeckis’ Beowulf for 
proof positive to support their 
cause. Given that the aver-
age box offi ce receipt for CGI 
fi lms amounts to over $135 
million, it seems that every 
studio in Hollywood and be-
yond is willing to put its name 
on just about anything so long 
as its computer generated.

With Pixar positioned as 
seemingly the last bastion of 
actual quality left in the CGI 
market, the more ambitious 
and creative have begun to 
look to the past for inspira-
tion going forward. Studio 
Ghibli (mentioned above) has 
stuck faithful to their manga 
and anime inspired animation 
style and use very little CGI. 
French animating duo Vin-
cent Paronnaud and Marjane 
Satrapi and comic book artist 
Sylvain Chomet have found 
success using combinations 
of cell-shading and traditional 
animation in Persepolis and 

The Triplets of Belleville re-
spectively.

Where the real genius lies, 
however, is in stop-motion 
and Claymation. Because of 
the amount of time, planning, 
and painstakingly detailed 
modeling necessary to make 
a stop-motion or Claymation 
fi lm, these methods are con-
sidered fairly antiquated and 
obsolete. This means that any 
brave studio willing to invest 
in this type of project must 
have a potential masterpiece 
on its hands. This de facto 

pruning method has proven 
to be highly effective. If you 
look back at all of the recent 
movies prominently featuring 
either stop-motion or Clayma-
tion, you get the following: 
The Nightmare Before Christ-
mas, Chicken Run, Wallace & 
Gromit: Curse of the Were-
Rabbit, James and the Giant 
Peach, Corpse Bride, and the 
most recent entry Coraline. 
Every single one of these 
movies was nominated for an 
Oscar or Golden Globe, even 
those that were released be-
fore the Best Animated Fea-
ture category was created.

Coraline, which was made 
by Henry Selick, the same 
man who directed The Night-
mare Before Christmas, was 
easily the best animated mov-
ie I’ve seen in a long time. Not 
since the fi rst time I saw Spir-
ited Away have I been so im-
pressed by not only the techni-
cal achievements but the sheer 
imagination of an animated 
fi lm. It is vibrant, funny, beau-
tiful, and immensely creative; 
the characters are well devel-
oped and perfectly voiced and 
the fi lm has all of the qualities 
one would expect from a Best 
Picture nominee.

So, what do we take from 
all of this? Ironically, I’m of 
the opinion that the animated 
fi lm genre is fi ne where it’s 
at. Sure, crappy movies are 
making absurd amounts of 
money and getting a lot of 
face recognition (A Shark’s 
Tale, anyone?), but there are 
still a decent amount of good 
fi lms being released if you 
look hard enough. It really is 
a shame that most people are 
passing judgment on the genre 
as a whole without ever even 
hearing of fi lms like Princess 
Mononoke, Persepolis, and 
Chicken Run.  

You 
already 
know

by Eamon Stewart
STAFF PIRATE EYES

What’s this? What’s 
this?  There’s white 
men everywhere.  
What’s this...

They’re drunk 
beyond compare...
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I can’t make up my mind 
whether Twitter really is a big 
deal or if it’s not a big deal but 
the media won’t shut up about 
it to the point that everyone 
thinks it’s a big deal. It’s kind of 
like the 2001’s “summer of the 
shark” that really had no more 
shark attacks than every other 
year. Yeah, it’s just like that.

If MySpace is for cyber-
bullying, and Facebook is for 
wasting time, then Twitter is 
for self-promotion. Pretty yuck, 
huh? So of course “celebrities” 
(using the term pretty loosely, 
obvs) love Twitter. But some-
times self-promotion goes be-
yond Ellen Degeneres tweeting 
about what her next show will 
feature, or Britney Spears tweet-
ing about which city her tour 
will be in tonight, and becomes 
a bizarro soapbox or even more 
bizarro receptacle for inspira-
tional thoughts or drug-induced 
rants. Here are my top fi ve ce-
lebrity Twitterers:

My personal favorite has to 
be Courtney Love—her twatting 
(ha) of course of the drug-in-
duced rant variety. Now call me 
crazy, but I thought the whole 
point of the 140 character limit 
on Twitter was saying things in 
140 characters or less. But ap-
parently not, as Courtney takes 
about 6 Twitter posts to com-
plete one thought. Then she’ll 
go on to make post after unre-
lated post about her thoughts 

on anything and everything. A 
simple scroll through her page 
reveals that she goes on what I 
will call Twitter sprees, posting 
upwards of 30 tweets (is that 
what you call them?) at once. 
From what I can tell, they’re 
all pretty outrageous. In the two 
sprees I looked through she did 
everything from accusing Lind-
say Lohan of stealing her Ad-
derall “3 coachelas ago” (her 
misspelling, not mine) to decry-
ing how wrong it is for 27 year-
old Britney Spears 
to be under cus-
tody of her father. 
Love writes about 
what she would do 
if she were in Brit-
ney’s position: “I 
WOILD  HANG 
MY       SELF 
FROM jhghhjllY
GGRDRASIL!”S
VARTALFHEIM
” IS THE LAND 
OF THE DARK 
ELVES, YEAH 
I THINK SHES 
IN THERE.” Well, we haven’t 
seen Britney’s vagina in a few 
months and she hasn’t shaved 
her head and attacked a pa-
parazzo with an umbrella for a 
hot minute, so I think it’s prob-
ably working for her. Love also 
seems to bring up the fact that 
she doesn’t drink or use drugs 
anymore every few posts, and 
if her lack of grammatical sen-
sibilities, constant use of caps 
lock, and her generally unsub-
stantiated yet constant argumen-

by Christopher Tracy
STAFF LIAR

In the waning hours of a 
post-apocalyptic evening out in 
the Belmont area, a drunk and 
hungry Fordham student can 
always stumble onto 
187th and fi nd respite 
in the form of a three 
dollar Philly cheese-
steak submarine sand-
wich. In the hours of 
the night when even 
God himself has shut 
his eyes to nod off for 
a few, the brave bo-
degas that lined that 
glorious avenue would put up 
with scores of drunken assholes 
stumbling into their sleepy exis-
tence nightly to request ungodly 
greasy sandwich concoctions. 
The good old days of 24 Hour 
Tobacco and Belmont Gormet 
Deli, Hughes Ave Deli Gro-
cery, and yes, even Habibi Deli 
Grocery may indeed be behind 
us. While these bodegas remain 
standing, (and they all still of-
fer deli delights), the spirit and 
life that drove them to craft such 
perfect drunken cuisine is gone 
and all of the warmth and soul 
that used to reside beneath the 
caked on layers of grime and 
grit has evaporated, seemingly 
overnight. 

The crown jewel of the three 

dollar sub scene was once “24 
Hour Tobacco,” a tiny bodega 
tucked on the well lit corner of 
187th and Camberling. An out 
of the way oasis stuck in a small 
sea of intimidating Albanian 

bars and so-
cial clubs, 
24 Hour 
T o b a c c o 
was al-
ways a treat 
worth the 
trek. Boast-
ing savory 
steak subs, 
greasy ba-
con based 

heroes and impossibly friendly 
service this particular deli-gro-
cery had the charm and verve of 
a true champ. Moving beyond 
your average collection of dusty 
goods and ancient humming 
fridges stocked with syrupy so-
das and sudsy malt liquors, 24 
hour Tobacco used to be a bou-
tique of real charm and origi-
nality. Sure the shelves were 
stocked with dusty diaper-packs 
and strange looking spices like 
any good bodega, but their col-
lection of candles, religious 
items and impressive selection 
of “clamato” products (that’s 
clam juice and tomato juice) 
really gave the establishment a 
unique edge over the like-mind-
ed competition.

But beyond the inanimate 
stock and supply, what re-
ally made 24 Hour Tobacco so 
damned special was the staff. 
In particular the little man who 
made the sandwiches. He was 
a fuckin’ artist, man. He could 
make you a Philly cheese-steak 
that could melt Christ’s eyeballs 
and let the holy smoke drift out 
of his skull sockets and into the 
ever-unwinding cosmos mat-
ing with quasars and wizard’s 
socks. Don’t even get me started 
on this man’s patented Chicken 
cutlet, bacon and Monterrey 
Jack Cheese with onions and 
“fancy mustard” dish. This joint 
was opening up new universes 
24 hours a day. At some point 
in time that little cowboy that 
fl ipped the steaks behind the 
counter has since ridden on into 
the day-glo nuclear sunset and 
tipped his hat to the scores of 
satisfi ed Rose Hill drunkards for 
the last time. His replacements 
have, needless to say, failed to 
fi ll his diminutive shoes. The 
man who currently slices the 
meat is friendly enough, with a 
long pony-tail and a big pock-
marked face that contorts to a 
friendly smile while he takes 
your absurd orders at six in the 
morning, but his touch just isn’t 
there. 

To compound the issue the 
bread has gone from fl uffy fresh 

to sinfully stale, the last two 
times I found myself babbling 
an order like a madman at some 
ungodly and ill-recalled hour 
the sandwich I received was 
more meat between two large 
croutons than a true sub sand-
wich. And on top of that stea-
min’ heap a shit the rat bastard 
behind the counter charged me a 
full four dollars for this god aw-
ful tripe. I felt like I had been 
stabbed in the gut by a hither-to-
fore undiagnosed schizophrenic 
brother. For so long Fordham 
students have suckled at the nur-
turing teat of that fi ne establish-
ment and within months, some 
hideous pack of assholes ripped 
us away from that sweet breast 
and cast us all into the terrible 
world beyond.

For a brief period in time 
Hughes Ave Deli Grocery (or 
“Light Blue Awning”) took the 
reigns of quality subs only to 
selfi shly throw them down in 
a fi t of ill advised self-indul-
gence. Like a comet blazing 
across the Big Sky, the boys at 
Hughes Ave cooked up meaty 
subs and placed a premium on 
the now infamous Boar’s head 
Buffalo Chicken cold-cut meat. 
They used to slap together a hot 
‘n’ spicy pile a sliced Buffalo 
Chicken onto a foot-long melted 
some Monterey Jack for good 
measure and wound up with the 

equivalent of a three dollar pass 
to heaven. Those days are, of 
course well behind us, another 
victim of personnel change. 
In their humble days the two 
brothers that ran the joint used 
to double team making the he-
roes and working the cash reg-
ister. After word had spread of 
their mighty deli-deeds they 
hired a full time chef whose 
lack of artistry and general stin-
giness pile-drove this fi ne estab-
lishment back down to the cold 
hard earth.

Today, only “24 Hour Bel-
mont Gormet Deli & Grocery” 
(also known as “Blue Awning”) 
remains as the scene’s lone 
stalwart. Solid, not spectacular, 
their consistency is amazing. 
Like a great pillar that holds 
up the heavens, it prevents this 
crazed writer from performing 
a midnight Chicken Little act 
on 187th every single Saturday 
night, Blue Awning anchors the 
Three Dollar galaxy. 

That’s all for this transmis-
sion. Until then, the next time 
you fi nd yourself running on 
empty and mealy mouthed at 
5:30 in the morning, expect 
quality, get ballsy, and dare to 
make mistakes in your order. A 
great Three Dollar Sub is a right 
given to man by the smiling 
bearded face of God Himself to 
Man.

by Kate Murphy
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

tative tone are any indication…
Another Twitter all-star is 

Shaquille O’Neal. It seems Shaq 
lives his life 140 characters at a 
time. He literally tweets all day, 
every day. Even during half-
time at his basketball games. (“I 
was going to do it and not get 
in trouble, then brag about not 
getting in trouble,” O’Neal told 
reporters with regard to his half-
time tweet “Shhhhhhh.”) Not 
only does Shaq use his Twitter 
to post, like, 100 tweets per day, 

but also uses it to connect with 
fans. Apparently he tweeted 
(anyone else feel really awk-
ward with me using this kind of 
language?) that he would be go-
ing to the 5 & Diner restaurant 
in Phoenix, then tweeted again 
when he was eating there, ask-
ing if his followers had shown 
up to see him: “R there any 
twitterers in 5 n diner wit me? 
Say something.” Some people 
had indeed followed him there 
and subsequently got to hang 

with Shaq for a bit. Other Shaq 
Twitter highlight: Shaq posted 
a picture of himself in holding 
up a magnifying glass to his 
eye (note, not a monocle) with 
the caption “Twittamentary my 
dear Watson.”

And then there’s P. Diddy. 
Of course he has a Twitter that 
he updates constantly. Diddy’s 
Twitter (on which he calls him-
self “P. Twitty”) employs a gra-
tuitous amount of exclamation 
points and caps lock and reads 
like a 5 hour energy shot (“Ok 
before I tell yall my defi nition 
of Let’s go!!! What does Let’s 
Go mean to you????”) His 
Twitter contains gems such as 
“PtwiTty question a the day!!! 
If you could spend a day with 
GOD what would you wanna 
do???” and “Ptwitty under the 
infuence question? When you 
close your eyes what do you 
see????? Lol lol let’s go!!!!” 
Does God have a Twitter? 
Diddy didn’t tweet “@God,” 
so maybe he doesn’t. 

If P. Diddy’s Twitter reads 
like a 5 hour energy shot then 
Yoko Ono’s reads like green 
tea laced with crazy pills. She 
pretty much sticks to shouting 
out charities and inspirational 
tweets, which are categorically 
amazing. Yoko tweets, “Every 
single person is incredible. Like 
an oasis. You can either irrigate 
the oasis or get very bad water, 
it’s just up to you.” Woah. An-
other post reads, “I never liked 
ringing the service bell because 
it often made me realize that 

there was nobody at the other 
end,” and another, “I was never 
able to get hold of my mother 
without touching her manicure 
and fur.” This is Twitter done 
right, right?! It’s like that Inter-
net meme from a few months 
ago in which people wrote six 
word autobiographies. Appar-
ently you can say something 
pretty beautiful in 140 charac-
ters or less if you stop trying to 
make sense.

Last and most certainly not 
least is Lindsay Lohan. The only 
problem with Lindsay’s Twitter 
is that it is private. But she earns 
a spot in the top fi ve for the one 
time a picture of some of her 
tweets from the night she heard 
there was a warrant out for her 
arrest leaked to the public. If the 
fi fteen or so tweets we got to 
see are any indication of the rest 
of her content, Lohan’s Twitter 
is a goldmine, fl itting between 
seemingly drunken, mysterious 
jabs at her girlfriend (“should 
you end it if the one person in 
the world fails to love, hold/
comfort, apologize, and CHER-
ISH you the night before jail? 
LIARS R COWARDS cuz they 
don’t know what they got til it is 
far gone.”) to even more myste-
rious jabs at her girlfriend, “Re-
ally? Ur non-smoking fucking 
Fridays are over baby- OVER* 
WARRANT ISSUED FOR 
LINDSAY LOHAN’S AR-
REST.” On second thought, 
maybe it’s a good thing Lindsay 
Lohan’s Twitter is private.

                They all met on Twitter!!
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