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arts
by Benham Jones
STAFF OLD MAN RIVER

I still remember the very fi rst 
moment that Leonard Cohen 

reached out to me.   I was in the 
sixth grade and had been spend-
ing most days of my Christmas 
vacation sulking around the car-
pet of my new local treasure: 
a dirty and stale video store, 
stinking of mildew, with an at-
mosphere slammed somewhere 
between High Fidelity and the 
microfi che room at the public 
library.  I was a precocious lit-
tle nuisance, constantly asking 
questions of the staff to let them 
know what fi lms I 
already appreci-
ated and desper-
ately looking for 
friends.  Scouring 
the walls of vid-
eos for something 
special to call 
my own, a voice 
sailed out of the 
mounted speakers 
and stopped me 
cold in my tracks.  
Next to me, a fa-
ther looked down 
to his young son, 
perhaps no more 
than fi ve years 
old and asked the 
question, “Well, 
doesn’t it sound 
like that man just wants to die?”

Nothing could have been 
farther from the truth on Feb-
ruary 19th, 2009 at the Beacon 
Theater.  It was lively chaos at 
the box offi ce, with scalpers 
claiming as much as $600 for 
a single ticket and even a few 
television crews crowding up 
the sidewalk.  This was a bona-
fi de New York City event, and 
my date Brian and I stood out 
like sore thumbs amongst the 
money clad middle-aged-and-
up crowd.  This really struck me 
while in the bathroom right be-
fore the show, when I turned to 
the mirror and saw myself cen-
tered in a huddle of suit jackets 
and silver hair.  Brian and I were 
shocked to fi nd that our on-the-
house tickets (a particular privi-
lege of working in public radio) 
had landed us in the left orches-
tra and, for the fi rst time in more 
than a dozen trips to the Beacon, 
I had made it out of the balcony 
and onto the fl oor.  For one rea-
son or another, an excitement 
and anxiety swept over me; I 
felt a bit like a stowaway inside 
the belly of another generation’s 
history.  And that’s when I real-
ized that this was more than just 
a special performance: this was, 
in fact, history.

At 8 pm sharp, the patrons 
still fi nding their seats were 
stunned into a standing ovation 
when an impeccably dressed, 
74-year old Ladies’ Man 
strolled casually on to the stage 
for his fi rst U.S. performance in 

almost fi fteen years.   Without 
hesitation, his nine-piece band 
launched into a lazily seduc-
tive rendition of “Dance Me To 
The End of Love,” and Leonard 
immediately settled down on 
one knee to serenade Spanish 
guitarist (and secret weapon) 
Javier Mas.  Hearing the trans-
formation of Cohen’s voice 
over the course of his eleven 
studio albums has been an in-
teresting narrative in the novel 
of his ever-ripening career, and 
seeing him unchain that remark-
able baritone live really was 
a breathtaking moment.  This 
striking opening image, with 

Leonard down on one knee, 
eyes closed and clutching the 
microphone with both hands, 
quickly provided the coda for 
the whole evening, reminding 
the audience that, even in all of 
its self aware musings, Cohen’s 
humble and self-effacing body 
of work always sought to honor 
an abstract higher power, per-
haps best known to fans as the 
ever present “God of Song.”

One after another, Cohen 
and his band rolled out fresh 
renditions of classic tunes.  Un-
like some of the other heavies 
who (honorably) deconstruct 
their classic tunes beyond rec-
ognition (cough, Dylan), Cohen 
seemed unconcerned with in-
dulgent reinvention.  The sound 
mix was soft and well balanced, 
never daring to challenge the 
lyrics or melodies, with most 
of the amplifi cation provided 
by the incredible acoustics of 
the recently restored Beacon.  
The oft-serenaded Javier Mas, 
seated for the entire show, 
added the Mediterranean and 
gypsy fl avor that Cohen’s songs 
regularly imply, wielding at dif-
ferent times the banduria, the 
laud and the twelve-stringed 
guitar.  Brightness in the sound, 
at times coming off like bizarre 
Adult Contemporary on record, 
contrasted well with Cohen’s 
growl live and a lighthearted 
tone ruled the evening.  Even a 
song as severe as “The Future”, 
dealing with abortion, com-
munism, and mass murder was 

smiled upon with a cart-wheel 
from Cohen’s signature female 
back-up team of The Webb Sis-
ters and long-time collaborator 
Sharon Robinson.

A buoyant version of “Bird 
on a Wire” brought Leonard’s 
high register forward, used spar-
ingly throughout the night but 
searing through the sound with 
a fragile force every time it was 
invoked.  “Chelsea Hotel #2” 
drew big cheers from the New 
York City audience, as the band 
dragged on a groove like a clas-
sic Western session band.  Later 
songs like “In My Secret Life” 
were given the same treatment, 

featuring some great 
woodwind work by 
multi-instrumentalist 
Dino Soldo, often so 
cheeseball on record 
but just right for the 
occasion.  Classics 
like “Who By The 
Fire” and “That’s No 
Way To Say Good-
bye” were all repre-
sented, culminating 
in an exhilarating 
version of “Anthem,” 
with Cohen proclaim-
ing, “there is a crack, 
a crack in everything, 
that’s how the light 
gets in.”  Without hes-
itation, the whole the-
ater rose to their feet 

and that’s when Cohen dropped 
the bomb.  “Thank you so much 
friends,” he said.  “We’ll be 
back in a few minutes for the 
second half of our show.”

Settling in behind a cheap 
Casio keyboard at the start of the 
second set, Cohen click started a 
dragging samba beat with a wry 
smile.  Joined only by his three 
back-up singers, the 74-year old 
danced around a spare version 
of “Tower of Song,” endlessly 
requesting his female accom-
paniment to repeat their sole 
phrase of “do-dum-dum-dum-
de-do-dum-dum,” claiming it to 
be the answer to the “great rid-
dle of suffering and existence.”  
Cohen donned an acoustic gui-
tar for much of the second half 
as well, beginning with the 
watershed “Suzanne.”  He in-
troduced the entire band at one 
point, giving bravura introduc-
tions with his hat off and allow-
ing each member to take a solo.   
Mas’s considerable talents were 
featured again on a Spanish fl a-
vored “The Partisan,” leading 
up towards Cohen’s much-cov-
ered “Hallelujah.” This straight-
forward and celebratory rendi-
tion made Rufus Wainwright’s 
version sound like a nursery 
rhyme and Jeff Buckley’s like 
Whitney Houston.  Dropping to 
his knees during the forgotten 
fi nal verse, Cohen said a prayer 
and then waved goodbye, skip-
ping off stage like a nine-year 
old headed towards the dinner 
bell.  And then this repeated six 

more times.
Yes, there were six encores 

totaling ten songs, ranging from 
the early folk of “So Long Mari-
anne” to the pulsing synthesiz-
ers of “First We Take Manhat-
tan.”  Two of the most touching 
moments came with Cohen’s 
spoken word, fi rst on the poem 
“A Thousand Kisses Deep” 
and then at the opening of “If It 
Be Your Will,” which he then 
handed over to The Webb Sis-
ters for a harp-based version of 
the tune that was nothing if not 
heavenly.  At the end, Cohen 
brought the entire tour onto the 
stage and gave a moving set of 
thank you’s, ranging from the 
guitar tech to the costume co-
ordinator.  Leading the packed 
stage in one fi nal a-cappella 
rendition of the hymn “Whith-
er Thou Goest,” Cohen gave a 
fi nal bow and skipped off the 
stage a fi nal time.

And so it was written: in the 
days of Chinese Democracy and 
a black president, the meaning 
of “impossible” was compro-
mised once more and the great 

Buddhist Jew of Mt. Baldy re-
turned to his bastard home, New 
York City.  If I had been told a 
few years ago that I would be 
present for a three-hour Leon-
ard Cohen performance, I don’t 
know exactly how I would have 
reacted; as much as I love the 
man, three hours is a long time 
to spend with anyone, especial-
ly someone whose favorite top-
ics include a mix of masochism 
and scripture.  But instead, ev-
ery moment felt like a privilege 
and there was not a dead spot 
in the entire show.  It’s hard to 
fi nd the proper words when you 
realize that you have stumbled 
into a true moment, when all of 
a sudden you are at the show 
that people will discuss in the 
future.  Terms like brilliant, ge-
nius or masterpiece have been 
rendered vulgar and obsolete in 
these days of endless four-star 
reviews and Cohen undercut 
them all that night, claiming 
ownership of a victory distinctly 
his own, proudly chiseling out 
the fi rst verse in the fi nal Book 
of his career.

by Chris Sprindis
Asst. Executive Editor

In third grade, my person-
al library consisted of books 
about frogs and how to grow 
orchids. I’m not sure if I was 
ever happier. I loved those silly 
little fl owers that no matter how 
much I tried I could not keep 
alive. A few towns away lived a 
woman who bred orchids for a 
living, developing new hybrids 
and taking them to shows with 
the hope of coming home with 
a winner. I’d make my parents 
drive me to 
her store, 
and I’ll nev-
er forget the 
excitement 
of walk-
ing into her 
greenhouse 
and feeling 
the heat and 
humidity roll 
over me. Un-
fortunately, the excitement was 
pretty one-sided, and the wom-
an always quickly tired of my 
idiotic 9-year-old questions. 

My thumb wasn’t too green 
in third grade, and after one too 
many failures, I grew out of 
the hobby of growing orchids. 
Sure, I still thought they looked 
great, and I could just as eas-
ily get lost in the exoticism of 
seeing fl owers shaped like but-
terfl ies and slippers, but I had 
moved on to bigger and better 
things, like women and Beast 
Wars. Maturity aside, I still 
jumped at my parent’s offer last 
year to come up on March 31st 
and go to the orchid show at 
The New York Botanical Gar-

den. My roommate and I met 
my parents and my aunt and 
went over. All the love I had 
thought I lost came rushing 
back to me, the Latin names of 
all the fl owers came surging up 
from the booze-ravaged raisin 
of a brain that I had, and we 
quickly learned the steam and 
humidity from the conservato-
ry works great for hangovers. 
Overall, the 2008 Orchid Show 
proved to be tantalizingly well 
put together, and I couldn’t 
wait for the 2009 show.

This year, 
the show 
was Brazil-
ian Modern 
themed, and 
located in the 
Haupt Con-
s e r v a t o r y 
(walk by the 
football fi eld, 
turn towards 
the Gardens, 

and look for a big glass dome) 
like last year. Each room of the 
Haupt Conservatory contains a 
different climate, from the con-
stantly misted Tropical Forest 
to the devastatingly dry Desert 
room (the only room without 
Orchids during the show). 

Designed by Raymond 
Jungles (lol!), the Brazilian 
Modern show was arranged to 
incorporate the contours and 
texture of the exotic fl owers 
with the already tropical foli-
age and landscape that perme-
ates the Haupt Conservatory 
year-round. Entering the show 
and heading to the left to make 

continue reading “Orchids” 
on pg. 18...
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Chances are, you’re leaving Friday for Cancun or 
something.  That means you have a very small window of 
opportunity to follow the paper’s advice and attend one of 
these events.  Lucky for you, all of the events featured below 
are in New York, two are free, and one is across the street 
from our campus.  I’ve made this offensively easy for you, so 
don’t blow it.  

In case you were wondering, I’ll be spending my spring 
break creating an account on Match.com, after which I’ll 
be taking the Amtrak up to the feather of America’s cap, 
Montreal—spreading lies about my identity and consuming 
enough Poutine, two dollar peanut-butter-drenched Chow 
Mein, and Black Bull around the McGill area to drop my 
frostbitten ass back on Fordham Road both disillusioned 
and scared that Poutine is called “Disco Fries” here and 
Canada is becoming more conservative than America. -J.M.    

What: Prints exhibit
Where: Heckscher Museum of Art, 2 Prime Avenue,           
Huntington
When: Exhibit runs through April 5, 2009
How Much: $5
Why: “Robert Rauschenberg and His Contemporaries: Recent 
Prints From Universal Limited Art Editions” is a rare opportu-
nity to see a vibrant collection of prints from “Universal Limited 
Art Editions,” a print publisher that was the forerunner of print-
making when the medium was just being established.  Featuring 
more artists than just Cecily Brown, Helen Frankenthaler, Jasper 
Johns, and Robert Rauschenberg, the exhibit consists of 35 prints 
and focuses mostly on Rauschenberg, who died in May 2008.  
Though I haven’t yet gone to the exhibit, my favorite prints fea-
tured on the museum’s website are Enrique Chagoya’s “Border 
Patrol on Acid” (2007) and “Thinking of Ensor with my Cat Di-
ego” (2007), both absurd representations of almost Ralph Stead-
man proportions.
 
What: Orchid Show
Where: The New York Botanical Garden
When: February 28-April 12
How Much: $18 (free for members)
Why: See pg. 15 article (“Orchids For Kids”)
 
What: “The Earth Room” and “The Broken Kilometer”
Where: 141 Wooster Street and 393 West Broadway
When: Wednesday to Saturday, 12-6 p.m., Septemebr-June
How Much: FREE!
Why: See article at right (“Walter De Maria”)
 
What: Seduction in Fashion
Where: Museum at FIT, 7th Avenue and 27th Street
When: December 9 - June 16, 2009
How Much: FREE!
Why: Since the day I could put them on myself, I’ve never 
matched my socks.  Likewise, I’m often asked by my elders if 
I’ve dressed in the dark, by my peers if I’ve drunkenly dressed.  
So I’ll let the museum speak for this exhibit, which, even to me, 
seems interesting at the least: “Seduction is traditionally defi ned 
as an act of temptation and enticement, often sexual in nature. 
Throughout history, men and women have utilized seductive 
clothing to enhance physical attractiveness, as well as to convey 
a sense of power and social status. The Museum at FIT presents 
Seduction, the fi rst chronological survey to explore 250 years of 
sexuality in fashion.  Seduction examines the complex relation-
ship between seduction and clothing, presenting a visual history 
of sexuality, moral standards, and social norms – all observed 
through the prism of fashion. At least seventy looks and forty 
accessories are featured, including a black satin Belle Époque 
corset, red satin Manolo Blahnik stilettos, and a skintight black 
leather evening gown by John Galliano for Christian Dior.”  

by Joe McCarthy
CO-ARTS EDITOR

Usually, when you think 
about turning New York City on 
its side and shaking it thorough-
ly, you don’t imagine 280,000 
pounds of earth-soil from the 
second fl oor loft of an apart-
ment in SoHo sliding off earth’s 
fl at plane.  At least I didn’t.  I 
imagined taxicabs, prostitutes, 
pretzels and pigeons, water, co-
caine, zoo animals—Bono, if 
he’s in town—all sliding into 
oblivion.  Nor could I have con-
ceived, before recently visiting 
two Walter De Maria exhib-
its, that a kilometer’s length of 
fragmented brass rods would fl y 
out of a similar SoHo building 
if such a shaking ever oc-
curred.  I no longer make 
assumptions: as they say, 
they’ve made an ass of u 
and mptions.

 I had some friends 
down from Canada visiting 
the ol’ Maroon for a week-
end—we were staying in 
the best hotel around the 
area, O’hare—and fi nd-
ing ourselves all strangely 
affl icted with the same malady 
that had struck us as soon as we 
awoke on Saturday morning, we 
decided that the cafe, coupled 
with the fresh air of the D train 
station, and the friendliness of 
new Yorkers would cure us in 
no time.  

My friend Mike suggest-
ed we check out “The Earth 
Room,” as he had heard from 
a friend that it was worth going 
to (the trip, that is, because the 
actual exhibit was free).  His 
friend gave him no description 
when he had asked 
what it was like (we 
similarly asked Mike, 
“So we’re going all the 
way down to SoHo and 
we have no idea what 
this place is?”).  “Just 
go,” Mike’s friend had 
told him, and appar-
ently he chuckled a bit 
when he said it.

A chuckle indeed.  
But one you have to 
immediately extin-
guish for awe, curios-
ity, and utter baffl e-
ment.  After we were 
buzzed in to 141 Wooster street, 
we walked up a fl ight of stairs, 
opened a door, and walked 
around a corner to a gaping 
window revealing an entire stu-
dio apartment fi lled with no less 
than 250 cubic yards of earth.  
That’s 3,600 square feet of fl oor 
space, 22 inches of depth, and a 
total of 280,000 pounds.  Real, 
regularly watered, living soil.  
And the only thing other than 
the quartered off soil section of 
the fl at is a singular desk behind 
which sits a clean-cut graying 
man beside some papers and a 
desktop computer (he must have 
been the soil security or some-

thing of that nature).  Read-
ing the cataloguing paper that 
rested on a ledge for visitors to 
take, I found out that the room 
has been open to public view 
since 1980, one of three “Earth 
Room”s artist Walter De Maria 
has constructed along with a 
host of other seemingly bizarre 
works.  

Capriciously placed at the 
bottom of the sheet of paper de-
scribing The Earth Room, read, 
“An additional work of art by 
the artist, The Broken Kilome-
ter, may be seen at 393 West 
Broadway, New York City.”  Of 
course we had to go.

So, staring stupidly at the 
front door of said address, not 

being able to open the door, 
and realizing that there was no 
buzzer or knob or handle, Chris 
Sprindis chimed in, “Wait!  The 
walk here was the broken kilo-
meter!  That’s the artwork: the 
walk from The Earth Room to 
get to this address!”  A clever 
idea, we all thought, until I 
opened a different glass door 
that led to the exhibit (later on, 
fi nding out it was only a fi fth of 
a mile walk).

So, what was the Broken 
Kilometer?  Literally that: “500 

highly polished, round, solid 
brass rods, each measuring two 
meters in length and two inches 
in diameter…placed in fi ve par-
allel rows of 100 rows each…
[that] would measure 3,280 feet 
if all the elements were laid end 
to end.”  It’s a companion piece 
to another work called Verti-
cal Earth Kilometer which is a 
brass rod that has been inserted 
1,000 meters into the ground.  

What was most captivating 
about The Broken Kilometer, 
the fi ve parallel rows of brass 
rods on the fl oor of an immense 
and empty pipe-walled room, 
was the geometric calculation 

and spacing that went into cre-
ating the work—and the feeling 
it gave of transcending typical 
length-width-height dimen-
sions.  This was accomplished 
by placing the rods such that 
“the spaces between the rods 
increase by fi ve millimeters 
with each consecutive space, 
from front to back; the fi rst two 
rods of each row are placed 80 
millimeters apart, the last two 
rods are placed 580 millimeters 
apart.”  It would be fairest to say 
the work gave the room a feel-
ing of immensity, rendering the 
viewer calm as a cause of help-
lessness.  I left with a different 
perspective on what to assume 
exists in NYC apartments.  

I guess that’s when 
I became intrigued by 
this Walter De Maria fi g-
ure.  Typically, artists see 
their subject and material, 
equally their medium, as 
a completely separate ob-
ject to the place in which 
the artwork may exhibit it-
self—in some one’s home, 
a museum, a hundred dif-
ferent museums—but, 

architects on the other hand, 
especially De Maria, are forced 
to take a different perspective 
about Art and Place.  For de 
Maria, Place is essential; not 
one of his works is ignorant of 
its surroundings.  Why were 
250 cubic yards of earth, for ex-
ample, shoveled into an apart-
ment building in one of the bus-
iest parts of Manhattan if not to 
make people think about Place, 
about, say, the earth versus its 
oversized Homo Sapien brains 
blowing up their own living 

room?  Why, after 
all, did he choose 
the fl atlands of one 
of New Mexico’s 
highest plateaus to 
place his famous 
Lightning Field, a 
series of 20-foot 
metal rods that jut 
up into the aban-
doned New Mexi-
can azure, if not to 
display whatever 
human-to-earth or 
earth-to-universe 
relationship—the 
fantastic phenome-

na it affects in the atmosphere—
that would have been other-
wise unrecognized?  De Maria 
does something wonderful and 
equally radical by simply not ig-
noring Place and the Earth and 
the Earth’s Place, by refusing to 
separate his art from it.

Walter De Maria is an 
American composer and artist 
born in 1935.  He has created his 
works in various places around 
the world, The Earth Room and 
The Broken Kilometer the only 
two existing in New York.  Both 
exhibits are open Wednesday to 
Saturday 12-6 p.m. from Sep-
tember through June.  Forever.

Trip to SoHo: $2
Cost of exhibit: Free
Shovelling 280,000 lbs of 
dirt into an apt: Priceless

“The Broken Kilometer”
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So nothing’s really going to compare with having U2 on 
the Keating steps over the weekend, I mean, let’s be hon-
est.  You’re probably not going to do better than the biggest 
band in the world playing a free show for you on your front 
lawn.  Ever again.  You might as well stock up on rations and 
starting writing your memoirs, because you’ve peaked.  But 
if you feel the urge to keep living your life as a human being, 
here are some shows to start with.
-SW

Who? Public Enemy’s Flavor Flav 50th Birthday Bash
Where? B.B. King Blues Club Bar & Grille, 237 West 42 St
When? Sunday, March 15th @ 9 pm
How Much? $25
Why? Because before Flavor Flav was on a string of consistent-
ly inferior “celebreality” TV shows, before he married the Rus-
sian chick from Rocky IV, and before he blamed all the world’s 
problems on “the Jews”, Flavor Flav, Chuck D and Public En-
emy produced some of the best politically minded hip-hop, some 
of the best hip-hop in general, ever.  The chance to see them 
perform for the price of a bottle of Cap’n Mo is a pretty ludicrous 
opportunity, one I recommend you take up. 

Who? Lez Zeppelin
Where? B.B. King Blues Club Bar & Grille, 237 West 42 St
When? Monday, March 16th @ 8:30 pm
How Much? $10
Why? Because Chuck Klosterman, writer for Esquire, SPIN, 
and ESPN.com once called Lez Zeppelin, “the most powerful 
all-female band in rock history.”  Because it’s a quartet of wom-
en that deliver pretty damn rousing Led Zeppelin covers (in case 
you didn’t guess from the name).  Because for ten bucks you get 
to go and live out the dream of it being 1974 without the crush-
ing realities of not having a cell-phone, Facebook or non-Nixon 
president.

Who? Boys Noize, D.I.M, Shadow Dancer
Where? Webster Hall
When? Friday, March 20th @ 10:00 pm
How Much? $10
Why? Because Boys Noize is one of the best electronic artists 
out there today, both of original material and remixes.  This 
means that if you’re willing to shell out ten buckaroos you’re 
going to be dancing your ass off most of the night.  I had a buddy 
hitchhike from St. Andrew’s, Scotland to Dublin, Ireland to see 
this band play, it took him two days and he said it was worth 
every minute of it.  I assume, based on previous Webster Hall 
shows, that this will be one of the greatest experiences of your 
life.

Who? Les Savy Fav, Francis & the Light, We Were Promised 
Jetpacks
Where? Brooklyn Masonic Temple
When? Friday, March 13th @ 10:00 pm
How Much? $18
Why? Are you going home on Friday for Spring Break to have 
mom bake you apple pies while you get dumber and fatter whilst 
watching Comcast onDemand? If you are, fuck you, you’re 
missing out one nutso band set to rip the vaunted Brooklyn Ma-
sonic Temple to shreds with carnivalesque abandon. Fronted by 
famed fatty and totally unpredictable Wildman Tim Harrington 
who’s known to lose his pants and his shit on stage, Les Savy 
Fav will either get you to pogo or ruin your life forever.

by Mickie Meinhardt
STAFF GIANT SQUID

 A cult favorite since its de-
but in 1986 and the only graphic 
novel to make Time Magazines 
Top 100 English-language nov-
els, Alan Moores’ Watchmen 
is celebrated 
as the premier 
graphic novel 
of its time. A 
true epic, it tells 
the story of an 
alterna-Ameri-
ca in which nu-
clear warfare is 
imminent and 
masked vigi-
lantes are an 
integral part of 
life. It has epic 
fi ght scenes, 
freak nuclear 
accidents, and superheroes. 
Naturally, the fi lm companies 
have been after it since 1986 
(note: without the writer’s ap-
proval). And naturally, when 
they fi nally pulled one together 
22 years after publishing, it was 
a supreme let-down.

 If one were to go to the the-
atre, see only the opening credit 
scene, and then leave, the movie 
would have been worthwhile. 
The fi rst 15 minutes set the 
background for the development 
of vigilante justice, panning in 
timeless slow motion through 
the escapades of the 1940s 
masked heroes that predeceased 
the Watchmen-the Minutemen- 
and showing how the U.S. be-
came engaged in it’s terrifying 
state of nuclear limbo with the 
USSR. It sets the background 
for Moores theme of a decon-
structed-hero and introducesthe 
question, “Who Watches The 
Watchmen?” – the phrase that 
has come to symbolize the nov-
els nihilistic aura. The cinema-
tography was excellent, and I 
found myself very impressed. 
If the rest of the movie was as 
remarkable, we would have an 
epic fi lm on our hands.

Unfortunately, after the 
credits comes the remaining two 
and a half hours. To give direc-
tor Zach Snyder some credit, 
attempting to turn a novel of 
this magnitude into an accurate 
movie is no small feat. Some 
cutting down would obviously 
be necessary, and the thematic 
elements would be diffi cult to 
convey without confusing the 
general public (who in all like-
lihood did not read the novel, 
dismissing it as a “comic book,” 
and are seeing the movie for it’s 
promising action scenes). That 
said, the fi lm was more than 
just shortened, it was mutilated 
and dumbed down to a nause-
ating degree. My main bone 
to pick with Snyder is over the 
complete rewrite of the end-
ing, which cannot be explained 
without spoiling the ending, but 
it must be said that the altera-
tion eliminated several fi nal and 

unifying elements of the graphic 
novel and generally made fans 
of the novel furious. The fi lm 
was clearly made to appeal to 
the general public, with a wa-
tered down plot and dialogue 
and a plethora of bloody action 
scenes. It lacked a lot of the side 

elements that augment the nov-
el, such as the dialogue between 
the newsman and the young 
African-American boy and the 
connection between Rorscach 
and the New Frontiersman. The 
dialogue was often painfully 
simplifi ed to the point where my 
friend sitting next to me could 
not suppress a “really?” dur-
ing one of the more “dramatic” 
scenes.

Despite all of this, there 
were several redeeming quali-
ties. The action scenes were 
bloody, yes, but so is the novel. 
The violence was accurate, not 
simply added for hype, and they 
replicated the novel’s scenes 
well and the opening scene with 
the Comedian and the near-
mugging of Night Owl and Silk 
Spectre by degenerates were 
both straight from the novel. 
The sound mixing was su-
perb, adding that iconic “pow,” 

“bam,” and “crash,” to each 
connection of fi st or foot with a 
villain, reminiscent of old-time 
comic book fi ght scenes with-
out being kitschy. The snapping 
crunch of a breaking bone is not 
only seen but also heard; grue-
some, maybe, but realistic and 
accurate nonetheless. This is, 
after all, a fi lm based in crime 
fi ghting. The acting was gener-
ally good, with the exception 
of two main characters, Night 
Owl(Patrick Wilson) and the 
Silk Spectre(Malin Akerman). 
Though the Dan Dreiberg (Night 
Owl’s true identity) is purpose-
ly shown as too idealistic in 
the novel, the character is not 
as emotional and whiny (no to 
mention as supreme of a wimp) 
as Patrick Wilson’s terrible act-
ing makes him out to be. Malin 

Akerman holds her own in ev-
ery scene where she does not 
speak, meaning that her physi-
cal resemblance to the Laurie 
Jupiter/Silk Spectre character is 
her only redeeming quality. She 
appears vapid-almost stupid-at 
times, and her dialogues with 

Dan Dreiberg are painful to 
the point of cringing. How-
ever, Jeffery Dean Mor-
gans Comedian was nearly 
perfect, condescending and 
brutally honest, but with the 
true understanding of a so-
ciety that is both cruel and 
impure. Morgan displays 
terrifi c acting in all of his en-
deavors, and my respect for 
him only increased with this 
fi lm. Jackie Earle Harley’s 
Rorscach-the righteous vigi-
lante and the novels narrator-
was straight from the novels 

pages with his “never surrender, 
never compromise” attitude 
and adherence to Rorscach’s 
broken speech. The pretty-boy 
genius-turned-conniving-mogul 
Ozymandais(Matthew Goode) 
and the emotionally detached, 
God-like, Dr. Manhattan(Billy 
Crudup) were really on point 
with a combination of superb 
acting and a loyalty to the 
characteristics displayed in the 
novel. These four men have 
commanding presences and are 
talented actors. Their potent 
portrayals distracted the view-
ers from the heinous Night Owl/ 
Silk Spectre dialogues. Their 
precision was highly impressive 
and really held the fi lm together.

True, Watchmen could never 
be portrayed with full accuracy 
because of it’s deep symbolism 
which is rooted in the illustra-
tion and thematic parallels in the 
various side stories that would 

have made the fi lm far 
too lengthy. Graphic 
novels and comic se-
rials often make good 
movies, but as far as 
correctness goes they 
usually fall short. I 
would like to be able 
to say that Zach Sny-
der made a valiant ef-
fort and was simply 

felled by the sword of criticism 
wielded by fanatical Moore afi -
cionados, but I cannot. Simply 
put, Snyder could have done 
better. Seeing this fi lm only 
served to reinforce my belief 
that any lengthy and deep piece 
of literature can never be suc-
cessfully turned into a movie. 
Perhaps it’s time the fi lm com-
panies stopped pursuing Alan 
Moores works, as they seem to 
butcher them every time (hel-
lo, V for Vendetta and League 
of Extraordinary Gentlemen). 
Given another chance, would 
I have spent the money on an 
IMAX ticket to see such a poor 
replication? Probably. As one of 
my favorite novels, Watchmen 
deserves my support, no matter 
how laborious the dialogue.

Boom!

POW!
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   MTV does this every 
few years.  They broadcast a 
show that’s so damn good that 
it makes even the most pomp-
ous, whiny, “they never play 
music videos anymore” elitist 
shut their mouth and stare in 
awe at its gloriousness.  They 
did it with Celebrity Death-
match, they did it with Clone 
High, and they did it with Jack-
ass.  Now there is a new show 
to join the upper echelon of 
premium Music Television 
programming.  That show 
is How’s Your News?, the 
best part of the network’s 
recently revamped Sunday 
night lineup.  Each episode 
is a kind of documentary, 
as it follows a news team of 
people with assorted mental 
disabilities cover different 
events around the country.  
They conduct interviews with 
event planners, participants, and 
even the occasional celebrity 
who just happens to be there.  
The members of the team also 
usually engage in activities re-
lated to the event.  Music tends 
to be tied into each episode, as 
every member of the team plays 
an instrument.

When you’re fi rst exposed 
to the show, the things that 
come to mind are: “Where are 
these people from?” and “How 
the hell did this ever pass the 
boardroom pitch?”  The con-
cept of the show has existed for 
more than a decade; it started at 
a summer camp for adults with 
mental disabilities in Massa-
chusetts as part of a video class.  
The earliest “episodes” of the 
show featured two of the HYN 

the stupidity of their interview-
ee.  Much of the show’s humor 
is derived from these situations, 
as the HYN members are often 
brutally honest and put their 
subject’s through the grinder (in 
the South by Southwest episode, 
HYN member Susan Harrington 
became probably the fi rst band 
to tell several of the bands there 
that their music fl at out sucked).  
In this way, the show has a bit 
of Borat bend to it, testing at 
times  the patience of those in-

volved with its fair share 
of awkward moments.  But 
the joke is usually on those 
being interviewed, as they 
have no idea how to react 
to being verbally put to 
shame by a mentally dis-
abled person.

It’d be disingenuous to 
say that the show doesn’t 
have its bits of schaden-
freude though.  One epi-

sode featured a scene where 
Robert Bird, a mentally chal-
lenged man who’s distinguished 
by his indecipherable manner 
of speech, trying to promote a 
concert that would star the HYN 
team.  For about a minute you’re 
watching a man yelling excited 
nonsense and trying to hand fl i-
ers to people who haven’t the 
slightest idea what he wants.  
These moments are as funny as 
anything else on the show, but 
they also pull at your sense of 
decency as you start to wonder 
if this is really worth laughing 
at.  It’s not that it’s ever offen-
sive, but you do wonder at times 
who is the butt of the joke.

This hasn’t deterred the 
show, as all of the members of 
the team and their families insist 
that they’re very proud of the 

team (Sean Costello and Robert 
Bird) interviewing people that 
they met on the street.  These 
tapes got passed around and 
eventually reached the then-
unknown Matt Stone and Trey 
Parker.  Stone and Parker liked 
the tapes, and promised that if 
they would remember HYN if 
they ever hit it big.  The two 
honored that agreement, and fi -
nanced two fi lms, on the news 
team and events they were 
covering.  After releasing two 

more short fi lms that covered 
the 2004 Democrat and Re-
publican conventions, the show 
had made enough waves to be 
shopped around to television 
networks.  With the proof that 
it wasn’t just exploitation of the 
mentally disabled and the Stone 
and Parker stamp of approval, 
MTV greenlighted the series 
that we have today.

The back-story of the show 
is pretty inspiring, and that 
theme strongly pervades the en-
tire program.  These people have 
interviewed John McCain, Hill-
ary Clinton, Diane Sawyer, G. 
Gordon Liddy, and Andre 3000.  
What’s been most surprising 
is their adeptness, as often in 
interviews they will be able to 
catch people in gotcha situa-
tions, and occasionally reveal 

by Eamon Stewart
STAFF SPECIAL REPORT

“Orchids” continued...
the long loop around the build-
ing, I immediately noticed that 
there were signifi cantly less 
fl owers than last year. Even 
the few that were there seemed 
awkwardly placed in small 
bunches against the trees, more 
to show off the symbiotic re-
lationship between the orchids 
and the trees than the harmo-
nized beauty that Raymond 
Jungles (lol!) promised. 

Another disappointment 
was the oversaturation of unap-
pealing supermarket orchids, 
the kind that can be found any-
where and grown easily. While 
it is nice that they’re easy to 
grow and maintain during a 
show, they don’t show the true 
fi nesse and aesthetic capabili-
ties that orchids possess. Prom 
corsages are nice, but not an 
entire show of corsage imper-
sonators. Luckily, after the fi rst 
room, the pretty turned into the 
beautiful with a small display 
of heavenly-scented Oncidi-
ums, followed by an oddly but-
terfl y-with-rabbit ears shaped 
Psychopsis kalihi. 

The following room con-
tained a mini glass greenhouse 
set to the side of the path, with 
a collection of smaller, more 
delicate orchids. There were 
small bunches that set up spikes 
of fl owers that seemed micro-
scopic, all juxtaposed with the 
Paphiopedilums that send one 

single fl ower up in the shape 
of a slipper. Here the show 
was starting to redeem itself, 
although it still did not com-
pare to last year. 

Following the Orchid-less 
desert room there was another 
tiny reprieve from the show 
in the form of a glass case 
of venus-fl y traps, arguably 
cooler than many of the or-
chids in the show. Yet it was 
the last hallway that made 
the trip worth it. Upon enter-
ing the walkway, to the right 
there was a 12 foot square 
wall covered entirely in 
pure white Phaelenopsis, set 
across from a bunch of natu-
ral hanging boxes fi lled with 
various orchids. Whereas the 
rest of the show was lacking 
in both quality and quantity, 
this hallway was comprised 
almost entirely of orchids. 
The hallway ended with two 
enormous moss walls covered 
in orchids, with each later 
containing a new color. Here 
Ramond Jungles (lol!) was 
working his A-game with the 
integration of organic form 
into a set inorganic back-
ground. Overall, the show is 
mostly worth checking out, 
although you should defi nite-
ly start from the left so that 
you don’t shoot your fl ower 
load too soon. I wish I was a 
botanist. 

  Few people would argue 
that a writer’s life is diffi cult.  I 
am the obvious exception to this, 
as my life is as easy as stealing 
candy from a baby (something 
I do every day).  Nonetheless, I 
am occasionally responsible for 
producing content for this abso-
lutely garbage, smarmy publica-
tion, and I do my best at it.  But, 
lacking any particularly interest-
ing subjects to raise my vitriol, I 
decided to seek something out.  
Some soulless, corporate cancer 
of the artistic world.  Something 
whose merit is only outweighed 
by its popularity, and whose 
limited artistic value is made 
completely worthless by its soul 
crushing capitalism.  I watched 
High School Musical.

      If I were to make a short 
list of things I hate, aside from 
the obvious, National Social-
ism, speed traps, and FOX 
News, tacked onto that would 
be musicals, the Jonas Brothers 
and the Disney corporation.  As 
such, a Disney musical whose 

sequel starred the Jonas Broth-
ers seems like the perfect way 
to spend my Thursday morning 
between classes.  Fuck my life.

      The premise of the 
movie is simple: two strangers, 
an uber-jock super bro (Zac 
Efron) and an ultra-nerd 
mega babe (Vanessa Hud-
gens), meet at an awesome 
New Years Eve resort party, 
where they are paired in a 
random and forced karaoke 
contest of a Disney original 
song, causing them to fall in 
hopeless, boning like rabbits 
love.  The last time I saw a 
movie with a plot this ob-
viously contrived, it won 
an Oscar for Best Picture.  
Anyway, Super Bro, who 
appears to be around 5’9”, 
is the captain of his basket-
ball team, but wants to spend 
time with Mega Babe, who is 
artsier and doing the musical.  
Despite blah blah blah dumb 
songs, moral lesson, everyone 
gets along, millions of tween 
dollars spent on something that 
cost fi fty-six bucks to produce 
and appears to have been shot 

on a camera-phone.
      Everything about this 

movie is terrible.  The characters 
are a collection of stock clichés, 
but that’s par for the course for 
a Disney fi lm.  But while the 

classic Disney originals of my 
youth, such as Johnny Tsunami 
and Brink! managed a low-bud-
get charm, High School Musical 
manages to be terrible while be-
ing horrifi cally arrogant.  The 

songs are also terribly generic, 
and while the specter of almost 
anybody randomly bursting 
into song severely loosens my 
bowels, this specifi c musical is 
bad enough to make anybody 

feel like they’ve been chug-
ging ex-lax on Taco Tues-
day.  Every single fucking 
song reminds me of Randy 
Newman on Family Guy, 
every insufferable lyric 
sounds like “I’m singing 
what’s happening/ Stuff’s 
going on around me”.

      The whole movie has 
the blatant tweenybopper 
theme of how important it 
is to be true to yourself and 
accept people for who they 
are and don’t sell yourself 
for crack in public bath-
rooms, but it also spends a 
signifi cant amount of time 
mocking stereotypical sec-
ondary characters.
At this point, to be fair to 

my readers, I ceased my visual 
involvement in watching this 
movie.  I rolled over and went 
to sleep.  Because this movie 
was garbage.  I assume it ended 

by Sam Wadhams
ARTS CO-EDITOR

“I’m a 
heart-throb.  
Preteens love 
me.”

with the entire cast being cov-
ered in hot oil and being “pil-
laged” by Huns, or maybe that 
was just a sweet, sweet dream.  
More likely, this had a Disney 
ending where the cast somehow 
avoided tragedy with a deus ex 
machina ending, everyone be-
came friends, and the leads fell 
in celibate love.

To be fair, maybe the fi nal 
third of this movie was like The 
Godfather crossed with The De-
parted, but I would be shocked 
and surprised if that were the 
case.  Honestly, I am genuinely 
sickened and saddened by the 
amount of money this movie, 
and their presumably awful se-
quels made.  The knowledge 
that we are exposing our chil-
dren and tweens to such incred-
ibly mindless swill simply to 
make the Disney corporation an 
extra couple of Mickey Mouse 
bucks genuinely disgusts me.  
There was almost nothing re-
deeming about this movie, full 
of ludicrously simple choices, 
stock characters and bad sing-
ing. Jesus, that movie was trash.

project and what it’s achieved.  
It’s no surprise that the show 
hasn’t garnered much in the way 
of controversy, because despite 
its uncomfortable moments it’s 
still a far more positive repre-
sentation of the disabled then 
pretty much anything you’ll see 
on television.  Its unique brand 
of humor would also be impos-
sible to replicate anywhere else, 
solidifying it at the very least as 
a cult favorite.  Still, its sensi-
tive subject matter will likely 

hold it back, as its position as 
the last show on the Sunday 
lineup was probably not a coin-
cidence.  Nonetheless, it’s still 
a show absolutely worth check-
ing out, as well as their website 
which has updates for the show, 
and of course clips that weren’t 
aired.  Like I said before, MTV 
comes up with something this 
unique and entertaining every 
once in a while, and it’d be a 
shame to miss it.
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Last Thursday afternoon, the 
paper was given an opportunity 
to represent Fordham as part of 
an exclusive college conference 
call with director Zach Snyder 
on the eve of Watchmen’s re-
lease.  Each participant was al-
lotted one question and Snyder 
answered all in a friendly and 
sincere fashion.  Watchmen is 
Snyder’s most ambitious movie 
so far.  His third feature fi lm, 
Watchmen has become the most 
anticipated movie since The 
Dark Knight. Some speculate 
that Snyder’s perspective on the 
superhero movie would trump 
Christopher Nolan’s revitaliza-
tion of the genre.  The director’s 
excitement showed as he cor-
dially answered questions about 
Watchmen, his career, and even 
the political controversies over 
300.  Snyder’s own fascination 
with the movie was in itself im-
pressive, and at least stoked my 
interest in seeing his own vision 
of the story.  

The director explained how 
he was chosen to direct the 
movie, called by Warner Bros. 
while in postproduction for 300.  
“I don’t think they actually 
knew much about it,” said Sny-
der, “they thought ‘Oh, Zack 
loves comic books, so he’ll 
love this.’”  Snyder noted his 

when do we get to go meet Alan 
Moore?’ and I was told we don’t 
get to talk to Alan Moore, Alan 
Moore has famously divorced 
himself from our motion picture 
project.  And that bummed me 
out a fair amount, it seemed like 
the easy way to fi gure out how 

to do the movie…since then 
I’ve just had to fl ounder through 
my own version…he’s asked 
that I not make any assumptions 
of what he thinks and not to 
contact him.”  Snyder didn’t let 
Moore’s doubts keep him from 
completing the project, stating 
that Dave Gibbons, the illus-
trator who gave Watchmen its 
unique storyboard feel, strong-

own convictions about making 
a movie version of Watchmen, 
acknowledging the wide held 
idea that a Watchmen movie is 
impossible to make, but claimed 
that he felt a sense of responsi-
bility after receiving a script 
that had completely changed 
Moore’s original story, “Af-
ter reading the script that the 
studio had, I felt like…if I 
didn’t do it, they were going 
to do it without me, and the 
way they wanted to do it…I 
felt the directive was basical-
ly a PG-13 movie, with like 
a sequel PG-13 movie, and 
instead of 1985 it would be 
set in the war on terror, Dr. 
Manhattan goes to Iraq in-
stead of Vietnam…and that 
was just something that I felt 
I couldn’t let happen.  The 
problem is, once you make 
that leap into the movie, then 
your pretty much in for a 
three year freak-out,” he said.

The director did talk 
about the stigma surrounding 
Alan Moore’s graphic novels: 
recent adaptations of Moore’s 
work, The League Of Extraor-
dinary Gentlemen and V For 
Vendetta were Hollywood clus-
terfucks of epic proportions.  
Snyder lamented, “I’m a giant 
fan of Alan Moore.  When I 
came onto the project, the fi rst 
question I asked was, ‘O.K, 

ly supported the fi lm. “Even 
thought he wasn’t there on a 
day to day basis helping me, 
he did do thousands of draw-
ings that did help me make the 
movie.  In a lot of ways, Dave is 
the visual author the movie, and 
if you think about [Watchmen] 

as a normal book, Dave is 
really the imagination.”  

After other partici-
pants had exhausted all 
of my pre-written ques-
tions, it was my turn to 
address Snyder.  Strug-
gling to deliver a question 
off the top of my head, I 
instead laid a bumbling 
and incomprehensible 
turd on Snyder’s lap, who 
still managed to provide 
me with a fairly intelli-
gent response.  On which 
character was most diffi -
cult for Snyder to adapt: 
“I think the most diffi cult 
character to realize was 
Dr. Manhattan…my feel-

ing about Dr. Manhattan when 
I was getting ready to make the 
fi lm, I thought about him as 
a character who renders pure 
philosophy, one who is interest-
ing to hear talk but exists out-
side the emotional scope of the 
rest of the characters.  I thing 
that I thought was cool work-
ing with [Billy Crudup] is that 
we realized Dr. Manhattan is a 

super emotional character, and 
that’s what really came across 
in Billy’s rendering of the char-
acter.”  And about his staff of 
fairly un-Hollywood actors: 
“They’re all casting actors but 
they don’t play the Hollywood 
game.  I think it makes the mov-
ie more interesting…you don’t 
go into the movie saying ‘Oh 
look, that’s Billy dressed as Dr. 
Manhattan,’ they are their char-
acters, and I think that’s what 
makes it really interesting.”   

 One point Snyder 
touched upon was the recent 
growth of interest in superhero 
movies, especially after the 
success and positive critical re-
sponse generated by The Dark 
Knight.  “I feel like the way our 
stories are told are with com-
ics…it’s pretty obvious, to me, 
that [superheroes] are our my-
thology,” said Snyder, “but…as 
a culture, it’s diffi cult to accept 
that the way our stories are told 
are with comics…I don’t think 
that there is anything non-intel-
lectual about superheroes, but I 
believe that a lot of people think 
that we’re dumbing ourselves 
down by making superheroes 
our high art.”

The conference ended, a 
WB exec. thanked Zach for his 
time, and I cursed myself for not 
asking the director about his ob-
session with slow-motion.  

by Lindy Foltz
Chief Copy Editor

I choose this illustrious fo-
rum to reveal a secret so dark 
and dank that mold runs ram-
pant in its corners. A secret I 
shudder to think other humans 
may uncover. But, in solidarity 
with those of my kind, I state: 
I watch a capella on YouTube. 
Okay, I am kidding myself in 
insinuating that those around 
me have not already guessed my 
condition. Yet, I can dream. 

Amateurs may think that a 
capella is about music. False. It 
is mostly about puns and a dis-
tinct style of dancing. The name 
of any self-respecting a capella 
group must be a pun. In review-
ing our performers, I shall indi-
cate the level of puniness of a 
given name by a fi ve (singing) 
syllable scale. For example, a 
group called Chordials would 
earn a mere “bop,” while the 
more advanced Acafellas (all-
male, obviously) would earn 
full ratings: bop/bop/bop/bop/
bop. 

Further, proper a capella 
singing must be accompanied 
by a capella dancing, which 
makes the visual component of 
YouTube consumption of this 
genre all the more appealing. 
This dancing is more of an arm 
situation than a full body en-
deavor and has the appearance 
of desperately trying to stay 

atop a sinking boat.
Without further ado, I pres-

ent three subsections of the a 
capella genre through the lens 
of the series of tubes. 

 
Ironic Capella
 True, there should be an 

element of irony to all forms 
of a capella, given the level of 
nerdery inherent in the genre, 
and there usually is. When this 
nuance is absent, 
the audience can-
not respect the 
performers on 
any level, though 
these types of per-
formances usu-
ally prompt in 
me a certain kind 
of glee (no pun 
intended). How-
ever, some groups 
opt to go above 
and beyond the 
minimum for full-
fl edged irony. (Beware: com-
pletely ironic and completely 
serious a capella groups can 
easily be confused.) Take, for 
example, the Ben Folds ver-
sion of “Bitches Ain’t Shit” 
performed by UC Berkeley’s 
DeCadence (bop/bop/bop/bop). 
Possibly the best thing about 
this gem is that, judging from 
the positioning of the camera 
and the singers, it seems to have 
been performed solely for the 

purposes of recording, possibly 
for YouTube, not for an audi-
ence. The 15 members stand in 
the awkwardest of semicircles, 
staring straight at the camera, 
their image severely blurred. 
After the introductory bars, one 
very brave young man steps to 
the forefront to solo. His perfor-
mance style, punctuated by the 
occasional timid “gangster” arm 
motions (and I use the “er” end-

ing with purpose), is akin to that 
of a fourteen-year-old boy audi-
tioning for his high school pro-
duction of Cats. Many a price-
less solo performers follow, but 
I’ll let you discover those for 
yourself. My one reservation 
with this number is whether it is 
in fact well-categorized. It is re-
ally a serious cover of an ironic 
cover of an actual Dr. Dre song. 
All I can say is this: don’t think 
too hard about it, or your head 

by Alex Gibbons
FEATURES EDITOR

will burst into a whirling der-
vish of thick-rimmed, rectangu-
lar glasses and snapping fi ngers 
and black, fl at-brimmed hats. 

 
Brave-Foray-Into-Indie 

Capella 
 Many a capella groups will 

make a serious attempt at mu-
sic other than the standard pop, 
classics, and jazz repertoire and 
is then excused from the irony 

mandate. Depending on 
the level of dweebery of 
the group, this can either 
result is something that 
sounds beautiful / awe-
some or dumb as hell. 
After careful observa-
tion, I feel the key here 
is avoiding those well-
pronounced syllables for 
more of a non-word ap-
proach, and a good beat-
boxer helps. On the more 
awesome end of things, I 
offer MGMT’s “Kids” as 

sung by the Williams College 
Ephlats (!!!, I have no idea what 
that name means, but it sounds 
promising: bop/bop/bop) and 
Vampire Weekend’s “Oxford 
Comma” as sung by Carleton 
College’s Singing Knights (not 
that interesting). Both feature 
talented soloists and dignifi ed 
choruses. On the more lame-
some end of things, I offer 
“Kids” as sung by the latter 
group; what began promising 

with some ridiculous falsetto 
crumbles into the abyss where 
all awful assaults on the ear 
and eye go to die, as the stage 
becomes overcome with faux-
grinders. As evidenced here, 
this confusion between ironic 
and non-ironic songs, especially 
on the part of the performers, 
can be fatal. 

 
Actually-Good Capella
 I now shamelessly promote 

an a capella group I have fol-
lowed (on YouTube) for a year 
or so now. NYU’s N’Harmonics 
( bop/bop/bop/bop!, for music 
theory afi cionados only) will 
convert nonbelievers. Much 
like bad capella can make a 
song you love a song you hate, 
truly good capella can make a 
song you hate into a song you 
love. Case in point: Aerosmith’s 
“Janie’s Got a Gun.” The best of 
the best can pull off the slightly 
underground (“Fred Jones, Part 
2” by Ben Folds) and actu-
ally deliver the cheesiest of the 
should-be-ironic (Queen’s “Bo-
hemian Rhapsody”). 

 

These three subsections are 
only small slice of the giant pie 
that is a capella music. So, take 
off your snob hat and fi nd some 
a capella to your liking at your 
nearest YouTube or college 
campus.

       
       Sharkapella
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