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“U2 (and You Too!)”

A Night Out With 
Johnathan Dirge

by Bobby Cardos
Executive Editor

You sit there, pen in your 
hand, between your fi n-

gers. People are bumping past 
you, spilling drops of ice cold 
intoxication on your shirt. Tom 
Collins, whiskey and coke, 
light beer—the odorous amal-
gamation emanating from you 
for anyone who cares enough 
to take a whiff. Over pieces of 
paper on a table carved with 
history—“Jimmy sucks dick,” 
“______ rules,” the picture of a 
dick—you set your tabula rasa 
and ink it up, undirected &c. 
Sounds are a wash: the asinine 
conversation behind you, the 
third play of “Bohemian Rhap-
sody” of the night, the smashing 
of pool balls against one an-
other, compliments and taunts, 
all non sequiturs in your train 

of thought. Pen to paper, inau-
dible over the din, enough noise 
to lose your hearing but also 
enough to ignore the mass of it.

It is precisely at this point 
when you are accosted. A girl 
careening around you, asking 
“Um, what are you doing?” 
curious and incredulous, unlit 
cigarette in her fi ngers. Maybe 
you tell her you are writing, or 
reading, or revising, or doing 
anything that is not explicitly 
towards the goal of forgetting 
what you did at a later point. 
“You’re ______ in a bar?” she 
says, borderline offended. You 
assent. “That’s weird. Are you 
a teacher?” You must be, you 
see, for you are not simply out 
to forget or misremember. Of 
course you must, for no one has 
created amongst the drunks and 
derelicts before. Those folks 
were in their dorms or librar-
ies while the rest took a hiatus 
from trying to pass and get a 
job—surely this is what college 
is about, after all. Learning, pro-

ducing, discovering &c.—these 
are all side effects of getting a 
job, no?

So what are you doing, dar-
ing to bring/produce the written 
word, to communicate and ar-
ticulate while in a place devoted 
to the visceral—devoted, mind 
you. It’s religious, it’s important 
to have a place where one can 
eschew thought as reprieve from 
merely marginalizing it. Sud-
denly the table you’ve claimed 
is surrounded by future aris-
tocrats, who want to read your 
paper, whatever it is that is on 
it, who want to talk to you and 
know you and laugh with you 
(or at you). One solicits your 
name, fi rst and last. You shake 
her hand and get up to go. Her 
friend calls you on it: “Oh yeah, 
that’s okay. She’s only try-
ing to be nice. Fuck you, pal.” 
Fuck you, right. Why not? It’s 

as funny as it is absurd, so you 
retreat to a place of presumable 
seclusion to continue, whatever 
it is you’re doing. But you are 
accosted again, asked if you are 
“doing homework in a bar?” 
You deny, and explain what you 
are in fact doing. It doesn’t mat-
ter: “it better be good.”

Who knows if it will be? 
Probably not, but what does it 
matter? It’s more than is com-
ing from elsewhere. That’s got 
to count for something, perhaps.

Another (they’re incessant, 
uncompromising) asks what 
you are doing. For the sake of 
conjecture and anecdote, you 
are writing a short story. “You 
know what should be in the 
short story? A guy walks into 
a bar, sees a kid in the cor-
ner, asks him what he’s doing. 
He says: ‘I’m writing a short 
story.’” Another introduction. 
“You know what you should 
do? You should drink more!” 
Perhaps, but why? He talks you 
up, but ultimately leaves you 
alone. And you sit around, try-

ing to continue but simultane-
ously wondering, ultimately 
devoting all of your attention to 
the question of why this is what 
has happened, if this is how 
you would have predicted your 
post secondary education to be: 
people using college as a hiatus 
from life, but not one to take 
advantage of outside of that, 
preferring the hiatus from con-
sciousness, and what’s so bad 
about a few drinks/hits/what-
ever and trying to do something 
that others may consider work, 
that you yourself consider work 
even if it’s not evaluated except 
by the self? Myriad answers to 
the question result in exponen-
tial increase in confusion, better 
because it refl ects cognition, if 
not any more consolation.

And that’s when you real-
ize that perhaps you are doing 
whatever it is you’re doing and 

no one else is in this scenario 
and you’re still the same, not be-
cause we are all human or equal 
or sharing the same formative 
experiences. That is all a crock, 
phantasmal at best. Not the 
same because maybe you would 
be just as well off getting drunk 
sans your notebook, your novel, 
your Moleskine or similar ob-
ject of pretension—but because 
what you are doing may not be 
very good, important &c. Not to 
them, authorities, or what you 
will, but even to yourself. You 
may wake up and refl ect, reread 
and realize that you might have 
done better to black out, waking 
up to indecipherable scrawl, if 
anything written at all. And the 
words of the Guido that chal-
lenged you earlier take on a new 
profundity, a standard, a reason 
to worry: “It better be good!” 
Closing the ______, you pocket 
it, looking around at the strang-
ers, embracing their nonsensi-
cal cacophony as one might a 
Tchaikovsky, taking a sip.

Well, guys, that just hap-
pened. U2 just played 

on our campus.
For the paper, it all started 

at our meeting, almost two 
weeks ago. Someone asked, 
“Hey is this whole U2 rumor 
true?” 

 “Oh, that’s not a rumor. 
And it’s not a joke either. ‘Get 
on Your Boots’ really is their 
new single.” That’s what we 
at the paper said. Okay, in our 
minds. We really responded 
with, “What rumor?” 

It was explained to us that 
U2 might be playing on cam-
pus. Being that the rumors 
came from freshmen in Hughes 
Hall and that we’re pessimistic 
(or in this case, maybe just re-
alistic), we immediately called 
bullshit.

A few days passed, and 
on Friday, February 27, we 
got a call from Deep Throat, 
our secret source at Interscope 
Records, who told us that per-
formance would indeed be 
happening on Eddie’s Parade 
for Good Morning America. 
Somebody had to call the hos-
pital, because our minds were 
fuckin’ blown.

Needless to say, we posted 
the story on our blog, “confi rm-
ing” the rumor before anyone 
else, and spreading the word to 
the masses at Fordham. Days 
went by and still no word from 
the University. Throughout the 
week, everyone from the New 
York Post to Brooklyn Vegan 
reported on the rumor, and by 
Thursday, March 5, we all saw 
the stage being set up on Ke-
ating steps and got an e-mail 
about it from the President’s 
offi ce. This was really going to 
happen.

In an e-mail titled, “Break-
fast + U2 = Good Morning 
America” (now that’s some 
math we can actually do), the 
President’s offi ce informed us 
that we would be served a free 
caf breakfast at 5AM! (Many 
of us paper kids live off cam-
pus, so this was awesome.) 
This would be followed by a 
corralling of all of us onto Ed-
die’s at 5:30AM, Good Morn-
ing America at 7AM, and U2 
at 8AM! We thought, “Is this 
real life?!” Fordham: you done 
good! Our school would be 
hosting the most popular band 
(or, as Father McShane called 
them, the best band) in the 
world on Keating Steps. “Is 

this real life?”
On Thursday night, we at 

the paper decided the most log-
ical way to got about this whole 
having to wake up before 5AM 
thing would be by staying up 
all night. Apparently 94% of 
the student population thought 
the same thing and acted ac-
cordingly. While many of us 
made it all the way, some of us 
took a “nap” at 4AM, sleeping 
through the free caf breakfast 
(nooooooooooo!). Regardless, 
we were all in line for the con-
cert by about 5:30 or 6AM, sur-
rounded by smiling faces, half-
closed eyes, and kids foaming 
at the mouth from drinking too 
much Sparks (take that, ban of 
Sparks that still hasn’t affected 
us).

It was a little cold and a 
little muddy, but there was no 
rain and there was the prom-
ise of Bono in rose-colored 
shades, so nobody cared. The 
best part (besides U2’s actual 
performance, obvi) had to be 
Father McShane’s pep talk 
beforehand. He was just as 
excited about the absurdity of 
all of this as we were! Is U2 
at Georgetown? Columbia? 
Notre Dame? NO! U2 IS AT 
FORDHAM! (Why? We still 
don’t really know!) 4.5 mil-
lion households around Amer-
ica would see Fordham, surely 
skyrocketing the number of 
applicants from kids who hear 
that, “Fordham, like, cancels 
classes for U2, like, all the 
time, so I wanna go there.” As 
Father McShane said, “While 
other schools are at class, 
we’re kicking ass!” Well, he 
didn’t actually say that. But we 
wish he had.

By 7, Good Morning Amer-
ica’s cameras were taking 
sweeping shots of the cheering 
crowd, and by 8, U2 was rock-
ing out on Keating steps (pg. 
8). Whether or not you actu-
ally like U2, no one can deny 
that Friday may have been the 
most outrageous things to hap-
pen at Fordham. Ever. (Well, 
I mean, Fordham has hosted 
the Beach Boys, the Ramones, 
Patti Smith, and the Meat Pup-
pets back in the day. No, we 
are not making that up.) We all 
missed class to watch what has 
been the most popular band in 
the entire world for the past de-
cade perform live for us. And 
that is fucking awesome.
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Editor’s Note: This letter is in response to Lenny Raney’s article 
“Fordham and the Living Wage,” published February 25, 2009. 
This article covered the recent successes of switching over unions 
for all security guards to SEIU 32BJ, raising employee wages to 
$13/hour without any layoffs and increasing benefi ts for workers 
and their families. It also discussed the implications this achieve-
ment has for other University employees, citing this as a starting 
point for better compensation for all employees.

To the Editor:

Fordham University, Summit Security and the University’s faculty 
and students should all be commended for their roles in helping to 
bring about a new union contract that raises standards for security 
offi cers protecting the Rose Hill, Lincoln Center and Westchester 
campuses (“Fordham and the Living Wage”).  University President 
Rev. Joseph M. McShane made good on his commitment to the 
workers. The student-based solidarity committee also stood shoul-
der to shoulder with the workers until the job was done. Everyone 
at Fordham should be proud that at the end of the day we found a 
way to get the University’s security offi cers the compensation and 
opportunities for advancement they deserve and the University’s 
campuses the high quality security services they need. Fordham 
now stands as a model for not just other University and college cam-
puses, but for all users of contracted security throughout the city.

Kevin Doyle
Executive Vice President
32BJ, the union representing Fordham security offi cers employed 
by Summit Security

Dear editors of the paper,
I am writing to complain 

about Max Siegal’s article on 
Spring Weekend. In the article 
Mr. Siegal asserts that any and 
all complaints about the se-
lection of Guster to headline 
Spring Weekend come from 
our so-called “ridiculous sense 
of entitlement.” He acts as an 
apologist for a lazy administra-
tion and a weak Campus Ac-
tivities Board and neglects to 
acknowledge or report on any 
facts surrounding the selection 
of a Spring Weekend band. 

The fundamental fallacy of 
Max’s article stems from ignor-
ing the fact that we, the students, 
pay for Spring Weekend. The 
machine that is programmed to 
make the decisions does not fi -
nance it; our banks, our parents, 
and we, the students, fi nance it. 
CAB is an organization that is 
created to determine where to 
spend our money when it comes 
to campus activities, and when 
they take 40,000 of our dollars 
and throw it at a band like Guster 
or, say, Yellowcard, because 
they failed to get another, more 
legitimate/entertaining act in 
the whole year that it takes them 
to organize the event, we have 
every right to bitch and moan 

loudly about it. It is ab-
surd to think that CAB, 
who we put in charge 
of handling our money, 
and the administrators, 
whose salaries we pay, 
somehow deserve a 
free pass when it comes 
to Spring Weekend. 
Mr. Siegal, you can’t 
falsely condemn the 
student body’s “sense 
of entitlement” while 
erroneously granting 
entitlement to another 
group. 

The Ram took some 

Letters to 
the Editor

the paper writes,
you respond!

Fordham University 
Does Good with

“Living Wage Article”

Every now and then, the paper writes something particularly in-
sightful offensive and gets a compliment or two from its devoted 
readership. When we get such letters, we fi rst verify that the reader, 
in fact, read our publication (you’d be surprised how often we get 
confused with such publications as Time Out New York and Elle) 
and the article to which the reader is responding (you’d also be 
surprised how frequently this happens). Then, with reader’s per-
mission exacted granted, we create ourselves a “Letter to the Edi-
tor” section, which you have before you. Enjoy, Fordham! It’s your 
voice, after all.

of these fi gures into account 
and reported that not only did 
the school get Guster for about 
$40,000, but that they booked 
the band well ahead of schedule, 
meaning that they were more 
than happy with the choice they 
made (which is, in my humble 
opinion, mind-blowing).

I also disagree with Siegal’s 
assertion that Spring Week-
end itself is a privilege, not a 
right. It is true that when we 
hand over our (or our parent’s/
bank’s) $40,000-plus a year, we 
don’t sign a contract with Ford-
ham forcing them to use some 
of that money to entertain us for 
one very special weekend at the 
end of the spring semester. But 
it goes without saying that it is 
not only expected but that it is 
also very rightly expected that 
it should be done well. Spring 
Weekend isn’t some super-
secret surprise party that ad-
ministration puts on every year 
to reward us for being the best 
little students we could be; it’s 
an event with historical tradi-
tion and something that is pretty 
much ubiquitous with top-tier 
universities in this country. 
Let’s not pretend like Spring 
Weekend is some unique mam-
moth task that only Fordham 
has the opportunity to fuck up. 
Besides that, anyone who lives 
at Fordham over the summer 
and witnesses the shit-show that 
the school throws for wealthy 
alumni can tell you that, when 
they want to, Fordham’s admin-
istration can successfully take 
on thousands of wasted ass-
holes and keep them smiling for 
a single weekend no problem. 
They’re actually pretty damn 
good at it.

When reading the article my 
fi rst reaction to Mr. Siegal’s ar-
gument was, “Why?” Why does 
he act as an apologist for CAB 

and administrators before any 
of them could even be accused 
of anything by anyone? If the 
selection was made ahead of 
schedule and they managed to 
pay the act a pretty hefty sum 
of money, why don’t we have 
the right to question or criti-
cize said choice? I understand 
that putting on Spring Week-
end must be a diffi cult thing to 
organize and run, but does that 
mean it shouldn’t be done well? 
Does that mean that we should 
cancel Spring Weekend simply 
to make Jen Mussi’s life easi-
er? (As ludicrous as that claim 
sounds, Mr. Siegal manages to 
hint at such in his piece.)

I don’t think that Max him-
self could really answer any of 
these questions. I think that a 
better news article would have 
investigated the infl uence of 
paranoid social conservatives, 
terrifi ed of the prospect of an-
other Ghostface “debacle.” 
(What else could explain them 
picking a band that’s as con-
troversial as a loaf of white 
bread?) A better news article 
would have gotten even a single 
quote from someone on CAB or 
an administrator to give even an 
iota of insight onto the matter.

The main thrust of Siegal’s 
article was obviously to encour-
age us to be grateful for the hard 
work of our fellow students in 
CAB and our fearless adminis-
trators, which is sort of an hon-
orable intent. But Sieg-meister, 
don’t you think we’d have more 
to appreciate them for if you 
gave us some idea of just how 
hard they have to work, instead 
of simply forming a poorly re-
alized argument couched in un-
comfortably aggressive prose?

Thank you for your 
consideration,

Charles Hailer

Not a Luster for Guster
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To the Editor:
What the Fuck. Goddam-

mit. Holy Shit.  These are some 
of the phrases I mutter to my-
self having read “Forcing Ac-
countability: An Argument for 
a Student Union at Fordham,” 
the odd and fruitless manifesta-
tion of a passing thought which 
somehow dislodged itself from 
the cavernous ego of this man 
named Anthony DiMieri.  

Now, this is a terrible way 
to start an article, but the mat-
ter must be settled: if you’re go-
ing to condemn a group for its 
supposed lack of accountability, 
you damn well ought to be ac-
countable for the facts yourself.  
To be honest, I do not know who 
this person is, and I’m not par-
ticularly interested in meeting 
him.  He fell tragically short of 
presenting a legitimate piece of 
journalism, and in an unmediat-
ed publication (such as this) one 
can only sigh heavily in the af-
termath.  And curse.  The bright 
side, of course, is my ability to 
retort.  Time to have at it.  

Firstly, USG is not a pro-
testing body.  We do not com-
bat the administration, nor do 
we fi ght for student rights.  Our 
most prominent function is our 
ability to carry out reasonable 
discussions with administrators 

and cooperate with them in fi nd-
ing some common ground that 
would preserve both parties’ 
interests.  As I see it, few other 
groups on our campus preserve 
this ability to such an extent.  
Therefore, any student who 
wishes to promote change yet, 
in turn, propagates the idea that 
USG is an ineffective organiza-
tion is only shooting himself in 
the foot.  You see, USG does 
not, in itself, wield the power to 
alter any part of the Handbook 
or University Policy; as it is, if a 
student wants to amend a policy 
they must appeal to the powers 
that be.

For USG to initiate acts of 
aggression by striving to force 
student empowerment would be 
a stupid and futile effort.  If Mr. 
DiMieri were to have it his way, 
the USG would establish itself 
as a combative body, therein 
jeopardizing its one true power: 
its credibility.  To be sure, given 
the current milieu of Fordham’s 
student body (that is to say, one 
of vast apathy), the only thing 
that will ensure progress on is-
sues like free speech, visitation 
rights, and fi nancial transpar-
ency is the poised and concen-
trated efforts of those individu-
als who actually give a damn 
and are willing to put in the time 

that is therein required.
The other option is student 

mobilization (good luck).  How-
ever, any protest which is to oc-
cur on University Grounds must 
be registered and approved by 
the administration (good luck).  
According to the Handbook, in 
the event that an unregistered 
protest should take place, the 
individuals participating will be 
given two warnings before the 
authorities are called, at which 
time all those still protesting 
will be arrested (have fun).  So, 
as it is, you have two options 
if you want to make yourself 
heard at this University.  One is 
to work within the confi nes of 
the system and become active 
in student government.  The 
other option is to work outside 
the system, get cuffed, and hope 
your actions render sympathy 
on some symbolic scale (ehh...).

Now, is it fair to say that 
USG has failed the student body 
in the charge of “turning our 
university into a democratic in-
stitution where students are rec-
ognized as autonomous adults 
and are given a say in the mat-
ters that affect them most,” as 
DiMieri put it?  Hell yeah, ten-
fold.  But what you have to real-
ize is that our failure is yours, 
and, in turn, that your failure is 

ours.  It took every one of us to 
fuck this one up.  This is a gov-
ernment, by the way, not a pri-
vate group—all input is eagerly 
invited.

Also, to say that we have 
not struggled or toiled to work 
towards these issues is a grand 
pile of bullshit.  I have yet to see 
Mr. DiMieri appear at any one 
of our weekly meetings (Facul-
ty Lounge, Thursdays at 6:30), 
nor do I believe he has spoken 
to any one of our student repre-
sentatives concerning the for-
mulation of his previous article.   
And that is his failing, not ours.

Had he spoken to any one 
of our class senators or execu-
tive board members, they would 
have told him: that, yes, actual-
ly, we do have student represen-
tation on the Board of Trustees; 
that, yes, we do have a Sustain-
ability Committee; that, yes, 
USG does have a Commission 
on Free Speech, headed by John 
Tully Gordon and consisting of 
several other “self–interested 
résumé-builders” as it were; 
that, yes, USG is currently en-
gaged in a debate with admin-
istrators over the current hous-
ing policy; that, yes, the idea 
has been presented to erect free 
speech boards campus-wide.

So, Mr. DiMieri, my advice 

to you is this: instead of writ-
ing a half-assed, ill-informed 
article insulting the only indi-
viduals making headway on 
these issues, take the time to do 
something useful.  For an idea 
without action is a silly thing.  I 
think a Student Union is a great 
idea, and I think you would be 
the right man to enact such an 
entity.  In fact, sign me up—it’s 
time to go get ‘em buddy.

And yes, I did run unop-
posed.  I was the only person to 
sign up for the job.  And you’re 
right again, my man; that does 
not qualify me to serve you so 
humbly—but if that doesn’t, 
then what does?  Running unop-
posed means that you were liter-
ally the only person to show up.  
Think about that.  So, before 
you criticize somebody for the 
job they are doing, you damn 
better, at the very least, show 
up.  

Alas, it’s time to end this 
weird rant.  Election packets 
came out a few days ago, Boyo.  
See you on the campaign trail.

-Creighton Muscato

A Response to Commentary on Student Unions
Subversion is Not Always the Go-To Option

by Alex Gibbons
FEATURES/LIST EDITOR

The effects of the 2008 
presidential election could not 
have worked out more in favor 
for the Democratic Party.  At 
least at this point in time, the 
Democrats have taken the hill.  
Though President Obama’s 
administration is experiencing 
problems, overwhelmed with a 
series of stimulus plans that are 
proving more and more to be an 
immense and somewhat gaudy 
undertaking, it is not unlikely 
that such an ambitious and early 
project will eventually benefi t 
the administration.  The Repub-
lican Party has jumped on the 
opposition, vehemently protest-
ing spending in what seems to 
be a lionhearted attempt to rally 
a broken party.  The sensation-
alism of FOX News attempts to 
portray a Republican Party that 
is strong and able, but in reality 
the conservative movement in 
America is experiencing a cri-
sis of leadership like no other, 
one that, if Republicans hope 
to stand a chance in winning 
come 2012 (provided President 
Obama’s administration avoids 
all major catastrophes).  John 
McCain’s poorly fought cam-
paign has left the Republican 

Party without a strong leader, a 
vacuum that has since created a 
passive struggle for authority in 
a party already experiencing se-
vere image problems.
In Search of the Lost Chord

Three key players seem to be 
contending for party popularity; 
chairman Michael Steele, Loui-
siana Governor Piyush “Bobby” 
Jindal, and talk radio star Rush 
Limbaugh.  The ladder, Rush 
Limbaugh, has been labeled 
“head of the party” by Demo-
crats looking to gain from the 
pundits ego-fueled statements 
that oft border on bigotry.  At 
the recently held Conservative 
Political Action Conference, 
Limbaugh delivered a speech 
comparable in fervor to Henry 
V’s pre-battle address to his 
troops, substituting, of course, 
inspirational eloquence with jin-
goist musings and fl ecks of spit-
tle that (surely) covered most of 
the audience.  Limbaugh, a man 
who holds the same respect for 
journalistic integrity as Pulitzer 
and Hearst, holds a skewed vi-
sion of America that is certainly 
not the way to bring the party.  
Chairman Michael Steele was 
quick to renounce Limbaugh’s 
rhetoric as incendiary and ugly 
soon after he wished President 
Obama’s failure, but soon re-
tracted his statements.  As you 

can imagine, a black rookie 
Chairman in a white dominated 
party has to watch his words 
carefully, especially when they 
offend some of the higher icon-
oclasts in the party.

Limbaugh’s self-satisfac-
tory rants will only act as am-
munition for a Democratic 
party that maintains the visage 
of bipartisanship, and Steele 
presented a true lack of leader-
ship after failing to assert him-
self against a blustering Rush.  
Bobby Jindal, however, has 
garnered the interests of many 
conservatives.  Jindal, a clean, 
eloquent, and intelligent indi-
vidual, is the current Governor 
of Louisiana, and, for many Re-
publicans, is the best hope the 
party has against an incumbent 
Obama in 2012.

The Great Beige Hope
Jindal, who took upon the 

self applied nickname “Bobby,” 
is a member of the U.S House 
Of Representatives from Louisi-
ana’s 1st Congressional District.  
On October 20, 2007, Jindal 
became the youngest governor 
currently serving when he was 
elected Governor of Louisiana.  
Jindal is faced with the task 
of reconstructing the areas of 
Louisiana that were heavily af-
fected by Hurricane Katrina.  It 
is Katrina, however, that may 

become the largest problem 
for Jindal, if the man ever fi nds 
himself on a campaign trail.  A 
fairly well televised speech saw 
Jindal delivering a passionate 
story about how he witnessed 
the dedication of one Sherriff 
fi rsthand.  Such claims were un-
founded, however, and soon it 
became apparent that Jindal was 
merely relaying a story told by 
another associate, placing him-
self at the event in the process.

Jindal also strongly opposed 
the stimulus plan, but still ac-
cepted $3.7 billion in govern-
ment aid (he rejected $98 mil-
lion, you see).  The money 
Jindal accepted was to be put to-
wards infrastructure and modest 
unemployment benefi ts.  The 
money he rejected, however, 
was to be put towards complete 
unemployment aid, which could 
benefi t upwards of 6,000 Loui-
siana residents.  Jindal rejected 
the money, however, as the ac-
ceptance would require the state 
to change unemployment laws 
that would force businesses to 
pay higher unemployment tax-
es.  For Louisiana residents, still 
reeling from Hurricane Katrina 
and in dire need of government 
help, that money could provide 
immense opportunities towards 
normalcy.  So Jindal, who re-
jected the bailout, but accepted 

most of the money, except of 
course the money that would go 
directly to residents, seems to 
have some semblance of what 
it means to stick to your guns.  
Some.

The man still remains the 
party’s greatest hope in com-
parison to other rising stars 
like Sarah (gasp!) Palin.  Jindal 
stands behind a progressive ide-
ology and rhetoric, and main-
tains that the Republican Party 
should be concerned with coun-
try wide problems and concerns 
rather then its own image.  Still 
the Party seems to be treating 
Jindal like a pet, an interesting 
novelty that they can use and 
manipulate to feed off of Barack 
Obama’s historic victory (Jindal 
is Indian, you see?).  Instead of 
listening to the ideas the young 
Jindal presents, the party seems 
to be waiting for Jindal to 
evolve into what they desire, 
which is surely the wrong path 
to take.  Until the Republican 
Party, which remains one ce-
mented in an intolerant philoso-
phy, begins to actually listen to 
the true ideas of their leaders 
instead of trying to mold them, 
Jindal will just remain “The 
Great Beige Hope,” and the 
party will remain broken down 
and, ultimately, fucked.  

In Search of Lost Leadership
The Republican Party has an Identity Crisis
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by Sean Kelly
STAFF BRAINWASHED

In a sizeable offi ce space on 
West 33rd street, contiguous 
to Penn Plaza, the Landmark 
Education Company holds free 
informational seminars and 
visitors’ tours and conducts 
most of its business for the New 
York metro area.  The offi ce it-
self is innocuous enough: clean, 
modern and unobtrusive, with 
the company logo emblazoned 
behind the main desk, on the 
doors, and on various points 
on the walls.  In fact, it appears 
as if it could host something 
as commonplace as a shipping 
company or fi nancial institu-
tion.  However, the banality and 
welcoming nature of this offi ce 
space belies 
a much more 
sinister oper-
ation.  Land-
mark Educa-
tion is not 
a friendly 
n e i g h b o r -
hood com-
pany, as the 
i m m a c u -
late façade 
would have 
you believe, 
but it is in 
fact a cut-
throat global 
corporation 
headed by 
soul-sucking 
m a n i p u l a -
tors intent on 
brainwash-
ing and feeding off the weak-
nesses of those who partici-
pate in their “programs.”  Last 
Wednesday, I, along with my 
gonzo compatriot Alex Cor-
bitt, attended a free informa-
tional meeting regarding the 
Landmark Education “forum” 
retreats and their “benefi ts.”  It 
was held at the aforementioned 
friendly offi ce on 33rd street and 
will stay in my mind as one of 
the most simultaneously hilari-
ous and terrifying experience 
of my eighteen years on this 
planet.

Classifi ed as a “danger-
ous psychotherapy cult” by the 
Cult Awareness and Informa-
tion Centre, Landmark Educa-
tion got its start in 1991 when 
it purchased the intellectual 
property of car salesman turned 
self-help guru Werner Erhard. 
The company grew rapidly 
and eventually turned global, 
hosting workshops in about 60 
countries, as well as all over the 
United States.

Landmark Education is best 
known for its infamous “fo-
rum,” a three day, $550 self-help 
course designed to brainwash 
enrollees to either volunteer 
for the company or to enroll in 
more courses (and spend more 
money).  Over the course of the 
forum, participants are routinely 

humiliated, psychologically tor-
tured (i.e. locked in dark rooms 
as program leaders yell at them), 
and denied basic physical needs 
such as sleep and bathroom 
breaks.  Each day of the forum 
lasts for an exhausting 18 hours, 
fatiguing participants mentally, 
physically, and emotionally. 
The result of this three-day hor-
ror show is, essentially, a con-
trolled nervous breakdown.

Upon walking in to the con-
ference room where the semi-
nar was held, I noticed a few 
disconcerting elements almost 
immediately.  Primarily, the ef-
fi ciency and resolve with which 
the company employees shuf-
fl ed visitors through the lines 
and corridors unnerved me; it 
felt as if the coordinators of this 

“informational seminar” were 
attempting to exert their control 
over me as soon as I entered. 
Secondly, the registration and 
sign in process was slightly ter-
rifying.  All fi rst time visitors 
to the seminar are required to 
wear name tags, distinguished 
from the name tags of graduates 
of the program (who comprised 
about half of the crowd) by sev-
eral blue lines on the sticker 
itself.  The need for identifi ca-
tion, along with clear stratifi ca-
tion of the attendees, furthered 
the feeling of mental subjuga-
tion and control that pervaded 
the entirety of the seminar and 
was reminiscent of political de-
tainees being processed at and 
internment camp.

Then came the seminar it-
self.  Once all the attendees 
were properly dispersed and 
seated, a pretentious wax fi gure 
of a man who identifi ed himself 
as “Jerry” took the small stage.  
He had a squeaky clean smile, 
and his face appeared to be in a 
perpetual state of post-Botox in-
jection immobility, permanently 
fi xated on a sanctimonious grin.  
This man had all the persuasive 
skills of a used auto salesman 
and all the charisma of the an-
tichrist.  He began his speech 
with a personal testimonial re-
garding his experiences with the 

forum.  He said that he was con-
vinced to attend a meeting by a 
cousin who had graduated from 
the forum, which is refl ective of 
the company’s word-of-mouth 
marketing techniques.  He care-
fully explained his story, which 
basically amounted to a grandi-
ose sales pitch (“I was miser-
able, I went to the forum, now 
I’m happy,” etc.).  The entirety 
of the speech was peppered with 
“questions” posed to the audi-
ence, which were all eagerly an-
swered by the graduates, giving 
the room an overall atmosphere 
of enthusiasm, agreement and 
optimism.

The focus seemed to be epis-
temological in nature.  Jerry, 
with the aid of pie charts and a 
nice new white board, explained 

to the audi-
ence that 
their realm 
of knowl-
edge was 
e n t i r e l y 
limited in 
nature and 
that the fol-
ly of their 
ways was a 
product of 
their failure 
to accept 
their lack 
of knowl-
edge.  He 
conjectured 
that miser-
ies, failed 
r e l a t i o n -
ships, fail-
ures in the 

workplace and family troubles, 
to start, were caused by our lack 
of knowledge and understand-
ing.  Jerry preached that these 
are not necessarily bad in and 
of themselves, but rather it was 
our reactions to these things that 
caused our suffering.  While 
this may seem intelligent or 
pragmatic, the fact that Land-
mark Education claims to have 
the proper knowledge and meth-
ods to react to these things in the 
“right” manner (and charges ex-
orbitant amounts of money for 
this information) negates any 
veracity their claims may hold.

The presentation was not 
overtly cultish; in fact, it was all 
quite logical and easy to swal-
low.  However, the problem lies 
therein.  The initial impressions 
of Landmark Education are so 
general and vague that they can 
be personalized to any situa-
tion of set of life circumstances.  
Platitudes, doublespeak and 
technical jargon (“non-linear 
learning,” “blind spots,” “new 
realm of possibilities,” etc.) all 
play a role in both confusing 
and pacifying the listener so that 
they may inquire further and, 
hopefully, spend money.  Make 
no mistake; this company is an 
effi cient and well-oiled propa-
ganda machine to rival that of 
the Third Reich

A Castle of Cults...
on 33rd Street!

by Joe McCarthy
CO-ARTS EDITOR

A Japanese man dressed all 
in tight PVC gay fetish garb, 
prancing around Japan scream-
ing, “Sei! Sei! Sei! Sei! Sei!” 
and “Hooooooooooooo!” whilst 
dry-humping unsuspecting chil-
dren and pedestrians of all ages, 
promiscuously striking poses, 
doing random acts of charity, 
and embarrassing everyone in 
his path—all to the sounds of 
Ricky Martin’s “Livin la Vida 
Loca.”  This can’t be real.  Well, 
in the sense that this man exists 
off-camera, absolutely not, but 
for the duration of his episodes 
on Japanese variety show, Ba-
kusho Mondai no Bakuten!, 
this man is realer than the day 
is long.

His name: Hard Gay.  His 
profession: scaring the shit out 
of the unwitting Japanese pub-
lic.  It goes deeper than that, 
though, and his livelihood turns 
out to be much more benevolent 
than it seems.  Having watched 
almost all of the Hard 
Gay episodes on You-
Tube, I feel like I’ve 
gotten to know the char-
acter, and his mission, I 
am certain, is anything 
but malevolent.  In fact, 
the very heart of his 
show seems to be char-
ity: for all his child-
humping, he makes a 
great case for selfl ess 
good works and always 
challenges Japanese so-
cial norms.

His episodes begin 
with an intro by the va-
riety show leaders who 
read a statement from 
Hard Gay describing 
what he endeavors to 
do.  Hard Gay then ex-
plains himself what he plans 
on doing, and the show begins.  
For example, in “Hard Gay Bug 
Hunt,” the narrator receives 
a letter or fax from Hard Gay, 
reading, “It seems like kids 
these days aren’t gathering bugs 
anymore.  So I, Hard Gay, will 
gather bugs and give them to the 
kids.  And that’s it.”  Then Hard 
Gay says his usual, “I wanted to 
try it once,” followed by what-
ever it is that he wanted to try, 
such as collecting bugs. 

His humor is fantastic, 
mostly because the translated 
subtitles are offensively unac-
ceptable—you can tell that the 
English translation is, at best, 
20% accurate—but also because 
he is always interweaving the 
most random and absurd words, 
songs, and statements into the 
loose plots of his episodes.  For 
example, toward the begin-
ning of one episode, Hard Gay 
starts dancing his hips around 
and singing, to a made-up tune, 
“Mom and dad!  Sorry that I’m 
Hard Gay!” Don’t be sorry, 
Hard Gay.  Never be sorry.

 At the beginning of an-
other episode, he runs from afar 
at the camera to the sounds of 
the Rocky theme song, and, ap-
proaching the camera, screams, 
“Gaydrian!  Hoooooooo!”  An-
other time, he slides his pelvis 
under a shopping man’s legs 
and yells, “High catch!  Hard 
Gay from below!”  Once, he 
took a fuming cigarette from a 
Japanese teenager’s mouth, told 
him, “Hey, you can’t smoke and 
walk at the same time,” then slid 
the burning cig down his skin 
tight pants and said, “Penis ex-
tinguisher!  Hooooooooo!”

He cooks and hunts bugs for 
kids, on Fathers’ Day he gets 
teenagers to call up their dads 
and say “thanks” and “I love 
you,” he saves a Ramen noodle 
shop from going out of busi-
ness, helps a young man profess 
his love to the girl of his dreams, 
and he always makes someone 
smile, laugh, or cringe—to the 
soundtrack of Ricky Martin, 
which magnifi es the entire es-
capade.

A question, however, re-
mains: is the entire endeavor 
of Hard Gay more harmful or 
benefi cial in the end?  After all, 
the actor who plays Hard Gay, 
Masaki Sumitani, is actually 
completely heterosexual while 
his character portrays homosex-
uality in the most unfl attering 
and bizarre way possible—but 
just the same, devotes himself 
to the good of his community, 
promoting social justice and 
charity.  To Hard Gay’s oppo-
nents, I say: if this is offending 
the homosexual community, 
then the American mainstream 
must be waging virtual geno-
cide.  I would support Hard Gay 
if he animated the most unfl at-
tering possible Joe McCarthy, 
as long as he made people smile 
and promoted charity.  I think 
if Jesus Christ had given two 
shits about politics, and wanted, 
rather than to save humanity, to 
alleviate the troubled people of 
his generation, he might have 
taken on the persona of Hard 
Gay.

   

Hard Gay
Friend or Foe?

Like this...only indoors!

Sei! Sei!
Sei!
Sei!
Hoooooo!
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by Eamon Stewart
STAFF BABY PUNCHER

I should explain something 
about myself; I actually sort of 
enjoy commercials.  My fam-
ily works in advertising, maybe 
that’s why.  It doesn’t matter ei-
ther way.  The point is that when 
there’s a commercial break I 
don’t immediately scramble to 
change the channel.  I’m curi-
ous to see how the corporations 
have tried to wrap their shitty 
products in a tasty chocolate 
coating that will be delicious 
and digestible to the masses.  
The sublimal mindfucking and 
psychology that occurs during 
those 30 seconds fascinates me.  
I enjoy seeing if the advertising 
agencies have developed new 
strategies to scare, excite, or 
do whatever to induce us into 
believing their client is selling 
something worthwhile.  Maybe 
commercials are somehow a mi-
crocosm of our society, because 
they exist purely to try some-
thing to the most people at a 
time and therefore must appeal 
to the greatest number of peo-
ple’s passions, desires, fears, 
needs, whatever.  If our com-
mercials survive, future civili-
zations may learn much about 
us from our product promotion.

I seriously wonder what 
they will try and make of that 
fucking E*TRADE baby.  I 
don’t remember when we were 

fi rst introduced to that annoying 
little infant, maybe it was two 
super bowls ago, but I seriously 
wonder who that is supposed 
to appeal to.  As far as I can 
tell, the only people to whom a 
day-trading toddler would ap-
peal  are the people who fi nd 
anything baby related to be fan-
tastic. These would be the same 

morons who think loud babies 
in public are cute or who en-
joyed Baby Geniuses.  There is 
some innovation in this concept, 
because such people would be 
dumb enough to believe that 
they too could open portfolios.  
But this strategy wouldn’t be a 
sustained one, as this audience 
would quickly piss away their 
meager disposable income.  
Perhaps in this unstable market 
this is what E*TRADE is hop-

ing for.
You might think what I’m 

saying is a bit harsh, and I do har-
bor a bit of bias when it comes 
to this issue; I fucking hate ba-
bies.  Babies are idiots, they do 
not know anything.  They’re a 
lot like little aliens that shit on 
everything and cry all the time.  
I don’t think of babies as cute; 

I think of them as humanity’s 
version of the chestburster: 
problematic little fuckers that 
make meals very unpleasant.  I 
know most people don’t share 
my disdain for the fi rst stage of 
human development, but they at 
least don’t view them as good 
product salesmen.

Why E*TRADE thought 
they would be a good idea is be-
yond me.  TD Waterhouse uses 
the Law & Order guy, which is 

fucking fantastic because even 
though that guy is paid actor who 
may have never heard of a port-
folio, he still looks and sounds 
like an authority fi gure.  That 
fucking baby is not an authority 
fi gure.  That fucking baby has 
a clown.  And now those com-
mercials have more babies in 
them.  And the only funny thing 

about all 
of this is 
that the 
commer-
cials still 
aren’t fun-
ny.  Hav-
ing a baby 
throw up 
in an ad-
v e r t i s e -
ment for 
a broker-
age ser-
vice isn’t 
f u n n y , 
neither is 
a baby us-

ing a cell phone, or a baby do-
ing any of the other shit it does 
in those goddamn commercials.  
But these commercials are still 
around, and they are still mak-
ing more them, which implies 
that this campaign had some 
sort of success.  

This is what terrifi es me.  If 
my belief about commercials 
strongly refl ecting society is ac-
curate (which you better know 
it is) then we are in deep trou-

ble.  If we are putting our trust 
in a baby with a superimposed 
mouth, then America might 
be in serious trouble.  I’m not 
saying that this will lead to the 
downfall of our way of life, but 
it’s an indication of our rapidly 
declining standards of entertain-
ment.  As we point to Rome’s 
excesses as a big part of their 
downfall, future civilizations 
will look at those commercials, 
along with things like Danc-
ing With The Stars and Beverly 
Hills Chihuahua as indicative 
of the thoughtlessness of our 
age.  They will wonder at how 
a culture with such crappy taste 
could simultaneously have de-
veloped the atomic bomb, put 
men on the moon, and given the 
world the Robocop franchise 
(which is getting its long await-
ed reboot next year).

There is a very simple way 
to stop this downward slide; we 
have to stop being so stupid.  I 
realize that this is asking a lot 
of the 300 million of us, but it’s 
something that is an absolute 
necessity.  If we continue going 
the way we are, we will quickly 
join the ranks of the Greeks, Ro-
mans, and Babylonians.  That 
baby is leading us down a road 
to ruin, and we have to stand 
up and tell E*TRADE that we 
aren’t going to take it anymore.

by Lenny Raney
STAFF CROSSBRONX

Dear Fordham, I exist. You 
may not know it, but I am a fully 
matriculated student here. I have 
a major, a GPA, a set of close 
friends, a healthy understanding 
of the social hierarchy on cam-
pus, a whole stable of crushes, 
and all of the things one would 
expect a normal college senior 
to have. Why, then, must you be 
hell bent on pretending that I am 
invisible? You see, I am a com-
muter, one that lives just over 
thirty miles away. Not only that, 
I am also a transfer, and while 
I have been here for nearly two 
years now, I am just getting to 
know the school. 

For my entire fi rst year of at-
tendance, I did absolutely noth-
ing extracurricular on campus. I 
made virtually no friends, spent 
no time in the Bronx aside from 
when I was attending class, and 
generally had a completely in-
different attitude towards cam-
pus life. Coming to Fordham 
was actually a lot like going to 
work: a lengthy commute, little 
or no social interaction, and 
then going straight home. I was, 
of course, okay with this for two 
reasons. Firstly, I had a healthy 
social life outside of school. 

Secondly, I did not know what 
I was missing. I had transferred 
from a commuter school. I did 
not know what it was like to 
have a dorm or go to lunch in 
the cafeteria with friends. Hell, 
before last semester when I 
spent time with a few friends in 
Finlay, I had not ever even been 
inside of any dorm, let alone a 
Fordham dorm.

The fact that I did not have 
friends or much 
of a social life 
here was largely 
a function of de-
sign. As I men-
tioned before, I 
had always com-
muted and attend-
ed a commuter 
school before go-
ing here, but, I 
have to say, Ford-
ham made abso-
lutely no effort in 
introducing cam-
pus life to me. I 
attended all of the orientations 
and workshops that I was aware 
of and was not once even told 
about the commuter lounge. In 
fact, the fi rst time I had been in-
side of the commuter lounge (or 
the Ramskellar, Annex, cafete-
ria, University Church, or Mc-

The Only Thing Worse Than ResLife
Ginley Ballroom) was almost a 
full twelve months after I began 
here. I simply did not know what 
or where these things were. 

Hindsight 20/20, I look 
back on the efforts that I made 
to immerse myself in Fordham 
campus life and realize that it 
really took a palpable amount 
of careful planning, gumption, 
and endeavor. I remember hav-
ing to explain to people over 

and over again how I managed 
to be a second semester junior 
and still know nobody at my 
fi rst PSJ meeting. Also, while it 
may be a carefree night on the 
town for most of you, spending 
Friday night at the Jolly Tinker, 
Tribar, or Shea’s still remains 

a logistical ordeal to this day. I 
have to fi gure where to park my 
car overnight, where I can keep 
my bags, whether or not I need 
a guest pass or can stay with 
friends living off-campus, and 
whether or not I need a change 
of clothes and/or toiletries, 
among other things. 

Sometimes I stop for a sec-
ond and think about what col-
lege might have been like if I 

was not an outgo-
ing person who 
feels comfortable 
putting himself 
about. If I had 
more of a shy de-
meanor, not un-
like I am sure a 
fair few students, 
both residential 
and commuting, 
do, how would 
I have felt about 
approaching the 
end of my college 
career without 

having ever gotten to experi-
ence what it means to be a col-
lege student? I reckon I would 
have felt pretty bad. Fordham 
administration, I implore you 
to please take note of this and 
make a better effort at making 
the transfers, commuters, and 

even adult students feel more 
welcome. Most of the commut-
ers I know primarily hang out 
with other commuters, and I 
have yet to meet a transfer who 
did not or does not currently 
have trouble making friends.

I mean, thank God for our 
Editor-In-Chief, Kate Murphy, 
who fi rst invited me to the pa-
per meetings (Tuesdays at 9PM 
in the Ramskellar. Commuters 
and transfers welcome!); Dan 
LoPreto, who Facebook friend-
ed me completely in apropos of 
nothing and invited me to Anti-
War Meetings and FET shows; 
Arts Editor Joe McCarthy, who 
sat next to me in English and ac-
tually talked to me about things 
other than homework, and all 
of the other people who actu-
ally reached out to an invisible 
commuter-transfer and offered 
him a chance to be a part of the 
full college experience. Without 
them, I would have been left to 
Fordham’s own devices, which 
sadly are currently letting down 
the thousands of commuters and 
transfers who possibly feel like 
they don’t matter here on cam-
pus.

E*Trade:
Devaluing Our Public Discourse One Baby Commercial at a Time

Ah, the Cross Bronx. I spend more time here than at 
Fordham

Don’t you be telling me how to 
manage my portfolio.
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by Keeran Murphy
STAFF
GÖTTERDÄMMERUNG

At about midday on the day 
of the big game, as the blinding-
ly greybright sky, sunned from 
the skyside, undimmed itself, 
brightening upon the thin sticky 
skins of our eyelids, we found 
ourselves splayed out upon 
roughly upholstered couches 
and the carpet fl oor.  We were 
a bit peckish.  We moved in a 
ravenous pack from the couch-
es and fl oors of Nick’s house, 
where the big party had taken 
place the night before, and piled 
into Joey’s Toyota Previa hun-
gry as lumberjackals, craving 
fl apjacks and Egyptian small 
game, Coptic pheasants sticky 
and dripping with Mrs. Butter-
worth’s.  We drove down the 
main road and then we drove 
through the Taco Bell drive 
through, as driving through is 
really all one can do or, rather, 
through, a drive through, and or-
dered 100% Angus Beef Whop-
pers—seven of them.  Upon be-
ing informed that, not only did 
they not have any 100% Angus 
Beef Whoppers, but that they 
never did, and in all likelihood, 
never would, and we, wholly 
incapable of compromising, 
and quite certain that Burger 
King stopped serving tacos af-
ter breakfast, decided to forego 
the meal altogether and retroac-
tively declare a hunger strike to 
have begun that morning at ap-
proximately sunrise in support 
of the social struggle that was 
most in vogue to be in support 
of at that time.

We winnowed away the 
hungover hours of the afternoon 
by watching MadTV on DVD.  
We laughed at all the jokes, be-
cause they were funny.  We all 
agreed that Aries Spears was the 
funniest.  But soon it was time to 

go to the big game.  We drove to 
the location where the big game 
was to be played and pulled into 
the parking lot just in time for 
the big tailgate.  The sky dark-
ened.  We called off the hunger 
strike, because the big game 
was the most important thing in 

our lives, and the big game just 
wouldn’t be the big game with-
out the big tailgate.  The rumble 
of distant thunder grew in deci-
bel as we grilled the burgers and 
dogs in the parking lot.  The 
girls showed up in Stephanie’s 
Toyota Corolla.  We could hear 
the Sublime CD playing as they 
pulled into the parking spot next 
to us.  By now we were standing 
around Luke’s Jeep Wrangler, 
getting pumped.  The girls had 
made signs and T-shirts sup-
porting various members of the 
team.

The clouds thickened, sink-
ing lower, heavy with earth-
sweat, on the brink of release.  

A howling storm was soon upon 
us, and we, prepared, put on 
ponchos.  Some of the parents 
cut up trash bags and wore them 
because they were resource-
ful, as parents often are.  Fa-
thers made many wise remarks.  
Mothers milled about and 

discussed things.  Götterdäm-
merung was upon us.  It began 
to rain cats and dogs and rac-
coons and rococo furniture of 
all sorts—chairs and endtables 
ornately engraved with pais-
ley spirals—as vile, varicose-
veined vermilion vermin voted 
democratically, only to be ve-
toed by the viceroy vole.  Voli-
tion had been the very act of the 
vermin; the vole would not be 
vindicated.

It was the big game, the high 
school state championship, and 
we were down by seven points at 
the end of the fi rst half.  For the 
halftime show, six hundred and 
forty two grey squirrels on roller 

skates, in honor of our school’s 
mascot, the Taylorsville strong 
people, were released to per-
form synchronized, re-choreo-
graphed roller-dance numbers 
from popular Broadway musi-
cals of the nineteen seventies.  
Björk, who did not have throat 

cancer, sang our school’s an-
them through an electrolarynx 
in a vagnerian Woice.  “I hope 
you like my new direction,” she 
said.  The squirrels ran amok 
and scattered in every direc-
tion, gliding on their tiny roller 
skates.  There was one squirrel 
who thought he was better than 
all of the others.  He was roller-
skating backwards.  A lot of the 
other squirrels thought that he 
should just grow up.  Neverthe-
less, they all escaped into the 
forest; but unable to climb trees 
in their roller skates, and unable 
to remove them without oppos-
able thumbs, they decided to 
move to the big city.  We don’t 

know what became of them, 
but we hope they were success-
ful.  Nobody really liked Björk, 
but they all pretended to.  This 
was our moment.  It was the big 
game.  And we weren’t going to 
let Björk ruin it for us.

Then the boy in the wheel-
chair was announced as the 
Homecoming King, and it 
made everyone feel good 
about themselves.  “This 
one’s for you, buddy,” said 
the quarterback as he threw 
the game-winning touch-
down.  “Stop the presses!” 
shouted Tom Brokaw, who 
was running a print-news 
publication.  A minimally 
Midwestern fi reworks dis-
play lit up and colored the 
night sky, a Lite-Brite sky, 
now dry, as the storm had 
stopped.  The students of 
Taylorsville High School 
stormed the fi eld.  The big 
game was a big success.  I 
grabbed the girl who I had 
fallen in love with fresh-
man year, but to whom I had 
never said anything.  I had 
always been the “friend.”  
I said, “I am in love with 
you.”  I literally kissed her 
lovingly on her lovely, lit-
eral, lewd, luscious, lupine, 

lackadaisical, lugubrious lips.  
“Why didn’t you say so!” she 
said.  “I’m in love with you 
too!”  We were in love and 
would soon be married.  Later 
we would divorce. It would be 
messy.

After the big game, ev-
eryone went to Buffalo Wild 
Wings and ordered nacho plat-
ters.  In the farthest corners of 
the tightly packed sports bar, 
brave boys whispered plans to 
obtain beer.  Fathers made many 
more wise remarks.  One father 
drank too much and the mother 
had to drive home.  Even though 
nobody said anything about it, 
everybody knew.

Dearest Eugene,

I sincerely hope this 
letter finds you well. 
I was wondering if 
mayhaps you would 
join me at the paper 
meeting this Tuesday 
in the Annex...Oh...No, 
that’s okay. 
I understand...

The Big Game
A Short Piece of Fiction (We Think)

“I hope you like my new direction.”
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