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editorials

by Timmy Reis
STAFF KILL YR
TELEVISION

Alongside politics, religion, 
law, business, public rela-

tions, and porn, advertising is 
an industry based on deception. 
It is a fi eld that exists solely to 
further corporate interests and 
sell false images to a vulner-
able public. This culture of lies 
lives in the three to fi ve minute 
intermissions that plague your 
favorite television program-
ming and thrives on your gull-
ibility and feeds off your inse-
curities. Some commercials are 
more benign than others. Can-
dy, soda, and beer commercials 
for instance, are largely free 
of the pitfalls that characterize 
most TV ads. 
They are free 
to be more 
creative and 
adventurous 
because their 
products sell 
t h e m s e l v e s 
and they have 
an established 
younger, typi-
cally more 
open-minded 
audience. We 
don’t need to 
be told again 
that Snick-
ers have pea-
nuts, nougat, 
caramel, and 
chocolate, we 
just need to 
be reminded 
of these fl a-
vors by seeing 
someone get 
dunked on by Patrick Chew-
ing. While commercials such 
as this are often effective and 
entertaining, most forego en-
tertainment and simply rely on 
cheap emotional appeals that go 
for the heart strings like mean-
ingless little Rob Reiner mov-
ies. Most insurance companies 
(with the exception of the auto 
insurance industry, which was 
forced to re-imagine marketing 
strategies after Geico changed 
the game with their absurdly 
humorous gecko and caveman 
ads), investment fi rms, banks, 
tax companies, grocery stores, 
any pharmaceutical or medi-
cal companies, and many car 
companies are guilty of brew-
ing these lies in seedy corporate 
offi ces and broadcasting them 
through the empty, smiling fac-
es of the worst, most despicable 
kind of human being in exis-
tence: the commercial actor.

Take for instance, a life in-
surance advertisement which 
features a well-to-do black man 
in a nicely furnished American 
home, reminiscing over a base-

ball game that his hard work-
ing father took him to when 
he was a child. In the story, he 
tells about how Hank Aaron hit 
a homerun during that fateful 
game, at which point his father 
turned to him and said, “Son, 
you can do anythang.” The glis-
ten in the black man’s eyes hints 
at tears, but the commercial is 
cut short before the waterworks 
can really get going. A touching 
little anecdote, sure, until you 
remember that this man—with  
his wistful, glistening eyes and 
quivering lip—is lying to you. 
His dad never took him to that 
baseball game or said any of 
that vague inspirational shit. 
For all we know, this man never 
even had a father. The fact of the 
matter is that this scumbag was 

paid $15,000 to tell a fabricated 
story using the skills he attained 
through a bi-weekly community 
college acting class in order to 
get you to purchase life insur-
ance—something never even 
mentioned during the ad and 
something this man, no matter 
how genuine he tries to appear, 
surely does not care about.

You see, this advertisement 
wasn’t selling life insurance. 
Life insurance is a necessity in 
the American middle class; it 
sells itself. No, what they were 
doing was selling an image, 
an image of a strong, racially 
tolerant, well-to-do American 
family, hoping that the com-
forting associations drawn from 
such an image would convince 
people to buy this particular 
company’s insurance. The com-
mercial never once mentioned 
life insurance, waiting until the 
fi nal seconds to simply fl ash 
the company logo. And this 
trend affects nearly all aspects 
of marketing for American en-
terprises. Everything from cars 
to cell phones to table salt has 

been processed, boiled down to 
a vague, semi-relatable image 
and sold on television as honest 
artifacts of Americana by pro-
fessional liars.

Some, mostly the slea-
zeballs themselves and their 
greasy agents, will defend mod-
ern commercial actors. They’ll 
say, “They’re just working pro-
fessionals trying to make ends 
meet like the rest of us, give 
them a break!” But their silly 
appeals won’t work on me. I see 
through them like I see through 
the insidious commercials cre-
ated by the people they defend, 
and I say “No! I will not give 
these buttholes a break!” These 
people tell bold-faced lies for a 
living and are willing to forsake 
their artistic and personal integ-

rity for a measly 
income and emp-
ty national ex-
posure. They are 
true prostitutes 
with no loyalty, 
no shame, no lim-
its to the lengths 
they’ll go to in 
order to appease 
their corporate 
pimps.

So next time 
that morally ques-
tionable woman 
winks and prom-
ises you that this 
is fi nally the pill 
that will make 
your dick grow 
or Vince Offer 
screams at you 
to get a poorly 
named chamois 
towel or an all-in-
one veggie chop-

per, take a second to remember: 
he probably does low budget 
porn on the side and he has a 
penchant for smacking around 
hookers. These people can-
not be trusted, they are the en-
emy, and just because the black 
president from 24 is telling you 
with a warm smile and fatherly 
assurance that you’re in good 
hands with his company doesn’t 
mean he’s not bullshitting you 
and laughing all the way to the 
bank. At the end of the day, 
these commercial actors are just 
in it for the money and will do 
anything they’re told, like the 
soulless whores they are. I’ll 
leave you with a quote from the 
legendary comedian and social 
commentator, Bill Hicks who 
once said, “If you do a commer-
cial, you’re off the artistic roll 
call FOREVER. Every word 
you say becomes suspect. Every 
single word is like a turd fall-
ing from your mouth into my 
drink.” From Bill’s mouth to 
God’s ears. Death to all com-
mercial actors!

My Aversion  to Advert Actors

To the Cardinal Newman 
Society:

As you are well-aware, 
our publication has been privy 
to your misguided agenda for 
some time now. We published 
an article on the Cardinal New-
man Society earlier this school 
year when your organization 
pointed its fi nger at Fordham, 
because we gave an honorary 
degree to a Supreme Court 
justice who happens to be pro-
choice (or as you double speak 
masters call it, pro-abortion). 
This is, however, an open let-
ter to be published for a wide 
audience, so let us provide the 
reader with some background 
information on your organiza-
tion—because we think you’re 
a cancer on America’s Catho-
lic Universities.

Founded in 1993 by Ford-
ham alum and former editor 
of The Ram, Patrick J. Reilly, 
the Cardinal Newman Soci-
ety keeps tabs on America’s 
Catholic universities, attempt-
ing to rid these institutions of 
anything they believe to be un-
Catholic on their campuses. As 
we mentioned in our previous 
coverage of the group, they 
are staunchly against LGBT 
groups on Catholic campuses 
and also against Catholic uni-
versities funding the Vagina 
Monologues. We also noted 
in our previous article on the 
organization that they have no 
particular stance against war, 
while the Catholic Church 
most certainly does. Hmm. It 
was this kind of hypocrisy that 
was brought into the forefront 
as the Cardinal Newman So-
ciety, torches in hand, led the 
movement to oppose President 
Obama’s invitation to speak at 
the commencement ceremony 
at Notre Dame, a Catholic insti-
tution. The Cardinal Newman 
Society, along with several 
other ultra-conservative reli-
gious groups, opposes Notre 
Dame’s invitation to Presi-
dent Obama to speak at their 
commencement ceremony be-
cause, they assert, Obama has 
“anti-Catholic views.” (read: 
he’s pro-choice.) 

This, dear friends at the 
Cardinal Newman Society, is 
why we at the paper have de-
cided to write you a letter. First 
and foremost, we would like to 
say to you, are you serious? 
You would like to censor the 
President of the United States 
because he is pro-choice? I 
think we’re going to need a 
bigger “are you serious?”

Barack Obama will be 
the sixth United States Presi-
dent to deliver a commence-
ment address at Notre Dame. 
On Hardball, Pat Buchanan 

voiced the opinion of the Car-
dinal Newman Society and 
other right-wing nuts when he 
explained that Obama simply 
could not speak at Notre Dame 
because he was pro-abortion 
(again, classy word choice, 
Pat). Notre Dame, he explains, 
is the nation’s premier Catho-
lic university (zing, Fordham!) 
and, as such, “stands for cer-
tain uncontradicted truths.” 
But like any right-wing reli-
gious argument, it becomes 
clear that Buchanan, like you 
at the Cardinal Newman Soci-
ety, picks and chooses which 
Catholic ideals to “protect” 
and which to ignore. As Law-
rence O’Donnell pointed out 
on Hardball, no “controversy” 
erupted when any of these oth-
er Presidents were invited to 
speak, yet many of them held 
decidedly un-Catholic beliefs. 

George W. Bush stands as 
a towering example:  a man 
who, as Governor of Texas, 
signed off on more executions 
than any other elected offi cial 
in recorded American history, 
a man who started an unpro-
voked and unjust war in Iraq. 
As I am sure you at the Cardi-
nal Newman Society are well 
aware, the Catholic Church is 
outspokenly against the death 
penalty and has condemned 
the war in Iraq from the get-go. 
So where were you when Bush 
spoke at Notre Dame’s com-
mencement? Surely you did 
not appreciate that this man 
spoke at one of the nation’s ap-
parent bastions of Catholicism.

Call us crazy, but we at the 
paper still like to think college 
campuses should be a mar-
ketplace of ideas, havens for 
free speech. College is, you 
know, where you’re supposed 
to learn, and how can you ever 
truly learn anything unless 
you are exposed to things you 
don’t necessarily agree with? 
It seems all your society seems 
to do is restrict the freedom 
of speech at Catholic univer-
sities, not when the speech is 
“un-Catholic,” but more so 
when it isn’t politically con-
servative enough. And so, as 
students of a Jesuit institution, 
one that your founder attended, 
we would like you to explain 
to us why you did not protest 
when George W. Bush spoke 
at Notre Dame. The Catholic 
Church is every bit as opposed 
to retributive killing as abor-
tion, so where were you?

We award you no points, 
and may God have mercy on 
your soul.

Eagerly awaiting 
your response,
the paper 

the paper’s view
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An Open Letter to the Cardinal Newman Society

“Yeah, I broke the color barrier. Buy some life insurance?”
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by Ali Musa
STAFF SEE-THROUGH

Insofar as American-style 
capitalism is supposed to pro-
mote democracy, it does so 
through fostering accountabil-
ity. Hence, this model of devel-
opment is considered superior 
to its French and German coun-
terparts on account of its inno-
vation of the stock exchange. 
Whereas the latter two relied on 
large banks or one national bank 
for corporate fi nancing, stock 
exchanges allowed for fi nancing 
on open, and ideally, transparent 
markets. The benefi ts of trans-
parency are reduced corruption 
and, what amounts to the same 
thing, increased accountability. 
There is no shortage of political-
economic literature that stresses 

accountability as the panacea to 
authoritarianism in underdevel-
oped countries. Accountability 
is more than an ethical nicety. It 
is a practical requirement for the 
system’s survival. The current 
fi nancial crisis can be explained 
in terms of poor accountability 
standards. 

Can the rationale for ac-
countability be applied to the 
university? To what extent does 
the American university resem-
ble a business? To what extent 
does it matter?

The consumerist rationale 
(where the student is the “cus-
tomer”—and some university 
administrations use the term) 
for budget transparency says the 
consumer has the right to make 
an informed and ethical choice 
of purchase. This right is not al-
ways conceded. Take the ongo-
ing debate over whether to label 
the origin of produce or geneti-
cally modifi ed foods. However, 
in the absence of comprehen-
sive health regulations or, more 
radically, democratic control 
over corporate domain, con-
sumers cannot be placated with 
the power to “vote with their 
dollars” when such power is un-
dermined by opaque practices. 

But maybe the student is 
more akin to an investor, since 

his or her fi nancial involvement 
with the university is of a longer 
term and involves an expected 
return of sorts. This creates a 
stronger case for transparency 
since even the staunchest op-
ponent to securities regulations 
wants to know whether the 
“books are clean.” “Clean” here 
is void of any ethical consider-
ation and is instead primarily 
concerned with the company’s 
solvability (e.g. will Fordham’s 
fl imsy investments cause it to 
fold and diminish the value of 
my “return”, or BA).

Of course, you could deny 
that the university is or should 
be a business. Call this the ide-
alist rationale. Even conserva-
tive policymakers uphold that 
higher education must be a 
venue for free thought and not 

simply a prop for the current 
order, whether it be the national 
cult—as was its original pur-
pose—or to service the needs of 
the economy. (How-
ever, these analysts 
apply this ideal only 
to countries where 
they wish to see re-
gime change.)

Further, you 
may reject the seg-
mented life that 
defers “real” deci-
sions and political 
visions until after 
college—ironically, 
you “idealists” will 
be called the insu-
lar and bubbled-in 
ones. You may not 
view yourselves as 
cannon fodder for 
the job market; you 
may not be satis-
fi ed with cell-phone 
photos of a free con-
cert thrown by your 
unquestioned benefactor as 
your sole means of creative ex-
pression; you may wish to know 
whence come the decisions for 
university expansion or formal 
censorship of the Vagina Mono-
logues on campus. Most likely, 
you have little need for the con-
sumerist rationale. 

Two Rationales for 

Budget 

Transparency

“SHOW ME THE 
MONEY!!”

by Bill Donahue
CO-DEADITOR-IN-CHIEF

Deep within the bowels of 
Keating Hall, buried in some 
dusty little corner of the build-
ing, there’s a room where no 
one is allowed to go. Hidden be-
hind a plain wooden door with 
no sign, everyone just passes by 
without thinking twice, hustling 
and bustling through their busy 
lives. Even the janitors have 
been told not to worry about 
that room; they aren’t even 
given a key. But behind that un-
remarkable piece of oak, inside 
that permanently locked room, 
is where all of the important de-
cisions about Fordham Univer-
sity are made. This is the home 
of the Bad Decision Robot.

Let me explain. To most ca-
sual observers, it would seem 
Fordham University is run 
much the same as any other 
school. Father McShane, the 
president, sets policy, represents 
the institution, and gives pre-U2 
speeches like it was 1935 in 
Nuremberg. And then there’s 
the vice presidents, the board 
of trustees, the gigantic faceless 
bureaucracy, and so on. But the 
reality of the situation is quite 
different. Despite all the trap-
pings of a legitimate administra-
tive infrastructure, the men and 
women in positions of power at 
Fordham have little to no actual 
power. Instead, the business of 
running New York’s Jesuit Uni-
versity is actually handled by a 
complex and highly advanced 
robot that has been meticulously 
programmed only to make bad 
decisions.

Theories on the BDR vary, 
but most experts seem to agree 
that it has been in the room in 
Keating Hall since the build-

ing’s opening in 1936. Though 
no living person has been in-
side the room or even seen the 
machine, it is reportedly steam 
powered, has the ability to play 
both 8Tracs and Laser Discs, 
and is believed to be a diehard 
fan of the XFL.

The idea that a strange, sen-

tient machine that has been cre-
ated with the express purpose of 
making questionable or stupid 
decisions is running Fordham 
University may seem utterly 
absurd, and with good reason. 
But in my four years of working 
at the paper, we have covered 
and written on so many of the 
BDR’s irrational decisions that 
I am quite certain it exists.

For instance, it was the 
BDR that created the judicial 
policies that allowed a couple of 
gay students living in freshman 
dorms to be bullied off campus 
in the fall of 2006. After receiv-
ing explicit and homophobic 
death threats from another stu-
dent living in their dorm, the 
students brought the matter to 
Residential Life. After some 
closed-door deliberations, dur-
ing which the students involved 
were kept entirely in the dark, 
Res. Life decided to move the 
accused student into another 
dorm—a few hundred feet 
away. After desperate pleas to 
administrators by the threatened 
students’ parents, one trans-
ferred to Lincoln Center and 
one left Fordham altogether. 
The reason Fordham could do 
very little to help students who 
have been threatened because of 
their sexual orientation? They 
said it was a “he said, she said” 
situation. The BDR, of course, 
was behind the creation of a 
system that allows someone to 
deprive a fellow student of their 
right to feel safe on their own 
campus and then hide behind 
an ardent denial. It was behind 
a system that operates behind 
closed doors and sorts things 
out without the slightest bit of 
accountability.

The BDR hired the entire 
staff of Offi ce of Student Life 

and Community Development, 
and probably that of Res. Life, 
too. And the BDR handpicked 
Dean of Students Christopher 
Rogers. It seriously loves the 
guy.

The BDR bought the thou-
sands of LCD TVs that cover 
the walls of every building on 

campus. Contrary to what it 
might have thought, hanging 
fancy television sets on the wall 
doesn’t make the cafeteria any 
less shitty or the gym any big-
ger.

The BDR decided that Ford-
ham didn’t really need a real re-
cycling program until, oh, 2007.

The BDR wrote Fordham’s 
alcohol policies, which don’t 
actually dissuade students from 
drinking but rather just encour-
age them to do it in far more 
dangerous ways. The BDR con-
vinces Chris Rodgers that if he 
kicks 539 people off Eddie’s on 
a nice day that they will all stop 
drinking when they get back to 
their dorms or go off campus.

The BDR created OASIS 
at some point in the mid-1950s 
and was also responsible for 
it going down at 7 a.m. on the 
morning of registration in 2007.

And it was the BDR this 
past fall that caused Fordham 
to remain silent regarding alle-
gations of serious sexual abuse 
committed by Jesuit priests on 
the Rose Hill campus in the 
1960s. As broken in the New 
York Times, the two Jesuits ac-
cused of the abuse were also 
harbored at Fordham well after 
the university was made aware 
of what had occurred. When ac-
cuser Richard Cerrick, now a 
middle aged man, wrote a letter 
to Father McShane asking for an 
apology and help in the healing 
process, he received a cold, 58-
word response referring Cerrick 
to the school’s lawyer. Follow-
ing stories in both the Observer 
and the paper, McShane did the 
right thing and made a heartfelt 
public statement, but it was a 
little too late for a man of God.

So here’s the thing: The 
Bad Decision Robot exists, it 

has always existed, 
and it presumably al-
ways will. Just like it 
has for the past 150 or 
so years, this school 
will likely continue to 
make absolutely mind 
boggling decisions for 
the next 150 (Really? 
Dial-up modems for 
the RamVan ticket ma-
chines?) But in spite of 
all those screw ups, 
thanks in large part to 
the tireless efforts of 
the better administra-
tors, the faculty, and 
the student body, this 
is an amazing place 
to spend four years of 
your young life. The 
time I’ve spent here at 
Fordham means a hell 
of a lot to me, and so 

does this school. This is pre-
cisely why it’s so important to 
complain about the bad choices. 
If we stop criticizing, we risk 
letting a couple of idiots screw 
this place up. Let’s hope the pa-
per, and all you other folks that 
make this place what it is, don’t 
stop complaining.

The Bad Decision Robot in its 
Natural (Light) habitat.

The Bot Behind Fordham
Administration
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by Charles Hailer
CO-DEADITOR IN CHIEF

How many nights have I 
spent in the last four years, 
wasted and stumbling around 
these same two bit Bronx blocks 
acting like an asshole, playing 
cowboys and idiots with my re-
volving door pack of wonderful 
pals? During my short tenure 
here, my cadre of fools and I 
have planted millions of sickly 
seeds of carnivalesque griev-
ances on the behalf of the mer-
chants, denizens and colleagues 
that call the Belmont area and 
beyond home. I can still re-
member (with some spots miss-
ing) the tilt-a-whirl trips from 
The Jolly Tinker to the long lost 
Gorman’s, shocking and aw-
ing any unlucky passerby who 
might witness my merry band 
of savage’s post-apocalyptic 
procession to our far away wa-
tering hole destination. How 
many inappropriate areas were 
stained with the piss ‘n’ puke of 
my pals and me on our long me-
andering trips in between bars? 
Someone should call NASA and 
CSI: Miami and have them co-
ordinate to calculate the square 
feet of grimy ground we further 
desecrated on those wicked eve-
nings! That would surely fl ip 
ole Lt. Horatio Caine’s wig—
it’d knock his goddamned sun-
glasses right off of his bright red 
face. 

With all the sludge I’ve 
shoveled into my all-too ea-
gerly awaiting maw and all the 
beer and booze I’ve managed 
to suck down in the great name 
of “youthful abandon,” college 
has naturally been riddled with 
regrets both big and small. As I 
look down at my ever-expand-
ing gut and my newly fl eshed 
out visage, I can see the physical 
effects of living a great, some-
times empty four years within 
these holy, wrought-iron gates. 
The metaphysical effects have 
been harder to pin down: I’ve 
been ashamed, confused, hurt, 
ugly and brutish, all of which 
must mean (in someone else’s 
book) that the Heavenly Father 
above has been keeping score, 
even if those who I love and 
those who have loved me have 
often looked the other way. Mea 
culpa, kids.

But in the face of the some-
times unspeakable debauchery 
and mayhem, there have been 
fl ourishes of spirituality and 
personal growth during my time 
here. All those lost weekends 
spent in the windowless base-
ment of McGinley Center, me-
andering through the process of 
putting together these twenty-
four pages with the absolute 
best human beings in the world 
saw the idle chit-chat of overfed 
undergrads elevated to the sta-
tus of glorious and enlighten-

ing discourse. Even at my most 
stubborn, wrong-headed, and 
wretchedly pretentious I almost 
always felt like a student trying 
to keep up with people who had 
the universe pegged. You’d be 
surprised how much you can 
learn about life, politics, and 
music while putting together 
an amateurish rag fi lled mostly 
with poop-jokes 
and absurdist fi ll-
er. In the end, of 
course, I can say 
that after the “pro-
gressive” political 
posturing of my 
high school years 
and my nascent 
college days, I 
think I may have 
grown up to be a 
full blown wing-
nut.

It’s positively 
amazing that de-
spite mind-emp-
tying nights ter-
rifying the tri-bar 
area and Sparks-
powered evenings 
getting crazed till 
ungodly hours 
of the night, we 
at the paper still 
wound up pro-
ducing a publica-
tion that, at least 
in my mind, was 
provocative and 
worthwhile to the 
greater Fordham 
community. On 
those blurry nights 
in dingy Lower 
East Side clubs, 
surrounded by the 
scummiest, skin-
niest inhabitants 
of Planet Yup-
pie, dancing the 
herky-jerk with 
the likes of for-
mer paper editors 
Molly, Matt, Ma-
ciej and D. Rock, 
I fell in love with 
the fantastic and 
unique individu-
als that keep this 
paper the fi lthy, 
disreputable and 
absolutely essen-
tial rag it is today. 
It still boggles the 
mind to contem-
plate the relation-
ship between how 
profoundly brilliant the people 
who make this paper are, and 
how much they love drink-
ing themselves into beautifully 
brainless pulps.

I still don’t really understand 
why I’m supposed to be excited 
for the much-delayed release of 
erstwhile pop-princess Ciara’s 
next album, I know for a fact 
that I can indeed fuck any chair 
better than Jen Jen, and I’m 
pretty sure that Ben Jones has 

sexually assaulted me on sev-
eral occasions, but these people 
did something for me that I 
didn’t think was really possible 
in my early days. With Fordham 
standing in loco parentis for 
me, they made me care about 
something; they made me feel 
at home on this campus. People 
like former Executive Editor 

Ben Jones shook every last apa-
thetic cobweb out of my natu-
rally-lethargic skull and turned 
me on to whole new worlds of 
rage and indignation over the rat 
bastards that run this school and 
the world beyond. Dudes like 
Maciej Kasperowicz opened 
millions of there-to-fore tightly 
closed doors in pop music, ex-
posing my white-boy myopia 
for what it was, and turning me 
on to some pretty wild shit. But 

I’m getting sappy. I could write 
a million words on everyone 
I’ve met at the paper, and each 
gushing word would be Bible 
truth, but I’ve got other worms 
to dig in this my ultimate paper 
piece.

 The last remaining 
joys of this necessarily ephem-
eral college lifestyle have been 

carved out in the cavernous 
confi nes of my swingin’ bach-
elor pad on Hoffman, where 
my gloriously deranged life-
partner, Pete, and I amuse our-
selves to near death over the 
self-contained humor we’ve 
found in our own stupidity. For 
four beer-soaked years, Pete has 
been a constant source of sup-
port, entertainment, and intel-
lectual curiosity; and that’s not 
even digging into the rich lay-

ers of bullshit he’s gracefully 
put up with from yours truly. I 
couldn’t imagine being stuffed 
into the prison-cell-like cham-
ber of earthly excesses in Alum-
ni North with me our freshman 
year and allowing yourself to 
repeat the performance for the 
three years following. God bless 
him. 

And even that bucket 
of bathos won’t drown out 
my teary-eyed paper nostal-
gia; I haven’t even touched 
upon Bill Donahue, the man 
who saved me from single-
handedly ruining the paper 
by somehow being the voice 
of reason in the dynamism of 
our duo while we helmed this 
fi ne publication. And Keeran, 
who’s intellectual brilliance 
is only matched by the rock-
hard, tasty abs (wash-board 
style) he’s managed to keep 
up despite leading a truly wild 
lifestyle. That’s not even get-
ting into the incredible case 
of Benny Mac, the man who 
has never had a bad night out 
in his life; I’ve never met a 
man who seems to love life so 
much while doing countless 
things to his body that could 
potentially end it.

And of course, despite 
all my doomed early predic-
tions of an oncoming Escha-
ton, there is indeed a future 
here at the paper; one that is 
bright and beautiful, helmed 
by the person in my life that 
most perfectly encompasses 
those two adjectives, Kate, 
and her crew of über-liberal 
goons who are committed to 
couching a copious amount 
of fantastic wit and the Truth 
in one thousand word poop-
joke centered articles. I’ve 
been extraordinarily lucky to 
have worked with this pack 
of weirdos through their em-
bryonic state of being, and 
I can’t wait to get copies of 
the paper, sans-me, smile as 
a grey-haired recent alumnus 
and fool myself into thinking 
that I had something to do 
with how awesome these kids 
really are.

It seems that, for the most 
part, the days of endless nights 
and jiving under what always 
seemed like roiling purple 
skies have been replaced with 
a calm, on-the-couch resigna-
tion to the oblivion of adult 

life, giggling like a madman 
the whole way. Truth be told, 
I don’t know if I could stom-
ach another year in this post-
apocalyptic paradise, but I rest 
easy on the knowledge that our 
inheritors are a bigger bunch of 
brilliant and debauched booze 
bags than we. 

Cowboys & Idiots
A Beautiful Blues Ballad for the End-Times

Air Hailer.
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by Keeran Murphy
EXECUTIVE DEADITOR

Remember that time in col-
lege when—oh, wait, I don’t, 
because I WAS TOTALLY 
WASTED THE ENTIRE 
TIME!  YRREAH!

Just kidding, but I really 
wish I could leave it at that.  I’ve 
been putting off writing this un-
til Sunday afternoon, because I 
really don’t want to face it: the 
Senior Edit.  They’re usually 
sentimental, sometimes inspi-
rational, but, as I am realizing 
right now, downright heart-
breaking for the writer.  This is 
my goodbye to the paper, and 
it’s the fi rst of many goodbyes 
that I’m going to have to say in 
the next few weeks.  The fi nality 
of these words and the associ-
ated recognition that, yep, I re-
ally am graduating, are already 
making my spine tingle, so I’m 
gonna try to keep it short.

Though I didn’t start writing 
for the paper until my sopho-
more year, being involved with 
this wonderful little gazette has 
absolutely been the single most 
formative experience in my time 
here at Fordham.  There was 
something downright magical 
about having the most amazing 
people at this school packed into 

the tiny (former) offi ce on Tues-
day nights to hold meetings and 
plan the night’s events.  It was 
my introduction to the Ford-
ham Freak Parade and all of its 
beau t i fu l 
s t r a n g e -
ness.  It 
was my in-
troduction 
to Quark!

I want 
to send 
s p e c i a l 
thanks to 
my paper 
predeces-
sors.  Matt 
and Molly 
could not 
have been 
a better 
o r i g i n a l 
Mom and 
Dad.  And 
who could have followed but 
JenJen and the amazing Maciej?  
And of course B-Jones, whose 
section I inherited and whose 
massage skills I envy.  I am 
greatly indebted to each and ev-
ery one of these individuals who 
made the paper the great experi-
ence that it’s been.  I feel like 
I should mention the print shop 
too.  My experiences down in 
the print shop, which often crept 

into the early, dementia-infl ict-
ing hours of Monday mornings, 
can be summed up by the time a 
coat rack was transformed into 
a brain machine.  Like many 

paper-related things, you had to 
be there.

To my fellow classmates 
and, as of the end of last se-
mester, erstwhile editors—Bill, 
Charles, Ben, Pete, and (briefl y) 
Billy—I think XXXVII was a 
hell of a volume, and I’m glad 
I got to be a part of it with you 
guys.  I love you all, and don’t 
let the fame of being a former 
editor of the paper change you.

Four years of being at Ford-
ham has done two things: it’s 
given me the greatest times of 
my life, and it’s beaten me to a 
pulp, grinding my face into the 

dirt while 
s t r o k i n g 
its greasy 
chinstrap.  
Overall, I 
think I’ve 
come out 
on top.  
I’ve lasted 
ten rounds 
with the 
beast, and 
I’m a bet-
ter man for 
it.  I guess 
it would 
be impos-
sible to 
look back 
on the last 

four years with no regrets, not 
wishing that certain things had 
gone differently (I never did 
publish an article entirely in 
Wingdings).  There are a lot of 
people I’m going to miss when 
I leave the Bronx, but getting 
very far away from Fordham 
is something that I feel like I 
need to do.  It’s time to move 
on.  Luckily, I’ll be doing just 
that—spending a year on the 

other side of the globe.
And now, a quick word 

about YOLO (You Only Live 
Once) and the people who em-
braced it.  It started with just 
Billy Gaffney, but it quickly 
blew up under Randall’s Island 
(which may or may not exist) 
dementia into a force that was 
beyond all of our control. We 
prayed at the temple of YOLO 
and Sparks+ rained from the 
heavens.  It could have killed 
us, but it sure was fun.  YOLO 
never died.  It just went on sab-
batical.

Finally, I’d just like to say 
that I don’t think the paper could 
be in better hands.  Kate, you’re 
doing a hell of a job.  And I can’t 
wait to see how things work out 
under the reign of Bobby wild-
credit-debit-V-birthday-metro-
deck of Cardos.  His wrath will 
be terrible, his retribution swift.  
And yes, that last sentence was 
stolen from Lord of the Rings.  
To all the paper freshmen who 
will always be the paper fresh-
men to me, even though you are 
sophomores now and will soon 
be juniors, you all have saved 
the paper.  It is in your hands 
now, and you ARE the paper.  
Love it and it will love you 
back.  Signing off forever, tear-
fully, Keeran.  I love you all.

by Tim Cullen
STAFF PISTOL

For my last editorial, I’m 
going to get nostalgic and per-
sonal and perhaps show, to 
some of you, my true colors. I 
want to talk about getting high 
and playing basketball in jeans. 
Throughout my youth, this was 
one of my favorite things to do. 
It used to be so awesome and 
probably still would be if I en-
joyed getting high like I used to 
(long story).  

So, I enjoyed getting high 
and playing basketball when 
I was younger, but the whole 
jeans thing just came by de-
fault. I don’t really feel strongly 
about jeans; it’s just that I was 
always wearing them. Now, to 
get along with my story, I once 
heard NBA player and notori-
ous Street legend Rafer “Skip to 
my Lou” Alston say something 
along the lines of, “A true baller 
will play in anything. I used to 
play in jeans – boots – it didn’t 
matter what I was wearing.”  
Word up – that’s the truth. I 
have come across some people, 
though, who thought it was silly 
or even unacceptable to play 
basketball in jeans. A couple 
times, I found myself in the sit-
uation of shooting baskets and, 
because I looked burnt and was 
in jeans, some kids or young 
men went as far to think that I 

wasn’t a good basketball player.
One time sophomore year, 

I was high and skipped my 
classes to go shoot baskets. I 
was wearing jeans and a short 
sleeve button-up shirt. There 
were seniors who were 
laughing at me: I heard 
one of them make a nega-
tive comment regarding 
my fashion – he called 
me a ridiculous fag or 
something. Eventually 
they asked me if I wanted 
to play against them.  I 
could tell by the tone 
of their challenge that, 
within their minds, they 
were entertaining vague 
dreams of ending up vic-
torious. They came into 
the gym looking confi -
dent, chuckling to each 
other. They left crushed, 
jaded, and dominated. 
Not only did I dominate 
them, but I also made a 
point to do it very non-
chalantly and slowly. 

You see, if you’re 
nice on the court, you 
can teach certain people 
something about stereo-
types and the dangers of 
making judgments. Guys may 
assume that a kid who is burnt 
and in jeans has no game, but 
then he shakes them and hits 
‘em-up with a lefty reverse lay-
up and a couple absurd treys 

later. 
Alright, I’m just kidding 

around. Really, I’m not trying 
to make any strong point here; 
I’m just talking about rocking 
jeans and playing ball – but I 

love basketball.
I’ve always felt that the game 

of basketball allows so much 
creativity. There are so many 
potential shots and moves, and 
though I have respect for funda-

mentals, I especially have love 
for the unorthodox baller whose 
game fl ies in the face of conven-
tion. Personally, I feel like my 
game is fairly fundamentally 
sound, but I love to practice 

trick shots. 
As a product 
of too much 
baked ball-
ing, I have 
learned to 
shoot off 
the inside 
of my el-
bow, under-
handed from 
behind my 
back, under-
handed from 
a foot off 
the ground 
while stand-
ing up, and 
the Dr. J re-
verse lay-up. 
I’d love to 
show these 
shots to you. 

Much of 
my practic-
ing was done 
in Lansdale, 
PA, on a 

half-court in my neighbor’s 
back yard, surrounded by woods 
and faraway from the rest of the 
world. In the fall, there was a 
layer of leaves permanently 
plastered over the court, and in 

the winter, the old abandoned 
basketballs always left outside 
would freeze. I also played in 
gyms and leagues all around 
Philly, but really my game is 
a product of a boring town, a 
highlight reel (NBA Superstars 
1990 – Julius Erving), and love. 

One may think that I’m be-
ing immature, talking about 
jeans, basketball, winning pick-
up basketball games and being 
twenty-two years old. Granted, I 
am about to graduate and am no 
longer the kid I used to be, but 
I don’t think it’s a fair assess-
ment to say that this article is an 
immature thing to write. Mar-
cel Proust theorizes on the idea 
of “old selves”: he mentions 
something along the lines of be-
ing able to visit who you once 
were, even though you are an 
entirely different person now. I 
think, throughout my life, I will 
always revisit the memories of 
playing basketball (high and in 
jeans), making up trick shots 
with my stoned friends in my 
strange neighbor’s leafy back-
yard.

In conclusion, if there are 
any readers who, after they read 
this article, would still readily 
assume that a stoned kid in jeans 
is generally incapable, I hope 
that you are proven wrong, pref-
erably with a shot from behind 
the back or through the legs.

it was all of this 
and more

Cursory Nostalgia:
Four Years of Drunkenness with the Fordham Freak Parade

Shootin’ Hoops, Smokin’ Weed, Wearin’ Jeans

Before the altar of YOLO
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by Ben McLaughlin
NEWS DEADITOR

No. Dear God no. Fuck NO! 
I’ve been dreading this day for a 
while now, where I would have 
to air out my thoughts for the 
Fordham masses, and explain 
how my four years at Fordham 
have shaped me and changed 
me in more ways then added 
inches around my gut and my 
impending need of a bra. But 
what it really means, right now, 
is that I and the majority of my 
friends are graduating, and like 
everyone else, poo is circling 
my ankles with the thought. 

See now everyone that this 
year is different, that because of 
the recession, college graduates 
are more screwed than normal, 
and that everyone is entitled 
to be worried in these shaky 
times. But that’s not what wor-
ries me. Anaconda’s worry me. 
Chlamydia worries me. Seeing 
Mrs Lynch’s face after I shave 
Matt’s head the night before 
graduation worries me. But the 
job market, puhleeeeeze. I’m 
perfectly comfortable to enter 
this big bad world called post-
graduate life because college 
has taught me, nay encouraged 
me, to live life like a scumbag 
and get as royally rockzillaed 
on a daily basis as possible. I 
am comfortable with the fact, 
that next year, when one goes to 

Dominos.com, they will see the 
little icon stating  “Ben put your 
pizza in the oven,” and when I 
arrive at their house, they will 
fi nd only seven slices of pizza 
because I will be a little stoned. 
If Dominos refuse to hire me, or 
god forbid even Papa John’s, I 
know that servicing truck driv-
ers at Hunt’s Point or selling 
rock in the projects will allow 
me to at least maintain the life-
style I currently lead. This is be-
cause college, and basic math-
ematics, have 
taught me that in 
the Bronx, twen-
ty bucks gets you 
as much booze, 
food, and drugs 
as any maturing 
adult could really 
demand. 

Because of 
this preparation 
Fordham has 
provided me, I 
feel like I am 
entering the real 
world ready to 
grab it by the co-
jones and I doubt 
I will ever let go. 
The maturation 
process I previ-
ously mentioned, has little do 
with the school part of school, 
or my campus, New York City, 
I might add. You see, Computer 
Science, Philosophy of Human 

Nature, Medieval History, they 
taught me nothing in compari-
son to the delicate qualities of 
a potent glass of Boca Chica 
mixed to perfection with Diet 
Coke, or the smoothest pilsner 
of them all, Natural Light. I 
don’t mean to denounce all of 
my classes at Fordham, because 
I have had some great ones, and 
some great teachers, but for 
the most part, they have been 
wholly irrelevant in making 
me the man (ok, manboy) that 

I have become today. Instead, it 
has been the long conversation 
over drinks, the countless hours 
of video games, the mornings 
spent in my own urine, that 

have helped me grow up. And 
none of this has had anything 
to do with New York City. I’ve 
ventured a few times, and there 
is plenty to do, but Fordham 
is about the Bronx, the tribar, 
three dollar subs, jungle juice, 
Eddie’s with solo cups, and the 
simple things that the meatpack-
ing district simply can’t offer. 

While Fordham preached to 
us the beauty of the city, while 
often trying to constrain what 
we love about the Bronx, the 

paper became 
my, and many 
others, creative 
outlet against 
the administra-
tion’s idiocy and 
hypocrisy. But 
even though it 
might be a left-
ist rag, it became 
my leftist rag, 
a way to chal-
lenge thought 
and cause a stir, 
while giving me 
a chance to write 
about whatever 
the hell I want-
ed. Not many 
n e w s p a p e r s 
around the coun-

try would have allowed me to 
tackle grave issues like Russia’s 
censorship of journalism, po-
litical unrest in Pakistan while 
allowing me to talk about my 

Valentine’s day masturbation 
habits or my love for corn. 

And that’s just what I want-
ed when I came to Fordham as a 
ruggedly handsome 18 year old. 
I wanted to write, and I found 
great friends and great writers 
to do it with, and I wanted to 
get snockenhousered, at least 
four nights a week, preferably 
fi ve, with great friends and not 
remember a lick of it. That’s 
precisely why leaving college is 
going to be so darn diffi cult. I 
won’t miss class, but I will miss 
passing out on my room and 
getting pneumonia. I won’t miss 
my dumpy apartment, but I will 
miss the drinks and conversation 
that made the fi lth acceptable. I 
won’t miss The Ram, because 
they have never done anything 
substantial, but I will miss the 
Paper, because while we may 
not have always gotten it right, 
we sure were hammered and we 
sure did try. So as a goodbye 
Fordham, let’s not get too teary 
and nostalgic, I’ll save that for 
Momma McLaughlin on gradu-
ation day, but let’s remember 
the real reasons why we loved 
this place; for the young ones 
still left, savor every beer and 
every Tuesday, because I have a 
feeling they just aren’t going to 
be the same next year. And for 
all the seniors I shared a drink, 
smoke, chat, or bed with, I love 
you all.

by Pete Mullin
SPORTS DEADITOR

My all-time favorite piece of 
writing comes from the pen of a 
true genius of prose. It’s also, to 
a certain extent, about baseball. 
And let’s be honest, none of you 
actually thought a former sports 
editor of the leftist, poop-joke-
fi lled rag you now hold in your 
hands would allow for this oc-
casion to pass without mention-
ing something about the most 
beautiful game known to man. 
Joga Bonito be damned.

With the ability to trap ideas 
within words like few others, 
the late John Updike set about 
capturing the last moments of 
Ted Williams as Ballplayer.  
You really have to know “Hub 
Fans Bid Kid Adieu” to feel 
what I, in this short attempt at 
writing, fail to describe. But it’s 
reading masterfully constructed 
phrases like “Gods do not an-
swer letters” and “Fenway Park, 
in Boston, is a lyric little band-
box of a ballpark” (no stadium 
ever received a fi ner epigraph) 
that have always brought goose 
bumps to my skin.  

Yet above all else it is the 
concluding sentiment of the 
piece that has always caught my 
eye. In regards to Williams’ last 
day as a professional left fi elder 
in the Major Leagues, Updike 
surmises, “He had met the little 
death that awaits athletes. He 

had quit.” And that is how I 
feel today. With much sadness I 
have reached the little death that 
awaits all students.

My oldest schoolboy memo-
ry involves me at a table of four 
in the kindergarten classroom of 
my elementary school.  Cray-
ons in hand, the assignment was 
to assert our command over a 
Crayola 8 Pack in creating our 
self-portrait.  In the cavernous 
abyss that is my memory I for-
get whether my countenance 
was green or blue when my fat 
fi ve-year-old fi ngers where fi -
nally done scribbling away, but 
those details are mere trivia for 
regardless my artistic ability my 
picture would take its place of 
glory on the fridge. No, the im-
portance lies in what I told the 
girl sitting across from me when 
she shared with us her version 
of herself, a version whose ac-
curacy may or may not have 
been up for debate at the time.  

In those days, I was quite 
the clever young Romeo, one 
that could knot his sneakers and 
count past ten without the mirac-
ulous benefi t of sandals. I also 
knew the difference between all 
the animals thanks to my barn-
yard See ‘n Say (You know that 
thing we all had with the string 
and the wheel and the voice and 
the “cow says mooooo” crap. I 
know you had one. Whatever.). 
Point is, that when my superior 
fi rst-grade level intellect got 

wind that little Juliet’s cartoon 
creation bore a remarkable re-
semblance to that of a pig, well, 
I was fi rst in line to let her know 
and immediately fi rst in line to 
sit in the corner and ponder over 
my delinquency.

Looking back, I realize now 
what should have been more 
readily apparent. I am, in all 
actuality, an asshole. That day 
was just the fi rst of nearly two 
decades of failed “educational 
experiences” intended to divert 
my being from it’s true calling: 
debauchery, alcoholism and a 
third category, that which I like 
to call, the “Stupidly Genius.” 

In fact, Stupidly Genius 
needs no further defi nition, 
only experiences allow for its 
true understanding.  Unfortu-
nately for the diurnal majority, 
the Stupidly Genius generally 
strike during the hours of the 
Madrugada, or from midnight 
to dawn for those of us in the 
English-speaking world.  But 
when caught in a moment of ge-
nius stupidity, everyone in your 
immediate vicinity is astutely 
aware—even if you yourself 
might not have any idea.

In four years of “college” I 
have been privy to my fair share 
of these sublime moments in 
timelessness. They come and 
they go, and often under the aid 
of malt liquor, most commonly 
in the form of sparks—that little 
liquid manna from Heaven that 

until recently allowed even the 
very sleepy to join the maraud-
ing hordes of the Stupidly Ge-
nius.

It is among those legions 
that drunkenly talking to inani-
mate objects on the walk to the 
Jolly Tinker from O’Hare is ac-
ceptable and bush diving along 
the way is encouraged.  The Stu-
pidly Genius laugh at those who 
question the merits of turning 
your third fl oor North bathroom 
into a steam room.  We mock 
those who believe eating Chef 
Boyardee off the fl oor of your 
apartment at 5 in the morning is 
unhygienic and snub our noses 
at those who would own up to 
the deed—even with the ever-
present stain on the rug serving 
as constant reminder that maybe 
it wasn’t all just a dream…  

You see, Stupidly Genius 
is truly the fl avor of life, even 
if that fl avor is a bottle of piss 
and normally you have to be re-
minded about most of it the next 
day.  Patience and practicality 
its mortal enemies, those with 
the gene of the Stupidly Genius 
need a place to foster—an envi-
ronment ripe for infestation—
and we, because I know I am 
not the lone member on staff to 
carry this dominant allele, have 
found that here at the paper.

And so to those that have 
come before me and to whose 
ranks of the forgotten I will 
shortly join, I am forever in a 

debt of gratitude.  As I remarked 
recently to a fellow member of 
the Stupidly Genius, I don’t 
know what I would have done, 
or who I would have become, 
without the eternally guiding 
light of the paper and the laurels 
on which it stands. I am proud 
to have been “bucking the sys-
tem” without any call to do so, 
and I am prouder still to have 
pushed the issue when the issue 
needed pushing.  I have been 
joyfully degrading the value of 
my sheepskin for four years and 
I have no qualms about any of 
it.

To those we leave behind, 
I say, raise high the fl ag of the 
Stupidly Genius. Fear not the 
allure of the pre-dawn $3 dol-
lar sub even if it wouldn’t be 
your fi rst of the evening. Get 
stoned, watch Planet Earth, 
and pass out on the couch as the 
fi rst rays of the new day invade 
your nocturnal existence. Revel 
in your increasingly inaccurate 
characterization, complete with 
voices, a decibel level, and a 
catchphrase—if you’re lucky.  
Be merry, enjoy the joy, carouse 
in your bacchanal existence, but 
for fuck’s sake would you clean 
up Eddie’s when you’re done? 
Otherwise you’re as much of a 
brobdingnagian asshole as my-
self. 

Practice makes perfect.

Fordham Was My School. New York Was There, But Eh.

Stupidly Genius: the 21st Century
Man’s Carpe Diem
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by Anthony DiMieri
STAFF EUGENE V. DEBS 
INCARNATE

I don’t want to graduate. 
The last senior night is over 
and my opportunities to dress 
ridiculously and consume large 
quantities of alcohol are once 
again limited only to Hallow-
een and the rare, but fruitful, 
Master Pickup 
Artist-themed 
outings (fi eld 
tests).  I’m not 
ready for this 
nor am I will-
ing. If Ford-
ham didn’t 
cost me tens 
of thousands 
of dollars in 
debt for every 
year I’ve been 
here, I would 
be anxious to 
stay and con-
tinue learning, 
d i s c u s s i n g , 
debating. Like 
high school 
four years ago, 
I will leave 
F o r d h a m 
wishing I had 
done more. I wish I had fi nished 
more readings for class, had ac-
tually gotten my many late es-
says done on time, and had not 
gotten a “C” in Astronomy. I 
wish I had ran for student gov-
ernment, had been more active 
on campus, and had spent more 
time getting to know many more 
of the people at this school. An-
other thing I regret is my largely 
half-assed involvement with the 
paper. 

For over two years I’ve writ-
ten for the paper, something 
that has been the source of great 
pride and disappointment. As 
far as I’m concerned, the paper 
has several functions. With the 
paper, we laugh, we think and 
provoke thinking, we question, 
we analyze, we criticize, we 
drop “F-bombs” (to the dismay 
of certain administrators), we 
inspire, and we produce some-
thing that our fellow students 
enjoy. However, I’ve oftentimes 
felt like the bastard step-child of 
the paper. I can’t for the life of 
me ever make it to meetings, I 
doubt half of the people at the 
paper these days actually know 
who I am (other than the kid that 
periodically publishes anti-war 
rants), and I send in the major-
ity of my articles way past the 
deadline. In my view, the paper, 
as the sole organ for unfi ltered 
free speech and dissent on cam-
pus, should always be used as a 
way to shed light on the stories 
that are otherwise overlooked 
and to be recognized as the im-

portant tool it is in organizing 
what could be a player in this 
country’s next great student 
movement. I guess this is large-
ly the topic of this.

I transferred into Fordham 
three years ago with the intent of 
majoring in political science. I 
had dreams of being a politician 
some day–an honest politician. 
Infl uenced by Thomas Paine, 

Ralph Nader, Kurt Vonnegut, Al 
Franken, and other progressive 
voices, I had hopes of running 
for offi ce one day in the inter-
est of the common people rather 
than the corporations. I wanted 
to change the world. 
Ironically, the more 
I learned about poli-
tics, history, and 
the inner-workings 
of the political and 
economic system 
of this country, the 
less and less likely 
this dream seemed 
possible. The level 
of corruption and 
moral compromise 
needed to run for 
offi ce in this coun-
try convinced me to 
drop this electoral 
fantasy altogether, 
and left me alienated 
and alone in my be-
liefs. Having trans-
ferred, I had few 
friends, and with a 
conservative campus like this 
one it was tough fi nding people 
to talk to. 

There was one exception. 
I am lucky enough to have an 
uncle who lives a few blocks 
away. He works in the Botanical 
Gardens where, as he puts it, he 
does “calligraphy” with a fl oor 
buffer. My uncle has taught 
me more than any class or any 
professor here at Fordham (and 
I’ve had several of the great-
est professors I could ask for). 

Growing up I knew he had an 
apartment that was fi lled with 
books from fl oor to ceiling, but 
it wasn’t until I came here that 
I began picking them up. He 
introduced me to the greatest 
actors in mankind’s historical 
narrative, the greatest minds of 
today, and helped me to rapidly 
expand my own consciousness 
of the world faster than any reg-

ular course 
of read-
ing and 
schooling 
could have 
taught me. 
T h a n k s 
to him, I 
picked up 
H o w a r d 
Zinn’s A 
P e o p l e ’s 
History of 
the United 
S t a t e s , 
which for-
ever al-
tered my 
view of our 
count ry’s 
history and 
sha t t e r ed 
many of 
the myths 

I believed since my conserva-
tive youth. It was the fi rst of a 
long list of literature that has 
convinced me that fi ghting for 
social justice and a better world 
is not only something I have a 

moral obligation to do, but is 
actually a necessity if we are 
not to surrender our livelihood 
to the forces of wealth, power, 
and privilege, to the war makers 
and war profi teers, and to all of 
those individuals who make up 
those forces of greed, oppres-
sion, exploitation which rule 
over our society (Yes, they still 
do even with Obama in offi ce). 

Our USG President and Vice 
President next year were elected 
on a Dark Knight-inspired slo-

gan. This is clever and appar-
ently worked, but I think a more 
important thing to talk think 
about is not them, but you. I BE-
LIEVE IN STUDENT POW-
ER.You, the student. You have 
power in your status as being 
young and educated, the future 
of the country, the world. You 
are the educated mind, soon to 
join the world as the educator. 
You have the freedom and op-
portunity to ask deep and funda-
mental questions about life, so-
ciety, government, culture, etc. 
and in your doing so you are ex-
ercising your power. If we look 
at the history of this country, be 
it the Civil Rights sit-ins, the 
Vietnam War protests, the fi ght 
for divestment from apartheid 
South Africa, or in more recent 
times the struggle against glo-
balization and sweat-shop labor, 
the power of students cannot be 
denied. If we look at the broader 
picture of history, examples like 
the Tiananmen Square protests 
of 1989 or further to the British, 
German, Italian, and (most es-
pecially) French student upris-
ings of 1968, we see enormous 
precedence for students to be 
at the forefront of challenging 
those in positions of authority in 
order to remake their societies 
and build a better world. 

At this moment of economic 
crisis, the leaders of the world 
are doing their damnedest to 
return the system to its normal 

functioning. The worst part 
of this is that when things are 
working smoothly, 27,000 chil-
dren die every day from starva-
tion. If that is not symptomatic 
of a horrifi cally fl awed system, I 
don’t know what is. The concen-
tration of wealth in the hands of 
a few and prioritizing of profi t 
over human need is why we’re 
in this mess, and it’s why even 
if the G20 can pull themselves 
out of it, the sufferings of mil-
lions of people both here and 

abroad will still be far from 
ameliorated. As young people in 
the university, we have the op-
portunity to imagine and even 
the responsibility to imagine a 
radically different world, a just 
world, a world where the needs 
of neediest become the priority 
of our society.  

One of my biggest infl uenc-
es has been Eugene Victor Debs, 
a socialist, labor leader, and 
anti-war leader is a man who 
still today remains one of the 
most relevant historical fi gures 
when considering our current 
historical moment. Jailed for 
protesting the fi rst World War, 
he had the courage to say what 
so many at the time new from 
common sense alone, “The mas-
ter class has always declared 
the wars; the subject class has 
always fought the battles.” If 
the economy gets worse (and it 
will) and these wars continue to 
rage (and they will), there will 
arise an opportunity for a social 
movement in this country to the 
scale of those of the 1930s or 
1960s to demand a better, and 
much more just world. Perhaps 
Debs most famous words are 
the ones he uttered to the court 
before he was fi nally jailed for 
speaking against the war: “As 
long as there is a lower class, I 
am in it. As long as there is a 
criminal element, I am of it. As 
long as there is a soul in prison, 
I am not free.” If we all held 

this conviction 
as strongly as 
Debs did, or as I 
believe the great 
civil rights, la-
bor and anti-war 
leader Martin 
Luther King 
did at the end 
of his life, the 
great sufferings 
of our world 
would be a thing 
of a past. We 
are at a unique 
and extremely 
signifi cant his-
torical moment. 
Whether we 
want to recre-
ate the world 
that brought 
about all of this 

suffering in the fi rst place, or 
to choose to take a moment to 
imagine another world, a better 
world, and to work to bring that 
into being is a choice our gen-
eration will have to make. Will 
we concern ourselves with the 
world beyond Fordham’s gates? 
Or will we sit by and miss our 
opportunity to change it? Ulti-
mately, it’s our choice to make.

“Lower class, 
a criminal, and 
jailed...for life”

Fuck your doctorate. Give me a fl oor buffer and I’ll take you to town.

A Textbook Case for the Liberalizing Eff ects 
of a Well -Rounded Coll ege Education
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