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arts

by Kate Murphy
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

Pray the Devil Back to Hell 
begins by dropping the viewer 
into a chaotic world of gunfi re 
and panic. Swarms of women 
and children urgently scramble, 
when a voiceover comes in to 
tell us about this “hell on earth”: 
civil war in Liberia.

Liberia, a country on the 
west coast of Africa, was cre-
ated as a colony for newly freed 
American slaves in the 1820s. 
Some twenty years after they 
settled there, the Republic of Li-
beria was founded. The division 
between indigenous people and 
the upper class former slaves 
would continue for genera-
tions, eventually erupting into 
civil war in the late 1980s. The 
violence continued with varying 
levels of intensity, leaving over 
200,000 Liberians dead and one 
in three displaced. There was no 
end in sight, until, as the fi lm 
states, “Ordinary women did the 
unimaginable.”

Living in constant fear and 
amidst extreme poverty, the 
women of Liberia watched 
drug-addicted child soldiers kill 
their sons, rape their daughters, 

and burn down their homes. The 
“devil” of the title is the man 
who was behind much of this 
bloodshed: Charles Taylor. He 
rose to power fi rst as a warlord 
during civil war in early 90s and 
intimidated his way into win-
ning a presidential election in 
the 1997. In 1999, a rebel group 
called Liberians United for 
Reconciliation and 
Democracy (LURD), 
comprised of what the 
fi lm calls “warlords 
denied a role in Tay-
lor’s government,” 
began a move to over-
throw him. Violence 
had somewhat sub-
sided after Taylor’s 
election, but now civil 
war was back in full 
force.

This is where the 
fi lm picks up, telling 
the story of the women of Li-
beria who were both victims of 
the horrifi c civil war and active 
participants in its cessation. The 
story unfolds through archival 
footage and after-the-fact inter-
views with women who orga-
nized for peace as the Women’s 
Peace Building Network.

At the helm of the bur-
geoning peace movement was 
Leymah Gbowee, who explains 
that the idea to organize and de-
mand a stop to the war came to 
her in a dream. She dreamt that 
she should unite the women of 
her church to pray for peace, 
and she did just that. Set in a 
small church, the archival foot-

age shows her original call to 
Christian women to unite for 
change. Soon enough Muslim 
women joined in the effort, as 
one woman wisely asks, “Can 
a bullet pick and choose? Does 
the bullet know Christian from 
Muslim?” Leymah Gbowee re-
counts meeting women who had 

lost everything but decided to 
demand peace in hopes of hav-
ing a brighter future, or any fu-
ture, for their children.  “I think 
that was where,” she explains, 
“I got baptized into the wom-
en’s movement.”

From here an amazing and 
unbelievable story unfolds, de-
tailing how the women of Libe-

ria, through sit-ins 
and peaceful pro-
tests, pressured 
Charles Taylor 
and the rebel agi-
tators to meet for 
peace talks. After 
weeks, when the 
peace talks pre-
dictably stalled, 
the women block-
aded all exits so 
the men couldn’t 
leave until they 
had reached an 

agreement. “The peace hall has 
been seized by General Leymah 
and her troops,” an astonished 
journalist proclaimed at the 
sight of the women locked arm-
in-arm. Ms. Gbowee and her 
“troops” issued their demands 
for forthcoming peace talks 
and warned that they could do 

it again.
Perhaps most unbeliev-

able part of the story is that 
the women succeed: civil war 
ends, Charles Taylor goes into 
exile (he is now on trial for war 
crimes, including murder and 
sexual slavery), a transitional 
government enters Liberia with 
UN peacekeeping troops, and 
Liberians go on to elect Africa’s 
fi rst-ever woman president, El-
len Sirleaf.

The results of the women’s 
peace movement are awe-
inspiring, but it is the heroic 
process that brought this frag-
ile peace that is the most spec-
tacular. Pray the Devil Back 
to Hell is a modest account of 
the incredible power of non-
violence, cooperation, and em-
powered women. This summer I 
had the opportunity to meet the 
fi lm’s director, Gini Reticker, 
and producer, Abigail Disney, 
through one of my internships, 
at the Women’s Media Center. 
When accepting an award, Re-
itcker explained how important 
it was that the role played by 
these women was not forgotten. 
“It was women,” she stressed, 
“who changed the country.”

By Sean Kelly
STAFF OCARINA FRUIT

As all of us tech-savvy 
college students know, 
YouTube can be a great source 
for entertainment, music, 
procrastination, or just a good 
chuckle.
  However, visiting this site 
drunk brings a whole new layer 
to the surface.  While sober 
YouTube fi nds tend to be laugh-
worthy, creepy, entrancing, 
or any combination thereof, 
a drunken crawl through the 
annals of video clips reveals 
treasures oft hidden, but almost 
always mind-blowing.

This is especially true 
regarding a lovely YouTube 
session I engaged in over the 
summer, alone in my summer 
session housing assignment in 
Hughes Hall after what would 
be most aptly described as 
getting in a fi ght with a bottle of
Scotch (I’d like to say that I 
won, but I suppose that depends 
on your defi nition of victory…).  
I decided to do the internet 
equivalent of a Rorschach ink 
blot test and search the fi rst 
word that popped into my mind; 
which, in this case, happened to 
be “broccoli”.  I didn’t expect to 
fi nd much, but the second that I
hit “search” my world was 

forever changed.
I stumbled upon a video 

screenshot of a Japanese man 
holding a large piece of broccoli, 
accompanied by 
the title “Broccoli 
Ocarina”.  Naturally, 
I clicked on it, 
and was treated 
to a rendition of 
the Christmas 
Classic “Angels 
We Have Heard on 
High” performed 
on a harpsichord 
and A PIECE 
OF FUCKING 
B R O C C O L I .  
Though the video 
was in Japanese 
and lacked English 
subtitles, the 
musician (who’s 
name still remains 
unknown to me) held 
up the delectable 
fresh veggie to 
reveal that it had 
been hollowed out, 
plugged at the open 
end with a slice of 
carrot, and carefully 
poked through to 
form several holes.  As the 
title appropriately described, it 
was, indeed, a broccoli ocarina.  
The song sounded surprisingly 
good, though the ocarina line 

consisted of basically the same 
few notes repeated over and 
over again, which I assume was 
due to the limited pitch range of, 

well… broccoli.
       Driven to a positively feline 
curiosity by this wonderful 
tidbit of the bizarre and absurd, 
I clicked on the link to the 

user name that had posted 
the video and essentially 
found the El Dorado of edible 
instrumentation.  The man in the

video, a 46 
year-old chap 
from Setouchi, 
Japan (username 
“ h e i t a 3 ” ) 
apparently has 
made quite a name 
for himself in the 
diverse cultural 
landscape of the
Inter-webs and 
has crafted a 
number of other 
instruments from 
fruits, vegetables, 
and even eggs.  
Digging a bit 
deeper revealed 
such beauties as a
carrot pan-fl ute, 
radish slide-
whistle, “tutti-
frutti” apple 
ocarina, and 
an ostrich-egg 
ocarina in addition 
to that magical 
piece of broccoli 
that had won my 

heart a mere 10 minutes earlier.  
None of the aforementioned 
instruments quite measure 
up to the broccoli ocarina, 
which, in my expert opinion, 

is the magnum opus of my new 
musical hero.  However, the 
creativity, ingenuity and effort 
required to make such unusual 
fl utes, ocarinas, and whistles 
garners my respect without 
question and will undoubtedly 
delight anyone else who wishes 
to venture into the depths of 
the world (or, perhaps more 
accurately, the island)
of musical comestibles.
       I had known that Japanese 
culture tended to be resourceful, 
utilizing all natural goods to 
their fullest extent whether it 
meant eating every part of an
animal or making paper and ink 
from rice and soy, respectively.  
However, I never truly realized 
how deep this mindset ran (at 
least for YouTube username
heita3) until I discovered the 
manifold ways in which veggies 
could be used.  So, next time 
you’re hitting the grocery 
store or casually perusing the 
selection at the Union Square 
farmer’s market, think about 
what kind of delicious music 
could be made from all these 
delicious foods.

P.S. I am offering a cash prize of 
$250 to whoever can construct 
an Irish pennywhistle from an 
unusually large green bean.  Let 
the competition begin.

Way ahead of his time...
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What’s good, Fordham.  Glad to have you back (I was stalk-
ing you all summer).  Let’s take stock of the situation at hand: 
Celebrities are dropping like fl ies, the question of universal 
Health Care in America has offi cially reached civil cold war 
status, and I’ve been slowly developing an ulcer on account of 
Walsh gate being closed whenever I’m running late for class.  
I guess that whole library deal is pretty dumb too…not that 
I’m into gay shit like books.  Or Art.    

Well anyway, here’s the list.  I leave you with one proposition, 
arts-fans:  Rambeau or Rambo?    
       -JM
 
What: Museum of the City of New York Exhibits
Where: 5th Ave (btw. 103 and 104)
When: tues-sun 10 a.m.-5 p.m.
How Much: $5 (free sun 10-12)
Why: The Museum of the City of New York is the feather on 
Museum Mile’s cap.  What it lacks in size (not nearly as massive 
as the Met or the MoMA) it makes up for in novelty and quality, 
exhibiting only a few compelling showpieces at a time.  Current 
exhibits at the Museum of the City of New York are “Amster-
dam/ New Amsterdam: the Worlds of Henry Hudson,” Manhat-
tan/Manhattan: a Natural History of New York,” and “The Edge 
of New York: Waterfront Photographs.” 

What: Haifa Zangana- “Dreaming of Baghdad”
Where: 172 Allen Street btw Stanton and Rivington (1 block 
south of Houston and 1st Avenue)
When: Wednesday, September 23rd, 7PM
How Much: FREE
Why: “Join the Feminist Press and Code Pink for an event featur-
ing Iraqi writer Haifa Zangana discussing her memoir, “Dreaming 
of Baghdad,” in which she recounts her life as a political activist 
organizing against Saddam Hussein’s tyrannical regime. Subject-
ed to torture, imprisonment, and eventually exile, Zangana pays 
tribute to friends, family and comrades lost in struggle.”  Visit 
bluestockings.com for more information.

What: Nuyorican Poetry Slam
Where: Nuyorican Poets Cafe, 236 East 3rd Street (btw Ave B 
& C)
When: Wed, sept 23, 7:00 p.m.
How Much: $7
Why: “The fi rst 20 poets to sign up will slam & the winner of this 
night is eligible to perform in the Friday Night Poetry Slam.”  Or 
just go and watch.  Nuyorican Poets Cafe hosts events nightly--
anything from slams and workshops to live music and visual arts 
exibits to theatrical productions.   A cultural powerhouse only a 
ride on the 4 train away.

What: Coffee & 30 Rock
Where: Rodrigue’s (between Queens and South)
When: Tues, Sept 29th, 8 p.m.-midnight
How Much: FREE
Why: Because Rodrigue’s is fi nally back.  See the facebook 
event (“Coffee & 30 Rock”):  “Do you love coffee AND 30Rock?  
Come to Rodrigue’s Coffee House on Tuesday, September 29th 
at 8:00pm for BOTH!!  Watch a marathon of Seasons 1 and 2 and 
enter to win a copy of Season 3 on DVD!”

by Marisa Carroll
STAFF GREENHORN

Avoiding my First College 
Writing Assignment, I stumbled 
upon the following joke: “Why 
did the hipster cross the road?”
    (Hint: “Why?”)
“Wait…you DON’T KNOW?! 
YOU DON’T KNOW ABOUT 
THAT?!?!”
    I thought it was pretty funny. 
     I am in no way ‘cool’ or ‘hip’ or 
‘in the know,’ but I have always 
felt confi dent in my knowledge 
of my city. A lifelong Chicagoan, 
I can in one breath name 
where to see the best in-store 
per formances 
( P e r m a n e n t 
Records on 
Chicago Ave) 
and where to 
a f t e r w a r d s 
dig into the 
world’s best 
fried chicken 
( H a r o l d ’ s 
on 119th and 
W e s t e r n ) . 
Without fail, 
I know my 
way across the 
ROYGBIV of 
Chicago transit 
l i n e s — w e l l , 
maybe just the ROGBIV, as the 
Yellow Line goes to the suburb 
of Skokie which is defi nitely not 
Chicago.
        Basically, I am an unapologetic 
“DON’T YOU KNOW” hipster 
about my hometown. It has 
taken me little time to realize, 
however, that in my new locale 
of New York no one gives a shit. 
No one cares what I bought at 
Flosstradamus’s garage sale or 
that the wrong local garage-pop 
band is currently touring with 
Girls. In fact, at this point most 
of the paper’s readership has 
probably found a new article to 
read or fallen the fuck asleep. I 
guess this is all a bit of a relief. 
    I am accepting that here, in 
New York, I don’t have to know 
anything. I can be—to allude to a 
memory from my embarrassing 
mus ica l - thea t re -sa tura ted 
childhood—like South Pacifi c’s 
Nellie: A cockeyed optimist, 
immature and incurably green.
    This is the attitude I took to 
my fi rst New York show last 
Saturday. Well, I also took one 
of my dearest Chicago friends, a 
young man by the name of Jesse 
who currently attends Columbia 
(you know, the one with all 
the smart people). Through 
the magic of the Internet, we 
discovered that a band we had 
seen and loved in the past, 
Grandchildren, was playing at 
the Market Hotel in Brooklyn. 
Our schedules otherwise 
empty—surprising, I know—
the plan was a go.
    Grandchildren is a six-piece 
Philadelphia act that has been 
around for the past few years. 
On album they remind me of 
2004 Animal Collective meets 
2005 Grizzly Bear and live 
they remind me of Animal 

Collective minus the light show 
and plus a truckload of obscure 
instruments. Also, last spring I 
drank a beer with saxophonist/
keyboardis t /bassis t /s inger 
Tristan Palazzolo and he is 
at once a cool guy and a total 
dime. How could I turn down 
the opportunity to see them 
again?
    The venue made the promise 
of the evening even sweeter. On 
sites like Brooklyn Vegan I had 
read glowing reviews of Market 
Hotel, and I was ‘super excited’ 
to experience Brooklyn’s D.I.Y. 
scene in the fl esh.

    Before fun times could be 
had by all, there was the issue of 
getting from the Boogie Down 
Bronx to Broadway and Myrtle. 
Shit, I had never even been to 
Brooklyn after dark before. 
Jesse and I were able to navigate 
from the D to the 1 to the Q, 
only running into trouble when 
we couldn’t transfer to JMZ 
at Canal. We were upset for a 
couple minutes but our anger 
subsided when we realized that 
JMZ looked a lot like the word 
“Jams.” We then said the word 
“Jams” in funny voices for a 
couple minutes and felt better.
    Jesse and I took the M to 
Myrtle and stepped off the train 
“30 feet from the front door” 
according to the Market Hotel’s 
Myspace. This proximity did 
not prevent us from walking 
up and down Myrtle for 20 
minutes, following whoever 
looked like they might be going 
to a Grandchildren show in 
Brooklyn. I feel confi dent that 
you can guess what indicators 
we might have used to make 
this judgment.  
    Finally, a beautiful girl with 
a half-shaven head asked if we 
could fi nd Market Hotel. “I’ve 
been here a million times,” she 
dreamily mumbled, “I just can’t 
fi nd it tonight.” She explained 
that the venue was located 
above the market on Myrtle. I 
realized that we were standing 
directly next to the entrance. 
Strolling up the meagerly lit 
steps, I high-fi ved Jesse in 
a very cool, casual way that 
would not be embarrassing to 
admit to anyone. We handed 
over our IDs to the guy at the 
door and had very cool, casual 
red Xs drawn on our under-21 
hands. 

    Smiling stupidly, my friend 
and I strolled into the Market 
Hotel’s main room. A dark 
space with the tight walls and 
looming ceilings, it reminded 
me of the Chicago lofts in 
which I have spent my past 
hundred weekends, down to 
the elevated trains rambling 
past the open windows. A band 
consisting of “some guys who 
just felt like playing together” 
jammed onstage. I began chain 
smoking as Jesse chain texted 
our best bros from back home. 
We continued smiling stupidly.
    To our surprise, we spent time 

between bands not 
chatting about college 
shit but instead 
chatting about music 
and New York with 
friendly Brooklyn 
residents. “Those red 
Xs on your hands,” a 
smallish bearded man 
wondered aloud, “Do 
you both work here?” 
That was neat in a “if 
you only knew” type 
of way, and he gave 
me the low down on 
a bunch of free and 
cheap shows in the 
upcoming weeks.
    Finally, 

Grandchildren came on. They 
were better than either of us had 
remembered. They closed with 
our favorite of their songs—
the trance-y number “Saturn 
Returns”—and Jesse and I 
possibly exchanged another 
discreet high-fi ve. We were 
nerding out way too hard to 
say anything to Tristan after 
the show, but we found out that 
Grandchildren is playing at the 
Knitting Factory on September 
23, so maybe we’ll make tee 
shirts or get tattoos or some shit 
to wear to that.
    Next, we hopped around 
a little while a spazzy duo 
wearing HEALTH tees played 
one-minute songs about 
presidents. Then we left Market 
Hotel and got really expensively 
drunk with Pratt students, which 
was a really stupid ending to an 
otherwise magnifi cent Saturday 
night. 
    I hate to speak in hyperbole, 
but I think checking out Market 
Hotel on Saturday was the 
best possible way I could have 
been introduced to Brooklyn. 
The comfort of seeing a dear 
friend and a familiar band was 
reinforced by the surprising 
support of the friendly folks 
I met along the way. I can 
also name-drop this show I 
saw at Market Hotel in casual 
conversation, and that bit of 
cultural currency seems to go 
pretty far with strangers. 
    I can’t wait until I am a 
jaded asshole about Brooklyn 
and spend my time talking shit 
about the bands that shouldn’t 
be successful and the venues I 
wouldn’t dare visit. Until then, I 
guess I’ll just enjoy being green.

“I could’ve been at a barbeque”
  

Events List
            the paper’s

Don’t let 
aliens
spoil 
your fun.
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Welcome Back, Errybody!  Freshmen, welcome to college.  
You’re parents aren’t around, and you’re probably ludicrous-
ly misbehaving and introducing yourself to people based on 
their beer pong achievements. Upperclass, you’re probably 
dreading the encroaching real world.  But whether you’re a 
wide eyed freshie who caught and sang the sun in fl ight and 
learned too late you grieved it on it’s way, or good senior, the 
last wave by, crying how bright your frail deeds might have 
danced in a green bay, you’re here.  And while you’re here, 
at college, in New York City, getting all or some of your food, 
booze, and housing paid for, maybe get off your ass and go to 
a show.  They’re a short subway ride away, and I keep my list 
cheap, so why not?
-S.W.

Who? Phoenix, Passion Pit
When? Friday, September 25th @ 6:00 PM and Saturday, Sep-
tember 26th @ 6:00 pm
Where? Central Park’s Rumsey Playfi eld
How Much? $32 advance/ $37 day of
Why? French alt-rockers Phoenix started as the backing band for 
Air and got serious when the lead singer broke up the band he 
formed with the two guys who would go on to form Daft Punk. 
That’s a pedigree. Their most recent album, Wolfgang Amadeus 
Phoenix, peaked at #37 on the Billboard chart -- not bad for a 
French alt-rock band, and Boston’s Passion Pit is no slouch of an 
opener -- “Little Secrets” was my summer jam.  It’s pricey but 
should be worth it.

Who? Yo La Tengo (performing with string quartet), The Black 
Lips, John Oliver (MC)
When? Friday, September 25th @ 8:00 pm
Where? Roseland Ballroom
How Much? TBA
Why? Everyone who listens to music loves Yo La Tengo, and 
Wikipedia wants you to know, “The Black Lips have a reputa-
tion for crazy live shows that have included vomiting, urination, 
nudity, band members kissing, electric mini-car races, fi reworks, 
a chicken, and fl aming guitars.”  Factor in that Daily Show cor-
respondent John Oliver is MC’ing the show, and it hits most of the 
notes for a can’t-miss.

Who? Blink 1-motherfucking-82
When? Sunday, October 4th @  7:00 pm
Where? Madison Square Garden
How Much? $12-30
Why? Blink-182 was pretty much my favorite band growing 
up, and I’m probably not alone.  Though their last album was an 
abomination, a couple of their early albums were pretty epic and 
really resonated with me circa the age of 14.  Even though epic 
shit-geese Fall Out Boy are opening, I still can’t resist the oppor-
tunity to go get hammered drunk and sing along to the songs that 
really meant something to me when I was too young to drive.  I 
may be older and wiser now, my problems may be more complex, 
and I may have realized Blink-182 may not be the best band ever, 
but shit, I guess this is growing up.

Photos at the 
Oil Refi nery: 

Mr. State Trooper, Please Don’t Stop Me
by Rosalind Foltz
CHIEF COPY-EDITOR

One hot and irritable rush 
hour in June, my father, my 
brother, and I were returning 
home from a few days down 
the Jersey shore, a destination 
which these days evokes in me 
a complex emotional cocktail of 
affection, nostalgia, and horror. 
The congestion on I-76 thor-
oughly irritated my dad, who 
opted to escape onto the serpen-
tine back roads through south-
west Philly. 

As we crossed a four-lane 
b r i d g e 
over the 
S c h u y k i l l 
River, I 
looked out 
the passen-
ger window 
to a gor-
geous sight: 
an expan-
sive tangle 
of glow-
ing lights, 
steel pipes, 
and smoke-
stacks from 
some sort 
of industrial 
plant. When 
I noticed the 
pedestrian walkway, I decided 
to return with my camera. 

A few weeks later, a friend 
returned home from a semester 
abroad, and we planned to meet 
up for an afternoon. Despite 
my general reticence to bore 
companions with adventures in 
photography, I thought Aimee 
would enjoy this odd mission. 
She agreed to join in. 

After poorly navigating a 
route to the bridge that took 
way longer than the 20 min-
utes it should have, we parked 
at a diner maybe a quarter of a 
mile away from the foot of the 
bridge, popped in for a quick 
lunch, and embarked on foot to 
our destination.

This route, however, was 
not meant to be trod on foot. 
We zigzagged across the multi-
lane interstate to fi nd appropri-
ate walking space, and, after 
failing to fi nd the pedestrian 
walkway among the dirt paths 
winding around the base of the 
overpass, we eventually ended 
up darting into the traffi c lanes 
of the bridge and jumping over 
a clump of foliage to bypass the 
actual entrance to the walkway, 
obstructed by overgrown bush-
es. 

Regardless, we made the 
exceptionally blustery and loud 
trek to the middle of the bridge 
single fi le. There, I started snap-
ping pictures, and we moseyed 
back down the bridge. That is, 
until we were interrupted by 
fl ashes of blue and red light 
originating from the patrol car 

we hadn’t heard pull up next 
to us over the roar of the traf-
fi c.  Naturally, a police offi cer 
emerged. Somewhat surprised 
and disturbed, I summoned the 
words: “I’m sorry. Are we not 
supposed to be here?” There 
had been no “No Trespassing” 
sign or otherwise prohibitive 
measures, just an obviously un-
tended and neglected walkway. 
Wordlessly, he took my camera 
from my weakened grip and 
grimly ordered, “Get in the car.”

 In the back of the car, Ai-
mee began to laugh hysterically. 

I, neurotic, tried to silence her 
laughter, lest it be interpreted 
as a sign of insubordination to 
our surly detainer. After the of-
fi cer refused to answer any of 
our questions, I made pathetic 
attempts at casual conversation, 
trying to rid myself of any no-
tions I might have been harbor-
ing of the situation being prob-
lematic. 

I was expecting the offi cer 
to bring us to a station, an unap-
pealing thought, until I heard a 
dispatcher’s voice crackle from 
his two-way radio, “You can 
meet them on the foot of the 
Platt,” the name of the bridge in 
question. 

At the foot of the bridge, 
on a very public island of land 
in the intersection of two busy 
roads, two large, white Sunoco 
Refi nery Security vans omi-
nously awaited us, along with a 
shining moment of realization. 

I should have known our 
mission was going to confl ict 
with the law. Maybe somewhere 
in my mind I did know, with na-
tional security measures being 
what they are. I’ve heard enough 
horror stories of photographers 
or snap-shooters being fi ned 
or jailed, their cameras con-
fi scated, for shooting bridges, 
train stations, and similar large 
pieces of infrastructure. But, if 
I had confronted this thought, I 
honestly don’t know if I would 
have heeded it.

When we were let out of the 
backseat, the offi cer demanded 
ID, grabbed my backpack, and 
began roughly rifl ing through it. 

I did not protest, hoping for this 
interaction to pass as quickly 
as possible. After he recorded 
my information, I followed the 
offi cer over to the security ve-
hicles, where I showed the su-
pervisor my pictures, answered 
his questions about myself and 
my intentions, and deleted my 
memory card for him. Once the 
enforcers had determined that 
we were not, indeed, terrorists, 
the investigation began to wind 
down. 

The security supervisor re-
turned from questioning Aimee 

by the patrol car 
to comment, in a 
confused tone, “All 
that beautiful steel, 
huh?” Following 
suit, the offi cer’s 
last gruff inquiry 
was, “I need you to 
explain to me why 
you felt the need to 
take pictures of the 
refi nery. I mean, 
I’d understand if it 
was the skyline…” 

I felt totally un-
prepared to explain 
my attraction to the 
refi nery, an attrac-
tion certainly born 
at least in part by 

my privilege: my upbringing in 
a comfortable suburb and my 
eventual distaste at the waste-
ful attempts to make everything 
look perfect, clean, new, coor-
dinated; perhaps even my ex-
posure to the aesthetic of urban 
decay and abandonment. “I … I 
… I just like the way it looks? I 
passed it in the car for the fi rst 
time the other day … and … and 
… it’s just a hobby,” I stuttered. 

“You can go,” the police 
offi cer mumbled, motioning 
towards the wildly unsafe in-
tersection at which we were 
stopped.

On our treacherous walk 
back to the diner parking lot, 
I was plagued by paranoid vi-
sions of my grime-smeared 
self slumped against the wall 
of a Sunoco Refi nery detention 
center, held there indefi nitely, 
periodically interrogated under 
harsh lights by brutish offi cers 
with snarling dogs, my impris-
onment briefl y and passionately 
protested by human rights activ-
ists but my existence eventually 
erased from the outside world. 

Looking back on it, I realize 
what an appropriate “Welcome 
Home to America” for my com-
panion this experience was. I do 
understand the caution but am 
disturbed by the fear and para-
noia that prompts it. 

Evidently there is now a 
need to approach a camera more 
cautiously. I can only hope, 
somewhat weakly, that such fu-
ture adventures will not land me 
once again in the hands of the 
law.

“...on fi re...dancing in the 
dark...and I haven’t even 
gotten to the tresspass-
ing...”
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We have heard and seen 
(above McGinley) “New York 
is my Campus, Fordham is 
my School” enough times for 
it to permanently sear into our 
brains. As tired as this may 
sound, it is indisputably true. 
Case in point: On the eve of 
September 10th, Vogue maga-
zine hosted a once-in-a-lifetime, 
citywide event called Fashion’s 
Night Out, a completely public 
night of celebration with mod-
els, designers, and editors sprin-
kled throughout retail locations 
across the fi ve boroughs, (with 
free champagne).  A percentage 
of the proceeds went to the Na-
tional September 11th Memorial 
& Museum. Because the event 
was on my radar for months 
(thanks to a sickening dedica-
tion to fashion publications), 
come the 10th my roommate 
and I traipsed to Metro North, 
heels and spirits high for a night 
that promised to be extraordi-
narily atypical. 

The Midtown and Upper 
East Side areas hosted most lo-
cations in Manhattan, thus we 
centered our path for this fash-
ion scavenger hunt on upper 5th 
and Madison Avenue. As we 
walked up 5th, our fi rst encoun-
ter of the evening came blatant-
ly glaring out of Sephora’s win-
dows - live models whose only 

for nearly 4 hours with only li-
quor and candy in our stomachs 
is not exactly easy) as well as 
for the event. Though the stores 
promised to stay open until 
11pm for people with enough 
money to actually buy some-
thing (hint- not us), most of 
the festivities were drawing to 
a close by 10. We took a stroll 
through Barney’s, just missed 
the Olsen twins but managed 
to procure some ham and plum 
bruschetta in the elevator. Walk-
ing around the women’s depart-
ment we witnessed a husky-
voiced transvestite channeling 
Liza Minelli singing cabaret for 
a surprisingly large crowd and 
we decided to call it a night. 
Thoroughly but happily ex-
hausted, we walked back to the 
Ram Van to count our blessings 
and our candy.

Fashion’s Night Out was an 
unbelievable experience – the 
type of possibility that makes 
Fordham students unique. 
Though a smattering of students 
attended, many who heard of it 
allowed apathy to override and 
missed out on what I will forev-
er remember as a truly unbeliev-
able night. Though the banner 
above McGinley may seem ir-
relevant, on nights like this one 
it most defi nitely is not.

Grace Coddington (a veritable 
fashion genius and one of my 
personal idols). For Fashion’s 
Night Out Coddington recreated 
this spread in the Prada store. I 
wound my way through numer-
ous wolf mannequins to meet 

her, and she amiably gave 
me an autograph. On 
the way out, we spotted 
model Doutzen Kroes, 
whose 2007 Vogue cover 
was one of my all-time 
favorites (I promptly told 
her, she was delighted). 
We continued on to Tif-
fany’s (the evening’s best 
stop), where we sipped 
on fresh-squeezed lem-
onade, ate chocolate cov-
ered marshmallows, tiny 
cakes shaped like Tiffany 
boxes, and goody bags 
full of candy from a sug-

ary buffet. It was ridiculously 
amazing chewing rock candy 
made to look like the very dia-
monds we were ogling at. There 
are few things that parallel a 
girl’s love for either jewels or 
candy – in the Mecca of all jew-
elry stores, we had our cake and 
ate it too. As it neared 9 p.m. 
we walked down to Nine West, 
where Third Eye Blind was 
scheduled to play; but it proved 
too crowded to even get in the 
door. 

The night was winding 
down for us  (running in heels 

anyway to imbibe pink cham-
pagne in tiny crystal glasses in 
the lavish Roaring-20s-themed 
store. At the center of this party 
were Hamish Bowles, Vogue’s 
European Editor at Large, and 
Lisa Kant, the model in Juicy’s 
perfume ads (with whom I pro-

cured a picture). Other quick 
celebrity glimpses: crazy Jade 
from America’s Next Top Model 
Cycle 6 and Ugly Betty’s Marc 
St. James. 

Leaving Juicy, we ran 
across 5th Ave. to Prada, my 
#1 planned destination for the 
evening. As an avid Vogue 
reader I had already devoured 
the massive September Is-
sue, which featured a “Little 
Red Riding Hood” spread with 
model Natalia Vodianova and 
a well-suited wolf put together 
by Vogue’s Creative Director 

“attire” was brightly colored, 
exquisite patterns of airbrushed 
makeup. Fashion’s Night Out 
was here, and it was awesome. 

Our fi rst stop was Saks, 
decked with a red carpet en-
trance and teeming with hordes 
of people. Sadly, we 
missed meeting the 
uber-talented model 
Daria Werbowy by 5 
minutes. Crushing, yes, 
but not as much as the 
crowds. We left for a 
more movable venue. 
Though not before a 
quick stroll around the 
women’s department, 
I quickly glimpsed the 
designer Ralph Rucci 
(of Chado Ralph Ruc-
ci). Next was Versace, 
which would prove to 
be one of the evening’s 
highlights. Notorious New 
York City trio the Misshapes 
were DJing. Those aware of the 
Misshapes (and their legend-
ary, now-defunct ‘party’ that 
ran for 4 years downtown) un-
derstand my ecstasy for hear-
ing them (Not aware? LOOK 
THEM UP). Versace also kind-
ly quenched our thirst, serving 
cosmos and vodka martinis on 
silver platters (literally). Next 
door was the enormous Juicy 
Couture fl agship. Though we 
were not of the velour-track-
suit variety, and we stopped in 

 by Kaitlin Kominsky
STAFF FASHIONISTA

Fashion Week event since I was 
little. He laughed, told me that 
his girlfriend is a designer, and 
handed me an invite to her show 
on Saturday. 

I glanced at the 
card, which read 
“Leanne Marshall: 
Spring 2010”. 
Nathan had worked 
with me  over three 
months now and 
never mentioned that 
he was dating only 
the most awesome 
contestant of Project 
Runway Season 5, no 
big deal or anything. 
I remember that 
fi nale like it was 
yesterday, sitting 
in the cesspool of 
germs that is Hughes 
Hall, linking pinkies 
with my roommates 
as the winner was 
announced, making 
imitations of 
contestant Kenley 
Collins’ nasally voice and fugly 
headbands. Who didn’t love 
that season? Of course I would 
attend! Lyke, duh.

We arrived at the 
Metropolitan Pavilion an 
hour early, thinking that was 
proper protocol (it wasn’t). 
Accompanying me was Greg, 

who had been my best friend 
since middle school, and my 
roommates, Mary and Rebekah. 
Some overzealous FIT intern 

showed us to our seats, and 
Greg and I had the privilege 
of sitting front row next to 
Shaquille O’Neil’s wife. (She 
was wearing a Zac Posen dress 
from last season. I immediately 
felt like a snot because I 
recognized this.) Naturally, this 
whole entry process only took 

about fi ve minutes, which left 
us fi fty-fi ve with nothing to do.

I had only seen one real 
fashion show in my life, and it 

was the Westfi eld High School 
Prom Fundraiser. Being 
from New Jersey, this was 
inherently a disastrous parade 
of unfortunate looking girls 
swimming in pools of chiffon. 
It was nerve-racking to be in 
an environment I could only 
dream of being in, surrounded 
by D-List Bravo-lebrities who 
I was secretly enamored with. 
I picked incessantly at the 
sequins on my dress while I 
occupied my time thinking 
about whether or not I should 
cross my legs or just put my 
knees together. Right across 
from me sat Kevin and Jack 
from Season 5 and two of 
their female protégés. After 
having their picture taken, 
they made their way to the 
promotional tables, snagged a 
handful of Perriers, and went 
to the bathroom to make a 

cocktail. I know this because 
I made Greg follow them into 
the bathroom. I also know that 
they have both had a lot of facial 
reconstruction since the show. 
What I don’t know is if I was 
more shocked that I was less 
than fi ve feet away from people I 
had watched complain about lip 

sores on nationwide television, 
or that they were pouring vodka 
in water bottles, an act I grew 
out of with the conclusion of 
Bar Mitzfah season. Strange.

Finally, the lights dimmed 
and the music began. Leanne’s 
collection was impressive. It 
was comprised of about 24 
looks, including a wedding 
dress, which received  boisterous 
applause from the audience. Her 
silhouettes combined soft colors 
with hard angles and were made 
from completely eco-friendly 
materials. In true Project 
Runway fashion it will be sold 
on Bluefl y, which apparently 
dicked her out of a lot of money 
following her Season 5 win, 
according to Nathan. Sucks.

Following the show, the 
night was uneventful. I had a 
Luna Bar sample taken from 
me by Dwight from the Real 
Housewives of Atlanta, saw 
Jared Leto at a Chelsea Trattoria, 
and found a twenty dollar bill on 
the sidewalk outside of Howl. 
Once again, I’m lucky. It didn’t 
take twenty-four hours before 
Greg had Googled the show and 
tagged me in pictures featured 
on some fashion blog. If this 
concludes my fi fteen minutes 
of fame I will be disappointed, 
but needless to say I was glad I 
decided to cross my legs.

by Mickie Meinhardt
STAFF TRENDSPOTTER

I am always in awe of how 
lucky I am. I’ve never gotten 
a parking ticket, I frequently 
manage to snag the last taco 
on Tuesdays, and I always fi nd 
myself in the right place at the 
right time. 

I work at a gallery on 
the Lower East Side called 
Envoy Enterprises, which 
plays host to some prominent 
artists including creators of 
the provocative French photo-
mag, Kaiserin.  Last Tuesday I 
was working an event for Liam 
Alexander, a photographer who 
works with designers from Rag 
& Bone to Ruffi an. Usually I’m 
responsible for collecting drink 
tickets and advertising artwork, 
but, as this event called for free 
fl owing red wine and I was on 
pouring patrol. Apparently one 
cup at a time wasn’t enough 
for the fashion-forward crowd, 
which included some double-
fi sting NYC Prepsters,  naturally 
making my job suddenly hectic. 
My coworker Nathan rushed 
to my assistance, and together 
we dished out a good 200+ 
Dixie cups of Two Buck Chuck 
before sitting down to relax. I 
explained to Nathan that despite 
having two parents who work 
in the industry, this was my fi rst 

And...Boom goes the dynamite.

Mickie is Fashion.
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There comes a time every 
year that warms the cockles 
of my heart.  No, it’s not 
Christmas, it’s something far 
less disappointing.  It’s the 
new fall line-up!  It’s that one 
magical time of the year that 
hope and failure combine in a 
giant entertainment spectacle.  
The Fall Season brings back 
some old favorites, The Offi ce, 
House, It’s Always Sunny, and 
new shows such as NBC’s 
Community and The Jay Leno 
Show.  Here’s my breakdown 
of the upcoming months of 
mind-numbing goodness that is 
television.

Let’s start off with my 
personal love, The Offi ce.  Steve 
Carell and the others are back 
to tickle our funny bones in the 
orgiastic genius of The Offi ce.  
With the end of the last season 
came a lot of cliffhangers: Is 
Pam pregnant?; Are Andy and 
Dwight after the same girl 
again?  I have been looking 
forward to the new season and 
the answers all summer.  The 
Offi ce has rarely disappointed 

me in the past and I doubt they 
will this season.

Speaking of NBC, I need to 
talk about the abomination that 
is the Jay Leno Show.  Don’t 
get me wrong, I love Jay, I 
think he’s a funny guy, but 
he’s become the Brett Favre of 

TV.  He had an amazing run 
and made a lot a people happy, 
but he needs to know when to 
let go.  I watched his show the 
other night.  It was like they 
moved The Tonight Show down 
an hour.  It’s the same show, 
nothing special.  I say that NBC 
should respectfully let Leno go.

Next on my chopping block 

is everyone’s favorite maverick 
doctor, House M.D.  I used to 
love House (emphasis on the 
“used to”).  Now it’s become 
one in a long line of medical 
dramas going back to when 
E.R. was relevant.  It used to 
portray House as a maverick, 

Sherlock-Holmes-esque doctor 
who cared about the thrill of 
diagnosing patients.  And who 
happened to abuse Vicodin.  
Now it’s a constant sob-story 
about the team’s issues and 
personal relationships and 
House’s increasingly dangerous 
behavior.  The show has also 
devolved into cheesy plot 

devices like killing off Kutner 
and having entire episodes be 
hallucinations.  The show has 
also become way too formulaic.  
I can guess exactly when they’ll 
get the correct diagnosis.  It’s 
always with fi fteen minutes left 
and something dramatic is about 

to be done to the patient.  This is 
after the team nearly killes the 
person at least twice.  Also, it 
is never the big horrible disease 
everyone thought it was.   I am 
begging FOX to let House M.D. 
die with what little creative 
dignity it has left.

It’s Always Sunny in 
Philadelphia is back and 

hopefully better than ever.  If 
you’ve yet to experience the 
distilled hilarity of It’s Always 
Sunny, I encourage you to watch 
it.  Watch it now.  Put down 
the paper and get on HULU or 
www.itsalwayssunnyepisodes.
com.   I’ll wait.  Back?  Good.  
I for one am excited to be back 
with everyone’s lovable group 
of misfi ts.  The Paddy’s Gang 
is back and ready to engage in 
behavior that would make a nun 
go blind.

A quick word about the 
trilogy of comedy that makes 
my Mondays special.  I’m 
talking about CBS’s How I Met 
Your Mother, Two and A Half 
Men, and The Big Bang Theory.  
These three shows are great and 
I encourage everyone to check 
them out.  Same goes for NCIS 
and NCIS: Miami.

That’s about it. I’m looking 
forward to this season as of 
now.  I’m happy for all the 
great shows coming back and 
wish good luck to the new ones 
that they survive the draconian 
system that is the Television 
industry.

Food Carts and Trucks Steer Us to Fuller Stomachs
by Tiffany Potenciano
STAFF RICKSHAWROLL’D

 
Going to Lincoln Center 

has its perks. But with the 
sweet, there is always a sour. 
The Lincoln Center campus 
is the bane of my existence at 
Fordham University. I spent a 
good majority of my freshman 
year eating chicken fi ngers, 
bland pasta, and questionable 
meat products and now as a 
seasoned sophomore I have 
vowed against eating at the 
cafeteria as much as possible. 
But thankfully being in 
Manhattan, there is easy access 
to a large variety of cuisines. 
My most recent obsession has 
been to food served on stuff 
with wheels. Food carts and 
trucks line the city streets with 
halal, hot dogs, nuts and kebabs. 
But only for the paper, I have 
reviewed some of NYC’s fi nest 
and quirkiest meals on wheels.

Rickshaw Dumpling Truck
57th St and 7th Ave: Wednesdays 
11am-3pm

Every Wednesday, the 
Rickshaw Dumpling Truck 
graces Columbus Circle, 
dishing out their most famous 
dumpling selections from 
the Rickshaw Dumpling Bar, 
located in the Flatiron district. 
At fi rst glance, the selection of 
dumplings seems quite small. 
The Pork and Chive, Chicken 
and Thai Basil, and the veggie 
alternative fi lled with Edamame 
come in a six-dumpling serving, 
coming to a grand total of $6. 

Compared to Chinatown, where 
one can get fi ve dumplings for 
$1, the $1/dumpling cost of 
Rickshaw’s dumplings already 
seems a bit outrageous. There 
are also a variety of side dishes, 
cold noodles and salads, and 
specialty drinks, but we’re here 
to focus on the dumplings.

The Pork and Chive 
dumplings came with a nicely 
acidic soy sesame dipping 
sauce. Unfortunately for these 
dumplings, the 
dipping sauce was 
the most liked part 
about this dish. All 
the dumplings are 
steamed, not pan 
fried, leaving a 
mushy texture that 
makes me prefer 
the Ling Ling 
Dumplings you can 
buy from Costco. 
The fi lling does 
not have much to 
be desired. Underseasoned and 
underwhelming, what would 
look to be my favorite dumpling 
turned out to be my least 
favorite.

Thankfully, the Chicken 
and Thai Basil redeemed this 
dumpling cart with interesting 
fl avors and textures. At fi rst, the 
notion of Thai basil made me a 
little worried because herb-wise 
it tends to be a bit on the strong 
side. However, the addition of 
the Thai basil and lemongrass 
made the dish pop with a 
delightfully light fl avor and the 
spicy peanut sauce balanced it 
out with a base note.

And no, I did not try the 
Vegetarian Edamame because 
to imagine myself as vegetarian 
would be like trying to imagine 
Eric Stoltz as Marty McFly. It is 
practically sacrilege.

Famous Chicken and Rice
53rd St and 6th Ave: 7pm-4am

Being a born and raised 
Californian, I have only 
recently been introduced to the 
phenomenon that is chicken and 

rice. And living in New York 
City, halal carts have begun to 
outnumber hot dog stands on 
street corners. The combination 
of chicken, rice, lettuce, white 
and red sauce are made in 
hundreds of carts all over this 
city, but only one can bring the 
lines like this cart can. The two 
times I’ve been here it was the 
dead middle of winter and in 
the early hours of the morning. 
Despite these less than desirable 
conditions, the line was 50 
people deep and cars were 
parked all down the block. You 
see all the walks of life there, 
businessmen, young students, 

and taxi drivers hungering for 
this halal cart. And with the 
massive infl ux of people coming 
every night, these people mean 
business. 

When ordering, specify 
your order in the least number 
of words possible and always 
have your money in hand for 
maximum effi ciency. Ask and 
you will receive. And what you 
receive is one of the most cost-
effi cient meals in NYC. $6 can 

buy you a plate 
the size of your 
face, chicken 
sans the meat 
fi llers (onions, 
random veggies), 
and rice. The 
chicken is well 
seasoned and 
the rice is well 
done for a place 
that pushes out 
plates of rice 
like Kanye West 

on a douching spree. Bottles of 
white and red sauce are lined up 
along the side of the cart, along 
with a warning for the red sauce 
reading, “Caution: Hot.” Now, 
fellow Paper readers, heed 
this message: use the red sauce 
sparingly. To underestimate 
the hotness of this sauce could 
ruin your entire meal and 
possibly your gastric system. 
But thankfully, the white sauce 
can and should be used liberally 
because it is one of the best 
white sauces I’ve tasted from a 
halal cart.

If you are ever in Midtown 
late at night, possibly partying 

a little too hard in Koreatown, 
walk on by to the Famous 
Chicken and Rice cart on 53rd 
and 6th. You won’t regret it.

Dessert Truck Currently 
Closed :(
     Despite the recent closing 
of the Dessert Truck, it will still 
be considered one of the fi rst 
and best food trucks in NYC. 
Dessert Truck, usually parked 
around NYU territory, dished 
out gourmet quality desserts 
out of motor vehicle. When it 
fi rst appeared on the streets of 
New York, this concept seemed 
absolutely absurd. But now, one 
can get anything from waffl es 
to dumplings. These guys 
know how to do desserts right, 
offering a variety of desserts 
like crème brulée, chocolate 
bread pudding, and olive oil 
molten chocolate cake. The high 
quality of the food is partially 
due to its co-owner being a 
former Le Cirque pastry chef.
   The desserts are doggedly 
consistent and reasonably priced 
for $5. The fl avor combinations 
of these desserts may seem 
surprising to an inexperienced 
eater, but to a well-seasoned 
foodie these desserts are a great 
way of tasting gourmet treats 
without having to set foot in a 
four star restaurant. I just hope 
that the Dessert Truck will 
receive its permit soon or better 
yet, I hear that a real store may 
be in the works. And not if, but 
when it does reopen, I will be 
waiting in line for what they’re 
dishing out next.

by Alex Kelso
STAFF 70’S SHOW

Or just watch it next week on Hulu

We eat the 
pig and then 
together we 
burn, we burn!


