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paper to students re: admin
“Give ‘em Hell!”

So you’re a freshman. 
You’re wide-eyed, clean-

lunged, and undestroyed-liv-
ered. You’ve decided, for one 
reason or another, you are go-
ing to pour thousands upon 
thousands of dollars into this 
institution. You’re going to 
spend the next four years here, 
so it’s kind of in your interest 
to make sure this place, you 
know, doesn’t suck.

For us upperclassman, 
through clouds of smoke and 
in between black outs, we’ve 
noticed some things this year 
seem a bit…off. It all started 
when we were begrudgingly 
walking toward campus (yeah, 
we live off campus, duh) and 
we realized the Walsh Gate 
was locked. After we got over 
the inconvenience of having to 
walk our lazy asses one block 
further to another entrance, we 
immediately knew what this 
was all about: $$$$. 

Then, a few days later, we 
heard rumblings that the li-
brary wasn’t going to have 
a 24-hour section anymore. 
But! According to The Ram 
Fordham had a “record year of 
fundraising!” Mo money, mo 
problems? Sad, confused, and 
lonely, we at the paper popped 
in our headphones and listened 
to “All About the Benjamins,” 
which hit just a little too close 
to home.

Fordham needs to save 
money. We get it. It’s a reces-
sion. (Or so we’ve heard… 
The Natty is still fl owing pretty 
freely around here). But we 
at the paper think this is ter-
rible way of cutting costs. For 
starters, this is a University. 
Why the hell is the library the 
fi rst place we’re cutting costs? 
We’re paying these people 
MILLIONS of dollars; we de-
serve some place to study af-
ter hours (and God knows we 
don’t have a legitimate student 
center). But beyond that—
which is pretty self-explan-
atory—the people who will 
feel the reverberations of these 
cuts in a far more dire way are 
Fordham’s security workers. 
The hours that the library and 
Walsh gate are closed for are 
hours that have been cut for 
these workers. We at the paper 
hardly think it is the sometimes 
already struggling security 
workers who should have to 
pay the price for Fordham’s 
monetary woes. (Good thing 
we put a good chunk of change 
toward painting McGinley sil-
ver, though, right?)

That’s where you come in, 

freshmen. Maybe you didn’t 
catch on to some of this stuff 
right away. Maybe you just as-
sumed that our gates had limit-
ed hours and the library always 
closed early. Honestly, dear 
freshmen, we know the propo-
sition of having a paper due 
the next morning is frightening 
when the library’s closed, you 
have three people watching Sex 
& the City in your room, and 
there are two attic creatures 
touching each other in your 
fl oor’s common room. You lit-
erally have nowhere to go. Just 
remember: you’re paying these 
people thousands of dollars.

The thing is, this kind of 
thing is disappointing and mad-
dening, but we can’t say it’s 
altogether surprising. You see, 
like any bureaucracy, Fordham 
does stupid things all the time. 
In fact, as any frequent paper 
reader will know, we are quite 
convinced there is a Bad Deci-
sion Robot* in the basement 
of Keating that administration 
consults when making any and 
all decisions. The BDR is who 
we have to thank for our puri-
tanical dormitory sign-in poli-
cies, our lack of contraception 
in the health center, the lack of 
a free speech space on campus, 
and yes, the limitations on the 
Walsh Gate’s hours and the 
closing of the 24-hour section 
of the library.

BDR aside, it is our respon-
sibility as students to bitch, 
moan, complain, whine, write 
letters, hold protests, and yes, 
write articles until we see the 
change we want to see. We at 
the paper don’t care how you 
do it, just do something, fresh-
men. It’s boring to be apathet-
ic, spending four years stoned 
on a futon playing Grand Theft 
Auto, or four years fl eeing our 
campus to spend time in other 
boroughs. You have four years 
to do something wonderful, to 
change this campus for the bet-
ter.

In the end, we all pay a dis-
gusting amount of money to at-
tend school here. So if it really 
is all about the Benjamins (and 
it’s certainly looking that way) 
then we hold the ultimate clout. 
Let’s start with the library (for 
what YOU can do, see page 3), 
move forth from there and turn 
the Bad Decision Robot into a 
Good Decision Robot.

Freshmen, this is our rally-
ing cry: come write for us.

*As referenced in The Ram 
(9/9/09). (Thanks for not giv-
ing us credit, guys!)

Motorcycle and the American Dream
by Sam Wadhams
ARTS CO-EDITOR

Few things evoke the reac-
tion of a motorcycle.  Peo-

ple, generally an ignorant and 
fearful population, will volun-
teer a wide range of opinions 
on motorcycles to complete 
strangers, without prompting.  
People will tell you about the 
bikes they’ve had, family mem-
bers they’ve lost, and relatives 
who’ve patched up steak-sized 
holes on bikers in hospitals.  Ev-
eryone will tell you everything 
about buying, owning, and rid-
ing a bike.

But when you’re there, in 
the shop, surrounded by mo-
torcycles, with your best friend 
next to you and the dealer in 
front of you, you’re all alone.  
There’s $500—a week’s pay—
between you and buying a bike; 
but more than that, there’s the 
fear.  The basest of human emo-
tions conjures 
up every night-
mare scenario 
of you turning 
to beef jerky 
on the pave-
ment—a grind-
house cinema 
of your demise, 
and you’re in 
the front row.  

You’re not 
exempt from 
the fear.  You’re 
not exempt be-
cause you play 
tough sports or 
drive real fast or drink on cliff-
tops.  None of these things take 
away from the fact that you’re 
staring at a machine where your 
next mistake might be seri-
ous, might be your last.  Your 
next mistake might break the 
cliché and literally be the mo-
ment when soul leaves body, 
and whatever collection of meat 
and bones you are on the road 
separates from whatever mis-
takes you’ve made, because 
you won’t make any more.  And 
you’re about to buy it.

And the fear doesn’t leave 
when you take the bike home 
and the battery’s dead and you 
fl ood the engine trying to start 
it.  The fear doesn’t leave when 
you change the air fi lters, spark 
plugs, oil, and fuses. When 
it takes you a week to work 
through every broken part, 
you’ll ask yourself if you’re 
building your own coffi n, and 
part of you will be forced to an-
swer yes.  But the fear will be 
matched with frustration, and 
when you kick-start that bike 
so hard you rattle the frame and 
she suddenly sputters to life un-
derneath you, the fear vanishes.  
The frustration exits so violently 
and forcefully that all it leaves is 
the trembling excitement, a new 
awe at the grumbling violence 
that exits the tailpipe when you 
so much as pet the throttle.

But the fear surges back.  
The minute you put your foot 
down into fi rst gear, throttle 
it up, and ease the clutch, the 
fear comes back.  You realize 
that the only reason you’re not 
falling over sideways is the fact 
that you’re moving forward; the 
only thing keeping you on the 
road is momentum.  You realize 
that it’s ride or fall, and the fear 
jumps back through your nerves 
like an electric shock that glues 
you to the seat.  

So you ride.  You ride 
through your neighborhood, fi g-
uring out the switches and how 
to turn and brake and where to 
put your feet, shifting gears as 
you go up and down the hill 
you used to skateboard as a kid.  
And you call your girlfriend and 
she laughs and tells you that 
you sound like you’re glowing, 
like you’ve just had sex, and 
you laugh and maybe agree and 

tell her you’ll call her back and 
never do.  You never do because 
you’re riding, out on the roads 
now, leaning into curves and 
fi guring out how to shift and 
terrorizing your friend’s par-
ents with your newfound sonic 
weapon, shattering their subur-
ban tranquility.  

You ride and you get cocky, 
too dumb to know better, and 
start to open the throttle on 
straightaways, just to feel the 
pressure on your chest and eyes, 
your jacket rattling against your 
neck, just to feel what it feels 
like.  And you return your bor-
rowed truck and ride to work 
and away again, ride to your 
friend’s and away again, al-
ways knowing someone can 
hear you from a mile out.  Ev-
ery biker on the road will give 
you the wave, the universal 
biker extended hand below the 
clutch side of the handlebars, 
and you’ll give it back, because 
you both know something ev-
eryone else doesn’t.  And you’ll 
let your friends ride your bike, 
and they’ll drop it and crash it 
and fuck it up, and you’ll have 
to fi x it.  But you’ll know how 
to fi x it, so you patch it up, swap 
out the busted parts and Gorilla 
Glue the rest, and if she runs to 
get you home then no harm, no 
foul.  They were cocky and too 
dumb to know better—you were 

just better.  Or lucky.
And you’ll ride to the beach 

in a swimsuit and Converses, 
you’ll ride to work in the rain in 
a raincoat and blue jeans, you’ll 
ride just to ride with your head-
phones in, because you can’t 
hear anything over your engine 
anyway.  And your bike will 
break down, leaving you late 
for work, sprinting in jeans and 
boots with a thumb out down 
the road.  And you’ll push it to 
shops that won’t fi x it, people 
whose problem it isn’t, and 
eventually you’ll sing and dance 
euphorically when you reach 
eureka.  The next time you ride 
it you’ll be listening, waiting 
for the breakdown, and when it 
never comes you’ll know you 
learned something the hard way, 
by doing it.

And soon it will become 
another thing, another means 
of motion, another variable in 

your morning 
commute, an-
other hassle.  
And the mon-
ey you’ve 
sank into 
it, the time, 
the clothes 
you’ve ru-
ined with 
your blood 
and sweat and 
grease, you’ll 
doubt it.  The 
fear will sink 
to the back 
of your head, 

another instruction you see fi t 
to ignore, and you’ll leave it.  
But just before you polish it up, 
change out the oil and gas, and 
park it in your garage for the 
winter, you’ll take it out.  You’ll 
spin it along the back roads 
and race it along turns and lean 
harder than you’ve ever leaned 
into it before.  And you’ll put it 
in your garage, put the kickstand 
down, and take out the key and 
leave it on the seat, closing the 
door behind you.

And it’s when you leave 
it you understand, even be-
yond the fear, the cautionary 
tales playing out in your head, 
a motorcycle is about owner-
ship.  Not because it’s the fi rst 
thing you’ve ever owned, not 
because it’s the only thing you 
ever bought and registered and 
insured.  You own it because 
you’ve taken it apart, painted 
it matte black and screwed it 
together again.  You own it be-
cause most of its salient parts 
have left grease on your hand, 
but it hasn’t fallen to pieces be-
tween your legs when you rode 
it.  That it’s only as dangerous as 
your own sloth and inattention.  
So you leave it at home, close 
the door behind it and head for 
school, knowing all the while 
the bike, the fear, the excitement 
are waiting for you.
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by Findy Loltz 
STAFF SUED OH NYM

Summer jobs were especial-
ly diffi cult to secure this year, 
so when I was offered a wholly 
nepotistic position in a Phila-
delphia company, shame was 
not an issue. Shame was a great 
temptation during my interview, 
as the boss, sporting a gleaming 
cue-ball head and a gold chain 
peaking out the top of his unbut-
toned shirt, handed me a fat ci-
gar sporting the company logo, 
explaining, “Give this to your 
father.”  With this gentle recom-
mendation, I plunged into the 
corporate world.

The majority of my time 
at the company was spent on a 
folding chair at a card table in 
a windowless, linoleum-fl oored 
rectangle the temperature of a 
meat locker. One of the ameni-
ties of my workspace includ-
ed motion-sensor fl uorescent 
lights. As I sat hour upon hour, 
copying and pasting into thou-
sands of spreadsheet cells and 
sending massive quantities of 
emails, the typing of my shiver-
ing fi ngers too deft, too subtle 
to qualify as motion, darkness 
would cut through the still, 
freezing air. I would rise from 
my chair in an attempt to en-
lighten the rectangle again, but I 
was never greeted with success. 
I found myself having to wave 
my limbs about and jump in the 
air to get the sensor’s attention, 
my Step Up-worthy maneuvers 

fl eetingly shattering the monot-
ony of my workday and render-
ing the sensor, well, served.

One of the perks of my sum-
mer employment was gaining 
mastery of a dumbfounding ar-
ray of obscure offi ce machinery, 
no doubt an 
invaluable and 
portable skill 
set. There were 
machines that 
can fold, ma-
chines that can 
stuff, machines 
that can seal. 
Machines that 
dissemble bind-
ers for you and 
then fi ll them 
up again. Ma-
chines that print and affi x post-
age. Machines that make labels, 
machines that write on plastic. 
Governing such contraptions 
brought me a small measure of 
self-confi dence, until the day I 
accidentally sealed 160 enve-
lopes that were not supposed 
to be sealed. After staring, with 
ample tragedy, at the walls of 
my cubicle-of-the-time for three 
minutes or so, I got to work slic-
ing the 160 envelopes open with 
the slicing machine before I re-
stuffed them correctly. There 
is no machine for re-sealing 
envelopes sliced by the slicing 
machine, so I Scotch taped each 
one the old fashioned way. Out 
of all the days this summer, that 
was the day I came closest to 

crying.
Some of my work was more 

primal, i.e. destruction. Despite 
such undesirable byproducts 
as a foul and toxic-smelling 
smoke and a noise like lemurs 
in a wood-chipper, disc shred-

ding produces a most beauti-
ful, glittering plastic confetti. 
Second only in charm were the 
soft clouds of shining black rib-
bon I ripped from the bowels 
of used VHS tapes. Most thrill-
ing, though, was the day I was 
given a hammer, a pair of pli-
ers, and a box of mini DV tapes, 
with instructions to annihilate. 
The broken nails and bloody 
scratches were a small price 
to pay for the satisfaction of a 
shoebox full of unidentifi able 
plastic shards that once was in-
criminating evidence.

My mind unoccupied with 
anything substantial, the per-
sonal style of my coworkers 
was naturally of interest me, 
especially on causal Fridays. A 

British hair-metal devotee I like 
to refer to as Craig accented his 
usual frosted tips with a puka 
shell choker, peace-sign ear-
rings, and an olive t-shirt which 
frankly stated, “Beer.” His short 
sleeves teasingly revealed the 

beginnings of a stunning 
tattoo of a human heart 
pierced through with 
the neck of an electric 
guitar. The sales depart-
ment offset Craig’s grit 
with their well-tanned 
skin and bright blonde 
hair, an inverse of the 
natural order of things 
commonly found in cer-
tain parts of New Jersey.

Each workday I 
found sincere joy in 

taking my lunch break in Rit-
tenhouse Square – the beauti-
ful weather, the frequent street 
music. In addition, I, sociologi-
cally, enjoyed observing the 
various subgenres of humanity 
wandering the mealtime park, 
segregated like a high school 
cafeteria.

Most interesting to me was 
the clique of the bicycle couri-
ers, who convened at the en-
trance of the park, their bikes 
in tow, waiting for their walkies 
to crackle instructions for a job. 
Their uniform was that of rebel-
lion and danger: helmet-less and 
sock-less, clad in fraying denim 
cutoffs and wee cycling caps, 
each orifi ce pierced and each 
inch of skin canvas for ink. They 

were members of an elite under-
ground network, which included 
mailroom workers. To observe a 
courier on the job, speeding 60 
miles per hour through a red 
light, headphones blasting, eyes 
closed, sun-bleached hair fl oat-
ing in the wind, is to get a taste 
of the honor of death on the 
job. Providing a stark contrast, 
lunching within the park were 
all manner of business-dudes, 
sporting refl ective sunglasses 
and even more refl ective heads, 
courtesy, again of Bic razor. 

To and fro the offi ce at lunch 
hour lurked the most annoying 
hazard of the day: the canvasser. 
Undeterred by invented or gen-
uine expressions of grief and/or 
rage, cell phones, grave conver-
sations, polarized sunglasses, 
conspicuous headphones, or 
sheer avoidance, these bright-
eyed, eager go-getters heeded 
no more to shame than did I.  
I wondered if they knew how 
much everyone hated them and 
their requests for money and 
support for a “cause.”

My summer foray into the 
zany dystopia of temp work in 
the corporate world confi rmed 
my hopeful suspicions that The 
Offi ce really is that accurate. I 
was deeply thankful for the re-
cession-time opportunity to get 
money, but I hope never to re-
turn to that piteous, albeit occa-
sionally entertaining, purgatory.

Placating Primal Impulses: My Summer in the Corporate World

by Sean Kelly
STAFF PUBLIC TRANSIT 
ENTHUSIAST

Personally, whenever re-
turning from any other of New 
York’s four (real) boroughs late 
at night, I always travel back to 
campus on foot rather than call 
security to retrieve me.  I have 
no objection to giving security 
a call (I’m sure that it would 
sometimes be a smart deci-
sion), nor do I consider walk-
ing back to campus at four am 
to be a pleasant venture.  It just 
so happens that I tend to walk, 
regardless of the time of day (or 
night).  It’s as simple as that.

That, however, all changed a 
few weeks ago, when I lost my 
proverbial “security virginity” 
after a particularly late night 
outside of the Boogie-down 
Bronx.  A series of bizarre events 
and a few encounters with some 
peculiar (frightening) individu-
als while underground induced 
a state of fi rst-week freshman-
like fear in me and prompted me 
to call security in utter despera-
tion and terror with one of the 
unsavory characters in question 
sitting right next to me.

I suppose I should start from 
the most logical place; that is, 
the beginning. I attended a show 
at the Market Hotel in Bush-
wick, at which I lost nearly a 
tenth of my body weight in per-

spiration.  After the show let out 
at approximately 2:30 am, I had 
a circuitous, convoluted, and, 
frankly, LONG subway ride to 
look forward to (M to Myrtle-
Wyckoff, L to Union Square, 
and 4 to Fordham Road). The 
M train, being a little used line, 
was rather quiet in my short trip 
to Myrtle-Wyckoff to transfer to 
the L.  However, once I arrived 
at the station to wait for the next 
Manhattan-bound train, things 
quickly degenerated.  As I sat on 
the platform, apparently alone, I 
began to notice in my periphery 
a zigzagging middle-aged man 
who, as he came closer, emit-
ted a strong odor that can be de-
scribed only as a combination of 
vodka, menthol cigarettes, and 
sadness. Though there was a 
full bench available, he chose to 
plop his inebriated self directly 
next to me and, after a momen-
tary silence, extend his hand to 
me and say in a thick Eastern-
European accent, “my brother!”  
I gave him a curt smile, shook 
his hand as politely as I could, 
and promptly affi xed my gaze 
back to the screen of my iPod.  
This, however, failed to thwart 
him, and he began to talk at me 
with great vigor, entirely in Pol-
ish.  I used the tiny, tiny smid-
gen of Polish that I know to in-
form him that I do not, in fact, 
speak Polish, but he seemed 

undeterred.
This continues for nigh on 

ten minutes on the platform un-
til the L train arrived, and my 
new friend talked in broken 
English about everything from 
his stint in the Polish army, to 
how he believed that the ran-
dom stranger who sat down 
behind us had schtupped his 
beloved wife some years prior.  
After an uncomfort-
able ride on the L with 
him, during which he 
fervently attempted 
to persuade me to get 
off at Bedford Avenue 
with him for a drink, 
things quieted down, 
and I thought of the 
uneventful and relax-
ing ride on the 4 that 
would undoubtedly 
ensue once I got to 
Union Square.

Well, dear reader, 
I could not have been 
more wrong about 
that.

I exited the L at Union 
Square, and walked over to the 
4 platform to wait for the fi nal 
leg of my so far tedious journey 
back to the Bronx.  At fi rst, I 
was astounded at just how many 
people were waiting for the 
same train at 3:30 in the morn-
ing—everyone from scruffy 
looking men picking through 

the trash can to teenage girls 
looking distraught after (I’m 
conjecturing here) visiting a bar 
for the fi rst time after getting a 
fake ID and watching all their 
friends leave with Armani-Ex-
change class Swedes twice their 
age.  Upon the arrival of the 4, I 
sat myself next to a large sweaty 
gentleman due to the dearth of 
seats and was fi lled with dread 

when a stench similar to that of 
my new Polish friend wafted 
into my olfactory sensors.  The 
man, who I would later fi nd out 
called himself Junior, turned to 
me and, bleary eyed and three 
sheets to the wind, asked me if 
I spoke Spanish.  Foolishly, I re-
sponded “yes,” and he began the 
conversation by complimenting 
my skin, saying that it was “very 

white and clean looking” while 
his was “dark and dirty, like a 
rock.”  He continued by telling 
me that I was his type and that 
he “liked me.”  When I asked 
in what way he liked me, his 
glass drunk eyes drifted across 
my face as he forcefully said “tu 
sabes” (“you know”). He pro-
ceeded to request (no, implore) 
that I take him home with me, 

and, although we were 
conversing in a com-
mon tongue, my re-
peated request for him 
to go away seemed to 
get lost in translation.  
Afraid of a possible 
stalker, I gave Ford-
ham security a call 
as soon as the 4 train 
went above ground 
(though he would 
later get off at 176th 
street…not before 
grabbing my phone 
and putting his num-
ber in my contacts, 

though).
At around 4:30, a lovely 

white safety bastion of an SUV 
was waiting for me at the sub-
way stop.  I entered, and when 
the friendly security offi cer 
driving the vehicle asked me 
how I was doing, I replied with 
a momentary silence, followed 
by the most earnest “I’m not 
sure” that I have ever spoken.

4 Train, Not the Bore Train

That’s him!

Sheer Heaven
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by Kaitlin Campbell
STAFF PUBLIC 
RELATIONS EXPERT

A couple of weeks ago, I was 
standing outside of a roof party 
on Hoffman under a shower 
of broken bottles, watching a 
drunk kid pee on steps of the 
building that two girls were 
stumbling down from, one 
puking, the other falling to the 
ground shriek-laughing. Across 
the street a family sat on their 
stoop, watching. I overheard 
bits and pieces of their disgust 
and realized how little I think of 
the people who live around here 
and how little I know of what 
they think of Fordham. I started 
by asking local residents “How 
do you feel about Fordham stu-
dents in your community?” and 
found layers of fellow residents’ 
opinions that perhaps fuel the 
“us and them” phenomenon that 
indefi nitely exists in the Bel-
mont community.

Amidst the complicated ar-
ray of opinions and beliefs, ev-
eryone I talked to immediately 
mentioned noise and drunken-
ness. 

“[The students] are not a 
problem themselves, it’s the 
way they carry themselves. 
They get too drunk, harass in-
nocent bystanders, and make 
too much noise,” says Pablo 
Sanchez, who gets up at 4:30 
every morning to get to his 
maintenance job in Midtown. 

Evelyn Hernandez, a resi-
dent at the same building, 
added, “They should have a 
curfew. Noise is the biggest 
problem.” She’s lived here for 
38 years, and her 14-year-old 
daughter Cassandra agreed. 
“They crazy. They mad loud.”  
A woman (who wished to re-
main anonymous) told of girls 
waking up her grandson by 
“talking about orgasms” too 
loudly, and one of the DJs at 
Howl told of banging on his 
ceiling countless times and, of 
course, the unending stream of 
piss underneath his staircase. 

It’s easy to be oblivious of 
our own noise though. Matt, an 
undergrad who lives off cam-
pus, thinks we “don’t bring that 
much noise. We bring good 
things to the community. We 
also give muggers a lot of prey.” 
He adds, “People are getting 
shot around here. I don’t think 
we bring that much of a distur-
bance.” 

What ticks everyone the 
most about the noise? Fordham 
security’s send-the-kids-home-
safe policy and the understood 
favoritism the NYPD shows to-
ward Fordham students.  “They 
get more drinks than anybody 
around here, and we’re the ones 
being questioned,” exclaims 
Pablo. A couple of weeks ago, 
NYPD answered a noise distur-
bance call and approached Pab-
lo and his old friend German, a 
78 year old retiree who’s lived 

here his whole life, asking them 
what was in their cups. “They’re 
asking us what’s in our cups, 
hold up! The party is around 
the corner!” he continues, “The 
complaint wasn’t even about us 
– there are college kids drinking 
on the sidewalks and they still 
come to see our cups!”

A mother of three who lives 
on East Fordham Rd and wish-
ing to remain anonymous told 
of her son who, while walking a 
cop, stopped to give a ticket for 
parking as a group of Fordham 
students walked by with open 
bottles on the street. “This is 
why I know there is favoritism,” 
she concluded. “And, there are 
so many more cops here during 
school than in the summer.”

Of course we understand 
why this is – it’s one of the main 
assurances we’re given on our 
campus tours and at freshman 

orientation. “When I see a cop 
it makes me feel safe, instead of 
being scared. I’m more likely to 
get scared of the guy around the 
corner,” says undergrad Matt. 
And that’s how it’s supposed to 
be, right?

The view that NYPD more 
easily overlooks Fordham kids 
peeing on buildings, breaking 
bottles, disturbing the peace, 
fi ghting, or stealing from bode-
gas was shared by almost ev-
eryone I talked to. Among those 
opposed is Suits, the most well-
known personality at MUGZ’s, 
who has lived here since 1998 
and has served many drinks. “I 
feel like I see kids in trouble 
as much as locals,” he assures, 
“My friend got caught pissing 
and he got a ticket.” The DJ 
at Howl who I interviewed on 
the street outside his apartment 
agreed that yes, “the neighbor-
hood is well guarded by the po-
lice for the Fordham students.” 
Yes, but do they favor the stu-
dents? 

Since these are relatively 
matters of opinion and not fact, 
I wanted the opinion, maybe, of 
an NYPD cop. Outside MUG-

Zs, while talking to Suits, we 
called over an offi cer who was 
chattin’ with students outside 
the bar. His take on whose get-
ting cracked down on harder: 
“Locals. Its close, but its locals. 
No, I’d say it’s 50/50.” When I 
asked him if Fordham students 
are often arrested for things like 
drinking in public, he stared at 
me, said “I don’t know,” told 
me not to print anything, took 
my notebook, and watched me 
cross out everything I wrote 
down from what he said before 
he left.

So, if we are favored, why? 
One of the security guards at 
Martyrs’ (who wishes to remain 
anonymous), explained, “The 
police stations around here work 
with Fordham. So they’ll say, 
‘Those are Fordham kids’ and 
just tell them to go home and get 
safely to their dorms if they’re 

drinking on the street.” Security, 
as we’ve been told, is made up 
of a lot of retired NYPD cops, 
making the involvement be-
tween Fordham and the local 
police force natural. 

Local resident Pablo San-
chez feels that security’s policy 
is “Don’t tell them to stop any-
thing, and that’s because it’s 
Mommy and Daddy paying 
their salaries.”

 Those who I’ve talked to 
generally agreed that the rea-
sons behind these policies of 
both NYPD and Security have a 
lot to do with privilege.

“Fordham is its own little 
world,” explains Martyrs se-
curity guard, “Even if they’re 
breaking the law, little happens. 
I feel like a lot of these kids act 
like they have a God-given right 
to be here. We get a lot of ‘my 
dad pays for it,’ but that doesn’t 
really matter. They don’t see 
it as a privilege to come here. 
They see it as ‘I can afford to go 
to Fordham.’” 

Privilege carries over into 
other areas too. When a secu-
rity guard of age had his friends 
come to visit and they all want-

ed to go to Mugz’s, they could 
not get in without a Fordham 
ID. “We know there are kids in 
there who are 18 and drinking, 
and we couldn’t get in. It’s a 
public place. I think that’s seg-
regation,” he says. 

Suits says this is because of 
“safety issues. We start letting 
locals in…ya know. We need to 
protect the students from people 
who don’t know how to behave 
in a bar. It’s like mixing oil and 
water.” And of course, MUGZ’s 
might lose business. “Since 
Fordham’s 95% of our income,” 
Suits explains, “we don’t wan-
na lose business, get students 
scared of people who look like 
gangsters, or [who] will freak 
the students out.”

Mugz’s does let locals in 
though, during the day, after 
football games or an early din-
ner. But the policy now is, “If 

college kids 
are here, I 
don’t let lo-
cals in.”

M a r -
tyrs security 
guard thinks 
it’s segrega-
tion; Suits 
thinks it’s se-
curity. Two 
A l b a n i a n s 
on the street 
(who wish 
to remain 
anonymous) 
think it’s a 
good thing 
– “Those 
are student 
bars, their 
main con-
cern should 
be don’t mix 
with strang-

ers.” No, wait, fi ve minutes lat-
er, “Their main concern should 
be to not give alcohol to mi-
nors.”

“As long as people are white, 
they’re probably educated, you 
mix Latinos in there, and it will 
be trouble,” he explains to me. 

The DJ at Howl adds, 
“These students are going to be 
future lawyers, so that’s the rea-
son why they can go into a bar, 
and have fun.” 

In addition to bars, local res-
idents commented that students 
are often times served fi rst at 
bodegas, especially University 
Grocery. “They move me to the 
side and tell me I’m not in a rush 
because I live here,” comments 
an East Fordham Road resident.

The prejudiced policies of 
bars and bodegas are not our 
“fault,” no—but we can under-
stand why this might irritate a 
lot of local residents. Adding to 
this is the perception that Ford-
ham students are exclusive.

Our Martyrs’ security guard 
is a lifelong resident of the 
neighborhood. Before he started 
working here, years later, he 
didn’t know one person from 

Fordham, nor had he ever been 
on campus. “I love all the Ford-
ham kids,” he says. “But they’ll 
be friendly to me on campus, 
and then I see them on the street 
and they act like they don’t 
know me.”

Ashley, a 19-year old local 
resident explains, “If I say hi, 
they start whispering to each 
other and walk away.” 

A lot of this article seems to 
scream that locals hate Fordham 
students, but, as Martyrs’ se-
curity guard clarifi ed, “It’s not 
that people don’t like Fordham 
students. My friends always ask 
me if we can hang out with the 
Fordham kids, and I have to tell 
them that it doesn’t work that 
way.”

Everyone I spoke with 
agreed that Fordham students in 
the community are a good thing 
for the economy, diversity of the 
neighborhood and that they are 
not “against” Fordham students, 
or closed to interacting with us. 

“We are looking out for you! 
It’s our neighborhood. We go 
about our daily business, we’re 
discreet, but we know who you 
are. You don’t know who we 
are, but we look out for you,” 
Pablo repeatedly swore to me. 
And then had to add, “Just keep 
it down some! And don’t dirty 
your surroundings. You don’t 
eat what you shit!”

I was grateful and over-
whelmed by this perception that 
I gathered from the local com-
munity, even as inconclusive 
as it is. Students I talked to at 
the caf shared their opinions on 
the community, and while some 
students recognized the “us and 
them,” attitude, many of the 
students thought that “knowing 
how to live in this community” 
means knowing not to walk in 
the dark alone and “being com-
fortable” means knowing how 
to look where you’re going. 
When I asked for suggestions 
for “better relations,” one stu-
dent suggested “donating food 
from the caf.” 

We have the privilege of 
moving in for nine months, 
leaving, and almost doing any-
thing we want in between. The 
local residents don’t have that 
privilege.

All Fordham students are 
not white, ignorant, anointed, 
drunk assholes – though that’s 
how many are perceived, I’ve 
found. At the same time, not 
all locals are going to mug us, 
though that’s how many are per-
ceived. Age-old aphorism: ev-
erything is not black and white. 
That’s why this article is incon-
clusive, and if we recognize 
the mess of opinions shared by 
the community and recognize 
them as a complicated, diverse 
group of individuals, just as our 
student body is, maybe we can 
actively combat the negative 
relations that tinge this cultural 
dichotomy.

Fordham is our school.
The Bronx may not be our campus

Seriously.
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by Chris Nihil
STAFF LETHARGY

Introduction by Joseph V.m 
Debs

It would be helpful, fi rst of 
all, to offer a brief history of 
Lounging.  

The only practice from the 
outset of human consciousness 
and the present day that re-
sembles what Mr. Christopher 
Nihil calls “Lounging” seems 
to be the early Chinese concept 
of “Do-Nothing.”  Otherwise, 
what we have here is novelty 
abound.

From a historical perspec-
tive there appears, sadly, to 
have been no progression in 
human history of a fuller un-
derstanding, or, better yet, a 
more practical application of 
Lounging since the dawn of 
man.  Ape-Man, even the most 
well-endowed and cleverest 
Cro-Magnon, scarcely had time 
for Lounging—in fact, one can 
conjecture that the situation 
of Lounging in Man’s earliest 
days was just as futile as its ut-
terly stifl ed state in the modern 
day.  Us post-modern, capitalist, 
democratic, free and enlight-
ened spawn, however, have no 
valid excuse.

No doubt the ever-apparent 
void presented to modern man 
in the wake of Existentialism 
and the Absurd has provided the 
opportune moment for Loung-

ing.  Mr. Sprindis, I feel, has 
given the most earnest and ac-
curate account of this possibil-
ity.

…
I set out a year ago to try to 

live an extreme lifestyle. My tri-
partite existence was to consist 
of extreme home-
work, followed by 
extreme boozing, 
with a healthy dose 
of extreme lounging 
to settle things out. I 
quickly learned that 
extreme homework 
would only consist 
of occasionally do-
ing some reading 
and little else, and 
that in the realm of 
boozing, the only 
acceptable way 
would be a com-
plete demolishment of the brain 
a few times a week. The true 
surprise came in the form of 
lounging. I didn’t see it coming, 
but before I knew it, I realized 
that what I used to call lounging 
was merely relaxing, and that 
true lounging was something 
that took over. My roommate 
would walk on in me in the mid-
dle of fl oor, staring at the wall, 
lounging behind closed doors. 
Outside, while others did home-
work, I was lying on the ground 
displaying myself to the world, 
completely content. I was on to 
something, on to the true beauty 

of lounging.
To lounge is simply to be. 

Not to be happy, to be still, to 
be meditative, or to be calm; no, 
for those imply an absence from 
the world, a tuning-out of sorts. 
Lounging is a radical plunge in-
ward, the self penetrating itself 

to the most basic, fundamental 
level of existence, one in com-
plete accord the with world in 
which it dwells. The lounging 
self simply is.

The stillness of Being inher-
ent in lounging is a wake-up 
call, the lofty gust of welcome 
wind that blows away the heavy 
fetid stench of everydayness 
and turns the self towards itself. 
Lounging turns the self into 
a mirror built only for itself, a 
two-way fl uid portal in which 
the self can see itself as a self 
without fear. Self-recognition in 
lounging is harmless, and, in-

deed, quite benefi cial. 
Lounging offers the self a 

chance to go so far into itself 
that it seems to reappear in a 
new way into a new world, yet 
this world is simply some un-
explored territory of the self. 
The self sees through itself so 

perfectly, 
so funda-
mentally 
that the 
self’s Be-
ing slows 
so peace-
fully, not 
unlike the 
heartbeat 
of a hi-
bernating 
a n i m a l , 
that the 
self is of-
fered a 

glimpse beyond Being, a taste 
of Nothingness. Only in loung-
ing can that impossible bridge 
be crossed between Being and 
Nothingness and offer a return 
trip, an unlimited dispatch of 
sparks between two otherwise 
too distant wires. The lounging 
self in this world is able to see, 
fi nally and essentially, because 
of the consciousness awarded 
by lounging, that as a self it is 
an object in the world, indepen-
dent of consciousness except 
in lounging, for lounging is the 
one instance that can cause the 
self to refl ect back on itself by 

way of this consciousness. 
Lounging is largely uninten-

tional. I say largely because it is 
certainly possible to intention-
ally set out to relax, and have 
the activity of relaxing slip into 
a mode of lounging. Lounging 
itself is not an activity, it is a 
mode of Being that takes the ap-
pearance of and hides inside an 
activity. To simply throw one’s 
shirt off, lay prostrate in the 
grass and stare aimlessly is not 
necessary to lounge, although 
one who is lounging may very 
well take this appearance. 

Ultimately, lounging is that 
great fl ash of feeling, the calmly 
tepid existential wash of Being 
that transforms the relaxed self 
into the lounging self, an inter-
nal transformation and return 
to the most primordial of exis-
tences, a contentment with the 
reassuring hum of Being inher-
ent in doing nothing. To lounge 
or not to lounge is simply not a 
question that can be asked, for 
lounging happens to someone 
without a choice. If everyday-
ness were compared to sleep, 
lounging would be the sweat 
stained forceful start at the end 
of a long, dread-inducing night-
mare, the opening of eyes to a 
world that had been there all 
along, at the forefront of every 
experience, yet completely in-
visible and unknown. 

To Lounge or Not to Lounge? Not Even a Question

Yup, that’s pretty much it.

Life in the Sandtrap
by Chris Gramuglia
STAFF GOLFER’S ASSIS-
TANT

So here we are again, brac-
ing our perpetually recovering 
livers for another year of antics 
and debauchery at Fordham. 
I’ll be honest with you all, af-
ter a somewhat disappointing 
summer I am positively elated 
to be back at school. I’ve been 
spending countless disappoint-
ing summer nights in the most 
boring suburb on earth with no 
form of excitement to stimulate 
me other than the occasional 
three hour video game session, 
(Infamous was fantastic by the 
way, I highly recommend it) 
and I have been simply yearn-
ing for one of those black-the-
fuck-out-and-laugh-about-it, 
classic Fordham nights. I plan 
on making this junior year one 
to remember, utilizing my liv-
ing space in Arthur House as 
a makeshift gentleman’s club/
speakeasy. All are welcome, 
and there might even be some 
rock and roll if things get re-
ally crazy. I know, it’s the dev-
il’s music, but even he likes to 
party.

That being said, there 
was one part of my four long 
months off from school that I 
have to admit I will miss. For 
the last eight summers I’ve 
tried to make a dollar working 
as a caddie, or, as I like to call it, 
“golfer’s assistant,” at Leewood 
Country Club in Eastchester, 

New York, and this, sadly, was 
my last summer. Leewood isn’t 
the typical country club where 
the woman are all bleached 
blonde testaments to the latest 
advancements in plastic surgery 
and the men are all wealthy in-
vestors who simultaneously 
inherited their father’s for-
tunes making them, for lack 
of a better word, loaded-
as-fuck. Nah, the members 
at Leewood are more what 
I’d call wise-guys, a bunch 
of neighborhood boys from 
the streets of the Bronx who 
grew up eating spaghetti 
and meatballs and drink-
ing wine out of those big 
glass jugs you can only get 
if you order them directly 
from Italy. For those of you 
who haven’t seen the mov-
ies Goodfellas or A Bronx 
Tale and have no idea what 
I mean by “wise-guy,” try 
and picture a middle-aged 
Italian guy with a pinky 
ring, no taller than fi ve-eight, 
who gratuitously uses the phrase 
“fugghedaboudit,” and asks if 
you “capiche” when he tells 
you to be careful with his new 
red, white, and green golf bag. I 
might add that when these guys 
played golf, it was more about 
getting away from their wives 
so they could bullshit, smoke ci-
gars, drink, and talk “business” 
than it was about actually shoot-
ing a good score.

Anyway, my role for the last 

eight years alongside the wise-
guys of Leewood was to carry 
their golf bags, search for golf 
balls in the woods, and follow 
them around obediently while 
I developed a distinct farmer’s 
tan under the scorching summer 

sun. I always made sure to intro-
duce myself as Chris before the 
round started, but by the fourth 
hole, no matter which member 
I was caddying for, my name 
somehow always became Joey, 
and on occasion, Frank. I rarely 
corrected the wise guys either, 
simply nodding my head and 
assuming my default persona 
of “Joey da’ caddie.” When one 
of them would take fi ve shots to 
make it out of a sand trap, I’d 
just listen to them curse in a 

whirlwind of Italian mixed with 
English and try not to laugh as 
I raked away their footprints. If 
I saw someone cheating on the 
course, well, I kept my mouth 
shut and looked the other way. 
Why? ‘Cause fuck it, the other 
guy was probably cheating just 
as badly.

My concept of time would 
disappear on the golf course, 
too. Some days would be over 
in three hours when the wise 
guys played; sometimes they’d 
be over in six. On those long, 
grueling six hour days, when 
the sun would fry my brain 
and my legs just didn’t want to 
take me up that steep hill on the 
thirteenth hole, autopilot took 
over. I would unknowingly en-
ter a state of hysteria and mut-
ter lines to myself from Happy 
Gilmore, much like one of our 
“eccentric” friends on Fordham 
Road who just can’t seem to 
remember where he parked his 
spaceship.

“The price is wrong, bitch!” 
I would sneer at a tree that, in 
my fragile mental state, bore 
a striking resemblance to Bob 
Barker. Only would I snap out 
of it after being pelted in the 
back with a stray golf ball.

I guess this all sounds sort 
of bleak to the everyday person 
who works in a grocery store or 
at a day camp, and for the past 
seven years, I’ll admit I felt the 
same way. Why would someone 
subject themself to the daily tor-

tures of carrying around some-
one else’s heavy shit in the hot 
sun for an indefi nite amount of 
time at the possibility of losing 
their sanity? I know, it’s ridicu-
lous, but the fact that I’ll be in 
some stuffy offi ce somewhere 
next summer, making copies 
and sitting behind a desk, makes 
me wish that I could hang out 
with the wise guys for one more 
season. They taught me things 
you just can’t learn in an offi ce 
or behind a computer. The ma-
jority of them were “self-made,” 
and every dollar they had, they 
earned one way or another; no 
one ever handed anything to 
them. 

It is suffi cient to say that if I 
lost a ball or  was being particu-
larly lazy that day, they didn’t 
hesitate to tell me to wake the 
fuck up. Like them, I learned 
how to bust my ass when it was 
important and I’m thankful for 
that. The world we live in to-
day is full of second chances 
and people telling you, “It‘s 
not your fault” when -- guess 
what? -- it probably is! The 
guys I caddied for aren’t a part 
of that ideology. To them if you 
messed up, it was on you and 
nobody else. I guess what I’m 
trying to say is that, despite the 
long days, grass stains, and hal-
lucinations, in the end I’m glad 
I got something else out of the 
last eight summers besides an 
average tip, ruined shoes, and a 
sticky, sweaty polo.

“We’re really gonna 
miss you, Joey”
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Love in Produce

by Maxine Cobblepot
STAFF CAROUSEL GESTA-
PO

This past summer, I lived 
and worked at a particularly fa-
mous amusement park in Ohio. 
It turned out to be the best, cra-
ziest summer I’ve ever had. If 
you saw Adventureland, it was a 
little like that, minus the 1980s 
and pot (we got drug tested): 
nonstop drama and a job in 
which we dealt with ridiculous-
ness on a daily basis. Before this 
summer, I didn’t know that AFR 
was an acronym for “accidental 
fecal release” or that it was pos-
sible to get your elbow stuck in 
a turnstile. Oh, the joys of being 
a glorifi ed carnie…

 I wish I could say I worked 
on one of the park’s 17 roller 
coasters. Instead, management 
decided to put me on the crew 
for that generic antique car ride 
present in most amusement 
parks—you know, the ones that 
riders aren’t supposed to bump, 
but everyone does it anyway. As 
a Cadillac Cars ride host, I most-
ly made kids cry all day by not 
letting them drive because they 
weren’t tall enough (some par-
ents did not like this and com-
municated their feelings to me 
in a way that sometimes made 
me cry, too).  My duties also in-
cluded smelling like gasoline, 
being hit on by Detroit natives, 
and (when the mood struck) 
kicking people off for break-

ing the rules. However, working 
Cads did have its advantages. 
When things were slow, the 
crew could talk to one another, 
play Count the Mullets, or fuck 
around on the ride’s PA system. 
Since we didn’t have to stick to 
positions like those working the 
coasters, we didn’t have to work 
alone…except when it was our 
turn to run Cedar Downs.

Essentially a carousel on 
crack, the thing rotated at a 
speed of 15 miles an hour. 
That’s twice as fast as the speed 
of your average carousel (in 
case you ever wanted to know). 
Anyways, Cedar Downs was 
also different in that it boasted 
the added excitement of simu-
lating a horse race. I honestly 
think it could have been a fun 
ride to work, like, in the 1950s 
when people could basically do 
whatever the fuck they felt like 
on thrill rides, but a few kids 
must have fallen off and died 
back in the day, because we 
had a set of rules that seemed 
utterly absurd for a carousel. 
Our height requirement was the 
same as that of the sixth tallest 
roller coaster in the world and 
guests couldn’t carry absolute-
ly anything onto the ride with 
them. Unfortunately, our jobs  
being at stake, we had to en-
force these rules. Doesn’t sound 
too bad, does it?

Well, imagine this:
You’ve just arrived at Ce-

dar Downs to rotate your fellow 
crew member off the ride. After 
spieling away the ride’s policies 
over the PA, you let guests onto 
the ride, stopping too-short kids 
from going through and telling 
women with purses leave their 
bags in the bin. A few parents 
can’t comprehend the impor-
tance of safety requirements for 
“a fucking merry-go-round,” so 

you point them towards a regu-
lar carousel that their screaming 
three-year-old will be allowed 
to ride. Having fi nished letting 
everyone in, you turn around 
and watch as guests mount their 
horses, only to realize that ev-
ery single woman you just told 
to leave her bag in the bin has 
completely ignored you. You 
sure as hell aren’t gonna take 
that shit, so you grab the mic 
and let the world know that you 
cannot and will not start the ride 

until every last rider is in com-
pliance with the policy. You wait 
and watch as the culprits look 
around to see if you’ve noticed 
that they’ve got their purses 
with them, and they reluctantly 
obey as you stare them down. 
Breathing a sigh of relief, you 
begin checking the ride thinking 
you can fi nally start it until you 
notice this woman who must be 

under the impression that civil 
disobedience works in amuse-
ment parks. She sits up straight 
in her seat holding her big fat 
contraband purse in her lap. At 
this point, you’re ready to let it 
go. You almost do…then you 
imagine the purse falling off, 
its contents spilling under the 
ride, and the ordeal that would 
follow. Wearily, you walk over 
to the bag lady and ask her to 
please leave her bag in the bin 
or exit the ride. Any combina-

tion of these three things then 
occurs: A) Bag lady cusses you 
out, B) Bag lady points out that 
this is her purse, it has money 
in it, and anyone could steal it 
from the bin, or C) Bag lady 
tells her husband/kid to ride 
without her, shoots you a look 
of sheer contempt, and marches 
off the ride.

The ordeal of simply load-
ing Cedar Downs once, let 
alone running the ride and 
repeating the process all over 
again for an entire hour made 
working the ride a personal 
hell for everyone on our crew. 
Though, if anything, it did 
bring us closer to one another. 
Discussing bitchy, unusual, 
or unusually nice guests hap-
pened to be one of our favorite 
pastimes. I’ll always remem-
ber this one particular guest 
because he managed to put me 
in a unique state of horror, be-
wilderment, and amusement 

all at once.
It was a typical day at Cedar 

Downs. A family of four sat on 
their horses waiting for the ride 
to start. I walked past their row 
to check the ride. Smiling and 
chuckling at his two nine-year-
old daughters, I heard the father 
exclaim, “I ride your mommy 
all the time. She’s like a horse!”

Well, isn’t that just terrifi c?

Cedar Downer

by Mickie Meinhardt
STAFF MOOCHMASTER

There are few things as up-
lifting and pure as a farmer’s 
market; who doesn’t love some 
locally grown organic toma-
toes or fi ne cheeses peddled 
by a straw-hatted Amish man? 
But where, may you ask, am I 
to fi nd such a luscious slice of 
rural America in this most met-
ropolitan city? Answer: Union 
Square. Yes! It’s true! The fre-
quent recreational spot of both 
the homeless and NYU students 
alike is the site of one of the 
most fantastic outdoor markets 
ever sown in city concrete. My 
perennial and passionate love 
affair with the Greenmarket 
blossomed one still brutally 
cold day last spring. Wander-
ing aimlessly up Broadway, I 
found that my favorite park was 
blanketed in white. Discover-
ing white tents and not snow, 
I whirled around the circuit of 
food vendors in a grocery-in-
duced stupor, punch-drunk from 
the plethora of fruits, vegeta-
bles, cheeses, meats, and baked 
goods. LOCAL! ORGANIC! $2 
A POUND! I was higher from 
this abundance of produce than 
if I’d smoked an ounce of kind 
bud.  With barely any money 
in my wallet, I purchased only 
a simple chocolate chip cookie. 
It would prove to be the single 
greatest confection ever to melt 
across my taste buds, my hyper-
developed sweet tooth’s nirva-

na, and since that day I searched 
long and hard for the resur-
gence of this mystical market – 
“Where, oh where,” I lamented 
to myself when caf cookies 
failed to satisfy, “can that beau-
teous place have gone?” 

Luckily, I’m a frequent visi-
tor to Union Square, and some-
time before the end of spring 
semester my greengrocery lover 
and I were reunited. I immedi-
ately sought out the said orgas-
mic cookie and, while bliss-
fully consuming it, explored the 
market and 
g a t h e r e d 
information 
on this most 
h e a v e n l y 
of vending 
locations. I 
discovered 
that Union 
Square was 
the fl agship 
location of 
the New 
York City 
Greenmar-
ket; begun 
there in 
1976 with 
a few local 
farmers, the market grew in size 
to a city-spanning organization, 
rotating days through various 
locations around the fi ve bor-
oughs. The Union Square Mar-
ket operates year-round, weath-
er permitting, every Wednesday 
and Saturday from 8am to 6pm. 

Artists, too, frequent the square 
on almost every day of the week, 
but on market days more profes-
sional ones come to spread their 
wares alongside the usual small-
er peddlers; among the goods 
for sale you’ll fi nd photographs, 
3-for-$1 vintage comics, hand-
made accessories, and paint-
ings. Since then, I have ventured 
down every Wednesday and 
Saturday possible, subsequently 
gaining intimate knowledge of 
the market’s vendors and lay-
out. It’s perfect for getting out 

of the Bronx without spending 
a lot of money – should you so 
choose, you can wander around 
sampling produce for free and 
not buy a single item (although 
you’ll fi nd it diffi cult). Under-
standably, not everyone has the 
same freakish love of this (or 

any) farmers market that I do. 
Thus, I’ve compiled a thorough-
ly tasted list of the cream of the 
Greenmarket vendor crop for all 
market virgins. 

Breezy Hill Orchard
My favorite stand is more 

dedicated to apples than Johnny 
Appleseed. They always have 
samples, and the workers are 
happy to tell you which variety 
is the best that week (last week’s 
fave: Honey Crisp). Their bot-
tled cider is phenomenal, and 
the orchard is also the purveyor 

of The Great-
est Chocolate 
Cookie Known 
to Man, which 
you are legiti-
mately insane to 
pass up.

M a r t i n ’ s 
H a n d m a d e 
Pretzels 

Exactly what 
it sounds like, 
but better. A 
big bag of gen-
erously salted 
hard pretzels is 
about $5, which, 
though pricier, 
completely kicks 

Utz’s ass (they also give free 
samples of the broken ones).

Our Daily Bread
Fresh loaves of bread – do I 

need to say anything more? Free 
samples of granola too!

Chateau Renaissance
We are in college – ‘free 

alcohol’ is what our ears are 
tuned for. These guys are the 
real deal though – my request 
to sample the Merlot turned into 
a 20 minute conversation on 
over half their products (no, of 
course they don’t ID - they sell 
fi ne wines to appreciate over 
dinner, not Franzia to chug in 
your dorm). Try the Champagne 
Rogue - a delicious red cham-
pagne that’s a bubbly mix of 
their Pinot Noir and Cabernet.

For peaches and tomatoes
It’s tough to pin down a fa-

vorite vendor for these two most 
abundant of the market’s wares; 
the product varies too much 
from week to week. It’s safest 
to buy from places with samples 
(if you like them, that is). I’ve 
discovered those who let you try 
it usually have better produce 
than the stingier sellers. Best: 
the golden cherry tomatoes.

There are far more vendors 
than I could possibly name, sell-
ing cheeses, fresh baked goods, 
poultry, beef, fi sh, and every 
imaginable fruit and vegetable. 
The Greenmarket is best in 
summer, but the fall is equally 
enjoyable, especially as the sea-
son’s change yields the tail end 
of the summer crop mixed with 
the new fall produce (coming 
soon: pumpkins and gourds!). 
So tell Sodexo to suck it, hop 
the D, and befriend your local 
city farmer – maybe you’ll fi nd 
a deep welling of affection for a 
portable grocery store too.

This is how I ride your mommy.

How do ya like them apples?
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A young Russian woman 
stayed at my apartment last 
week for six days. Just before 
I hailed her a cab back to JFK 
outside Tiffany’s (she was dying 
to have breakfast), just after she 
asked me if I knew how many 
calories comprises a fi nger-
nail, she asked me if I’d write 
about the experience. “You will 
call it, ‘If you meet Russian on 
Greyhound prepare to die?’”  I 
gingerly shook my head, no. 
She had sucked me dry, words, 
emotion, blood. “Then you will 
call it, ‘If you meet Russian on 
Greyhound it will be like live 
underneath volcano.’” To this I 
politely agreed.

Goddamn Hesse. Damn him 
to hell. That’s how it started was, 
Hesse at the NY Penn Station 
Bus Terminal, slumped against 
my baggage by the 10 a.m. line 
for a two-and-a-half-day jour-
ney to Albuquerque, NM. At the 
outset of summer there was no 
work to be found in my home-
town, my turtle was still manic 
depressive, and I had nothing of 
late to talk about with my moth-
er, save for the fact that there 
wasn’t anything intrinsically 
meaningful about choosing ei-
ther eggs or cereal for breakfast. 
Thus, two nights prior I had 
contacted an acre nursery in the 
middle of New Mexican desert 
asking for shelter in exchange 
for work. Unimaginably, my re-
quest was happily received.

It is a fact that if you’re trav-
eling by way of Greyhound Bus 
you’re either young, stupid, and 
vaguely adventurous like myself 
or the completely dejected and 
disreputable American dreamer. 
In the latter category you fi nd 
the man traveling west to snatch 
life insurance money from his 
father’s death before his sister 
can, in order to start up a com-
edy club (this man was no joke); 
the retired elementary school 
music teacher who detests mu-
sic but doesn’t have the courage 
to commit suicide and has set-
tled everywhere but her dream 
town (Oklahoma City, since the 

Salvation Army there has free 
food and nice beds) because her 
dream town is the alley of tor-
nado alley (“Ah! Nothing else 
works, maybe getting killed by 
a tornado will fi nally put me out 
of my misery after all…but it’s 
so scary!”); the poor red-headed 
family man from Kentucky; the 
fi red Louisville railroad man 
taking care of “this girl I’m with 
and her daughter”; and the alco-
holic Welsh 
Hell’s Angel 
who needs to 
start at 9 a.m. 
just to fi nish 
his daily 19 
pints (“fuck-
in’ wank-
ers tell me I 
can’t drink 
in the termi-
nal…Bah!”).  
In the cat-
egory of col-
lege student 
Greyhound 
w a y f a r e r 
there is noth-
ing fantas-
tic, nothing 
b e a u t i f u l , 
only bare 
idleness lost 
in excited ig-
norance. 

Unfortu-
nately that is 
not to say you won’t fi nd an oc-
casional young Russian lunatic 
with positively Jovian baggage.  

Such was my fi rst encounter 
of Kate—kiss me, Kate, kill me, 
Kate, cut me up and kiln my kid-
neys, Kate. Of course she stud-
ies linguistics in St. Petersburg, 
and of course she loves Herman 
Hesse, and of course I’m the 
only American young man she’s 
seen holding a copy of Siddhar-
tha during her two days in the 
states, so of course she gawks 
and follows and sits next to 
me on a bus destined both for 
my desert and her work/travel 
home-stay in Missouri.

The beginning was as inno-
cent as taste-testing a nine-volt 
battery. She said: New York is 
the greatest city in the world. 

I said: 8 million people 
within 300 square miles who 
don’t give a shit about you.

Kate and I made great con-
versation. People thought we 
were siblings or engaged or at 
least famous old friends. We 
made everyone jealous when 
they found out we had just met. 
So for two days we together 
found ways to survive. 

It was only after a night’s 

layover in Pittsburg that she 
began mulching to her bare na-
ked scales. I remember standing 
in the rain in the most broken 
Pennsylvanian city park, two 
days deprived of sleep, clutch-
ing to any wisp of a reason I 
had for being there, she sitting 
next to a fountain seemingly 
constructed of garbage, waxing 
cheesy-romantic on irresolvable 
quasi-philosophical questions 
about happiness, about Love, 
about…marriage? Months later 
at my apartment in Bronx, NY 
she would ask me the same 
questions. The categorical dif-
ference was that I still had a soul 
in June.

A young Russian woman 
stayed at my apartment last 
week for six days. All she want-

Anna Karenina Wears Prada
ed was a nice marriage with 
a nice American boy. All she 
wanted was to live in the Sex 
and the City house in Manhattan 
and eat bracelets for breakfast. 

By and by she lost her bag-
gage and cried me to wake-
ful misery for 40 hours and 40 
nights, begging to know what 
insoluble bonds are more ev-
erlasting than the bond of two 
broke students riding a bus. I 

helped her 
fi nd a ride 
from the bus 
station, fi lled 
out a form 
for her lost 
baggage, and 
peaced the 
fuck out.

I get a call 
in August: 
“It’s still OK I 
stay with you 
a week before 
I go home?” I 
had told her to 
call me if she 
had a layover 
in New York 
or needed to 
stay a night—
in a word, if 
she was in a 
bind. Great, I 
say, perfect. 
She came, 
she saw she 

misunderstood. The Bronx did a 
double take. Twice.

I don’t know what I did to 
deserve this. First of all I was 
sick as a dog the day I had to 
pick her up from La Guardia air-
port, snorting Halls through my 
butt. There she was, made up 
like a life-size Barbie doll upon 
which a seven-year-old girl has 
practiced makeup application. 
Ignoring me, she stomps toward 
the baggage claim (everyone 
else has their luggage, every-
one but me! OH! OH! there 
it is!) and promptly drops her 
body bag at my feet. I cough. 
I wheeze. I take her hot pink 
handbag, leave her luggage to 
wallow with her in disappoint-
ment and walk toward the exit. 

Be wary of “surprises” from 

Russian girls. The fi rst was a 
trophy she had bought for me 
advertising, “HOLLYWOOD 
BEST HUSBAND.” It sits on 
my desk, bewildered. The sec-
ond was attempted sex. And the 
third. While on the subject of 
third, when she’d fi nally given 
up hope in procuring marital 
harmony in America, she would 
only demand “Where is 3rd Av-
enue?”  Why?  She wanted to 
walk to Manhattan. At 1 in the 
morning. 

She didn’t speak to my 
friends or to myself, only made 
strange, unintelligible facial 
gestures. She refused to eat, 
and when she saw some one 
she deemed skinnier than her-
self she unabashedly inquired, 
“How do you get so skinny? Do 
you not eat? I don’t eat.” She 
didn’t.

On the morning of the last 
day she feels with her hand for 
my heart and nothing moves. 
Nothing stirs in my cold, dead 
shell. 

That very morning I get a 
ten-digit phone call. “Hello,” 
a sonorous, welcoming voice 
booms through an empty audito-
rium—God granting me pardon 
and peace? But it is her Rus-
sian mafi a father. “I thank you 
for your hospitality…you’ve 
treated my daughter well…you 
should know I travel to New 
York often…the next step I feel 
is us meeting…face to face…
I expect…I hope...you’ll treat 
her departure with just as much 
care…” That was it. In a trance 
I obeyed her strange requests, 
watched Paris with her, listened 
to shitty Russian pop music, 
played her demonic games, and 
brought her safely to Tiffany’s, 
where she proposed four options 
for her departure: Shooting me, 
dragging me along with the cab, 
walking to the airport, thereby 
missing her fl ight, and…

She went with the fourth. 
There is no moral to this story. I 
await the dowry and subsequent 
death threats.

There he goes: the Bad Decision Robot.
Is he on his way to OSL&CD to make club
procedures more convoluted?
Has he just locked up the Library for the night?
We suppose not, since it’s obviously daylight 
.(Which means, of  course, that he certainly did not 
enter campus through the Walsh gate)
Where will he go next? No one can say.
But it’s up to you, Fordham, to keep an eye on him.

If  you see something, say something.

A Public Service Announcement brought to you by your friends at the paper.

Goddamn you,
Herman Hesse


