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Rodrigue’s Coffee house, possibly the best resource Fordham has to offer 
its students, is fi nally OPEN. YES! After two years of being closed to 

the student-body and what seemed to be a never-ending string of renovations, 
Alumni House, better known as Rodrigue’s, is once again open for you to “get 
down” as much as your little hearts desire. And what better way to celebrate this 
most splendiferous occasion than an all-out freak parade. Get on your boots, 
Fordham…this Saturday, September 26, Rodrigue’s will be hosting a one-
night-only putrid sex sludge sounds extravaganza. Slap on your dancing shoes, 
Fordham, and get ready for a spectacle that will put Girl Talk to shame. Featuring 
the musical talents of Mr. Dirge, The Jesuses, and Hiroko Saki! THIS SHIT IS 
GOING TO BE INTESNNNNNNSE! This will be a beautiful day, my brothers 
and sisters. Let us celebrate with a resounding battle cry of fun and excellence.

Small building between Queens Court and Alumni Court South
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the paper’s big list

by the paper
STAFF OF MILLIONS 
SEVERAL

We here at the paper con-
sider ourselves to be pretty so-
cially conscious individuals. So, 
when we heard about the recent 
budget-cuts, and the subsequent 
closing of the 24-hour library 
zone, we were quite upset. 
Where else are we supposed to 
feign productivity in the pres-
ence of our peers? Academic Af-
fairs is expected to save 100,000 
big ones by closing the library, 
a relatively small amount con-
sidering this is the goddamned 
library we’re talking about. So, 
in order to expedite the process 
of opening up the 24-hour study 
zone, the paper staff has put to-
gether a list of things we would 
have rather seen cut, instead of 
our fucking library hours.

That Godforsaken Tree by 
the Library

As an avid outdoorsman, I 
know that there are few things 
that can compare with the ma-
jestic beauty of the Earth. How-
ever, it seems that even Mother 
Nature can mess up a good 
thing. Give me a calm river, an 
open fi eld, or a quiet forest any 
day… but DON’T give me that 
horrible, gag-inducing tree that 
grows on the path by Walsh Li-
brary. I’d be much more content 
with a nice water-boarding.

For anyone who hasn’t yet 
experienced this abomination 
of the natural world, simply 
wait until mid autumn and fol-
low your nose to the putrid tree 
whose scent falls somewhere 
between abandoned urinal and 
open grave.

I was but a freshman when 
I unknowingly came upon this 
tree in prime season. I noticed 
that the cement beneath its 
canopy was littered with tiny 
shriveled fruits which, no mat-
ter how hard I tried, I couldn’t 
avoid stepping on and popping. 
It was then that I was overcome 
with the nauseating stench of 
vomit, prompting me to run for 
fresh air before I lost conscious-
ness from the fumes. I named 
it The Vomit Tree, and made 
sure to give it at least a 100 foot 
berth. It was only recently that I 
discovered that this tree is actu-
ally a Ginkgo, and its “fruit” are 
the seed capsules that it sheds 
for reproduction. These seeds 
contain butyric acid, which 
provides the classic smell for 
rancid butter, feces, and, you 
guessed it, vomit. It turns out 
my foray into botanical nomen-
clature was more accurate than I 
had thought. 

It amazes me that Fordham 
would close the 24 hour wing 
of the library, but leave this evil 

specimen standing. Just give me 
a chainsaw and a gas mask – 
problem solved.
by Sean Banfi eld
STAFF DENTROPHILIAC

Grad Student Programs
Too many grad students 

teach my classes. I am a se-
nior taking a full course load of 
mostly upper level classes and I 
only have one actual professor. 
I understand that we are all stu-
dents of life until the day we die 
and that teaching is 
an integral part of 
learning, but enough 
is too much. I am 
not paying $35,000 
to be taught by a 
25 year old just 18 
months on the other 
side of a Bachelor’s 
Degree. How much 
information could 
they possibly have 
to impart that I have 
not already learned? 
I have no qualms 
with the occasional 
grad student help-
ing out with a 1000 
level, but a 2800 or 
a 3600? Give me a 
break, Fordham. 

You now need 
a Master’s to teach 
in some high school 
programs. Some-
times I do not quite 
understand what I 
am paying all of this money for. 
I have had several great profes-
sors as well as a few admittedly 
cool grad student teachers, but 
the gap in the level of knowl-
edge, and more importantly, 
wisdom, I gained from each set 
is readily apparent. One of the 
selling points of this school has 
traditionally been the relation-
ship the student has with his 
or her professor. Well, if being 
fairly likely to fi nd my teacher 
chatting up an underclassman 
from Iona at Tribar is Fordham’s 
idea of a strong student-teacher 
relationship, then bravo.
by Lenny Raney
EARWAX EDITOR

Cutlery and dinnerware
We’ve already done away 

with the trays so why not cut-
lery?  Why not dinnerware?  
I’m talking about wheeling and 
dealing on eBay.  First of all, it’s 
green as shit.  We’d save swim-
ming pools of water, not to men-
tion tons of wasted food.  Do 
you know how many D cokes 
you can carry while clutch-
ing your omelet with the bare 
hands?  Zero to one.  Do you 
know how many caf burgers 
you can fi t in your mouth with 
Nature’s Valley cereal cupped in 
your hands?  Depends on how 
wide your mouth is, but still, not 

many.  
People get skinnier, Global 

Warming farts away, Fordham 
gets cash.  Do I hear $3.00 for 
the nice orange salad plate?  
Sold!  75 cents for the cereal 
bowl?  We’ll take it!  When the 
cash is fl owing wider than the 
everglades we’ll have money 
enough to hire Ashton fucking 
Kutcher to guard the library in 
the wee hours of the morning.  

Last Lent I gave up uten-
sils and I was fi ne.  I was just 

fi ne.  You get creative.  You start 
using your bare fucking wits.  
Hell, it’s contagious.  I once ate 
soup with a widdled piece of 
bark in the Smoky Mountains.

What did Arnold do when 
California was recently strapped 
for cash?  He had a goddamn 
government tag sale.  It’s not 
that diffi cult.  Cut the mullet, 
Fordham.  Sell the dinnerware.       
by Joe McCarthy
ARTS CO-EDITOR  

Joey McShane’s K’NEX 
Collection

Every morning, after noted 
theologian Fr. Joey McShane 
wakes up and eats his waffl es 
shaped like the Shroud of Turin, 
and after he eats his oatmeal-rai-
sin cookies that his Guatemalan 
servant Rafael serves him, and 
after he eats his second serving 
of cookies, this time snicker-
doodle and served by his Mexi-
can servant Maria, he goes into 
his playroom and plays with his 
huge K’NEX collection while 
watching Yu-Gi-Oh!

He sits there, K’NEX in 
hand, and commences to build. 
He builds and builds, until what 
used to be a large mass of dis-
assembled K’NEX becomes a 
bank for his K’NEX men to rob, 
or a mall for his K’NEX women 
to look at clothing they can’t af-

ford. 
“Tee-Hee!” Says Joey Mc-

Shane. “Tee-Hee! Tee-Hee!”
Each morning, after he has 

tired of his K’NEX, he calls in 
his French-Canadian servant 
Marcel and asks him what he 
thinks.

“I think it is nice.” Says 
Marcel, every day.

“Take a closer look!” Says 
Joey McShane, gleefully.

Marcel bends over to closely 
examine the disheveled woman 

standing outside 
of a K’NEX Gap, 
and Joey McShane 
lands a boot on his 
French-Canadian 
rump.

“ S a c r e b l e u ! ” 
screams Marcel 
as he goes crash-
ing down upon the 
K’NEX mall.

“Tee-Hee!” says 
Joey McShane.

Afterwards, the 
K’NEX are dis-
posed of, and a new 
lot is bought in time 
for Joey McShane’s 
playtime the next 
morning. Surely 
Fordham University 
can fi nd some better 
use for the money 
being used to buy 
these K’NEX! Per-
haps K’NEX will 
be purchased every 

other day instead of every day, 
which would save Fordham 
$2,000,000 a month. Economic 
disturbance touches everyone. 
No one can escape its touch.
by Alexander Gibbons
FEATURES EDITOR

Grass Mowing and Animal 
Control

While many prospective stu-
dents are attracted to Fordham’s 
picturesque campus, there’s 
no denying that it takes an in-
credible amount of time and 
manpower to keep our lawns 
verdant, our fl ora lush.  With 
Fordham tightening its belt, 
there’s no better way to cut ex-
penses than to completely cease 
mowing the lawns, trimming 
the hedges and looking out for 
animals.  The effects of this will 
be twofold—fi rstly the lawns 
will grow into tall fi elds, the 
trees run wild and the hedges 
become large and unruly, allow-
ing us to imagine ourselves in a 
wonderful natural environment, 
a pre-city New York, like trav-
eling back in time.  Secondly, 
with the Bronx Zoo losing state 
funding, they will be forced to 
either relocate animals or sim-
ply turn them out onto the street, 
either way many will end up on 
our campus.  

Imagine traveling from 

class to class through waist 
high grass, passing on your way 
all manner of beaver, bear and 
musk ox.  Freshmen, notori-
ous for traveling in packs, will 
now have a reason to do so, the 
loose lion (which students will 
nickname “Broadway”) will be 
notorious for picking off skinny 
little punk freshies while they 
walk home at night.  But aside 
from that, Fordham’s brochure-
friendly lawns will be replaced 
with a Jumanji/Jurassic Park-
esque splendor that will cost 
nothing to maintain.  Viva de-
evolution.
by Sam Wadhams
ARTS CO-EDITOR

Money Furniture
We could always cut the 

Eco-friendly Money Shred-
master-Incinerator Deluxe Ma-
roon Edition (Go Rams!) from 
the budget, which, although it 
has been a great step forward 
in Fordham’s promise to “go 
green” (it runs on diesel and 
produces only “level orange” 
industrial refuse) and operates 
at a very low cost, its whole on-
tological existence, it has just 
been noticed (by the inquisi-
tive custodian who was fi rst as-
signed to shovel piles of cash 
and coins into its gaping, sla-
vering, fl ame jet- and spinning 
blade- festooned maw at the 
commencement of the Excel-
sior campaign (Ever Upward!)) 
is wholly counterproductive 
to the university’s fi scal well-
being. While some might view 
this as a cowardly step in the 
wrong direction (Georgetown’s 
and Notre Dame’s Money De-
stroyers have been churning and 
chugging and destroying fi ne, 
mint bills and effulgently shim-
mering coinage consistently 
over the past few years), others 
contest that, fuck, it might not 
be such a good idea to burn that 
shit afterall. 

Revered members of Ford-
ham University’s meta-Admin-
istration suggest an alternative: 
that the money usually burned 
in the incinerator be instead 
used to fashion elaborate, Hog-
wart’s style furniture for the 
Queen’s Court Lounge. Under 
this plan, Fordham wouldn’t 
exactly save any money, but 
they’d get a bunch of sweet, 
sweet-tasty chairs instead. 
Imagine, you’re a freshman vis-
iting the musty fi rst fl oor lounge 
of Queen’s Court to get some 
studying done, and you’re met 
with a plethora of green-backed 
chairs. Money-chairs, money-
chairs, as far as the eye can see! 

A fi ne example Fordham 
would set. Fine indeed.
by Keeran Murphy
STAFF SEOUL-
PATCHRICKSTEWART

These trees smell like shit.

Here is a list of things the paper would have cut instead of the goddamned library hours.


