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arts

by Alex Blalock
STAFF CELEB 2.0

It was 8:45 at China Wine 
(well, Silk Road Palace if you 
wanna go by it’s proper name), 
and my friends, deciding they 
had downed as many glasses 
of wine as possible, got up to 
leave.  Thinking, “Why the hell 
are we bouncing? Free booze 
people!” I lagged behind at the 
table to chug a couple more 
glasses by myself.  It was upon 
standing-this is the shit they 
warn you about in health class- 
I realized that I.  was. drunk.  
Stumbling out of the restaurant, 
I ran to catch up with my friends 
who were walking towards the 
subway.  As they lit up ciga-
rettes and giggled in anticipa-
tion of the show we were about 
to see, all I could think of were 
how many times I was probably 
gonna have to pee during Bo’s 
performance. “Don’t break the 
seal!” I warned myself.

“Hopstop” had told us the 
ride wouldn’t be too long, but 
seeing as I was hammered into 
oblivion, I didn’t even notice 
when my friends started getting 
off the train.  I sat there stupidly 
until my friend Rachel yelled, 
“ALEX! Wake up!”  Realizing 
we were there, I snapped out of 
my drunken stupor and hurried 
towards my friends.  Although I 
wouldn’t realize this until Bo’s 
show was over, in my wasted 
rush I hadn’t remembered to 
grab everything I’d brought 
with me on the train, leaving my 
wallet containing $300 behind.  

Walking towards the venue, 
I saw a line of people over a 
block long waiting to get into 
the show.  “This way,” Rachel 
said, pushing past the people 
waiting, many of whom shot us 
dirty looks because we were bla-
tantly “cutting” the line.  When 
we reached the front Rachel 
said who she was, and as simple 
as that, we were in.  We were 
escorted to private booths clos-
est to the stage, our drink orders 
were taken, and before we knew 
it the show was about to start.  
The lights went down, and the 
crowd started to go wild.  Grab-

bing Rachel’s hand, all I could 
think to say was, “Holy. Fuck.” 

When my best friend Ra-
chel returned from the annual 
“Massachusetts High School 
Drama Festival” with a crush 
on a boy named “Bo,” I was 

hardly impressed.  My initial re-
action was, “BO?’ Is that even 
a REAL NAME?”  Rachel, not 
phased by my lack of fi lter, re-
sponded, “Yeah, he’s like a co-
median or something, I dunno. 
Look him up on Youtube, ‘Bo 
Burnham.’ Omg he’s so cute.”  
Well, I did look him up… and 
I never would have thought that 
in three years this “Bo Burn-
ham” would be on a national 
tour, and Rachel and I would be 
sitting V.I.P., watching him per-
form at the Highline Ballroom 
in New York City.  Since the 
day Rachel met Bo he’s become 
a YouTube phenomenon, put 
out a self-titled comedy album, 
and performed a cameo role 
alongside Adam Sandler in the 
movie Funny People.  Bo, an 
awkward teenager like the rest 
of us (or maybe just me) sings 
about people thinking he’s gay, 
Helen Keller being the perfect 
woman, Hilter’s dad needing 
to have pulled out, and fi nding 

a sweater unnecessary because 
he’s so “hot.”  His effortless 
relationship with his fame and 
his fans makes it acceptable 
for him to post videos advis-
ing his viewers to get tickets 
to his “Fake ID” tour and buy 

his album rather than “hiring a 
Somalian to pirate it for them.”  
Nowadays, Bo spends his time 
on tour and is in the process 
of writing a musical about his 
awkward/ hilarious high school 
experiences.  He’s even made 

a music video! (P.S. I’m in it. 
Purple dress, knee length boots, 
gold aviators. Look for me.)  

In real life though, Bo seems 
like a pretty quiet kid.  But don’t 
be fooled! He’s just observing 
the situation so he can come 
up with something brilliant to 
make fun of you for later.  For 
instance, it was prom night ’08 
and Bo, Rachel, and myself 
were all together at an after 
party.  Depressed by the fact 
that I had gotten kicked out of 

prom 15 minutes into the event 
for drinking in a hotel room be-
forehand, I was in the process 
of getting shitfaced so I could 
forget about the fact I had RU-
INED not only my senior prom 
but also the chance at making 

the kind of memories you’re 
supposed to have for the rest of 
your life.  Oh GOD that sounded 
so lame. Anyways.  Aggravated 
because my severe acid refl ux 
was inhibiting me from tak-
ing shots as quickly as I liked, 
I started complaining to Ra-
chel and Bo. “Ughh, wtf. I like, 
CAN’T EVEN get drunk right 
now.” Bo, looking at me blank-
ly, responded, “Humm… may-
be we should try rearranging the 
furniture so this looks more like 
a hotel room. You didn’t seem 
to have trouble drinking there.” 
Wanting to laugh and cry at the 
same time, I just smirked, shut 
up, and took another shot. They 
are the stinging little quips like 
these that remind me why he’s 
famous. 

  But regardless of the fact 
that Bo happens to date my 
best friend, the show I saw last 
weekend was one of the best 
comedy performances I’ve 
ever seen, and a personal best 

for Bo.  And considering both 
his 7:15 and 10:15 shows were 
sold out… Bo’s future defi nitely 
looks bright!  Not to mention 
he made over $4,000 in mer-
chandise sales ALONE!  Ra-
chel and I complain that that’s 

more than she made working 
at La Riviera Gourmet and I 
made working at Chicos (a 
funky, plus sized, older wom-
en’s clothing store) all sum-
mer combined.  But we can’t 
be too bitter; Bo’s defi nitely 
worked very hard for this suc-
cess, and I encourage all of 
you to go watch one of his 
semi-offensive videos and see 
for yourself why this lanky 
19 year old with the unlikely 
name “Bo” is someone to look 
out for. 

Now, to conclude this sto-
ry with myself.  I never would 
have imagined that Bo’s show 
would end in tears (maybe 
tears of joy, but defi nitely not 
tears of sadness and ruin).  
Although, because there is 
a direct correlation between 
how much I drink and how 
much SHIT I lose, I wasn’t 
too surprised when I realized 

my wallet was missing.  After 
searching everywhere in the 
venue, including all the trash 
cans in case I had thrown it 
away during my drunken idiocy, 
my searched turned up unsuc-
cessful.  Crushed by the reality 
of loosing $300 (don’t ask why 
I had that much cash on me) 
this little piggy cried herself all 
the way home.  But good news!  
Unlike the little piggy in that 
olden days story, this modern 
day little piggy had the luxury 
of Facebook.  And when the 
modern day little piggy woke up 
the next morning, with a raging 
headache from the drinking the 
little piggy done the night be-
fore, she had a Facebook mes-
sage waiting for her which read, 
“Hey there! I have your wallet! 
Here’s my number so you can 
stop by and pick it up.”   And 
when the modern day little pig-
gy read this, the only thing she 
could say was, “Holy. Fuck.” 
All the way home. 

Youtube famed Bo Burnham
paper
correspondent 
Alex Blalock
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the paper



page 16 the paper October 14, 2009

Your topical and tropical Events List image of the week...
well, maybe it’s just tropical.

I’d like to take this opportunity to shamelessly plug an 
event some know as Free Love--more widely known as Ro-
drigue’s Coffee House.  It’s back, in white walls and clean, 
freshly carpeted fl oors, but it’s where the wild things are.  
Open Sunday-Thursday 8PM-midnight.  All are militantly 
welcome.

What’s doin’ these coming weeks in Sin City--Once Shia 
is gone and Columbus has blindly sailed where many men 
have lived peacefully for centuries before...?  

Burn your MTA cards and buy a Roku box.  I’m serious.  
for a one-time payment of $99, it streams your netfl ix instant 
watch through a series of tubes onto a personal viewing ap-
paratus called “television” for an infi nity of stupid movies 
like Weekend at Bernie’s
 
What: The Ante-Antichrist Show
When: Thurs. Oct 22, 12:01 a.m.
Where: IFC
How Much: $12.50
Why: In the hellish descent of the 12 days of Halloween what 
could be more fi tting than to see Lars Von Trier’s uber-disturbing 
Antichrist on the big screen?  If gratuitous and unsettling Willem 
Defoe sex doesn’t sell you, then be forewarned that there will be 
(along with ejaculations of blood) “free popcorn, poster give-
away, and surprises!”  Following the premier, the fi lm contin-
ues to show Friday October 23 - Tuesday, October 27 daily at 
11:45am, 2:05pm, 4:30, 7:00, and 9:30pm.

What: 2009 Fordham Walk for Breast Cancer
When: Sunday, October 18
Where: Central Park
How Much: FREE
Why: Help Fordham reach its $15,000 Goal!  You wanted to hit 
up the park on Sunday anyway, so why not promenade in pink?

What: Haunted House
When: Oct. 6-31, 2009. Tuesday-Friday, 7-11PM; Saturday and 
Sunday, 5-11PM
Where: The Vortex Theater, 164 Eleventh Avenue between 22nd 
and 23rd Streets
How Much: $14 ($12 online)
Why: Honestly I am too frightened to attend this event.  It’s 
an 18+ haunted house, fi rst of all, and furthermore, you have 
to abide by really creepy rules.  For example, you have to go it 
alone, you can’t touch anything, and you can’t speak.  By far the 
most enigmatically unsettling rule, though: “you will be prompt-
ed to complete certain actions and you must obey, for your own 
safety.”  I think I’ll pass.  But I do triple-dog dare our more lion-
hearted Rams to experience the terror for themselves.

What: Howard Dean, Hosted by The College Democrats 
When: Thursday, October 15, 6-9PM
Where: McGinley Center Ballroom
Howard Much: FREE
Why: “Governor Howard Dean will be addressing the Health-
care Crisis and the future of the Democratic Party. His speech 
will be followed by a Q & A and book-signing.”

    I have given up on trying 
to understand Bono.  I no longer 
know if it’s he does what he does 
because he can get away with it, 
or because he’s crazy enough to 
believe that he’s God’s gift to 
all of humanity.  The man is be-
yond all coherency at this point, 
and it is no longer worth trying 
to fi gure out why he is the way 
he is.  But shit, the man knows 
how to play a fucking rock con-
cert.

Seeing that I 
had bought tickets 
for a U2 concert 
at Giants Stadium, 
I was expecting 
something beyond 
the normal run of 
the mill rock show.  
Both the band and 
venue called for 
something bigger 
than that.  The fact 
that the concert had 
to be moved from 
the weekend to a 
Wednesday because 
otherwise the crew 
wouldn’t have long 
enough to dismantle 
the stage before the 
Jets game suggested 
something along the 
lines of grandiose.

But before I 
and the other bajil-
lion people in the stadium were 
subjected to whatever insanity 
Bono felt compelled to put us 
through, we were given Muse 
as an appetizer.  Given how 
gigantic Muse is at the present 
time, I was expecting something 
along the lines of a double bill-
ing.  This thankfully was not the 
case.  Those of you who have 
no lives will recall that my only 
contribution to The Paper’s last 
edition was a less than support-
ive review of Muse’s latest of-
fering, The Resistance.  I had 
some apprehension that I was 
going to be forced to listen to 
most of an album that I found to 
be the biggest disappoint of the 
year.  This didn’t happen: Muse 
played ten songs, mostly expect-
ed favorites, with the high point 
probably being “Supermassive 
Black Hole,” which featured 
bass that probably caused most 
of the pigeons in stadium park-
ing to explode.  Muse also chose 
wisely and ended their set with 
“Uprising” and “Knights of 
Cydonia;” pump up songs that 
served to get the audience going 
before U2 made their entrance.

 I made the tactical error of 
being the in the bathroom when 
U2 actually came on stage, so 
I’m not really sure what that 
was like.  If it was anything 
like the rest of the concert, they 
probably all descended out of 
portions of the claw (or what-
ever the humongous glove-like 

thing was that arched over their 
wheel-shaped set, which, for 
unknown reasons, rotated) and 
were accompanied by some sort 
of weird montage of clips on 
one of the massive TV screens 
which hung over the side of the 
claw while fi reworks and lasers 
were shot in every direction.  
This, on a visual level, is what 
the concert amounted to.  The 
claw changed colors throughout 
the night and shot lasers pretty 
much everywhere. The multiple 
and gigantic televisions alter-

nated between video of the band 
playing, and overtly political 
snippets (including at one point 
a monologue from Mr. Rock 
and Roll himself, Desmond 
Tutu).  The bottom wheel part 
of the stage spun around, and, 
yes, it also lit up different col-
ors.  Visually, the concert was 
somewhere between epileptic 
and awesome.

 As far as the song choices,  
the band pretty much gave the 
people what they wanted, which 
was not a whole lot of the new 
album.  The band opened with 
three songs from No Line on 
the Horizon, but it was only at 
the fourth song (“Mysterious 
Ways”) that both the band and 
the audience really started to get 
into the show.  They tore through 
most of their signature songs (“I 
Still Haven’t Found What I’m 
Looking For”, “Beautiful Day,” 
“New Year’s Day”) in much the 
fashion found on their records, 
with the exception of having 
everything turned up to eleven.  
There weren’t many surprises in 
the middle stretch of the show 
aside from the mostly unknown 
b-side “Your Blue Room” and a 
version of “Stuck In A Moment 
You Can’t Get Out Of” that 
consisted of just Bono and The 
Edge on acoustic guitar.  Some-
where near the end of the set 
Archbishop “Party Time” Tutu 
made his appearance, along 
with an extremely awkward 

presentation on human rights 
abuses in Burma that was more 
uncomfortable than anything 
else and which I won’t mention 
again in this review.  Around 
this point the band disappeared 
for a short while, and then re-
turned on stage to play a re-
markably strange techno remix 
of “I’ll Go Crazy If I Don’t Go 
Crazy Tonight” (hey, remem-
ber when they played that here 
last year and they dedicated that 
song to us? how fucking cool 
was that!?).

Rather pre-
dictably, the 
band had an 
encore.  They 
opened the 
encore with 
“One,” which 
on a purely 
musical level 
turned out to 
be the high 
point of the 
show.  The 
band played 
the song with 
more of a 
swell, and by 
the fi nal chorus 
it had built up 
into a kind of 
apex that was 
weirdly glori-
ous and spiritu-
al.  The encore 
also had the 

surprise inclusion of Ultravio-
let which was probably wasn’t 
one of their best played songs 
but was still very enjoyable 
because it was so unexpected.  
And as they had begun the show 
with new music, they closed 
out with Moment of Surrender, 
during which my excitement 
caused me to break my lighter 
and burn part of my thumb.  Af-
ter the song had ended, the band 
walked off the stage, the lights 
came back on, and the audience 
was left to fi ght and elbow each 
other on the one train that was 
being used as transportation 
back to New York.

It’s hard to rank the con-
cert against other shows I’ve 
been to, because it felt so little 
like you were seeing a band.  
In truth it was more like being 
bombarded with all of Bono’s 
bizarreness and eccentricities 
at once, accompanied by good 
music.  I enjoyed it, but not on 
the level that you enjoy rock 
shows.  There were many times 
when I thought the excess of 
auditory and visual information 
was going to make my eyeballs 
fall out of my head and my brain 
explode, yet it was a fucking 
awesome feeling.  Most of the 
criticism leveled against Bono 
about his behavior is true, but 
the man knows how to enter-
tain, and entertain he did.

by Eamon Stewart
STAFF POPE-MOUTH

 Events
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No doubt you have no-
ticed the recent vampire explo-
sion into pop culture – if you 
haven’t… you must live in a 
cave with walls of concrete ig-
norance. One can hardly walk 
down a street without seeing 
some form of vampire 
merchandise, an adver-
tisement for a vampire 
show, a periodical with 
a vampire-actor on the 
cover, or an old campaign 
poster of Sarah Palin’s. 
As a fan of Dracula and 
the original Nosferatu, I 
prided myself on staying 
far away from this cultural 
plague. Twilight, the fore-
runner which has inspired 
millions of tweens, teens, 
and misguided adults to 
delve into fantasy, never 
appealed to me. I read one 
page, once, and the nau-
seatingly pathetic writing 
made me dropkick the 
book in revulsion. The 
MTV Movie Awards killed a lit-
tle part of me deep inside when 
the fi lm won for Best Movie. 
However, besides Stephanie 
Meyer’s pathetic writing and 
completely undeserved career 
success (if you’re in doubt, 
reference Stephen King: 
“The real difference is that 
Jo Rowling [Harry Potter 
author] is a terrifi c writer, 
and Stephenie Meyer can’t 
write worth a damn. She’s 
not very good.”), the true 
reason for my wrath is the 
novel is completely mis-
guided. Historically, vam-
pire legend is one of the 
richest of dark sub-cultures. 
Vampires’ recent popularity 
does not invoke my deri-
sion--that is done by Twi-
light and it’s sequels, which 
propagate a very skewed 
concept of vampirism and 
use the legend as nothing 
more than a façade for what es-
sentially boils down to teen por-
nography.

The idea of vampires and 
vampirism has been present in 
various cultural legends for cen-
turies; ancient pagan beliefs tell 
tales of dark beings who drank 
blood, were unable to die, and 
relished darkness. The legends 
were united and popularized by 
Bram Stoker in 1897 with his 
epic novel, Dracula, beginning 
the onslaught of vampires in 
literature, fi lm, and eventually 
television. Dracula himself was 
a centuries-old vampire, sorcer-
er, and nobleman, whose milky 
pallor and handsome, aristocrat-
ic demeanor made him enchant-
ingly irresistible. Supposedly 
descended from Attila the Hun, 
he saved himself from death by 
black magic and resides in his 
castle in Transylvania with his 
three vampire wives. He cannot 

go out in sunlight, and sleeps all 
day in a coffi n. He can shape-
shift between a bat, wolf, and 
a mist; however, his vampire 
wives cannot. They posses the 
generic traits of a vampire but 
lack his magical abilities. All 
have pointed teeth and extraor-
dinary strength, eyes that shine 

fl ame-red when excited by prey, 
and, after ‘feeding’ on human 
blood, have a rosier complex-
ion. This depiction remained the 
traditional myth since its print-
ing and has permeated popular 

culture in various medias since. 
Nosferatu was the fi rst fi lm, 
made in 1922 with the guidance 
of Stoker’s still-living wife, and 
since then an estimated 160 fi lms 
have been made about Dracula. 
The dynamic remained relative-
ly the same until the late 70s, 
with Ann Rice’s series Vampire 
Chronicles and later the televi-
sion show Buffy the Vampire 
Slayer portraying vampires as 
‘misunderstood’ and potentially 
helpful and augmenting the sex-
ual nature of vampires. Vampir-
ism is traditionally very sexual, 
with the trademark puncturing 
of the neck, the vampire’s blood 
red lips and indistinguishable 
allure; one only has to read 
Stoker’s original novel to re-
alize this. Dracula is a pimp, 
and his wives are the ultimate 
undead sluts. So along came 
Stephanie Meyer, who, with her 

sheep’s brain and miraculous 
ability to hold a pen, managed 
to take all the sex and froth it 
into a teenage vampire epic 
that has 13-year-olds screaming 
with latent hormonal urges.

One may ask how I am to 
know this if I have never read 
the books. Well, there is a thing 

called the Internet and a 
summary can be found all 
over it; also, in the name 
of research, I subjected 
myself to an excruciating 
two hours and watched the 
movie, subsequently los-
ing both my dignity and 
my soul. What I learned: 
The Cullens, Meyer’s 
‘vegetarian’ vampire fam-
ily (they don’t eat hu-
mans), possess the same 
super strength, pointed 
teeth, beautiful magne-
tism, and tell-tale eyes as 
the legends. The similari-
ties end there. They can 
go out in daytime and are 
a part of normal society; 
their giveaway is that their 

skin glitters in direct sunlight 
(yes, glitter – told you it’s for 
prepubescent girls). Several of 
them also have superpowers; 
Edward Cullen can read minds, 
and Alice Cullen has visions of 

the future. They 
don’t sleep, ever. 
No coffi n, no bed, 
nothing. The story 
is laden with sex-
ual tension; with 
the lack of a decent 
plot or writer’s 
style, the char-
acters’ lust is re-
ally the only thing 
holding the novel 
together. This is 
the source of my, 
and many other’s, 
distaste. Meyer 
even admitted she 
wasn’t “informed 
about the canon 
vampires” when 
she began writing, 

the realization being an after-
thought when she had fi nished 
the fi rst book. Tackling an age-
old legend without reading it… 
way to go. Twilight is a sad ad-
dition to the vampire library, a 
gross misconception that has 
been popularized enough to 
overshadow the epic itself. I’m 
not alone in this conception ei-
ther. Contemporary writers have 
criticized the book for the same 
reason, citing overt and unnec-
essary sexuality; a vapid, super-
fi cial damsel in distress; and a 
moony, excessively supernatu-
ral tragic hero as colossal fl aws. 
One can only hope that the fad 
(and your middle school sister’s 
raging hormones) will cool and 
the classic tale can be restored 
to it’s former glory. And that 
someone will give Stephanie 
Meyer life in prison for her 
crimes against humanity.

by Mickie Meinhardt
STAFF COMMIE

Mein hardt-
ardt-ardt

There will be no show list this week - you need to go see 
Howard Dean. Dean was the man as Governor of Vermont, 
but he’s not the reason there’s no show list. If you miss the 
list, go to ohmyrockness.com and fi gure it out. After all, you 
know your taste better than I do. The reason for this week’s 
lack of show list is that we needed to address the presence 
of gen-u-ine A-List stars on our beautiful campus. Editor-
In-Chief Kate Murphy and I moseyed our way over to the 
shooting to try and get Shia “The Beef” LaBeouf to pose for 
our cover, preferably riding the Ram. We obviously failed, 
but we did get my old roommate and his new roommate to 
pose and we Photoshopped the relevant celebrity heads on. 
We were compelled to do this because Fordham University’s 
Actor-In-Residence Michael Douglas and LaBeouf were on 
campus recently, fi lming Wall Street II. While I was too busy 
ensuring this publication reached production without hassle 
to attend the fi lming, we did meet reports that Shia LaBeouf 
was totally “in front of Keating” and possibly even “smoking 
a cigarette,” but despite his bad habits looked “totally hot.”  
Whether or not it received coverage, it was still news.

This is Douglas’ second trip to Fordham in the past two 
years: his fi rst was for Solitary Man, a Brian Koppelman di-
rected tale featuring Mary-Louise Parker (Weeds), Jesse Ei-
esenberg (Zombieland, Adventureland, Italicized Movieland) 
and Danny DeVito (It’s Always Sunny in Philadelphia).

Michael Douglas’ return to Rose Hill has nothing to 
do with the rejuvenating effect the campus’ Catholic Aura 
and general Godliness has on his skin. Hollywood (or New 
York Hollywood) types love Fordham’s stone-building col-
legiate air, close proximity to the city and 360o local-proof 
laser-fence, many of the same things that sold our parents 
on this lovely campus (though Michael Douglas was not as 
impressed as my dad by Vinnie Lombardi).  Two back-to-
back Douglas movies and a U2 concert will do wonders for 
Fordham’s reputation, and the administration is likely pre-
pared to do anything to get rid of the previous “campus where 
they fi lmed the Excorcist that also has body tunnels under its 
beautiful lawn.”  But the truly stop the presses, we interrupt 
this broadcast news to most of us is the appearance of the one, 
the only, The Beef.  

Without getting too personal, at only 23 LaBeouf has 
shown the capability to be one of the most promising actors 
of our generation. Certainly Indiana Jones and Transformers 
are the kind of fridge-nuking cash machines that give Hol-
lywood critics a bad taste for blockbusters, but his roles in I, 
Robot, Constantine, and A Guide to Recognizing Your Saints 
gave the (fl eeting) impression that the kid may have some sort 
of genuine talent that’s not just a foil for aliens and/or robots 
trying to kill him. Unfortunately, the former Even Stevens star 
has a face that is worth more than Grover Cleveland on the 
$1,000 bill. This means, unless he suddenly eats a whoooole 
bunch of peyote and develops an allergic reaction to money, 
we’re going to be seeing him in Transformers 3: Trannies 
in Disguy which will undoubtedly make enough money to 
wipe out all third-world debt, but will instead be used to buy 
Michael Bay a robot tiger with diamond teeth and a jetpack 
asshole.

So Shia, on the .0001% chance you pick this issue up 
(less than the .003% chance we gave ourselves of actually 
getting you on the cover), do the right thing. The success of a 
Hollywood A-Lister who makes obviously garbage fi lms for 
Killdozers full of cash is limited. People will get sick of your 
beautiful, beautiful face if you continue to make horrible, 
horrible movies. Christ, I understand you’re selling tickets to 
a generation raised on Even Stevens-era Disney Channel, but 
that’s no guarantee of success. Just ask Ren Stevens.  Hell, 
Judd Nelson did The fucking Breakfast Club and now he’s 
doing Sci-Fi original movies.  Smarten up, you’ve got a drop 
too much talent to be working to buy fi re-pooping robo-tigers.

Sam On The Arts
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Beneath its theatrics and 
propaganda, Michael Moore’s 
Capitalism: A Love Story is for 
the most part a movie 
about ethics. Largely 
avoiding economic 
dogma, it focuses on 
the question, “Is this 
right?” Moore’s an-
swer, as you might have 
heard, is a resounding 
“No,” a position grow-
ing increasingly popu-
lar in America.  

However, the fi lm-
maker fi nds one hold-
out in a real estate bro-
ker who unironically 
refers to himself as a 
“condo vulture.” His 
company bottomfeeds 
off the former proper-
ties of evicted home-
owners then fl ips them 
at huge profi ts, likely 
starting the cycle anew. 
He knows there is something 
cruel about his work but takes 
no shame in it. In Late Capital-
ism there is no ethics, only the 
marketplace.  

Moore’s main target is our 
country’s fi nancial sector. In a 
series of webs and diagrams, he 
shows us how Goldman-Sachs 
employees fi nd their way to 

for capitalism’s losers.  In fact 
most of the people at my show-
ing probably had more in com-
mon with Casablanca’s Captain 
Renault than with the people 
on the screen. “I am shocked, 
shocked to fi nd that capitalism 
is going on here,” they will say, 

just as the crou-
pier pays them 
their winnings 
and they retire to 
their Upper West 
Side apartments. 
Even Moore 
seems to realize 
this, ending the 
movie with a plea 
for these people’s 
help. 

U l t i m a t e l y, 
Capitalism: A 
Love Story be-
gins with what 
ends up being its 
most compelling 
sequence. Moore 
takes an old edu-
cational movie 

on the fall of the Roman Em-
pire and splices in clips of the 
present day American Empire. 
Everything its narrator tells us 
rings startlingly true. At least 
Rome didn’t have credit-default 
swaps.

like means of production, it’s 
clear that he’s thinking on these 
lines. However, his avoidance 
of such words, his oversimpli-
fi cation of complex ideas, and 
his reliance on gallows humor 
create an identity problem for 
the fi lm. For all the sympathy it 

shows the proletariat (at times 
it’s cloyingly sentimental), 
it premiered at the bourgeois 
Alice Tully Hall—a building 
erected after a massive slum-
clearing program—before mov-
ing a few blocks over to Lincoln 
Plaza Cinemas. 

This isn’t exactly an opening 

I love the game) put it best. 
About the upcoming election, 
he said, “It don’t really matter 
who wins. The rich’ll keep get-
ting richer, and the poor’ll keep 
getting poorer.” That bothered 

me for the next few days, 
not for being offensive or 
cynical, but because 
it was more right than 
I at the time cared to 
admit. 

Although it never 
uses the term, the 
theme of alienation 
runs through Capi-
talism: A Love Story. 
Families are alienat-
ed from their homes, 
workers alienated 
at their jobs (except 
when they own the 
means of production, 
a subtle shout out to 
Moore’s boy Marx), 
and as mentioned 
above, the plutocrats 
are completely alien-

ated from the American 
people below them. This alien-
ation is not just the result of cap-
italism but what nourishes and 
strengthens it. The more cut off 
we feel from our fellow man, 
the less our consciences prohibit 
taking advantage of him. 

Although Moore never uses 
terms like alienation or phrases 

high-level jobs in the Treasury 
Department and in turn how 
Treasury Department employ-
ees fi nd their way to high-level 
jobs at Goldman-Sachs. The 
inbreeding here seems more 

appropriate to Appalachia than 
Lower Manhattan. More impor-
tantly, it shouts out, “Cui bono,” 
that other question Moore has 
always had a knack for asking. 

The answer, at least in my 
lifetime, has always been fairly 
obvious. Last summer a fre-
quent golf partner of mine (say 
what you will, Hugo Chavez, 

by Brigh Gibbons
STAFF BOSS-MONGER

our passion and he’s our dedica-
tion; he’s an embodiment of Jer-
sey. And when you’re walking 
around the parking lot, you can-
not help but notice: everyone is 
wearing blue jeans. Everyone’s 
got a beer in their 
hand, all united 
because of their 
love of Bruce. It’s 
our Mecca. It’s our 
heaven.

Now, let’s get 
back to October 
3rd, 2009:

He opens with 
a song written just 
for Giant’s Sta-
dium. This might 
sound a little corny 
to someone new to 
Bruce, but a true 
fan expects it. It’s 
what makes the 
guy so goddamn 
loveable. “Wreck-
ing Ball,” as it 
were, ended up 
being pretty damn 
good, for a song 
limited to a one-
time, fi ve-night 
stint. After a song 
on The River, “Out 
in the Street,” Bruce took the 
band into an eight minute long 
epic known as “Outlaw Pete.” 
As no surprise, Bruce counted 
on the crowd to sing the fi rst 
verse of “Hungry Heart,” an-
other River classic that we all so 
quickly embraced.

Then came Born in the 
USA. The song of the same 

name kicked off the twelve-
song set of the 1984 classic. If 
some people weren’t feeling 
good about the show leading 
up to Born, they sure as hell did 
now. Notable songs included a 

dancey “Darlington County,” 
and a version of “Bobby Jean” 
that almost brought me to tears. 
“My Hometown” brought the 
stadium together for the end of 
the set, but the show was just 
getting started, and everyone 
knew it.

As if Bruce thought we 
might have forgotten just 

whom we were seeing, the band 
launches into a spirited version 
of “The Promised Land.”  This 
brings us into what I thought of 
as one of the major highpoints of 
the entire show. Magic’s “Long 

Walk Home” is a song I usually 
skip past when the record comes 
on, but for some reason tonight 
it culminated into this life force 
I didn’t see coming. Van Zandt 
even made a vocal appearance 
in the song, adding that much 
more novelty and emotion. Af-
terwards, Bruce played “The 
Rising,” which still stands for 

the same hope we were all long-
ing to feel in the wake of 9/11, 
and today, over eight years from 
then, we are still rocked at the 
foundation from Bruce’s fervor. 
Next, as “Born to Run” came 

to an end, Bruce began his 
adopted (originally by Tom 
Waits) ode to this great state, 
“Jersey Girl,” a crowd favor-
ite.

 After an extended jam 
rarity, “Kitty’s Back,” Bruce 
comes back with the “Detroit 
Medley” made famous by his 
Hammersmith Odeon show in 
’75, followed by a rejoicing 
version of “American Land.” 
To close the monumental 
show, Bruce unloaded with a 
one-two punch of a new staple 
and an old classic. “Waiting 
on a Sunny Day” brought the 
whole stadium to their feet (as 
if they weren’t already), and 
even included a guest singing 
performance by an extremely 
lucky twelve-year-old in the 
front row. If the show hadn’t 
been perfect already, Bruce 
closed the show with one of 
the greatest songs ever writ-
ten, “Thunder Road,” allow-
ing all of us to sing one last 

song with the boss.
Despite a set list of mostly 

post-1980 songs, it was still 
the energetic, Jersey-bred rock 
& roll you would only expect 
from Bruce Springsteen. Even 
35 years later, he’s still putting 
out quality records and perform-
ing with as much passion as his 
days in Asbury.

by Nick Murray
STAFF COMMIE

 It’s 8:15 in New Jersey. 
I’ve been drinking with my en-
tire family in the parking lot of 
Giant’s Stadium for over three 
hours and am now standing on 
my seat, attempting to get a view 
of Bruce Springsteen as he steps 
out on the stage. For months I 
have been waiting for this night. 
My pulse is racing, and it’s get-
ting harder and harder to con-
tain my excitement, anticipa-
tion, and inebriation. I know it’s 
going to be a good show, I know 
I’m going to hear “Born in the 
USA,” I know I’m going to be 
hung over in the morning, but 
until then, there ain’t nothing 
but Bruce Springsteen and the E 
Street Band.

 Before I get any further, it’s 
important for the sake of the 
story to preface Bruce Spring-
steen’s impact on not only my-
self, but the entire state of New 
Jersey. The citizens’ dedication 
to Bruce, or as many fans sim-
ply put it, “the show,” is some-
thing a college student has trou-
ble understanding. When my 
family loaded up the Ford with 
enough sandwiches and beer for 
20 (there’s only fi ve of us), I be-
gan to look at the fact that thou-
sands of other families from as 
close as down the block to as far 
away as the southernmost parts 
of the shore were all loading up 
their own cars and stereos. He’s 
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“When the truth is found to be lies
and all the joy within you dies
Don’t you want somebody to 
love?”

A Serious Man is a recog-
nizable shift in the career of the 
Brothers Coen. Though it is not 
the fi rst time the Coens have re-
leased a fi lm that is not neces-
sarily mainstream or thoroughly 
marketable, A Serious Man is 
unique in the strange and pri-
vate qualities it seems to share 
with the audience. Its hero, Lar-
ry Gopnik (Michael Stuhlbarg, 
in his fi rst major fi lm role) lays 
prostrate before the audience for 
the duration of the fi lm. Larry’s 
got zero self-esteem; he is com-
pletely vulnerable and seems to 
understand, if not project, his 
own pathetic aura. His charac-
ter, however, is the most multi-
dimensional yet to be featured 
in a Coen brothers’ movie. 

That is, however, not to 
say that Larry is not a carica-
ture. A Serious Man is full of 
caricatures in the same way that 
Fargo is. The Coen brother’s 
exaggerations, Frances McDor-

mand’s cheeky mid-western 
drawl, or Larry Gopnik’s hyper-
paranoia, serve to immerse an 
audience into the atmosphere of 
the fi lm. And, with every Coen 
fi lm, there is an obvious aes-
thetic quality to the images on 
the screen. Pho-
tographed by 
Roger Deakins, 
the fi lm takes 
full advantage 
of it’s setting, a 
Missouri Sub-
urb with a large 
Jewish popula-
tion in the late 
60s. A lush of 
dark colors, 
browns, blues, 
and greens, 
complete a vis-
age of authen-
ticity. I have no 
idea how a 1967 mid-western 
suburb would have looked, or 
how the people living there 
would have dressed, but I’m 
willing to accept the Coens’ rep-
resentation because it just looks 
so damn cool.

(Some critics attribute this 
sensation of authenticity to the 
Coen brothers’ own experi-

ences, raised in an academic 
and Jewish home in a Missouri 
suburb…surely an interesting 
factor in A Serious Man’s com-
position)

But it is not just an insight-
ful look at a childhood commu-

nity or a nifty retro wardrobe 
that makes A Serious Man so 
intriguing. The fi lm deals with 
an interesting range of themes, 
posing a series of questions 
stemming from its protagonist’s 
tribulations. As physics profes-
sor, Larry deals with absolutes, 
while his life seems to be con-
sumed by monotonous chaos. 

He seeks explanations in his 
religion, in his own science, 
and in a mystic book of prob-
ability, the Mentaculus, written 
by Larry’s inept brother Arthur 
(Richard Kind).

The chaos that staggers Lar-
ry’s impetus is re-
fl ected in the trailer 
of the fi lm, a repeti-
tious loop of sound 
bites and clips from 
the movie empha-
sizing Larry’s woes. 
His wife (Sari Len-
nick in an awe-
some role) seeks 
a divorce, already 
planning a new life 
with the repellant 
Sy Ableman (Fred 
Melamed, also, 
awesome), a man 
who foils Larry’s 

impotence with his constant ex-
cretion of arrogant certainty. An 
anonymous assailant is writing 
Larry’s school, urging that he 
not be granted tenure, and Larry 
assumes responsibility for the 
recently homeless Arthur. Larry 
struggles with these responsibil-
ities in a mature fashion, always 
seeking to conduct himself in 

a serious manner. But there is 
a problem. Larry can’t seem to 
accept that his life is so shitty, 
and no one seems to give a shit. 

A Serious Man is enjoying 
only limited release at the mo-
ment. Made for only 7,000,000 
with no big name stars, the fi lm 
seemed destined for a small af-
fair at the box offi ce. But this 
only acts to heighten to experi-
ence of seeing the fi lm. The fi lm 
has to be sought out; it is not a 
movie that will attract a largely 
positive response, and it seems 
to expect its viewers to under-
stand just exactly what they are 
getting themselves into. Wheth-
er they understand just what 
they’ve seen after the fi lm, how-
ever, is questionable. A Serious 
Man is a movie that will move 
its audience, long after the fi rst 
viewing. 

If you’re looking for The Big 
Lebowski, A Serious Man may 
not be your bag. It works well 
as a black-comedy but could be 
somewhat polarizing to some 
viewers. For those who regu-
larly enjoy fi lms by the Coens, 
this is a must-see.

Being the boring homebody 
I am, I spend profuse amounts 
of time watching movies. I love 
movies of all types: anima-
tion, foreign, big budget, indie; 
I’m not one of those people for 
whom any particu-
lar type of movie 
draws seething ire. 
That open mind-
edness has led me 
towards an affi n-
ity for old movies, 
particularly from 
the Golden Age of 
Hollywood, which 
lasted from the late 
1920’s until 1960. It 
is called the “Gold-
en Age” because it 
was the era defi ned 
by the ascension 
of the big studios: 
MGM, Warner 
Bros., RKO Radio 
Productions, Fox 
Film Corporation, 
and Paramount Pictures. 

The Golden Age began with 
the release of the seminal Al Jol-
son fi lm, The Jazz Singer, which 
was the fi rst fi lm featuring spo-
ken audio. These “talkies” then 
took Hollywood by storm, and 
before they knew it, dozens 
upon dozens of them were be-
ing made each year. With this 
came an entirely new business 
model and new look industry, 
with multimillion dollar studios 
being able to budget hundreds 

of thousands, and sometimes 
even millions, of dollars for 
single fi lms. With these changes 
also came a light speed jump 
forward in technique, aesthetic, 
and theory. The use of space, in-
voking of tension, development 
of narration techniques, and 
composition are all innovations 

from the Golden Age. 
In addition, all of the most 

famous classic actors and ac-
tresses from black and white 
cinema are from this era, in-
cluding Humphrey Bogart, 
Jimmy Stewart, Cary Grant, 
Audrey and Katharine Hepburn, 
and Marilyn Monroe. For bet-
ter or worse, many of the ar-
chetypes and stereotypes we’ve 
now come to identify with and/
or criticize were exemplifi ed 
and perpetuated in this period. 

The brooding hero, the seduc-
tive temptress, the damsel in 
distress, the bumbling sidekick: 
all of these archetypes were es-
sential parts of the equation in 
Golden Age cinema. Some ac-
tors and actresses even made an 
entire career out of being type-
casted into these roles. With 
the exception of The African 
Queen, Humphrey Bogart 
played the role of the silent, 
hard headed detective in al-
most every one of his suc-
cessful fi lms. Cary Grant and 
Clark Gable both did dozens 
of fi lms as a virile debonair 
leading man. 

However, for me at least, 
this is one of the best things 
about movies from this era. 
Because the formulas were 
relatively simple—fi lms al-
most exclusively followed 
one of the following tem-
plates: Western, comedy, 
musical, animated cartoon, 
or biopic—the studios abso-
lutely perfected the process. 
Some of the all time great 
fi lms from the Golden Age have 
terribly simple plots. One of my 
all time favorites, Hitchcock’s 
Rear Window, was more about 
the execution and attention to 
detail than plot progression. 
The original Brangelina, Lauren 
Bacall and Humphrey Bogart, 
shared the screen as leads four 
times, and all four essentially 
have the same general plot di-
rection: precocious woman 
meets mysterious man, hijinks 
ensue, and romance occurs. The 

fun is in the ride, you know ex-
actly what is going to happen, 
yet you still get completely 
caught up in emotions and dia-
logue.

Other examples of my favor-
ite fi lms include Frank Capra’s 
fi lm Mr. Smith Goes to Wash-
ington, in which a young Jimmy 

Stewart effects major change in 
Washington D.C. politics as an 
unlikely junior senator. If a fi lm 
like this was made in the 21st 
Century, it would be branded 
blatant nationalist propaganda. 
That said, it is impossible not to 
get completely swept away by 
Stewart’s fi libuster speech. An-
other is Hitchcock’s North by 
Northwest. The chemistry be-
tween the aforementioned Cary 
Grant and blonde seductress 
Eva Marie Saint is rich, and 

the set pieces, in the climax on 
Mount Rushmore, are of incred-
ible quality. There is a level of 
atmosphere to Hitchcock’s fare 
that has not since been repli-
cated by any other director save 
maybe Stanley Kubrick. Lastly, 
and this may be more of a sen-
timental favorite, but 1933’s 

Duck Soup by the 
Marx Brothers holds 
a very special place 
in my heart. Groucho 
was a genius in abso-
lutely everything he 
did, but Harpo, as a 
mute enemy spy, stole 
the show in the now 
iconic mirror scene, 
when he mimicked 
a mirror by mimick-
ing Groucho’s every 
move. This is amongst 
the greatest slapstick 
ever fi lmed.

 Other essen-
tials include An Affair 
to Remember, Gone 
with the Wind, The 
Wizard of Oz, Singin’ 

in the Rain, It Happened One 
Night, It’s a Wonderful Life, and 
Some Like it Hot. The depth of 
the catalogue from that area is 
vast, and with basic cable chan-
nels like AMC and TCM run-
ning a dozen classic fi lms a day 
as well as our very own Walsh 
Family and Quinn libraries hav-
ing wonderful DVD sections, 
there’s no reason each and every 
one of us shouldn’t take a Sun-
day off every now and again to 
enjoy some timeless cinema.
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