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Free Speech:
It’s Important—We Swear!

Few things scare journalists 
more than censorship. As 

a professional, the ability to 
speak freely is not only your 
living, but any student of histo-
ry knows that censorship is of-
ten the fi rst and most destruc-
tive means of oppression. All 
writers, but journalists espe-
cially, are probers. As we at the 
paper like to say, we want to 
rake your muck. But the times 
when organizations attempt to 
silence journalists are usually 
the times free speech is needed 
most. This is fairly lofty stuff 
for a small publication with 
a weakness for sophomoric 
humor, but we were proud to 
cover Fordham’s role in ignor-
ing priest abuse, fair wages for 
security guards, armed threats 
against gay students in the 
dorms and Newt Gingrich get-
ting paid (for one hour) what it 
would cost to keep the library 
open overnight for a whole se-
mester.

We are, as Plato would say, 
gadfl ies. Few of us can resist 
the temptation to inquire, to 
push against the limitations on 
what we are supposed to know 
and on what we are supposed 
to say.

We are fortunate to have 
a university, which, for all its 
(glaring) faults, nonetheless al-
lows us fairly free reign over 
what we publish. In addition to 
our muckraking, we have run 
articles on visiting strip clubs, 
masturbation and drug use.  
Some of the actions in these 
articles contradict univer-
sity policy and some have of-
fended. While these articles do 
not have the urgency of priest 
abuse or hate crimes, they 
nonetheless serve the purpose 
of examining our social norms 
and preconceptions, or at the 
very least creating dialogue.  

While our freedom here at 
the paper is comfortable for 
now, the same freedom is less 
than universal both on our 
campus and on college cam-
puses nationwide. At home, 
anti-war protests have lead to 
administrative punishments. 
Our campus, unlike many oth-
ers, has no free speech area 
and no free posting policy. Our 
administration has refused to 
fund the production of the Va-
gina Monologues because it 
addresses controversial issues. 
Despite tremendous leaps and 
bounds forward, The Ram still 
struggles with using its voice 

to hold the administration ac-
countable for inscrutable bud-
geting, bizarre rules and poli-
cies, and occasional disregard 
for its primary role as an edu-
cational institution.

Our national discourse has 
been reduced to the level of 
shouted demagoguery; news-
papers and magazines are fold-
ing in record numbers. We have 
Facebook groups asking if the 
President of the United States 
should be killed. Our journalis-
tic institutions have been neu-
tered and gutted by their cor-
porate holders. Much of this 
is cold economics: a populace 
who don’t want to read or pay 
to read cannot support honest, 
unbiased information.

We at the paper are by no 
means the last guardians of 
the fl ame of democracy. We 
bear no illusions, but a society 
without the freedom to be rude, 
silly and a little bit crass isn’t a 
very free society at all.  Estab-
lishments that try to rid them-
selves of titillation and provo-
cateurs are establishments that 
are trying to rid themselves 
of their undesirables. Any at-
tacks on critics, whether they 
be journalists or entertainers, 
are attempts to silence discon-
tent, not to cure it. Whether 
it’s bullying a college news-
paper editor into resigning for 
allowing the publication of 
an article about the safest sex 
there is, or hounding Lenny 
Bruce until his death for saying 
“cocksucker,” repression of 
free speech is both a heavy act 
and a slippery slope. As Bruce 
himself once said, “take away 
the right to say ‘fuck’ and you 
take away the right to say ‘fuck 
the government.’”  Take away 
the right to perform the Vagina 
Monologues and you take away 
a tremendous opportunity to 
discuss issues of female em-
powerment in today’s society. 
Take away the right to protest 
(or support) a war and you take 
away the right for the individ-
ual to stand up to their govern-
ment. Free speech can generate 
controversy, but controversy 
eventually leads to resolution, 
and enough resolutions are 
progress. As a journalist, as an 
entertainer, or as a human be-
ing it’s important to be on the 
side of truth, the side of justice.  
But it’s also important to be on 
the side of Fun, and the paper’s 
right there with you.

I am a Hipster
(or, I Go to College)

by Harry Balsagna
STAFF BOY WITH THE 
ARAB STRAP

Before I begin, I would just 
like to state that for all in-

tents and purposes I am a hip-
ster. If you were to see me walk-
ing down the street you would 
think, “Hey, there goes a hip-
ster.”  

I was recently at what 
would be widely considered a 
“hipster party.” It took place at 
my friend’s downtown apart-
ment and most of the attendees 
were students from Parsons 
and NYU.  Also in attendance 
was my roommate, who is as 
far from being a hipster as one 
could imagine.  As the night 
progressed and people became 
noticeably 
drunk, my 
friend had 
the idea to 
don a furry 
fedora and 
a pair of 
old shoot-
ing glasses 
so as to 
be hilari-
ous.  He 
then pro-
ceeded to 
approach 
every per-
son in the 
party and 
performed 
a magic 
trick of sorts.  He would ap-
proach them, with glasses and 
fedora on, and say “Now I’m a 
hipster,” then take his hat and 
sun glasses off and say, “Now 
I’m not!”  

His trick was met with dis-
dain, disgust, and that confused 
awkward look of denial that 
only the best of hipsters are ca-
pable of.  He was shocked at 
this reaction, not realizing that 
his joke would make the hip-
sters rather unhappy.  He said, 
“Dude, everyone keeps looking 
at me like I’m huge piece of shit 
that doesn’t ‘get it.’”  

I replied “Yeah man, that’s 
how it goes with most hipsters. 
You calling them that hurts their 
feelings.”

“But dude, I make fun of 
you and your friends for being 
hipsters all the fucking time and 
you guys just laugh.”  

“Well, that’s because A) we 
have a good sense of humor, B) 
We aren’t retarded, and C) Me 
getting mad at that is like me 
getting mad that someone called 
me ‘a 21 year old male that goes 
to college.’ It just doesn’t make 
sense.”

“You mean you’re a ’21 
year old male hipster that goes 
to college.”

“Yeah, dude, see, that’s fun-
ny.”  

Pete’s joke at that party in-
spired me to think about what it 
means to be called a “hipster” 
in 2009.  What are the ramifi ca-
tions, implications, and societal 
harms that come with using that 
dangerous H word?  My conclu-
sion:  absolutely fucking noth-
ing. The word is meaningless. 
It is neither a compliment nor 
an insult; it is merely a word 
that sums up a particular set 
of cultural preferences.  After 
all, at the end of day—or the 
2000’s—the word hipster will 
just be a word that represents 
some popular trends of a given 
time period—I should also men-
tion that this is not the fi rst time 
this word has even been used to 
describe a youth culture move-

ment. Jack Kerouac (I fi gure all 
hipsters have read that book of 
his) mentions hipsters, and I’m 
a little doubtful that he is talk-
ing about kids wearing non-pre-
scription eye glasses.  Yes, that 
is right, we are all proud rep-
resentatives and ambassadors 
to a trend.  To all of you who 
think that your music taste and 
fashion sense are special things 
that represent you as a person: 
do me the generous favor of not 
fucking lying to yourselves. We 
are, as I said before and will say 
about a thousand times through-
out this article, a collection of 
people that represent something 
popular of our time. Tight jeans 
are to us what bell bottoms were 
to hippies and what JNCO jeans 
are to wiggers.  

Now, as the reader, you 
must realize that I am not insult-
ing your clothes. I’m the fi rst 
to acknowledge that tight jeans 
and plaid shirts are cool as fuck 
(come on, the fucking Ramones 
wore tight-ass jeans, and we all 
know how cool the Ramones 
were).  

And to those of you that are 
thinking, “Man, who the hell 
does this dickburger think he 
is? I am totally unique and no 
one can cop my style,” my re-
sponse to you is fuck you and 
start realizing that there are now 

hipsters in high schools and 
middle schools.  Your style is so 
diffi cult to master that a thirteen 
year old kid pulls it off just as 
well as you can, probably bet-
ter. I mean, think about all that 
angst and “I don’t give fuck 
‘tude” that thirteen year old kids 
have at their disposal.   It would 
take at least a baggie of good 
heroin to match that.  

Furthermore, all you hip-
sters riddled with self-denial out 
there need to get the fuck over 
it.  No one thinks any more or 
any less of you for throwing on 
an old cardigan from the local 
Goodwill. You know what most 
people think when they see a 
hipster in the age range of 19-
25?  “Oh hey, there goes some 

kid that 
goes to 
c o l l e g e . ”  
They cer-
tainly aren’t 
t h i n k i n g , 
“Man, that 
kid’s outfi t 
is cool. I 
bet he/she 
has really 
interesting 
ideas about 
which Belle 
and Sebas-
tian record 
is best.” 
And as far 
as girls 
are con-

cerned, just realize that if you 
are a babe—a babe is a seven or 
higher—you are fucking set and 
probably don’t need to worry 
about anything, except which 
guy you want to sleep with—
unless the dude is an idiot who 
cares about what a girl is wear-
ing (I do). And plus, who wants 
talk to a self-interested cock bag 
that cares about what a girl is 
wearing.

Whenever someone calls 
you a hipster, just think about 
what being called a hipster 
means: it means “young person 
that wears tight jeans, likes par-
tying, likes fucking, and likes 
getting wasted.” Holy shit. What 
an insult, right?  I mean, how 
can you hate on someone like 
that?  Hate on people because 
they are idiots, aren’t funny, and 
have nothing interesting to say.  
Next time you commit a form 
of cultural cannibalism and call 
someone a hipster when you 
yourself are a hipster with the 
intent of insulting them, realize 
they are thinking the same exact 
fucking thing about you, so stop 
giving a shit and start having a 
sense of humor and tell him or 
her that you like their plaid shirt 
and that you’ve never seen one 
before.

Pitchfork Music Festival, or Martyr’s Lawn?
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by Fred Neech
STAFF FORSAKEN

Identifying oneself as an 
atheist tends to conjure up a 
wide range of reactions, from 
revulsion and outright disgust to 
pity and concern for what will 
happen to one in the Great Here-
after. These reactions tend to be 
largely refl ective of the general 
consensus on the amoral, hedo-
nistic beast known as the athe-
ist—that is, someone without 
any sense of ethics or morals, 
decadent, depraved, blasphe-
mous, and generally full of mis-
ery and disdain for all things 
religious or traditional. As with 
all things, these reactions and 
opinions vary by regional cul-
ture and political climate and 
cannot be expected to be wit-
nessed uniformly everywhere. 
However, it seems almost nat-
ural to assume that a college 
campus, usually thought of as a 
bastion of open-mindedness and 
a bulwark against prejudice and 
ignorance, would not embrace 
the virulently negative attitudes 
and opinions regarding atheism 
and atheists. Sad though it is to 
admit, this is not entirely the 
case here at Fordham.

I came to Fordham last 
year with twelve full years of 
Catholic education under my 
belt.  Though I personally am 
an avowed atheist (and quite 
secure in my beliefs), I still felt 
that the strong Jesuit tradition 
here would not present me with 
any impediments, academically 
or socially, to being comfort-
able and open with my personal 
beliefs regarding religion. I had 
grown up in a Catholic family, 
had been taught by clergy and 
layperson alike, made friends of 
all religions, in my home area, 
and had been raised to be open 
and tolerant when it came to 
matters of faith. I had become 
comfortable with persons of 
diverse religious backgrounds 
and came to Fordham expecting 
much of the same from faculty 
and students.

I came to fi nd that I had only 
been half correct in my assump-
tions and expectations. Though 
I had initially been most ap-
prehensive about how I would 
be received by certain faculty 
(especially theology professors 
and Jesuit faculty members), I 
quickly learned, in my fi rst se-
mester Faith & Critical Reason 
course, that much of Fordham’s 
academic faculty were accept-
ing individuals, concerned more 
with scholarship and academics 
than personal ethics or religious 
convictions. In several instances 
in my freshman year theology 
and philosophy courses that re-
quired me to declare my beliefs, 
I was met not with apprehension 
or demure, but rather with intel-
ligent discourse and respect. 

The student body proved to 
be a different story altogether. 
Though my initial apprehen-

sions were mostly directed to 
the faculty and clergy on cam-
pus, I came to fi nd that some of 
my peers would present the big-
gest obstacle to my being open 
and comfortable with my belief 
system. When conversations 
inevitably progressed from in-
nocuous “getting to know you” 
subjects to something with a 
little more depth, or when poli-
tics and religion were drunkenly 
brought up, I was often met with 
reactions similar to those that I 
received in my provincial home 
town. People sometimes seemed 
genuinely offended that I would 
hold a belief contrary to theirs, 
sometimes gave me a concerned 
talking to about the eternal pun-
ishment that surely awaited me, 
and sometimes outright insulted 
me. This being a Catholic uni-
versity, I sometimes even re-
ceived reactions reminiscent of 
the way in which crazed neo-
cons address their more liberal 
counterparts on matters of dis-
sent or government criticism—
namely, something along the 
lines of “if you don’t like it, then 
you can leave.”  People could 
not seem to fi gure out why on 
earth I would choose a Catholic 
university if my religious views 
were diametrically opposed to 
those that give the school its 
history and character. Never-
mind the academic reputation, 
location, and fi nancial factors; 
my decision to attend a Catho-
lic school as an atheist just did 
not seem compute with certain 
individuals.

The more often this oc-
curred, the more I felt that this 
phenomenon, while obviously 
not specifi c to Fordham, was 
certainly more pronounced 
here than in other colleges and 
universities. Though it may be 
true that atheists are not well 
received in most places, it does 
seem logical to assume that 
there are certain pockets where 
religion has a stronger clout, 
and negative attitudes towards 
the nonbeliever are particularly 
strong (i.e. the “Bible Belt,” 
deep South, etc.). However, I 
did not expect that a college, 
regardless of affi liation, would 
harbor such resentment and 
malcontent towards my irreli-
giousness. Everyone seems to 
view the college experience as 
one that is characterized by a 
vast exchange of ideas and as 
one that involves either modify-
ing or completely obliterating 
one’s comfort zone in a variety 
of ways. Perhaps it is the degree 
to which the Catholic identity 
is ensconced here at Fordham, 
or perhaps it is something else 
altogether, but the general zeit-
geist seems to suggest that here, 
you can believe in anything that 
you want, as long as you believe 
in something. Unfortunately, 
‘nothing’ does not constitute 
something.

I am a False Prophet!
God is a Superstition!

by Mickie Meinhardt
STAFF NATTY-HO

I drink light beer. I give high 
fi ves and thumbs up. I watch 
NFL and consider Superbowl 
parties a patriotic duty. I can 
successfully pour a beer funnel 
with no foam and subsequently 
drink it in under ten seconds. 
Fact: I am a Bro. Double Fact: 
I am also a girl.

You paper readers may recall 
a heartwarming article by one of 
our editors last semester sharing 
his recent revelation that he was 
a closet Bro. We laughed, we 
cried, we sympathized—my-
self included. I jested in good 
fun yet hid a smirk behind my 
laugh, secretly thinking that as 
a girl I was spared this fate. But 
then irony fi st-pounded me with 
a trucker hat and loud guffaw 
and said, “Dude…take a look 
in the mirror.” Little did I know 
I was, in 
fact, har-
b o r i n g 
the same 
latent bro-
tastic ten-
dencies.

T h e 
revelation 
broke over 
me not but 
two weeks 
ago. In 
pondering 
potential 
festivities 
for the 
e v e n i n g 
I had en-
tertained 
the idea 
of a Beer 
O l y m -
pics, and 
believing 
this to be a stroke of genius. I 
loudly voiced this opinion to ev-
eryone I saw (hint #1). Slipping 
on a pair of my ubiquitous Vans 
classics (hint #2), I headed off 
campus to a friend’s apartment 
to commence youth’s ritual im-
bibing of alcohol. I stopped on 
my way for my usual poison—a 
couple of gorgeous, frosty, 22 
oz Bud Lights (hint #3). Upon 
arriving, a friend laughingly 
scoffed at my desire for said beer 
Olympics, noting that I was the 
only girl they had ever heard re-
quest that and also denying said 
request, as “there will never be 
a funnel in this house” (my im-
mediate disappointment/fury: 
hint #4). Slightly put off, I de-
cided to rouse my spirits by de-
manding a furniture-rearrange-
ment in favor of beer pong, not 
before also debating with the 
same friend the possible out-
comes of the next day’s NFL 
game, loudly voicing my life-
long support for the Redskins 
and (wrongly) predicting their 
slaughter of the Giants (hints #5 
& 6). While expertly arranging 
the 10-cup pyramid, one of my 
other male friends said to me, 

“Mickie… you’re such a Bro.” 
My head snapped up in instant 
revulsion,  but before I could 
switch to my defensive and 
loud-tirade-of-expletives (hint 
#7), two other guy friends im-
mediately verifi ed the claim and 
asked me to look around and re-
call past events. I was the only 
person drinking beer in favor of 
their Grey Goose; the night be-
fore I asked to shotgun a beer in 
the bathtub so as not to make a 
mess; the fi rst week of school I 
drunkenly punched a friend in 
the stomach three times on a 
dare; I realized I had earlier sup-
pressed a “FUCK YEAH” and 
a slap on the back to my pong 
partner. The sharp realization 
hit me like Broseph McShane 
hits a dune in his lifted F350. I 
am such a Bro.

The next morning, my sus-
picions were further confi rmed: 

my younger, college fresh-
man brother had made a lone 
remark to my beer Olympics 
desire: “ ur a bro.” My head 
spun with more than just my 
hangover. What did this mean? 
I immediately Googled “Female 
equivalent to a bro” in desperate 
search of answers: Who was I? 
Am I alone? The Internet served 
me a steaming plate of disap-
pointment; results included: 
girls with bleached/highlighted 
hair and a penchant for fake n’ 
bake tans and excessive use of 
bronzer who wear trucker hats 
and velour suits at all times, 
generally tend to idolize Bros. 
The physical list was exten-
sive, but I found not one trait 
that applied to me. I am neither 
a “bro-ho” nor a bleachd piece 
of SoCal plastic. I display all 
the personality traits of an ac-
tual bro but none of the physical 
characteristics—namely, I’m 
not a man. “This isn’t me! I am 
none of these things!” I thought 
in distain. But then, these were 
purely physical characteristics, 
not described actions. Is there 
any place in the world for a She-
Bro like me??

But in the weeks post revela-
tion, I have concluded that yes, 
there most defi nitely is. Care-
ful observation has revealed 
the She-Bro to be a forceful, if 
minority, species on campus. If 
pride and recognition were ad-
vocated, this sub-variety could 
survive, even prosper and claim 
their rightful place on the pedes-
tal of college clichés. My revela-
tion, rather than inducing shame 
and horror, has prompted me to 
embrace my inner Bro-ness (ego 
boost: something a bro needs 
like a hole in the head). Advan-
tages: in a game of Trivial Pur-
suit, thanks to my NFL knowl-
edge my team was the only one 
to obtain the “sports” piece; I 
am an inexpensive date: $3.50 
is a suffi cient amount to spend 
on me at any bodega—I’m not 
your average “I don’t like beer. 
Do you have Smirnoff?” college 

girl; I can successfully hold my 
own at pong (*keeper*); when 
dared to spontaneously inter-
rupt a couple displaying exces-
sive PDA in a bar, I will not 
hesitate to drunkenly do so and 
spare the rest of the softspoken 
patrons the indecency. I know 
I am also not alone—there are 
plenty of girls out there who 
have out-yelled, out-chugged, 
and even out-sported me in the 
various collegiate bars and par-
ties. To those She-Bros: Way to 
go. Here, I propose you step out 
of the shadows, don your mul-
ticolored sneakers, and headbutt 
the opposition into submission 
out of sheer belligerence. The 
She-Bro is the new bro, only 
better looking and far cockier. 
But hey, don’t get carried away:  
we are not a burping, sharting, 
shit-show-ing creature. We’re 
the Bro—with class. So put on 
your pumps when you’re doing 
the morning “Walk of Shame” 
that our Bro counterparts made 
famous. Shed the “bro-ho” ste-
reotype once and for all—we 
are girls, and we are fucking ba-
dass. Man up.

Bro of the Month Club
Announces its Newest Member

...a Girl?

Keeper.
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by Lauren Duca
STAFF ORWELLIAN

There’s a tab on the bag of 
Ritz Toasted Chips I’m eat-
ing that reads, “Save some for 
later!” There’s an exclamation 
point. It’s yelling at me. I really 
don’t appreciate being yelled at 
by freshness-preserving stick-
ers or anyone/anything else for 
that matter. But, as is usually 
the case with my mother, maybe 
it’s just looking out for my best 
interests. 

A serving is only 130 calo-
ries, but there are 8 in the bag, 
and if you’ve eaten half of 
it—hell, that’s a damn cheese-
burger’s worth of toasted chips. 
They’re not Pringles, but it 
seems once you pop the fun 
don’t stop when it comes to 
any kind of carbohydrate-rich, 
starchy, and delicious snack. 

In Alabama, though, the fun 
is going to have to stop. Starting 
next year, state employees will 
receive medication screenings, 
including a test of body mass 
index. Those that are deemed 
obese will be charged an ad-
ditional $25 dollars a month in 
health insurance if they don’t do 
something about their weight. 

 Making history with the 
very fi rst “fat tax” in the nation, 
Alabama’s new rule will affect 
over 37,000 people. But more 
than 304,000,000 will be af-
fected if a 10 to 20% excise is 
placed on fatty foods all over 
the country. 

ObamaCare is like the Cha-
nel bag I have my eye on. It’s 
gorgeous and practical (for fi t-
ting my stuff), but I’d quite lit-

erally have to sell my kidney 
in order to ever actually buy it. 
National healthcare is ideal, but 
we just can’t afford it right now.

America loves two things: 
food and freedom. We idolize 
Paris Hilton’s holocaust –vic-
tim physique, but what really 
gets us off is watching her eat 
Burger King’s latest creation. 
America is the 
only country 
where you will 
fi nd fl oating 
grills and fried 
Oreos for sale. 
We can’t get 
enough calo-
ries. But even 
more essential 
to the Ameri-
can is a sense 
of liberty. 

This coun-
try is founded 
on freedom. 
The pilgrims 
tapped out 
of England,  
King James 
,and tyranni-
cal bullshit 
and threw 
down the big-
gest feast of 
all time. They 
combined the 
two things we 
are the most 
thankful for 
into one epic 
event. A hun-
dred or so years later, our found-
ing fathers each signed their 
John Hancock on the Declara-
tion of Independence, and we 

broke away for good.
There’s a little bit of that 

fury still raging in our blood. 
You can see it on the faces of 
the reverent crowd at a baseball 
game. The Yankee fan is stand-
ing right next to a guy in a Red 
Socks cap, but he’s got his head 
down and forgets his shirt says, 
“Buck Foston” for a good three 

seconds. We are proud to be 
Americans, where at least we 
know we’re free. And we don’t 
like to be told “no.”

Fighting For (The) Freedom (To Feast) 
We didn’t like it when we 

couldn’t practice Christianity 
the way we wanted to, and we 
went absolutely wild when they 
tried to take away liquid cour-
age. People in Alabama will 
have to open speakeasies that 
serve Twinkies, though I doubt 
those fl apper dresses would 
look good on anyone with a 

BMI over 23.
The proposed food 

and beverage tax can-
not be justly compared 
with Alabama’s obesi-
ty ban, but it still rais-
es a few questions. A 
similar tax is currently 
placed on cigarettes, 
which cause birth de-
fects, cancers,  heart 
disease, limb ampu-
tations, stroke, and 
death. Fatty snacks 
and drinks cause acne 
and weight gain. 

It’s basically be 
healthy or pay for it. 
Rather, be healthy or 
pay for ObamaCare.  
Over the next 10 
years, a 10% tax could 
raise $552 billion and 
a 20% tax could raise 
$937. 

Now, this is all 
coming from an 
Obama fan. I like the 
idea of nationalized 
health care (and a re-
duced defi cit) even 
more than I want that 

Chanel bag. But just as I won’t 
be selling my kidney, I really 
don’t think we should give up 
our freedom to feast. 

Of course it’s healthier to 
consume the things that won’t 
be taxed. If we all ran to Whole 
Foods right now, we’d have 
smaller jeans and blood pres-
sure readings. Our skin would 
be better and so would our cho-
lesterol. We’d be at a lower risk 
for a shit ton of weight-induced 
diseases, and the golden arches 
would accumulate dust. 

It’s also healthier to sleep 8 
hours a night, to drink 64 ounc-
es of water and eat an apple 
each day, and to exercise three 
times a week. In fact, we’d have 
health care paid for and a god-
damn surplus within six months 
if we started placing taxes on 
that stuff right now! Everyone 
can log the hours they spend 
sleeping, an average under 6 
hours and you pay, say, an extra 
$15 dollars a month when you 
send money in to Uncle Sam. 
Drink less than 48 ounces of 
water or forget that apple, and 
be sure to throw in another $18. 
And in the case you were too 
busy watching Lost to get off 
your ass and make it to the gym, 
that’ll be $20 dollars, please. 

It doesn’t stop. Winston do-
ing jumping jacks under video 
surveillance by threat of death in 
1984 is really only 4 leaps and a 
hop away from this fat tax. Fat-
bottomed girls already make the 
world go round, should they re-
ally have to pay for the nation’s 
health care too?

I just threw the toasted chips 
tab in my trash basket. I’m not 
saving more for later.

“You’re look-
ing a little 
thick around 
the middle, 
Mr. Smith. 
And when was 
the last time 
you got a good 
night’s sleep? 
This is going to 
cost you.”

because they were denied hous-
ing, or maybe it was an older 
kid in a club. Maybe you took 
a senior home your freshman 
year (you badass), but at some 
point, everyone realizes there 
are a plethora of apartments 
all around our verdant, movie-
set campus. “But my good sir,” 
you may scoff, “what for would 
I leave the protection of these 
castle walls? Beyond our hal-
lowed gates lie roving bands of 
highwaymen, and I am loathe 
to put myself at the mercy of a 
cruel landlady, who may be an 
enchantress or trickster.” Well, 
Olde Timey Student, on some 
level, you may be right.  Crime 
in the Belmont neighborhood is 
up dramatically this year. Peo-
ple are getting mugged at gun-, 
knife- and taser-point in record 
numbers.

Crime sucks, and the fact 
that it’s increasing dramati-
cally is certainly cause for con-
cern. But the fact is, New York 
City is, well, a city. Cities have 
crime. Unless you’re some sort 
of super-nerd or friendless vir-
gin, you’re going to be going 
off campus anyway. Mathemati-
cally speaking, you’re probably 

by Sam Wadhams
ARTS CO-EDITOR

When you get to college, 
you think life is fantastic. Your 
parents are gone, you can smoke 
all the cigarettes you want, you 
can even drink and screw and 
punch holes in your walls, and 
Mommy and Daddy can’t stop 
you. “College is the best thing 
evarrr!” you’ll probably say to 
yourself. But guess what, fucko: 
you’re way off. Even when 
you’re living in your dorm 
with all your bros and she-bros 
(see pg. 10), you’re still under 
somebody’s thumb. Mama and 
Pappy’s watchful eyes are off of 
you, and you can maybe sneak 
a couple of cans of cold Natural 
into your room while you play 
Halo or watch Boondock Saints, 
but you’re still dealing with 
RA’s, RD’s, Security Guards, 
uppity Desk Assistants and 
Dean Rog. Congrats, you’ve 
swapped one devil for another.

But when you’re living in 
your little piece of dormitory 
honeycomb, each and every one 
of you knows that there is some-
thing better out there. Maybe it 
was one of your friends mov-
ing off campus freshman year 

going to be spending more time 
“off campus” going from cam-
pus to places like the bar, three-
dollar subs and the subway than 
if you actually live off-campus. 
Put that in your pipe and smoke 
it outside your dorm, freezing 
cold, in the middle of winter un-
til your hands turn blue.

But all of these are re-
sponses to hypothetical objec-
tions, which ignore all of the 
reasons one would want to live 
off campus. First and foremost, 
the sweet, sweet freedom is 
intoxicating—almost as in-
toxicating as all the intoxicants 
you’ll abuse with your sweet, 
sweet freedom. Depending on 
your roommates, if you want to 
smoke, smoke. This means no 
more outdoor cigarette breaks, 
sneaky pot missions or what-
kind-of-asshole-are-you looks 
when you occasionally smoke 
a cigar. Also, the fear of what-
ever dick RA is on duty putting 
his ear up to your door to hear 
clinking bottles is gone. No lon-
ger are you forced to drink Nat-
ty Light like some impoverished 
hill-dweller. Now you can drink 
tall bottles of delicious Molson 
XXX like some sort of mildly-

impoverished hill-dweller.  I’m 
not saying you have to, I’m not 
saying it makes you do anything 
you wouldn’t ordinarily do, but 
I am saying should you want to 
do anything, it sure gets easier.  
Similarly, when you live with 
three other people the sign in 
policy quickly becomes “if your 
friend breaks my shit you owe 
me money.” This is incredibly 
convenient, should you opt to 
have a buxom young female or 
buff young male spend the night 
or twenty minutes between 
classes with you. But this is 
also convenient when you want 
to watch a movie, have some 
friends over for pizza, throw a 
small party or have a nightcap—
a bangin’ nightcap.

Depending on your fi nancial 
status or laziness, food quickly 
becomes either your best friend 
or worst enemy. Even the most 
absurdly prepared pan-fried 
Costco meal quickly and force-
fully supersedes the caf in terms 
of quality. A copy of The Joy of 
Cooking, a tub of sour cream, 
a twenty pound sack of pota-
toes and a few pounds of bacon 
will literally last you weeks—or 
as long as you continue to like 

baked potatoes. Even basic cu-
linary skills, combined with 
the absurd cost-effectiveness of 
Bronx delis and supermarkets 
will yield incredible dividends. 
That said, if you’re a poor bum 
with no desire to cook, you’ll 
eat nothing but three dollar subs 
and cheese by the pound and die 
of scurvy.

But ultimately joining the 
landed gentry means taking on 
both freedom and responsibil-
ity.  Paying rent on an apart-
ment is the closest many of us 
will come to home ownership 
for some time (if not forever). 
You’re gaining near-total free-
dom at the cost of fi guring out 
how to get your cable installed, 
paying rent, and performing last 
minute repairs to regain your 
security deposit. Learn to cook 
your own food and replace light 
bulbs and you can pretty much 
do whatever the hell it is you 
want. Just never forget you’re 
living with the consequences of 
whatever horrible fuckups you 
will undoubtedly perpetrate—
but then again, YOLO.

I, The Landed Gentry
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By Chris Gramuglia 
STAFF BANG AND BREAK-
FEST

“Who are you?” You yawn 
as you open your bloodshot 
eyes after a long night of drink-
ing. It’s 12:30 on Saturday af-
ternoon, and for the life of you, 
you can’t remember where the 
last 12 hours have gone. And 
surprise, surprise your bed 
space has shrunk by about half, 
and there’s a mess of someone 
else’s hair in your face. That’s 
right, as much joy as denying it 
would yield, you got busy last 
night. You did the bad thing—
with a stranger no less!

“Wait, what? You don’t re-
member me!” The person hog-
ging your covers fi nally shrieks, 
which, in your current hungov-
er state, sounds like it’s coming 
through about a hundred fuck-
ing loudspeakers turned up to 
ten.

“Guess not,” you grumble 
as you pull the covers back 
over your head to somehow 
block out the inevitable tickle 
of shame you feel creeping 
on your shoulder like a spider 
wearing broken heels and a 
cranberry-vodka stained dress. 
The door slams, and the muffl ed 
laughter of your roommates fi lls 
your ears. 

“Never again.” You lie to 
yourself. “Never again.” 

I’m sure this all sounds fa-
miliar to, I don’t know, every-

one? We’ve all been there, and 
I’d almost like to say that inco-
herent drunk sex that is seldom 
remembered the next day is 
nothing to be ashamed of, but 
somehow I fi nd myself unable 
to agree. I can already hear the 
“Van Wilders” of Fordham ac-
cusing me of 
blasphemy. 
“You’re a 
tool, man! 
Getting laid 
is awesome!” 
The college-
loving bros 
are shouting. 
Listen dude, I 
totally agree. 
As humans, 
God’s great-
est creations, 
we need to 
f o r n i c a t e 
with each 
other—a lot. 
And what 
better time to 
do it other than in our twenties, 
when the hormone thermometer 
is on the verge of exploding? 
Still, I fi nd something disturb-
ing about the lack of passion, 
the absence of amour behind it 
all. Then again, maybe I’m the 
one who’s missing something. 
Perhaps I don’t see what the al-
lure is in a mouth that tastes a 
little like puke, pizza, and just 
the right amount of cigarettes. I 
guess I never really understood 

why it was considered optional 
to remember someone’s name 
before blurting something like, 
“Hey, I know it’s 4:30, and the 
sun will be up soon, but I’ve got 
a blu-ray copy of Twilight at my 
apartment. You should come 
over and check it out.” Yeah, 

right, Twilight will get the juices 
fl owing. Good choice buddy. 

Maybe the sex itself is 
what’s better, although I’m still 
doubtful on this. I don’t know 
about some of the other gentle-
men out there, but I happen to 
fi nd it a little disappointing 
when my “star player” tells me 
that he’s ready for the game, but 
then hides in the dugout when 
the team really needs him. For 
those who are confused, I am 

alluding to what is more com-
monly known as whiskey dick. 
I’m sure fl accidity is a big con-
fi dence booster for ladies, too. 
Also, I think there’s something 
known as “star-fi sh syndrome” 
which seems to have earned a 
fair amount of disdain from my 

fellow man, 
and comes 
almost ex-
c l u s i v e l y 
from being 
too drunk 
and slug-
gish to give 
a crap about 
who’s actu-
ally having 
a full body 
seizure on 
top of you. 

Accord-
ing to the 
v e r i t a b l e 
information 
database we 
call Wikipe-

dia, practitioners of the sexual 
discipline referred to as Tantra 
maintain that “sex and sexual 
experiences are a sacred act 
which is capable of elevating 
it’s participants to a higher spiri-
tual plane.” They often refer to 
something called “Kundalini” 
energy, which results in a total 
body orgasm and a level of high-
er consciousness. Okay, okay, 
I’ll admit, that all seems a little 
heavy and dramatic to a regular 

old twenty-something looking 
for some late-night company. 
Most of the time it’s all in fun, I 
get it. But I have to ask: would it 
kill you to maybe offer them to 
stay the night after you’ve done 
the nasty, so they don’t wind 
up wandering half-naked in the 
Bronx at three in the morning? 
Would it be that much of a pain 
in the ass to stumble out of bed 
a few minutes early and fry up 
some blueberry pancakes for 
that person still tangled in your 
sheets, regardless of if you ever 
plan on seeing her ever again? 
Who knows, you might even 
laugh about the whole thing 
over breakfast Seth Rogan style, 
instead of feeling dirty all over 
and making empty promises to 
yourself that you’ll never drink 
again. 

To those who think I’m just 
taking a big piss on all the fun 
parts of being in college, well 
I guess I’m just old-fashioned. 
Either that or I’ve read one too 
many Nicholas Sparks books 
and my view has been per-
manently skewed toward the 
romantic side of things. All I 
can really ask is that next time 
you’re about to don a pair of 
beer goggles that will most cer-
tainly land you in the express 
lane to fuck-my-life city, just 
make you sure you have plenty 
of pancake batter, some extra 
PJ’s and a good sense of humor.

That was Fun. Now Get the Hell Out:
A New Perspective on the Random Hook-Up

  

“Hey, uh—shit, what’s your 
name? Well, anyway, how do 
you like your eggs?”

by Mickie Meinhardt
STAFF ARCHAEOLOGIST

The year is 1992. Dr. Dre 
releases The Chronic, The Real 
World debuts on MTV, we are 
all drinking juice boxes and 
watching Ren & Stimpy, and out 
in the middle of a dusty road in 
Ethiopia an ex-paleontology-
grad student fi nds a worn down 
molar belonging to the “missing 
link” between humans and apes. 
It was a good year.

The fi nd was the fi rst piece 
of the partial skeleton now 
dubbed Ardipithecus ramidus, 
or “Ardi,” an early hominid 
(man-ape) species that sent the 
scientifi c community into an 
uproar by predating the then-
oldest fossil, “Lucy,” by 1.2 
million years. Lucy (the nick-
name of a different hominid 
species, Australopithecus afa-
rensis) was found in 1974 and 
dated at 3.2 million years old—
at the time, the oldest hominid 
fossil ever found. Lucy set fos-
sil hunters off on the search for 
the “missing link” by disprov-
ing the then-current hypothesis 
that higher intelligence came 
before physical separation with 
apes. Her skull and leg bones re-
vealed she was bipedal, yet had 
the same size brain as ancient 
apes. Thus, homo sapien’s an-
cestors walked long before they 
had large, developed brains, 
revealing a physical separation 
from early, quadrupedal apes. 
Lucy’s pelvis and feet structure 
are very similar to modern hu-

man’s bones, and she had ca-
nines and molars smaller than 
in apes. To demonstrate: 2001: 
A Space Odyssey shows an ape 
discovering the use of tools by 
spectacularly smashing bones to 
soaring music. This was at the 
time an accurate portrayal of 
the day’s theories: intelligence 
came fi rst, then 
the walking 
upright, larger 
brains, etc. Lu-
cy’s compara-
bly sized brain 
relative to her 
ape contem-
poraries, but 
drastically dif-
ferent physical 
characteristics, 
proved this hy-
pothesis false. 
The dominant 
theory that then 
sprung from 
Lucy’s discov-
ery said that hu-
mans evolved 
from apes, and the fossil record 
was simply lacking the transi-
tional species that would show 
exactly how such a change oc-
curred. So, since 1974, the fos-
sil witch-hunt has been in search 
of said “missing link.” Eighteen 
years later, along came Ardi and 
everything went to shit. 

Just kidding! Ardi’s discov-
ery did disrupt the theories of the 
past 30 years, but in an entirely 
benefi cial way. Through the 
study of Ardi, the reconstruc-

tion of her bones, and examina-
tion of the area in which she was 
found, archeologists have con-
jectured that humans are not de-
scended from chimps and apes 
after all. Rather, primates and 
humans shared a single com-
mon ancestor very long ago and 
developed as entirely separate 

species, despite displaying very 
similar characteristics. Habita-
tion in similar environments 
with similar developmental de-
mands made them physically 
related, yet by the time of Lucy 
and Ardi they were no longer the 
same species. The team of pale-
ontologists studying Ardi noted 
many characteristics in her skull 
showing this differentiation: 
Ardi’s face juts out less than a 
chimp’s does; her skull sits atop 
her spinal chord like a bipedal 

hominid’s, not like a quadru-
pedal ape’s; her teeth lack the 
pointed, sharpened canines that 
chimps have. These traits are 
also found in two older, previ-
ously discovered hominid spec-
imens—a 6-7 million year-old, 
far more ape-like hominid skull, 
and a 5.5 million year old set of 
teeth—displaying that humans’ 
evolutionary trail was separate 
from the apes’ path. The “miss-
ing link” idea was then outdated 
– we are now searching not for 
a link, but for the whole chain.

With such a revolutionary 
discovery, many are asking why 
the fi ndings and studies are only 
now being published in Octo-
ber 2009, when the discovery 
was made in December 1992. 
The problem: Ardi’s skeleton 
was basically roadkill. Eons of 
ancient rhino and mastodon had 
crushed her bones and ground 
them into the mud, splintering 
them into hundreds of minis-
cule pieces and rendering them 
so fragile they literally turned to 
dust when touched. Tim White, 
leader of Ardi’s archeological 
team, had to eventually remove 
large blocks of sediment from 
the fi eld to the lab in order to 
carefully fi nish excavating the 
fossils. The pieces couldn’t be 
brushed to clean off dirt, as they 
were so powdery the bristles 
would erode the fossil itself.  
Instead, they were put under 
microscopes and painstakingly 
cleaned by White himself using 
syringes and dental tools. This 

process alone took years. After-
wards, the literally hundreds of 
fragments had to be aligned and 
scanned into computers for digi-
tal reconstructions. The ex-stu-
dent who found the fossils, Gen 
Suwa, spent nine years learning 
the reconstruction technology 
and eventually racked up 1000 
hours assembling 65 pieces to 
form a virtual skull. They then 
redid the process, for the entire 
skeleton—10 times. After each 
reconstruction, the team would 
compare their virtual skeleton 
with both older and younger 
fossils in labs and museums, 
such as the two previously men-
tioned skulls, to make sure their 
estimations correlated with evo-
lutionary developments of that 
time frame. After 10 reconstruc-
tions, White believed they had 
an accurate depiction and steps 
could be taken towards publish-
ing. So, 17 years later, we’re 
fi nally hearing about it. Better 
late than never, eh?

However, like much of the 
fossil record, the studies of Ardi 
are still inconclusive. The new 
hypothesis of separate ape and 
human evolutions is just that: a 
hypothesis. It would be fantastic 
to think this was the conclusion, 
that Ardi solved the mystery of 
evolution once and for all. But 
people thought the same thing 
in 1974, and look where we are 
now. Stanley Kubrick did not, 
after all, really know the story 
of evolution. God bless.

Move Over, Lucy. There’s a New Missing Link on the Block.

“Lucy be rockin’ 
that green envy/
Cro-Magnon ain’t 
got nothin’ on me”
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by Dennis Ryan
STAFF SEPARATIST

This January, the Democrat-
ic Party won the White House 
and both houses of Congress; 
ten months later we have uni-
versal health care, we’re out of 
Iraq, Rush Limbaugh died of a 
heart attack due to years of fatty 
foods and Oxycontin, and Glenn 
Beck is in a mental institution 
because of his paranoia about 
a racist president and his Mor-
monism (because that religion 
is the craziest of them all)—and 
then I woke up. The Democratic 
Party, with fi libuster proof ma-
jorities in both houses of Con-
gress and an allegedly liberal 
president cannot get one piece 
of liberal legislation passed. 
Now I pose the question to you, 
as Stephen Colbert has done 
so many times before: are they 
pussies, or the biggest pussies?

We live in a country in 
which a liberal majority can-
not get anything done because 
the Religious Right minority 
is louder and just batshit crazy 
enough to scare the crap out of 
the Democratic Party. The Con-
servatives (and their extreme 
brothers affectionately nick-
named the Teabaggers) go out 
and protest the President like 
it’s 1865 and we’re taking away 
their slaves from them again, 
and the “Liberals” in Congress 
and the White House just let it 
happen. They cannot even pass 
a piece of healthcare legisla-
tion with a public option that 
seventy-seven percent of the na-

tion wants because they are so 
afraid of the twenty-three per-
cent of the nation that screams 
the loudest.

When we elected President 
Obama and his band of Demo-
crats we were promised change 
and we have received nothing. 
How does a party with such a 
strong majority allow nothing 
to be accomplished? I’ll tell 
you who would have accom-
plished something in the fi rst 
ten months with such a strong 
majority in Congress and the 
White House: the Republicans. 
As hard as this is for me to say, 
I think the Democrats need to 
take a page out of the Repub-
lican playbook and stop car-
ing about bipartisanship. They 
need to start caring about what 
they were elected to do: change 
this nation from a right-wing 
crazy-Christian nation, into a 

left-wing, dare I say, European 
nation. Imagine a country where 
you could just walk into a hos-
pital and not worry about bills. 
God, that seems just terrible.  

You and I can picture this 
country, and allegedly President 
Obama and the Democrats in 
Congress can picture this coun-
try. They are just too afraid to 
do anything about it. Ask Max 
Baucus, Chairman of the Sen-
ate Finance Committee; he is 
so afraid of this that he allowed 
the public-option to fail in his 
committee. What else, other 
than fear, could cause a man to 
let an amendment to a bill fail 
that seventy-seven percent of 
the nation wants—unless it’s 
the $400,000 that Max Baucus 
gets from the health care indus-
try each year.

Another problem with the 
Democratic Party is that they 
are letting states that don’t mat-
ter run our country. You may 
say “Oh you’re just saying that 
because you’re from New York 
and you think you’re better than 
everyone else,” well yes, I am 
a New Yorker (by New Yorker 
I mean somebody from New 
York City, Long Island or West-
chester), so I do believe that my 
opinion, and the opinion of my 
fellow New Yorkers, should hold 
more weight than somebody 
from Montana. Why is Max 
Baucus’ opinion regarded more 
highly than Chuck Schumer’s 
opinion? Why is New York fi f-
tieth out of fi fty-one in amount 
of government money received 

when Alas-
ka is num-
ber one? 
Democrats 
are selling 
us down 
the river 
b e c a u s e 
they are 
too afraid 
to combat 
the Con-
f e d e r a t e 
States of 
America.

W e 
L i b e r a l s 

need to start our own party. A 
party that is progressive and not 
afraid to combat big business 
and the conservatives of Amer-
ica.  We need to give up on the 
Democratic Party because it is 
going nowhere fast and we need 
to get off of the sinking ship. We 
should have a party that fi ghts 
for single-payer health care, 
pacifi sm, and the human rights 
of all the people in the world. 
We should revolt from the con-
straints of this two party system 
and pave our own path.

After looking through all 
of the facts, I believe that we 
see that Democrats are indeed 
pussies. We need to show them 
how we feel and stop support-
ing them if they don’t take on a 
more liberal agenda, or we can 
move to France. Either way it’s 
a good deal.

by Sean Bandfi eld
STAFF SMOKED GOUDA

Oh the cheese shop, that 
remnant of a by-gone era when 
people actually went to the 
market and, like John Cleese’s 
character in the famous Python 
sketch, knew the difference be-
tween Red Leicester and Ven-
ezuelan Beaver Cheese. I had 
entered a cheese shop once in 
Germany, and though I couldn’t 
remember a single name or 

brand, the memory of an entire 
store stocked with cheeses of all 
sizes, colors, and geometrical 
permutations ignited within me 
a spark of curiosity. I decided 
one day that I would fi nd the fi n-
est cheese shop that New York 
had to offer, and would uncover 
for myself the mythical world of 
cheese. Just call me an adven-
turer. 

What follows is a guide for 
any timid beginners looking to 
expand their lactic appreciation. 
In other words, anyone who 
thinks that Crackerbarrel’s Ex-
tra Sharp Cheddar is a better-
than-average cheese. In other 
words, you.

If you’re not in a very ad-
venturous mood, but you still 
want a cheese that goes beyond 
the humdrum aforementioned 
Crackerbarrel, then I would 
highly recommend Cabot’s 
Clothbound Cheddar. Even the 
most discriminatory cheese 
lovers will admit that Cabot’s 
Clothbound is one of, if not 
THE, best cheddars you can get. 
The pastoral notes and grassy 
subtleties of this cheese mingle 
perfectly with the classic ched-
dar fl avor, with not too much 
tang and not too much crumble. 
Though the price tag is a bit 
high, you truly can’t go wrong.

If you’re in the mood for a 
classy blue cheese, then Tux-
ford and Tebbutt’s Stilton is 

simply without parallel. Stilton 
is a special type of blue cheese, 
and only several creameries 
within a small part of England 
are allowed to legally call their 
cheeses Stilton (cheese-folk 
ain’t nuttin’ ta mess wit). Tux-
ford and Tebbutt’s is the best 
Stilton there is; it has a decadent 
creaminess that is contrasted 
perfectly with its moldy bite, 
and it combines gorgeously 
with plum bread or honey. It’s 

also a perfect blue for new tast-
ers, as it’s not strongly acidic 
like the famous Roquefort and 
other blues. (This acidity is due 
to butyric acid, the same stuff 
that’s in rancid butter, vomit, 
AND THAT SATANIC GING-
KO TREE BY THE LIBRARY 
(see last issue)). This cheese is 
a personal favorite of mine, and 
I like to picture Heaven as an 
eternity of being served large 
chunks of Stilton sandwiched 
between two pieces of Stilton 
while relaxing in a hot-tub full 
of Stilton. Yep.

As far as soft French chees-
es go, you’re entering more 
dangerous territory. When you 
hear about smelly cheese, these 
are usually what people are talk-
ing about. Now, not all French 
cheeses reek of feet and death; 
some of them have a pleasant 
mild scent, like the classic Brie. 
To open up your palate to this 
category, I would suggest Robi-
ola. It’s thick, smooth, and very 
buttery. If you want something 
with a bit more presence, go 
for Saint Marcellin. It has an 
agreeable runniness with sa-
vory, earthy, mushroom fl avors. 
And while I would encourage 
you to try all sorts of French 
cheeses, prepare yourself for a 
powerful and unpredictable ex-
perience. Just because a cheese 
smells mild doesn’t mean it will 
taste mild, and just because it 
smells like Grandma’s socks 

doesn’t mean it will taste like 
Grandma’s socks. I’ve never 
had an Epoisse before, but ap-
parently its odor has made it an 
illegal item to carry on French 
subways—which reminds me: 
approach with moderate caution 
any cheese that shares company 
with toxic chemicals and high-
grade explosives.

If soft cheeses don’t cream 
your coffee, then explore the 
world of aged hard cheeses. 
These cheeses are often nutty, 
caramelly, and sweet. Rooma-
no (NOT to be confused with 
Italian Romano) is a relative 
of Gouda that has been aged 
for three years. It’s sweet and 
crumbly, and has small pockets 
of crunchy calcium deposits. 
Mimolette, a rather fascinating 
cheese, is covered in little in-
sects called cheese mites while 
aging. The mites eat the outside 
layer, their digestive juices pro-
viding the cheese with fl avor, 
and their bores allowing aera-
tion. This may sound gross, but 
the mites are cleaned off before 
the cheese is sold. Mimolette 
can be aged anywhere from 12 
to 36 months (the older the bet-
ter in my book), and when ready 
it has a dull brown rind with a 
vivid orange fl esh, bearing a 
striking resemblance to a halved 
cantaloupe. 

Also, be sure to examine 
the cold case of any fi ne cheese 
shop. There you’ll likely fi nd 
fresher products like Mozza-
rella, yogurts, and other fi ne 
selections. You may even come 
across some Gjetost, a Nor-
wegian cheese made from the 
boiled whey of Goat’s milk. 
When done, the cheese has a dis-
tinct brown color, and tastes like 
a mixture of American Cheese 
and caramel. With fresh melon, 
it provides a unique treat.

Now that you’re ready to 
eat your arteries solid, here are 
some fi nal pointers. First and 
foremost, Murray’s Cheese 
will satisfy all of your needs 
and more. Located on Bleecker 
Street in the Village, as well 
as in Grand Central Terminal, 
Murray’s is your one-stop shop. 
If they don’t carry it, you have 
no right wanting it. Also, have 
an idea of what you want before 
you go. The display at any fi ne 
cheese shop will startle the un-
prepared, so do some research 
and write up a list (get lost 
browsing www.murrayscheese.
com for ideas). Lastly, don’t 
be afraid to ask for samples; 
any cheese shop worth its ren-
net will be more than happy to 
let you try something before 
purchasing it—just be sure you 
don’t sample eighty cheeses 
without buying anything. 

So do not go gentle into that 
mediocre dairy aisle. Explore! 
The world of cheese is one with 
an infi nite number of possibili-
ties, all of which will delight 
you and those around you with 
cheesy ecstasy.

Sailing the Seas of  Cheese Democrats May or May Not 
Need to Grow a Pair

Democrats are currently about this effective.

Drop your Kraft Easy 
Cheese, son. You’ve reached 

the Promised Land.
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Today is my last day in this 
apartment. My room is in boxes. 
In a few hours my dad will be 
here with the truck and he will 
take me home, where I’m stay-
ing for a few months.

I will miss what most of my 
friends are going to miss about 
this apartment: the fi re escape. 
We have a top fl oor fi re escape 
with a view of the hospital and a 
few standard oak trees between 
the buildings adjacent to this 
one. There’s also the precari-
ous access to the roof, if you’re 
willing to climb the vertical lad-
der with no safety system and a 
four story drop should you be 
clumsy. The view is fuller up 
there. You can see the afore-
mentioned, plus the top of the 
Catholic Church down the block 
and the satellite dishes lined up 
like rows of corn on other build-
ings. It’s also where I had my 
favorite kiss under the worst 
circumstances.

But that’s not what I want to 
talk about.

I want to talk about an expe-
rience unique to me, the setting 
of which was on the fi re escape. 
Once I was sitting out my win-
dow, drinking a whiskey and 
reading a poet whose work is 
very dear to me. Looking up and 
over from my reading, I noticed 
a little Hispanic girl, probably 
no more than seven or eight 
years old, watch-
ing me. When she 
realized she had 
my attention she 
waved and smiled 
from behind her 
window in the 
building whose 
front was around 
the corner from 
mine. I waved 
back and contin-
ued reading, but 
got distracted be-
cause every time I 
would look up she 
would be there 
and wave to me. 
Eventually, my 
visiting brother 
came out and she 
had gone while 
we were talking.

A few weeks 
later I was in a 
similar spot, hav-
ing a glass of wine 
and deciding if I 
was really going 
to continue my just-started habit 
of smoking (I  missed the start-
ing gun and was later than is re-
ally acceptable for picking up 
smoking cigarettes), eyeing the 
pack on the windowsill when 
I looked over and noticed the 
girl again. This time, though, 
the window was open and her 
younger sister (estimated age 
fi ve) was there. She started 
talking to me, but it was diffi -
cult to understand her between 

their child’s enunciation, use of 
Spanish and inability to hear on 
my part. But what I remember 
is that she said something about 
her mom not being home, which 
is presumably how she was able 
to talk for so long instead of be-
ing told to come away from the 
window and the young man get-
ting himself drunk in the middle 
of the afternoon. Then she asked 
me where my parents were, and 
I tried to explain that they didn’t 
live here, that I was by myself, 
but they kept asking “where are 
they?” with a look of concern. I 
told them they lived in Pennsyl-
vania, having no idea if they had 
a sense of where that was. Even 
if they did, I don’t think they 
would have grasped the concept 
any better.

Then it was siblings. The 
older girl wanted to know if I 
had any, if they were “big” or 
“little,” and all of their names. 
Since I have fi ve siblings, I gave 
them an abridged account, tell-
ing them I had a “little” brother 
named James and a “big” sister 
named Meggan. They kept re-
peating the names, trying them 
out loud on their tongues and 
struggling to remember them. 
When they asked where they 
were, I had to explain that they 
too lived far away, in differ-
ent parts of the country than 
even my parents lived. It really 
seemed to bother them that I 
was by myself.

“No one?”
“No one. Just me.”
“No parents?”
“I see them, but they don’t 

live with me.”
“No brothers or sisters?”
“They don’t live here either. 

I live here by myself.”
She stopped and thought 

about it.
I’ve come to like kids. When 

I was younger they really got on 
my nerves, very much in the “I 

wasn’t like that when I was that 
age sense” sense. The children 
in my neighborhood would al-
ways be trying to get me to play 
games I was obviously above, 
or talking to me about things 
I felt I couldn’t dumb myself 
down for. When my sisters had 
kids and I was offi cially an un-
cle, I came around, started to see 
their awkward dance routines as 
funny, and didn’t mind attend-
ing each night’s “performance” 
as they barreled into the living 
room to get our entire family 
to come downstairs and watch. 
They made me think, “At least 
they still have a chance.” They 
could be happy or stay happy.

Which is why when I was 
asked what was in my glass, I 
guiltily lied and told them it was 
juice, and why I let my cigarettes 
stay hidden on the window-
sill, even though I was drunk 
enough by now to want one. 
The younger one started leaning 
on the safety bars on the win-
dow, pointing at things and talk-
ing about them in Spanish, her 
sister translating. She pointed to 
the fi re escape on her building 
and asked me where my (Span-
ish word) were. I apologized 
for not understanding. She kept 
trying. Finally a boy from the 
window of another building a 
few fl oors down called up, “she 
means ‘clothes.’” He was older, 
but still probably no more than 
ten. I thanked him and answered 

“All my clothes are inside. 
Get down from the window. 
It’s not safe. I don’t want you 
to get hurt.” The younger one 
backed away a bit.

Then the older one asked, 
“Your mom. Is she like you?” 
I couldn’t tell what she meant. 
She rephrased. “Is she like 
you, or is she dark?” It was 
worded innocently enough, 
but it really made my heart 
sink. I took a deep breath be-
fore telling her, “She’s like 
me, she’s white.” “And your 
dad? Is he like you too? Or 
is he dark?” and I said, “He’s 
also like me. They’re both like 
me.” She thought about it. So 
did I. Her sister was hanging 
out the window again, and I 
tried to get her to go back in. 
“I don’t want you to get hurt.”

A woman yelled from the 
top fl oor of the building the 
boy was in. It was in Spanish, 
but it sounded like she was 
trying to get them to go away 
from the window, to which 

they seemed defi ant. I diffused 
the matter, or removed myself 
from it, by waving goodbye and 
going inside myself. I was start-
ing to get pretty drunk.

I haven’t seen them since 
then, but once I was laying in 
bed, about to go out for some 
errand or other, and I heard 
them shouting my name repeat-
edly, like the rooster in another 
nearby building that brings in 
the dawn for eight hours a day.

Don’t Look Down
(a fi ction)

“You there,
serious looking 
man! Whence 
might one procure 
a serious read of 
current world 
events, fi ne culture 
and sharp
opinions?”

“I do believe you 
might take

satisfaction from 
the paper, the 

highest quality 
periodical this 

side of the
Mason-Dixon 

Line.”

“Thank you, noble 
sir! I shall locate an 
issue post haste.”


