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We Want to be Used!

Respect for Lies?
Respect for Life’s Misleading Ad Campaign

by Caroline Egan
STAFF BETTY FRIEDAN

Like most Fordham students 
do, I pass numerous fl iers dur-
ing the day promoting cam-
pus events or clubs and ignore 
them. But this past Tuesday I 
came across three startling and 
offensive (not to mention de-
ceptive) advertisements from 
Fordham’s Respect for Life 
Club promoting their next meet-
ing. Although I inherently dis-
agree with Respect for Life’s 
anti-choice views, it is not their 
mission I have a problem with 
but rather their tactless advertiz-
ing tactics.

The fi rst has 
a cartoon image 
reminiscent of the 
Virgin Mary with 
a woman crying 
into a handker-
chief above the 
statement “1/2 of 
patients that enter 
an abortion clinic 
will never make it 
out.” At fi rst, this 
statistic struck me 
as suspect. If such 
a thing were true 
wouldn’t this be 
more well known? 
Then I realized—
in my pro-choice 
mind the patient is 
the woman. But for 
some pro-lifers, it’s 
the woman and the 
fetus. Naturally, if 
you think that life 
begins at the mo-
ment of conception, 
half the patients do 
die. Clearly Re-
spect for Life knows many peo-
ple will automatically assume 
the patient is just the woman 
and thus such a statement is ex-
traordinarily misleading.  This 
angered me, but I reminded 
myself that I attend a Catholic 
university where many of my 
peers adhere to more conserva-
tive stances, so I did not let the 
topic and the outright deceit get 
to me so much. 

This feeling changed as I 
walked down to the ground lev-
el of Jogues where I saw a large 
yellow poster with colorful bub-
ble letters asking “Who Loves 
Abortions?” Um… no one? 
Why would someone love abor-
tions? What a ridiculous ques-
tion to pose. The poster offered 
three possible answers: Women, 
Babies or Irresponsible Men, 
all with a little box to check the 
right answer: irresponsible men. 

Without realizing people 
were around me I blurted out 
“That is so offensive!” and re-
read it, wondering how such 
an offensive statement would 

be approved by OSL & CD? 
This poster is purely offensive 
to both men and women. First 
of all, it implies that the choice 
of having an abortion is in the 
hands of a man, not the pregnant 
woman. This is not altogether 
surprising, as this anti-choice 
group, like so many others, is 
headed by a man. And what the 
hell constitutes an irresponsible 
man? Is he irresponsible for 
having sex (probably pre-mari-
tal, because obviously the only 
people who have accidentally 
impregnated someone are un-
married miscreants)? Is he irre-
sponsible because he did not use 
protection (we will ignore the 

small chance that contraception 
fails)? It is the responsibility of 
both the man and the woman to 
use protection when engaging 
in sex for pleasure. Both sexes 
need to be held accountable for 
the use of contraception, wheth-
er that be women using birth 
control, or choosing not to have 
sex because neither of you have 
a condom. It is a woman’s and a 
man’s responsibility to have safe 
sex. Does Respect for Life think 
women are incapable of making 
sure all their sexual experiences 
are done safely and with contra-
ception (if the act requires it)? I 
would hope in this day and age 
women can be blamed for being 
irresponsible just as men are. It 
takes two to have sex and both 
involved should be expected to 
act responsibly.

The third sign I saw uses 
the commandment “Thou Shall 
Not Kill” (Oh, Catholic guilt!) 
with a picture of a sonogram. 
Now I’m not an OBGYN, but 
even I know that the fetus pic-
tured in the photo is clearly in 

its third trimester. In case Re-
spect for Life forgot to research 
when abortions are performed, 
60.5 % are performed within 
the fi rst eight weeks of gesta-
tion and 88.5 % within the fi rst 
twelve weeks. The only time 
an abortion would occur during 
the stage depicted in the photo 
would be if the woman’s life 
was in danger (it would be a 
forced c-section). 

We are in the 21st century 
and 79% of college students 
have had or are having sex. So, 
pre-marital sex can stop being 
such a taboo, Respect for Life; 
times are changing and sex is not 
just for procreation anymore. In 

addition to the deceptive 
and offensive nature of 
Respect for Life’s pro-
motional fl iers, I’m fl ab-
bergasted by the fact that 
the Offi ce of Student Life 
& Community Develop-
ment would approve such 
misleading and offensive 
club fl iers. The moment I 
encounter any of Respect 
for Life’s fl iers or events 
(especially their spring 
event where they have 
fl ags representing all the 
dead ‘babies’ out in front 
of Alpha House), I feel 
I’m being shamed for my 
personal views. There 
is no compassion for or 
recognition of women’s 
necessity for the option 
of safe and legal abor-
tions and no discussion 
of how the lack of com-
prehensive sex-education 
results in the need for 
abortions. Has Respect 
for Life asked Fordham to 

challenge their backward sexual 
health policies and provide con-
doms to the student body? That 
would probably be a more ef-
fective way of decreasing the 
number of unwanted pregnan-
cies on campus. 

Perhaps the most disturb-
ing aspect of these fl iers is that 
Respect for Life is looking for 
people who agree with these 
signs. It terrifi es me to think 
some one would read the yel-
low poster saying irresponsible 
men love abortions and think, 
“Hey! That’s so true! Irrespon-
sible men are the reason why 
abortions happen, those helpless 
women! Those victims of impu-
rity!” and then proceed to take 
an interest in the club and attend 
the meetings. 

I may not agree with Re-
spect for Life’s mission and I do 
not agree with many of the opin-
ions on this campus but it seems 
they are the only club who uses 
hate speech and deceptiveness 
to promote their club’s mission.

Just a few weeks ago, in our 
fi rst issue of the semester, 

we at the paper hypothesized 
that, as the people who bank-
roll this institution, students 
hold a lot of power. In this 
800-word power trip, we en-
couraged all students to do 
something to make a positive 
change on our campus, start-
ing with the cuts in the Walsh 
library’s hours. Well, as many 
of you may have heard, USG 
has announced that the library 
will now be open until 2AM. 
While the 24-hour study sec-
tion of the library has not been 
restored, we think this is still a 
big deal, and here’s why:

Individually, we’re all pret-
ty much powerless against any 
bureaucracy, including Ford-
ham. When we organize, how-
ever, we can have immense 
infl uence. This extension of 
the library’s hours proves that 
if enough of us organize, if 
enough of us whine and yell 
and demand change…Ford-
ham listens to us.

United Student Govern-
ment (USG) and Progressive 
Students for Justice (PSJ) have 
spent a lot of time and energy 
to organize student efforts to 
get the library’s 24-hour sec-
tion reopened, and they con-
tinue to work toward this end. 
We won’t lie; we at the paper 
were worried the student sup-
port for and interest in their 
campaigns would dwindle 
as weeks went by, midterms 
passed, and the 24-hour sec-
tion remained closed. But we 
had a good feeling when we 
participated in PSJ’s study-in 
last week (10/21/09), in which 
nearly 150 students showed up 
to study until they got kicked 
out at midnight. Hey, maybe 
the 900+ members of the Face-
book group “Reopening the 
Overnight Section of the Walsh 
Library” didn’t all feel the need 
to show up to convey the mes-
sage that the space is in fact 
used, but at least we weren’t 
the only ones who were still 
pissed about it.

In a statement released on 
Thursday, October 22, USG 
President and all-around cool 
dude John Gordon announced 
the extension of library hours. 
(Damn, right after the paper 
fi nished our last non-midterm 
week midterm.) USG met with 
Dr. Stephen Freedman, head of 
the Offi ce of Academic Affairs, 
the offi ce responsible for the li-
brary hour cuts due to budget 
woes. Gordon explained that 
the extension of hours, “was 
made possible by the gener-

ous and considerate support 
of Fordham College and the 
College of Business Admin-
istration, who will be allocat-
ing some of the funding from 
their discretionary budgets to 
offset the costs of keeping the 
library open.” This stuck out to 
us. In our article covering the 
closing of the all-night study 
zone (9/23/09) we explained 
what administrators had told 
us: Fordham has many sepa-
rate budgets, meaning that the 
money to keep the library open 
and the money spent on, say, 
McGinley’s renovations or late 
night programming, come from 
different budget pools. While 
we understood the concept, 
we found it hard to believe 
that someone in a position of 
power couldn’t put his or her 
foot down and reallocate funds 
for an important cause, such as 
keeping the library open. Ap-
parently we were right! Ford-
ham College and CBA gener-
ously reallocated some of their 
budgets to keep the library 
open later, which is great, but 
at the same time we wish the 
reallocated funds could have 
come from departments less 
vital to the student body.

We’re sure that PSJ, USG, 
and many other student organi-
zations (including yours truly) 
will continue to bitch and moan 
until the 24-hour section is re-
stored in its full glory. And we 
encourage all those groups to 
pressure for a seat at the table 
when these decisions are made, 
to seek budget transparency, 
and to pursue an open dialogue 
between Fordham students and 
administrators. However,  we 
think it’s important to acknowl-
edge what a big deal these two 
extra hours are. They are proof 
that if we all care about some-
thing passionately, Fordham 
has to care about it too. 

Like we mentioned before, 
the paper loves power trips. 
Our newfound confi dence in 
the power of the student body 
got us thinking…What should 
be the next issues Fordham stu-
dents organize around? Contra-
ception at the health center? A 
free speech space on campus? 
Reasonable dormitory sign-in 
policies? The possibilities are 
as endless as the change you 
want to see on campus, so we 
ask you to write to us (whether 
it be a letter to the editor or a 
full-blown article) about what 
you care about. We want to be 
a mouthpiece for the student 
body, so use us. 



page 10 the paper october 28, 2009

by Mickie Meinhardt
STAFF CAVITY

We Americans are fantastic 
at divesting original reasons 
for celebration from holidays 
and turning them into com-
mercialized, over-decorated 
excuses for eating and drinking. 
Halloween is no different. As 
most probably know, October 
31st festivities were initially a 
commemoration of the dead, 
dubbed “All Hallows Eve.” It 
was believed that on this day the 
souls of the departed returned to 
Earth, and various cultures de-
veloped different traditions to 
welcome these ghosts, includ-
ing large bonfi res with dancing, 
singing, storytelling, and offer-
ings of food for their deceased 
ancestors. The varying customs 
amalgamated when imported to 
America by our wealth of im-
migrants. The early pagan rites 
of old became celebrations of 
the harvest and of autumn in 
general, and the fl ood of Irish 
and English immigrants in the 
late 19th century introduced the 
ideas of costumed celebrations 
and going door to door asking 
for money or food. It became 
a national holiday of com-
munity, and at the turn of the 
century there were movements 
to remove “frightening” and 
“grotesque” elements. Thus the 
modern Halloween was born: 
more candy, less tradition, and 
a big focus on entertaining the 
young. In the 1950s the baby 
boomers made trick-or-treating 
what it is today as a cheap way 
to celebrate community and to 
quell the vandalism that had be-
come as much a part of the holi-
day as the other traditions. Par-
ents could prevent “tricks” by 
bribing their greedy spawn with 
sugar – welcome, new Ameri-
can consumerism tradition! 
Now Americans spend about 
$6.9 billion a year on Hallow-
een–only behind Christmas in 
ridiculously excessive celebra-
tory spending. 

Though we defi nitely have 
our faults, the one thing we 
Americans do very well is eat, 
and our penchant for sugar is 
the biggest on Earth – 96% of 
Americans have a regular urge 
for a sweet, and 2 out of 5 admit 
to having a “sweet tooth”. As of 
2002, we consumed 7.1 billion 
pounds of sugary goodness an-
nually: that’s $22 million worth. 
Currently Americans eat about 
a half a pound of candy (not in-
cluding baked goods) a week. 
Not that this is a bad thing at 
all. I am the last person to con-
demn National Eat-Free-Candy 
Day. It is well known that I 
have a ludicrously overdevel-
oped sweet tooth; I’ve shown 
up at the bar with penny candy 
watermelons in my purse, used 
my car’s glove compartment 

to store Cherry Ring Pops, and 
have brought enormous bags 
of candy to the paper’s print 
shop. Probably addicted. And 
while nutritionists the world 
over would have you think this 
is a veritable death sentence, 10 
years ago the Harvard School of 
Public Health published a study 
showing that people who regu-
larly eat candy live longer than 
those who don’t. Heyyyy, that’s 

awesome, I will outlive all of 
you (provided I don’t fi rst con-
tract diabetes). Plus, my overkill 
consumption has led to a very 
extensive knowledge of most 
types of candy and baked goods 
and their respective city ven-
dors. So to celebrate our won-
derful commercial holiday this 
Friday, I trekked to the Nirvana 
of candy stores I had long heard 
of but never visited – Economy 
Candy, on Rivington and Essex 
in the Lower East Side. 

 New York Magazine 
described Economy as “a candy 
variety & abundance that would 
leave Willy Wonka weeping in 
his cocoa”. Opened in 1937, it 
has almost every candy ever 
made; old-fashioned candy, 
chocolates, nuts, dried fruits, 
name-brand candy, and sugar 
free candy (for when I do actu-
ally get diabetes!). I had a mild 
stroke upon entering; the rela-
tively small store has confec-
tions cramming literally every 
inch of its space. It took me al-
most a half hour just to browse, 
and if there weren’t at least 4 
other people with equally as 
wide eyes and slack jaws as me, 
the salespeople probably would 
have asked questions. The old-
fashioned section regurgitated 
the best of my childhood with 
candy buttons, wax fangs, Nik-
L-Nip wax bottles, candy Legos, 
and those weird strawberry 

candies my ancient next-door 
neighbor used to give me. I bee-
lined to the gummy section for 
a 5lb bag (actual size) of gum-
my teeth, my favorite but sadly 
fairly hard to fi nd confection. I 
also picked up a couple boxes 
of candy cigarettes to fool my 
friends (never smoked a cigg in 
my life, bitches), and some can-
dy necklaces, you know, to jazz 
up my Friday night outfi t. I re-

ally wanted some of their choc-
olate covered dried fruit – they 
had mangos, papaya, and pine-
apple, among others – but it was 
only available in large quantities 
and I had to save my money for 
rare Irish licorice and giant dark 
chocolate pretzels. They even 
had their own Asian rice cracker 
trail mix. They sell almost any-
thing in enormous bulk bags 
too, making it decidedly more 
affordable than, say, Dylan’s “I-
will-deplete-your-life-savings” 
Candy Bar. Though pretty far 
out of the way, it’s defi nitely 
worth the journey. I now have 
enough supplies to at least make 
it through next weekend, the 
amount that would probably last 
a normal person a month. 

 Halloween, though 
stupidly hyped up and mass-
marketed, is a fantastic holiday. 
When else do you have an ex-
cuse to dress up as anything you 
want and eat candy until you 
puke (although likely you’ll be 
vomiting Skittle fl avored vod-
ka, not the actual confection). 
So head to the Bowery for a 
popcorn ball and Bit O’Honey 
at Economy and leave some 
Snickers on the doorstep for 
dead Grandma this All Hal-
lows Eve. Or embrace your in-
ner pagan and dance with skulls 
around a bonfi re to ancestral 
chants while drinking ale and 
roasting pigs. Either/or. 

by Jonathan Jacoby, Lindsay 
Kaufman, Shawn Lemerise, 
Nicole Marchand, Lauren 
Spears, Irene Wei
STAFF NEUTRAL

How would you feel if 
Fordham University commit-
ted to being carbon neutral by 
2020? Think about how proud 
you would be to be a part of the 
Fordham community.

We are a group of six Ford-
ham Graduate Business Admin-
istration students who chose 
to undertake a semester-long 
project of building consen-
sus amongst students, faculty, 
administrators, and alumni 
that Fordham University will 
achieve a zero carbon footprint 
by 2020. Little did we know this 
fall when we began our Man-
agement Sustainability seminar, 
“Getting Green Done,” that we 
were embarking on a journey, 
a journey to make Fordham an 
environmental leader.

Since we began the course, 
we have spent countless hours 
in class and outside exploring 
issues related to sustainability, 
particularly in business: what it 
means for the environment, how 
sustainability can be achieved, 
and the repercussions of con-
tinuing down the same path we 
are currently on as a society.  
We have also considered how 
we as a group can best effect 
change on a scale that is mean-
ingful both to us personally and 
to an entity that is larger than 
ourselves.  With the support and 
encouragement of the two other 
teams in our class, we con-
cluded that we should focus our 
energy on building a consensus 
to support carbon neutrality for 
Fordham.

As we researched this topic, 
we studied what other universi-
ties are doing as they lead the 
charge toward carbon neutral-
ity. We compared their efforts 
to Fordham’s current sustain-
ability efforts. What we have 
learned is that there is a univer-
sity Sustainability Committee 
that has been and continues to 
exert signifi cant effort to raise 
awareness within the Fordham 
community, engages in proj-
ects that reduce the university’s 
carbon footprint, and promotes 
sustainability in general. This 
committee was instrumental in 
having Fordham commit to re-
ducing its carbon footprint by 
30 percent by 2017. However, 
this past year our dear institu-
tion had been graded a C- by 
greenreportcard.org, an orga-
nization that aims to promote 
sustainability in colleges and 
universities by evaluating the 
sustainability efforts of institu-
tions of higher education in the 
United States and Canada. Very 
recently we were raised to a C+, 
a grade that is still one of the 
low scores amongst the partici-
pating universities in New York 
City.

Fordham’s commitment to 

reducing its carbon footprint 
by 30 percent by 2017 is cer-
tainly noble, but it is certainly 
not enough. 30 percent is a 
number that is easy to achieve; 
most colleges and universities 
can do 30 percent without much 
creativity and only moderate 
campus enthusiasm. Achieving 
a zero carbon footprint is hard. 
If something is not hard, is it re-
ally worth doing at all? We are 
not suggesting the university 
abandon its current commit-
ment; only suggesting that the 
Fordham community should ex-
pand upon this commitment and 
signifi cantly so.

We strongly believe that  as 
a community we must do better.  
We also believe that, as a com-
munity, we have an opportunity 
and a duty to make this great in-
stitution even greater. We urge 
Fordham to sign the American 
College and University Presi-
dent’s Climate Commitment 
(ACUPCC) with a bold prom-
ise to become carbon neutral by 
2020. The ACUPCC doctrine 
represents a pledge by universi-
ties to address climate change 
by eliminating their campuses’ 
greenhouse gases over time. 
To date, 657 colleges and uni-
versities have signed the com-
mitment. If you read through 
the list of institutions that have 
signed the document (www.
presidentsclimatecommitment.
org), you’ll notice that many 
great institutions have pledged 
to rid their campuses of green-
house gases. Now is the time for 
our university to add its name to 
this list and to go well beyond 
the level of commitment of oth-
er universities. Now is the mo-
ment for Fordham to become a 
global leader in the most impor-
tant challenge of our life time.

At this point, we hope you 
are asking yourself what you 
can do to support the cause 
and become a part of the con-
sensus. The answer is fairly 
simple:  talk about it. Spread 
the word. Speak to your friends, 
colleagues, professors, parents, 
alumni, and other members of 
the Fordham community and let 
them know that you are support-
ive of the university committing 
to being carbon neutral by 2020.  
Ask those with whom you speak 
to tell others. Ask them, “how 
would you feel if Fordham Uni-
versity committed to being car-
bon neutral by 2020?” It always 
makes for a great conversation!

If you are a part of the con-
sensus for Fordham University 
to commit to being carbon neu-
tral by 2020, we also ask that 
you simply join our Facebook 
group page, Fordham Univer-
sity Carbon Neutral by 2020. 
There you will fi nd links to in-
formation that we hope you’ll 
fi nd interesting, as well as a 
discussion board. You can also 
reach us at fucarbonby2020@
gmail.com. We encourage ev-
eryone to join us on our journey.  

A Public Fun
Message from GBA

My Diabetic Coma Fantasy
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by Sean Kelly
STAFF PAGAN

*Disclaimer: This happened.
As I approached the corner 

of 42nd Street and 47th Avenue, 
I noticed that there were several 
sets of park benches, not a sin-
gle one as I originally expected. 
The instructions I had received 
from the Lodge Master were un-
equivocally clear: I was to wait 
on the park benches facing the 
street near the corner of 42nd 
and 47th for fi fteen minutes, at 
which time I would be retrieved 
by and led to the temple for the 
ritual. Due to the peremptory 
and cryptically secretive nature 
of the instructions, I wanted 
to make absolutely sure I was 
in the exact right place at the 
proper time, lest I be denied 
access to the temple. However, 
this was my fi rst time in this 
particular area of Queens, and 
the rough set of directions that 
the Lodge Master had emailed 
to me was the only idea of the 
area that I had before getting off 
the 7 train.   Unable to decide 
which set of benches to sit my-
self down and wait on, I took a 
gamble and sat down on a bench 
next to a dreadlocked woman 
with a nose piercing and a pen-
tagram ring (she stood some-
what out in the relatively quiet 
residential area near Queens 
Boulevard), hoping that she too 
was waiting for the Lodge Mas-
ter to retrieve her.

Turns out my intuition guid-
ed me well this time. After about 
20 minutes on the bench and two 
nervously smoked cigarettes, 
a tall, stocky bald man with a 
large goatee emerged from an 
alley across the street, surveyed 
the benches and walked over 
towards where I was sitting. 

He addressed the dreadlocked 
woman and myself, introduc-
ing himself as Frater Oz, Lodge 
Master of the Tahuti Lodge 
OTO, the local Thelemite tem-
ple. He led myself and four 
other guests though the gate to 
the alley from which he had just 
come, into the basement side 
door of an apartment building, 
through a laundry room and 
into the antechamber: a small 
basement apartment decorated 
with various Egyptian imagery, 
Gnostic Christian symbolism 
and even a clock face bear-
ing the image of Baphomet. 
At the edge 
of the room 
was a set of 
black velvet 
curtains, and 
through the 
small gap be-
tween them I 
could make 
out a dimly lit 
black-walled 
room, with a 
checkerboard 
pattern alter 
at the front.  
It was then 
that I realized that I was beyond 
confused, and slightly terrifi ed 
to be in a basement apartment 
(temple?) with fi ve strangers, 
surrounded by ancient pantheis-
tic imagery.

So why exactly did I decide 
to make this foray into obscure 
paganism in Queens? Well, dear 
reader, I have no clue. However, 
I can tell you how I got there. 
Due to the exceptionally slow 
nature of my campus job in 
the past few weeks, I had been 
exploring some of the more 
darkened and poorly-preserved 
trails that the magic internet 
has to offer. One particular aim-

less meandering landed me at 
waningmoon.com, the self-de-
scribed “NYC Pagan Resource 
Guide.” I began to peruse the 
member organizations of the 
site and stumbled upon the Ta-
huti Lodge. A quick tour of their 
website revealed that they were 
adherents of the pseudo-religion 
of Thelema. Thelema is a faith 
invented by British author and 
noted occultist Aleister Crow-
ley, and is based on the central 
dictum “Do what thou wilt shall 
be the whole of the law…Love 
is the law, law under will.” The-
lema borrows on rituals, imag-

ery and traditions from ancient 
religions and mystic traditions 
such as Kaballah, Gnostic 
Christianity and the Egyptian 
pantheon, and follows the tra-
ditional Left-Hand Path model 
of classical Satanism. Basically, 
Thelema is the equivalent of oc-
cult chop suey.

After exploring the Lodge’s 
background and beliefs, I found 
a page called ‘open events’, and 
promptly began to slaver like a 
wild hyena coming upon a de-
composing zebra carcass. I im-
mediately looked at the calen-
dar, and saw that on Saturday, 
October 17th, an open ritual 

was to take place. Its descrip-
tion read, “Come join Frater Oz 
as we visualize and vibrate the 
Middle Pillar together.”  I was 
gloriously bewildered by what 
this could possibly mean, and 
contacted the Lodge Master 
about signing up as a guest. Af-
ter a brief correspondence with 
Frater Oz (which yielded the 
aforementioned bizarre direc-
tions), it was confi rmed that I 
would indeed be a guest at the 
Tahuti Lodge’s Middle Pillar 
Ritual.

So there I sat, surrounded 
by Frater Oz and four other 

guests in a basement 
apartment in Queens, 
about to begin a 
ritual about which I 
knew next to noth-
ing.  After a brief 
introduction and 
explanation of the 
ritual, Frater Oz took 
myself and the other 
guests through the 
black curtains and 
into the temple space 
proper.  We were told 
to each fi nd a corner, 
and meditate silently 

to clear our mind for fi ve min-
utes. Frater Oz then proceeded 
with the Lesser Banishing Rit-
ual of the Pentagram, during 
which he purifi ed the temple 
space with incantations, invoca-
tions of various deities, incense 
burning and, fi nally, making the 
sign of the pentagram in each 
of the four cardinal directions. 
He then performed a similar 
purifi cation ritual involving the 
hexagram, and then instructed 
us to form a circle in the mid-
dle of the temple space. He 
explained that we were to run 
down all of the energy spheres 
that ran down the center of the 

body and thus comprised the 
middle pillar. Led by Frater Oz, 
who gave a short description of 
each sphere to help the group 
visualize them, we meditated 
silently for several minutes be-
fore chanting the Hebrew name 
three times. We proceeded to do 
this for all of the spheres from 
the head (Kether region) all the 
way down to the feet (Malkuth 
Chakra), and ended off with a 
breathing exercise and another 
fi ve minutes of silent medita-
tion.

While the ritual itself was 
certainly rather esoteric and bi-
zarre, this was not what struck 
me most of all about the whole 
situation. Rather, it was Frater 
Oz’s steadfast adherence to the 
gods of antiquity and a seem-
ingly arbitrary amalgamation of 
ancient pantheons that stuck in 
my mind. Seeing an impromptu 
temple space constructed in a 
basement in Queens, and hear-
ing Frater Oz chant in dead lan-
guages while busses backfi red 
on the other side of paper-thin 
walls created a juxtaposition 
that, at its core, was more sad-
dening than amusing or be-
wildering. Though the Tahuti 
Lodge is a rather unorthodox 
and confusing institution, the 
mystique and novelty can only 
carry it so far. When the confu-
sion and novelty are stripped 
away, you’re left only with a 
makeshift alter and some hand 
painted Satanic imagery adorn-
ing the walls of a stuffy base-
ment apartment off Queens 
Boulevard; something Aleister 
Crowley probably did not fore-
see when he composed The-
lema’s doctrine and pantheon in 
rural English castle.

by Chris Sprindis
ASSISTANT EXECUTIVE 
EDITOR

I’m ashamed to admit it, but 
I’ve failed at beer. Worse, I’ve 
done it more than once. 

The fi rst time I let beer 
down was when I bought a 
goldfi sh, named it Beer, and 
watched helplessly as it died 
in its Carlo Rossi wine jug two 
days later. For some reason I 
thought keeping a fi sh named 
Beer in a wine jug was hilari-
ous, and I’ll admit to still seeing 
something comedic in it. More 
comedic than Beer’s name and 
place of residence, however, 
was defi nitely his face. Being a 
Celestial Goldfi sh, he had eyes 
that bulged almost completely 
out of his head that looked up 
in two amazingly noticeable 
directions and he was missing 
a dorsal fi n. Luckily for sci-
ence, in 1668 Francesco Redi 
disproved spontaneous genera-
tion (the idea that living things 
can come from inanimate ob-
jects) by showing that meat 

Mixing Beer and Wine
kept sealed in a jar would not 
produce maggots. If Redi failed, 
and spontaneous generation was 
still an acceptable theory, every-
one would think that Beer must 
have been the spawn of beer, he 
was the perfect embodiment of 
everything malty and ferment-
ed. Anyways, he looked like an 
idiot and he died in two days. 
I failed at beer when I kind of 
killed Beer by making him live 
in a wine jug. He was a great and 
peaceful addition to the apart-
ment, and I was hoping to be-
come more serene with an “I’m 
going to live my life through 
you, Beer” attitude towards the 
fi sh. R.I.P. Beer.

The second time I failed at 
beer was in preparing for this 
article. These past few weeks I 
slept happily knowing that the 
local stores were stocked with 
many types of Oktoberfest beer 
(I remember trying at least six 
Oktoberfest beers from differ-
ent brewers), and I planned on 
writing this article about the 
different types that could be 
purchased in the area. When it 

came time to do my research, 
however, there was only one 
type left, the Sam Adams Ok-
toberfest. Oktoberfest beer, or 
Märzenbier, is typically a Ger-
man style lager that is brewed in 
the Spring to prepare it for the 
Fall, and it is generally a very 
balanced beer of prominent malt 
fl avors and present but not too 
present hops. Despite my fail-
ure, I’ll try to run over some 
of my favorite beers that have 
popped up recently and seem to 
be sticking around.

If you’re ever in the mood to 
turn your hungover poops fol-
lowing that morning breath of 
fresh fart blacker than Satan’s, 
give Sierra Nevada’s Porter a 
shot. Unlike their Stout, which 
has a more severe coffee under-
tone, the Porter is much softer, 
with something reminiscent 
of chocolate that runs straight 
from the fi rst smell through the 
swallow. This is heavy beer, and 
more for enjoying than getting 
drunk off of, but anything’s pos-
sible. 

While Sierra Nevada’s se-

lection is consistently great 
(their Bigfoot Ale Barleywine is 
a punch in the face in terms of 
mix of violent fl avors and 9.6% 
alcohol), it has always been 
Dogfi sh Head Brewery that I 
come to time and time again 
on the shelf. With a motto like 
“off-centered ales for off-cen-
tered people,” it’s not surprising 
that they manage to turn even 
a normal beer into something 
extreme. Rather than a standard 
India Pale Ale, they continu-
ously hop their IPAs for the du-
ration of the boil, creating beers 
that ruin your taste buds in the 
best way possible. 

With higher than average 
percents of alcohol and some 
“you will never forget me” fl a-
vors, their IPAs make their way 
into my fridge pretty often, but 
it has to be their Fall seasonal 
I’d choose to be my desert is-
land beer, provided the island 
always had Fall weather. For 
those who like pumpkin pie, or 
are just moderately sane, their 
Punkin Ale will turn Fall from 
an already spectacularly beauti-

ful season into something heav-
enly. Punkin Ale is a fairly dark 
brown ale made with pumpkin 
(the little extra bit of sugar from 
the pumpkin gives it a little 
more alcohol too) and all the 
spices you’d fi nd in a pumpkin 
pie. 

Take advantage of what the 
stores have, it might not always 
be there. To Beer and beer ev-
erywhere, I apologize for ever 
letting you down, or killing you, 
but at least there’s always some-
thing worth drinking lurking on 
the shelves. Give them all a try. 

“Me? Well, I really like to vibrate the 
Middle Pillar, if you know what I mean.”

Expanding My Kether Region: Paganism in Queens

In Memoriam. 
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by John O’Neill
STAFF REMEMBER YOUR 
ROOTS

I am a student at Fordham 
University, and I hail from the 
city of Milwaukee. I am an odd-
ity here for several reasons, but 
the one I’d like to touch on is 
that of my origin. When people 
meet at Fordham, they generally 
go through the routine back and 
forth about what they’re think-
ing about majoring in, where 
they live, and eventually where 
they come from. I’ve received 
a number of reactions when I 
announce that I am from Mil-
waukee, Wisconsin. Generally 
the announcement is meet with 
some degree of excitement or 
interest, but this article is for the 
others of you. For every positive 
reaction I’ve received to my be-
ing from Milwaukee, I’ve heard 
“oh I’m sorry”, “where’s that?”, 
“Oh, the city of cheese and 
beer”, and “Isn’t it cold there?” 
I quickly answer in an attempt 
to dispel any misconceptions, 
and likely go on to give any per-
son who continues to stand near 
me a laundry list of why I love 
my hometown and home state. 

But now that I am sober, and 
have the ability to edit and lay 
out my argument, here is why I 
love my hometown of Milwau-
kee. To address the criticisms; 
yes, it does get cold; yes, I did 
go to school at 35th and Wiscon-
sin, across the street from the 
Miller Brewery; and yes, cheese 

is a thing we enjoy eating. To 
those with a more in-depth 
knowledge of the city and its is-
sues, yes, we do suffer issues of 
segregation; yes, the city deals 
with a severe budget defi cit;  
yes, the city schools are largely 
inadequate in graduating pupils; 
yes, over one in fi ve city resi-
dents live in poverty; and yes, 
one in two black men in the 
city are unemployed. Yes it’s 
all true, the city has its faults, 
I admit it, and that’s why I am 
here at Fordham.

Cities and urban issues 
have been an interest of mine 
since the early years of my 
childhood, evolving from 
drawing buildings, to taking 
photos, to actually beginning 
to grasp the issues of urban 
development. As I grew old-
er, I began to learn the issues 
which affected my city as a 
whole. Though my neighbor-
hood and my existence was 
rarely exposed to these prob-
lems, I grew to learn that the 
problems of some are the prob-
lems of all in a tight knit com-
munity like Milwaukee. Doing 
service work through my high 
school and going on weekly 
neighborhood explorations and 
photography tours with my fa-
ther helped me begin to under-
stand the vast contrasts which 
plagued the city. Where better to 
learn how to fi x these ills than at 
a social justice minded univer-
sity in the world’s greatest city? 

Perhaps you’ve made up 

your mind about Milwaukee 
in these last three paragraphs. 
Wow, what a horrible place 
you must be thinking; well I 
plead with you to continue on. 
I genuinely believe that my ef-
forts are not wasted on a dy-
ing rust-belt city, but rather are 

logical ones fueled with passion 
for the rebirth of a magnifi cent, 
already thriving, and under ap-
preciated Midwestern city. Mil-
waukee is a place of beautiful 
sandy beaches, Frederick Law 
Olmsted parks fi lled with cen-
tury old oak trees, shady bike 
paths, stately Tudor mansions, 
a trendy loft district comprised 
of renovated factories, quirky 
ethnic restaurants, densely pop-
ulated ethnic neighborhoods of 
old frame houses and apartment 
blocks, tree lined sidewalks, 

delightful church and lakefront 
summer festivals, community 
pools, viaducts, and innovative 
universities and medical cen-
ters.  

Milwaukee once had a may-
or by the name of Daniel Hoan 
who posed the question, “What 

is a city without its citizens?” 
Milwaukee might be nice 
homes and some cool bridges, 
but it’s primarily an atmo-
sphere, a community. It’s about 
Kaycie Bong, the little girl at 
the daycare I grew to love, it’s 
about Mr. Cavanaugh, the Eng-
lish teacher who taught me to 
love reading, it’s about Charlie 
Wendelberger and the nights out 
riding bikes together, it’s about 
James Stoffel and I shutting 
down the neighborhood pool 
at dusk after ignoring the pool 

for the entirety of our two hour 
shift, it’s about walking over to 
get a corned beef sandwich at 
Benji’s with James Hagner, it’s 
about cracking open a couple of 
beers with Sarah, Will, Michael, 
and Christy out in the parking 
lot of Miller Park and listening 
to Bob Uecker announce the 
Brewer game; it’s about Susan 
Meier, the neighbor who came 
over with plate after plate of 
exquisite pies and cookies just 
because she‘s a kind woman, 
it’s about the funerals that ev-
eryone on the block comes out 
to attend when a beloved elderly 
neighbor passes away, it’s about 
the sandwiches, spiced rum, and 
lively conversation which occur 
after the burial, it’s about play-
ing Spyro in a basement with 
my second grade cousin Erin 
after a night summer night bar-
b-que, it‘s about sports crazed 
dads who take a son totally dis-
interested in sports out to take 
photos while the Badgers play 
Ohio State, it‘s about moms 
with just one child who let their 
sons go away and adventure the 
world despite their immense 
fears. That is Milwaukee, that 
is my home. To all of you read-
ing this, you have a home, be it 
Milwaukee, Cleveland, Miami, 
or San Diego. So from now on, 
when someone asks you where 
you’re from, remember the sto-
ries, the people, and speak up 
with pride and passion and tell 
them about the place that made 
you.

Milwaukee’s Best: more than just beer

by Alex Gibbons
FEATURES AND LIST 
EDITOR

This is the worst hangover 
ever. There is an electric pain 
right behind my eyes, and, half-
asleep, ripping them from their 
sockets seems like it would 
yield satisfaction. Probably not 
a good idea, says a voice behind 
my eyes that only intensifi es 
the pain. I succeed in escaping 
back to sleep and relish one last 
dream before I roll out of bed. 
A familiar specter visits my 
bed, promising nothing but a 
few moments of dreamtime per-
version, but as my hand slides 
across the sheets it feels and 
wraps around the warm body of 
a female. Thinking my specter 
has made itself present in my 
waking life, I pull her close, un-
able to explain the phenomenon 
but too groggy to care. Then I 
notice the fur. And the smell. 
My eyes open to see that I am 
tightly hugging dog ass. I think 
about it, debate the hygienic 
problems of hugging dog ass, 
decide that I’m probably dirtier 
than her anyways, and resume 
my butt hugging. This morning, 
a big heap of dog ass is actually 
comforting.

The female body that lays 
writhing in my bed next to me 

is, in fact, a dog. She’s a black 
and white pit-bull terrier and, as 
far as I’m concerned, still fer-
tile. She was found by the girl-
friend of one of my roommates, 
tied to a tree at the Edgar Allen 
Poe Park near Kings-
bridge. The plan, at 
least what I thought 
was the plan, was to 
take the dog in until 
we found a suitable 
owner. Our apartment 
would have a dog run-
ning around it for a 
little while, a source 
of constant entertain-
ment, and we’d gain 
the benefi t of having 
done something chari-
table: an intoxicating 
feeling of righteous-
ness. Win-Win. 

Several months 
later, because of laxity 
or laziness or a combi-
nation of the two, the 
dog has established 
herself as an inhabitant of the 
apartment. Some efforts were 
made to fi nd a new owner, but 
they were never really persued. 
I try to reason why the dog is 
still around, but I know it’s re-
ally just because I like her and I 
enjoy her company. In an apart-
ment dominated by four college 
age men, fi lth and detritus scat-

tered about, unknown diseases 
culturing in the bathroom, she 
provides a female’s touch.

Sometimes that touch comes 
in the form of dog shit, carefully 
placed at the bathroom door, as 

if, while defecating inside, she 
took into account our ape-man 
traditions. Or maybe a pile of 
dirty clothes will be peed on, 
or the keyboard of my laptop 
plastered with black fur after 
she rubs her head on it, trying to 
lie in my lap. All of these stem 
from my initial reason of want-
ing to fi nd a new owner. Dogs 

require responsible people to 
look after them, and shit, I’m a 
fi lthy disgusting slob who regu-
larly has a mountain of dirty 
clothing gathering somewhere 
in my room. But even while 

negligence threatens 
her very existence, 
she’s adorably happy 
to be around, a smil-
ing, jumping, tail-
wagging being to 
greet me at the door 
when I come home 
that makes me for-
get about my failing 
Spanish grade, about 
my longing for New 
England, about the 
inexorably stressful 
state of my life. 

If I’m sitting 
down, she climbs 
into my laps and 
sits staring at my 
face with a simple-
ton’s gaze. Before I 
met her, I was sure 

that pit-bulls were wretched, 
violent, and dangerous animals. 
When she fi rst began climbing 
into my lap like this, at the be-
ginning of our relationship, I 
imagined she was sizing up my 
gullet, prepared to rip my lar-
ynx from its current residence. 
Instead, she places her front 
legs on my shoulders and rests 

her head on mine, an eerily hu-
man gesture that implies some 
emotion or understanding. But 
I’m reminded constantly of her 
ability to kill, of her muscular 
body that was designed to run, 
tear, and rip. There’s some pri-
mordial nerve deep inside of 
her that makes her bark at for-
eign voices, or growl at the door 
when she hears it being jostled 
by some intruder outside. But 
when she stares at my face I’m 
calmed by the knowledge that 
she sees me as a protector.

But in the same eyes there is 
contained something that pulls 
and tugs at my insides. Some-
thing that transports me back 
in time to days when I gazed 
into a different canine face that 
I swore never to betray. My 
Dog. And now I feel guilty. My 
Dog still warm in the ground, 
dead two years, and I fi nd my-
self giving attention to this new 
bitch, sharing my bed with her, 
writing foolishly sentimental ar-
ticles about dogs. I entertain the 
idea that dogs share something 
universal, and that with the new 
girl I can honor my Dog’s exis-
tence. But then I remember the 
jealousy of dogs, and feel guilty 
again. At least it’s not a cat, I tell 
myself.

AWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWW

“dog ass”

Not Fair
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by Lenny Raney
FEARWAX EDITOR

In a classic Realer than 
Fact revelation, Kirk Cameron, 
the actor best known as Mike 
Seaver on 80’s sitcom Grow-
ing Pains, is still around and 
apparently completely insane. 
He, along with some Australian 
douche named Ray Comfort, 
are the hosts of a television se-
ries called Way of the Master 
and co-founders of an evangeli-
cal fundamentalist organization 
called Ministry of Living Wa-
ters. You may have seen snip-
pets of the series on the inter-
net, the most popular of which 
involves Comfort explaining to 
Cameron that the existence of 
the banana disproves evolution. 
Wait, I’ll give you a second to 
let that set in. Okay, ready for 
the explanation? Well, Comfort 
says that the way the banana 
perfectly fi ts a human hand and 
peels so readily is compelling 
evidence for intelligent design.

He fails to men-
tion that many wild 
bananas are round, 
littered with seeds, 
and particularly foul 
tasting and more 
importantly, that 
the curved yellow 
bananas we all con-
sume and enjoy are 
the product of sev-
eral thousands of 
years of cultivation 
and forced evolu-
tion. Yes, that’s right: 
evolution is exactly 
the reason why ba-
nanas are so awe-
some. As offensively 
ridiculous as this is, 
it gets even worse. 
In “honor” of the 
150th anniversary 
of the publication 
of Charles Darwin’s 
On the Origin of 
Species, Ministry of 
Living Waters is cur-
rently in the process 
of publishing and 
handing out upwards 
of 200,000 copies of 
the seminal work, 
but with a twist. It 
will feature a 50 page introduc-
tion by Comfort that, amongst 
other things, states Darwinian 
evolution is a purely a theory on 
macroevolution (it’s not), cites 
that one Einstein quote where 
he speaks positively about the 
existence of God (despite the 
many in which he doesn’t), and 
relates Darwin’s theory to Hitler 
and the Holocaust (really?). 

I don’t want to turn this into 
a tirade about fundamentalism 
or evangelism just as much as 
I don’t want to turn this into a 
militaristic antitheistic diatribe. 
I’d much rather focus on the 
consummate hilarity of see-
ing grownup Mike Seaver any-
where, let alone as a hardcore 
insane Christian preacher. I’d 

highly suggest Googling him. 
He looks exactly like he did 
when he was 17 but now has 
a slowly receding hairline and 
the most eerie of pedosmiles. In 
celebration of this monumental-
ly hilarious turn of events, the 
rest of this article will consist of 
a short fanfi c about how Mike 
Seaver found Jesus:

Ben walks into Mike’s room 
with a baseball and glove under 
his arm and a large glass of milk 
in his left hand. “Mike, come 
play baseball with me!” Ben 
says, jumping on Mike’s bed, 
disrupting him from doing what 
is seemingly homework and 
spilling a little bit of milk on the 
page he was working on.

“BEN! WHAT ARE YOU 
DOING, YOU DWEEB? You 
just ruined my letter! I am going 
to KILL YOU!” Mike shouts. 
Ben, having dropped the glove 
and ball, runs out of the room 
and down the stairs yelling “I’m 
sorry! I’m sorry! I didn’t mean 
to mess up your homework!” 

Mike darts down the stairs after 
him.

“It’s not homework, Ben…” 
says Carol mysteriously, who is 
sitting on the couch watching 
television while the chase is oc-
curing. Ben and Mike stop dead 
in their tracks. 

“What are you talking 
about?” they inquire in unison.

“Well…” begins Carol, “I 
heard through the grapevine 
that Mikey has a little crush at 
school.” The audience coos. 

Mike immediately retorts, 
“SHUT IT CAROL. You don’t 
know anything!”

“Tell me! Tell me!” inter-
jects Ben. The audience laughs.

“DON’T TELL HIM OR 
ELSE.” responds Mike.

“Or else what? I’m friends 
with Julie Lautner who’s friends 
with Charlie Brauning who’s 
friends with Adam Grady’s sis-
ter Cara who’s best friends with 
Allie Samuels who says that you 
have a crush on her. She says 
she catches you staring at her 
in English class all the time and 
knows you were the one who 
left that love note in her locker 
two weeks ago. Next time you 
write an anonymous love note, 
try to do it in somebody else’s 
handwriting or at the least not 
write in your own when you tag 
your name on the basketballs in 
gym,” explains Carol. The audi-
ence laughs harder.

“Mike has a girlfriend! Mike 
has a girlfriend!” Ben says, 
mocking Mike. Then, a mis-
chievous look appears on his 
face and he sneaks away mys-
teriously, heading for Mike’s 
bedroom.

Redfaced, Mike replies, 
“Whatever, Carol, I don’t have 
a girlfriend and I don’t have a 

crush on Allie 
Samuels!” and 
he stomps off, 
clearly upset. End 
scene.

The next day 
at school, Allie 
Samuels and sev-
eral of her friends 
are standing in a 
tight circle around 
something of in-
terest laughing 
hysterically. “Al-
lie, I love you so 
much that some-
times I just don’t 
know what to do 
with myself!” she 
reads desperately 
trying to hold 
back her laugh-
ing. Her friends 
laugh even hard-
er. “Hey, what is 
this white stain 
here?” she asks, 
noticing the milk 
Ben spilled on the 
page.

“Well, I guess 
he does know 
what do with 

himself when he thinks about 
you, Al,” Cara Grady smarmily 
replies. 

“OH MY GOD, EW!” 
shrieks Allie as she drops the 
page and runs towards the bath-
room, knocking over who else 
but a clearly fl ustered and liter-
ally fl oored Mike Seaver. Awk-
ward silence ensues as a look of 
pure loathing blankets Allie’s 
face. She steps right over Mike, 
hands him his letter, opens the 
door to the bathroom, and in the 
most cold and calloused tone 
possible, says “Michael Seaver, 
you need Jesus.”

Mike, I don’t think this is 
what Allie meant.

by Lauren Duca
STAFF LIKES THIS

For the internet predator, we 
have this prototypical image of 
a pale middle-aged white man 
with a comb over and moth-
eaten sweater wearing over-
sized glasses, staring hungrily 
at a computer screen. Our gen-
eration is becoming that Chris-
Hansen-hunted man; we’re all 
fucking creepy. Advancements 
in technology and new forms of 
communication have changed 
the way we interact with and 
stalk each other. Facebook has 
presented us with an array of 
questions that sociology will 
take years to answer. It is easy 
to friend someone; to look at 
their 642 pictures; to fi nd out 
their birthday, siblings’ names, 
hometown, political views, re-
ligious views, interests, favor-
ite movies, and favorite books, 
but what is not easy is the face 
time that comes after Facebook 
activity.

You just sent Matt from your 
Spanish class a friend request. 
You think he’s kind of cute. He 
has a goatee, and he wears a lot 
of fl annel, and the other day 
you saw that he was listening to 
that song you love by Belle & 
Sebastian; he’s edgy but sensi-
tive, and that’s sexy. There’s a 
lot of other guys that look like 
him on campus, actually when 
you were jogging without con-
tacts on Thursday, you ran fast-
er cause you thought you were 
about to pass him (but didn’t) 
like seven times.  Anyways, 
you’re mutual friends with 
someone on Facebook, and after 
just two minutes of hesitation, 
you hit submit and send him 
an invitation to be your 875th 
friend. He accepts, you get no-
tifi ed, and the creeping begins. 
You start clicking through his 
pictures, and SHIT, you really 
lost track of time, because he’s 
wearing a Christmas sweater in 
the last one he was tagged in, 
how many months did you just 
click through? Oh, well, you’ll 
get back to studying, right after 
you update your music info. You 
liked The Moldy Peaches before 
you knew he did, just forgot to 
add them in there.

It’s 8:29 on Tuesday, you 
have an 8:30 and you’re only 
halfway to Dealy. Goddamnit, 
you can be such a dilly-dallier 
sometimes. You duck into class, 
kick past a hideous and cum-
bersome Vera Bradley bag, and 
slip into a seat. You catch a bit 
of facial hair in your peripheral 
vision. Could it be? It is. You 
are within a foot of the only 
subject you studied last night, 
of the face you watched smirk-
ing in photo booth sessions, 

grinning at grandma’s birthday 
party, concentrating in game af-
ter game of beer pong. You are 
sitting next to Matt. He notices 
you looking his way, turns in 
your direction, and engages you 
in full eye contact. You don’t 
react. Showing no recognition, 
you start looking through your 
bag for a pen. Crap. You have 
now reached stalker status. 

You have literally looked at 
pictures of this kid in his house, 
in his dorm, in his boxers, at 
Tinkers, at Mugz’s, at his little 
sister’s piano recital, on his best 
friend’s boat, on vacation, and 
on something he snorted in the 
same album, and you are not go-
ing to even acknowledge him. 
It’s ridiculous, it’s absurd, it’s 
awkward, and we all do it, basi-
cally on a daily basis. 

Half a decade ago, if some-
one said, “So, I was looking at 
some photos of her from two 
summers back. She went to this 
barbeque at his aunt’s house, 
and anyways, I don’t think 
she’s always been a vegan.” 
You probably would have run to 
alert the poor actually-animal-
eating girl that she was being 
preyed upon. Now, you’re look-
ing at those same pictures and 
sometimes even clicking away 
to her aunt’s profi le. 

There are a million uncom-
fortable moments we encoun-
ter in the day-to-day. You are 
guaranteed a certain allotment 
of awkward. You will have 
to make small talk with your 
teacher, because you happened 
to be walking past the library 
at the same time. Your drunken 
hook-up is going to be on cam-
pus probably 93% of the days 
you are. And there’s no real way 
to get out of saying hi to the girl 
who lives next door more than 
once in the morning, especially 
if you both end up going back to 
the bathroom to brush your teeth 
after showering. But it is easy 
to dodge the disgusting feeling 
of ignoring someone that you 
know all too well from the in-
ternet, because you have yet to 
meet them in the real world.

So, stop. Deal with the awk-
ward you have to, and avoid 
the awkward you don’t. When 
you’re on your laptop, write 
your essay, take your obliga-
tory Under The Infl uence alco-
hol tutorial, pirate some music, 
harvest your fucking avocados 
on Farmville, do just about any-
thing but spend your time as a 
internet predator.

I would not “like” our gen-
eration’s stalker status.

Growing (With God) Pains

“I AM A BANANA!
I PROVE THAT GOD IS REAL!”
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by Keeran Murphy
STAFF DEADITOR

 
With their victory in game 

six, the SK Wyverns have forced 
the Kia Tigers to play game sev-
en for the KBO Championship. 
I am talking, of course, about 
Korean baseball and the Korean 
Baseball Organization, a subject 
both fascinating and pertinent. 
To start, notice that the two team 
names men-
tioned above 
bear no refer-
ence to their  
respective loca-
tions. (If you 
are wondering, 
the SK Wyverns 
are located in 
Incheon and 
the Kia Tigers 
are based in 
Gwangju. An-
other interest-
ing tidbit: Out 
of the KBO’s 
eight teams, 
three are locat-
ed in Seoul. Put 
another way, 
37.5% of the 
country’s teams 
are located in 
one city.) Instead of bearing the 
name of the city in which they 
are located, KBO teams are 
identifi ed by the companies that 
own them. The American reader 
will be familiar with Kia; SK is 
the third-largest conglomerate 
in South Korea, composed of 92 
subsidiary and affi liate compa-
nies. Sure, the Cincinnati Reds 
play in Great American Ball-
park, but they’re still the Cin-
cinnati Reds. Also, notice that 
the team names are all written 
in English. There is a lot going 
on here, even just in the names 
of the teams.

Busan, Korea’s second larg-
est city, is home to the Lotte 
Giants. And before they were 
knocked out of this season’s 
playoffs, I attended a home 
game against the Woori Heroes 
(formerly the, get this, Hyundai 
Unicorns). The ballpark fare 
is worth mentioning, as it was 
the fi rst thing I experienced at 
the game. Going in, I didn’t 
know what to expect in terms of 
grub; I only assumed, correctly, 
that hot dogs and Cracker Jack 
would be conspicuously absent. 
First I bought a bag of some lit-
tle doughnuttish things molded 
to look like mini corns-on-the-
cob. Said snack is produced by a 
greasy machine that squirts a set 
amount of something best de-
scribed as “goo” into little metal 
corn molds on a sort of assem-
bly line.  The goo hardens in the 
molds as they circle towards the 
end of the line, where they are 
ejected into a heat lamp-warmed 
tray and wait to be stuffed into 
a paper bag and served to the 
customer. The outside of the 

snack is cakey, but the inside 
is stuffed with a viscous fi lling 
that’s much like the cream of 
a custard doughnut, except the 
cream is more glutinous and 
less sweet. What’s most unset-
tling about these snacks is that 
I think the inside is actually 
just the goo that didn’t fi nish 
cooking. They were probably 
one of the unhealthiest things 
I’ve ever consumed. And they 

weren’t good, per se, but I still 
ate a gross number of them. 
After the game had started and 
the sight of the soggy machine-
made snacks was starting to 
make me queasy, I bought some 
squid from a vendor—head and 
tentacles both. Not much to say 
about this, except I think they 
were fried in butter and were 
delicious.

The stadium was packed 
to full capacity and the crowd 
was wonderfully raucous. In-
terestingly, one of the crowd’s 
favorite players was the Mexi-
can Karim Garcia, the only 
player with facial hair, whose 
name under a Korean tongue 
becomes something like “Gah-
(l/r)eu-see-uh.” For all you 
sports fans out there, this is the 
same Karim Garcia who played 
for various MLB teams (includ-
ing the New York Mets and the 
New York Yankees) until 2004. 
And according to his Wikipedia 
page, in 2004, he and teammate 
Shane Spencer “were involved 
in a parking lot encounter 
with a pizza deliverman, but 
no charges were fi led.” This 
makes sense, as he’s a stocky 
galoot with a signifi cantly sub-
standard batting average. But 
when he makes contact the ball 
soars; he’s your run-of-the-mill 
slugger, a Gashouse Gorillas 
(see: Looney Tunes, “Baseball 
Bugs,” 1946). My impression, 
though, is that such players are 
few and far between in Korean 
baseball, and so the crowd loves 
it. Even when Garcia hits a pop 
fl y that is clearly going to land 
gently in the glove of the center-
fi elder, the crowd stands up and 

“whoooooooaaaa”s like it’s a 
near-home-run.

There were certain similari-
ties between the Korean and the 
American baseball stadium ex-
perience. Just like in America, 
there was a “Kiss Cam.” Also, a 
man proposed to his girlfriend; 
she said yes ; ). But there was 
plenty that was different. The 
Lotte Giants do not have bat-
boys; they have batgirls. They 

wear white skirts, orange tank 
tops, pink baseball caps, and 
pigtails. Make of this what you 
will. And there is no seventh-in-
ning stretch, but there is a sixth.

The cheering is defi nite-
ly the most exciting part of 
the game. They 
whole crowd is 
electric, and they 
have a differ-
ent cheer or song 
for every single 
player, usually 
incanted when 
that player comes 
to bat. One fun 
Giants idiosyn-
crasy is that fans 
bring newspaper 
sto the game and 
,through a system 
of tearing and 
twisting, make 
their own pom-
poms.

In the eighth 
inning, I was 
puzzled as to why 
stadium person-
nel were walk-
ing around toss-
ing bright orange 
plastic bags into 
the crowd. At fi rst 
I thought it was a 
sort of “pick up 
your own trash” 
policy, but the crowd seemed 
too eager. The bags are in fact 
for everyone to make ridiculous 
looking hats. They are tied so 
that they’re full of air, and the 
two loop handles are wrapped 
around the ears, with the bright 
orange plastic sac of air on top 
of the head. Gazing out upon 

the capacity crowd, it looked 
like a swarm of bright orange 
jellyfi sh has descended upon the 
stadium.

Also, there are cheerleaders. 
They are on a stage set up in the 
right fi eld seats, and the major-
ity of the time they do cutesy 
coordinated dance numbers. 
They are dressed similarly to 
the batgirls: white skirts and or-
ange tops, but for some reason 
in the eighth inning they change 
into super short jean shorts and 
tee shirts that say “DIVA.” The 
reason for this metamorphosis 
is unclear. I can’t remember if it 
coincided with the distribution 
of the plastic bags. The cheer-
leaders alternate on stage with 
a more literal “cheer-leader”—
a man in a Giants uniform and 
white gloves (and in the fi rst in-
ning he had some kind of white 
cape or fl owy outergarment, 
making him look very much 
like a relatively lame super-
hero, but the cape/fl owy outer-
garment was jettisoned after the 
fi rst inning), capering and gam-
boling across the stage, gesticu-
lating in sharp, precise motions, 
looking like he’s trying to give 
semaphore code sans-fl ags or 
trying to direct an airplane on 
a tarmac. He’s always either 
shouting cheers into a micro-
phone or blowing sharply into 
a whistle. He’s darn good at his 
job, and he really gets the crowd 
going. Through the entire game 
there’s not a quiet moment, and 

the cheering almost never stops.
Returning to team names, the 

Giants are the “Lotte” Giants, 
not the Busan Giants. Lotte is a 
megalithic Asian conglomerate 
that, according to its Wikipedia 
page, “consists of over 60 busi-
ness units. . .engaged in such di-
verse industries as candy manu-

facturing, beverages, hotels, fast 
food, retail, fi nancial services, 
heavy chemicals, electronics, 
IT, construction, publishing, and 
entertainment.” Many of the Gi-
ants cheers consist of only the 
word “Lotte,” chanted repeat-
edly. I don’t know if there is re-
ally a true equivalent to Lotte in 
America, but imagine a crowd 
at a baseball stadium cheer-
ing for their team by chanting 
“GE! GE! Gooooooo GE!” It 
would be something like that. 
Even more bizarre to imagine 
are the cheers that must come 
at Woori Heroes home games, 
when you consider that Woori is 
the nationalized Tobacco com-
pany. But despite this unabash-
edly postmodern integration of 
corporate ownership and team 
(Lotte Department Store is even 
spray-painted on the fi eld, in 
Korean), I’ve never seen a more 
energetic and supportive crowd.

Here, advertising, the ma-
chine which makes sport on 
such a massive spectatorial 
level possible, is not just post-
ed on a jersey, as is the case in 
English Premier League soccer; 
the at-home viewer is not just 
reminded that today’s presenta-
tion is “brought to you by…” In 
the KBO, advertising is truly in 
a Frederic Jamesonianly post-
modern sense “incorporated 
into the very substance” of the 
sport. And not only is the viewer 
or crowd beaten over the head 
with this advertising, but when 

the stadium 
crowd chants 
for its team, it is 
the crowd that 
wields the beat-
ing stick. But 
for KBO fans, 
this seems not 
to matter. There 
is something 
academical ly 
scary about 
this; it seems 
like brainwash-
ing—the unwit-
ting manipu-
lation of the 
individual and 
subjugation to 
the corporate 
machine, the 
a s s i m i l a t i o n 
of man-as-cog 
into that ma-
chine under the 
convenient ruse 
of “sport.” But 
I’m not sure 
how much it 
really matters 
in praxis when 

weighed against the simple joy 
and enthusiasm of the fans. For 
them, it seems, that which we 
call a rose by any other name 
would smell as sweet, and that 
which we call a business con-
glomerate might as well be a 
baseball team.

“When I Looked at His Eyes
I Saw Three Letters: KBO”


